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To  the  Reader. 

This  Figure,  that  thou  here  feeft  put, 

It  was  for  gentle  Shakefpeare  cut ; 

Wherein  the  Graver  had  a  ftrife 

With  Nature,  to  out-doe  the  Life: 

O,  could  he  but  have  drawn  his  PFit 

As  well  in  Braffe,  as  he  has  hit 

His  Face;  the  Tr'mt  would  then furpafle 

All,  that  was  ever  writ  in  Braffe. 

But  fince  he  cannot,  Reader,  look 

Not  on  his  TiBure,  but  his  Book. 

B  J. 



Ma.  WILLIAM 

AKESPEA 

•  Comedies  ̂   Hiftories,  and  Tragedies, 

Publiftied  according  to  the  true  Original  Copies. 

The  Third  Imprefsion. 

[<irttn    Tiro  a  honf  ■  fctilvfil  London  ■ 

..LONDON, 

Printed  for  Philip  Cketwinde  ,  1663. 
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To  the  moft  Noble  and  Incomparable  pair  of  Brethren, 

WILLIAM  Earl  of  Tembrokg,  &c.  Lord  Chamberlain  to  the 

\      .  Kjngs  moH  Excellent  ̂ Majeflic  j 

A  nd  P  H I L I  P  Earl  of  Montgomery,  &c.  Gentleman  to  His  zSMa- 

jeUies  Bed-Chamber.  Both  Knights  of  the  moft  Noble  Order  of 

the  Garter  ,  and  our  Angular  good  L  o  r  d  s. 

Right  Honourable, 

Hi  If  wefudy  to  be  thankful  in  our  p ]  articu- 

lar',  for  the  many  favours  we  have  received 

from  your  LL,  we  are  fain  upon  the  ill  for* 

tune >  to  mingle  two  the  moft  diver fe  things  that  can 

be,  fear,  andrashneffeinthe  enterprife,  and  fear  of 

the  fuccefe. For, when  we  value  theplacesyour  H.H. 

fu (lain,  we  cannot  but  know  their  dignity  greater, 

than  t  o  de fc end  to  the  reading  of  thefe  trifles :  and, 

while  we  name  them  trifles,  we  have  deprivd  our 

f elves  of  the  defence  of  our  Tie  die  at  ion.  But fine  e your 

L.L.have  beenpleas  dto  think  thefe  trifles  fomething 

heretofore,  and  have  prof ecuted 'both  them,  and  their 

Authour  living,  with  fomuch  favour:  we  hope, (that 

they  out-livinghim^  and  he  not  having  the  fate,com* 

mon  with  fome,  to  be  Executor  to  his  own  writings) 

y  ou  will  ufe  the  fame  indulgence  toward  them,  you 

have  done  unto  their  parent.  There  is  a  great  diffe- 

rence, whether  any  Book  choofehisTatrones,  or find 

them :  This  hath  done  both.  For,fo  much  were  your 

L.L.  likings  of  the  fever  a  I  parts,  when  they  were 

a&ed,  as  before  they  were published,the  Volume  askd 

to  be  yours.  JVe  have  but  collected  them,  and  done  an 

A  2  office 



The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

Sffice  to  the  dead,  to  'procure  his  Or phanes  *  Gmma-  ( 

dians ;  without  ambition  either  off  elf -profiteer  fame: 

only  £&  keep  the  memory  of  fo  worthy  a  Friend  and 

Fellow  alive  y  as  was  our  Shakespeare^  by  humble 

offer  of  his  Playes,  to  your  mo  (I  Noble  Tatronage. 

therein  y  as  we  have  juftly  obfervedy  no  man  to  come 

near  jour  L.  L.  but  with  a  kind  of  religious  addrefs\ 

it  hath  been  the  height  of  our  care>  who  are  theTre- 

fenters  0  to  make  the  Vrefent  worthy  of  your  H.  H. 

fyy  the  Terfeffiion.  Buty  there  we  mufl  alfo  crave  our 

abilities  to  be  confideredy  my*Lords.  JVe  cannot  goe 

beyond  our  own  powers.  Countrey  hands  reach  forth 

Milky  Cream>Fruits,  or  what  they  have :  and  many 

Nations  (we  have  heard )  that  had  not  Gummes  and 

Incenfe,  obtained  their  requeHs  with  a  leavened 

Cake^  It  was  no  fault  to  approach  their  gods,  by 

what  means  they  could:  And  the  mofly  though  mean- 

eft  of  things  >are  made  preciousy  when  they  are  dedica- 

ted toTemples.  In  that  name  thereforey  we  mo  ft  hum- 

bly confe  crate  to  your  H.  H.  thefe  remains  of  your 

jervant  Shakefpeare ;  that  what  delight  is  in  them, 

may  be  ever  your  L.  L.  the  reputation  his  y  and  the 

faults  ours  yif  any  be  committed  by  a  pair  fo  careful  to 

shew  their  gratitude  both  to  the  livingyand  the  deady 

mis 

Your  Lordships  moftbounden 

John  Hemingey 

Henry  CondelL 



To  the  great  variety  of  Readers. 

Rom  the  moji  able,  to  him  that  can  but 

fpell.  There  you  are  number'd,  We 

had  rather  you  were  weigh'd.  Efpe 

cially,  when  the  fate  of  all  Books  de- 

pends upon  your  capacities:  and  not  of  your 

heads  alone  ,  but  of  your  Purfes.   Well,  it  is 

now  publick,  and  you  will  ftand  for  your  privi- 

ledges,  we  know :  to  read)  and  cenfure.  Doe  fo, 

but  buy  it firff\  that  doth  beft  commend  a  Book, 

the  Stationer  Jayes.  Then,  how  odde  foe ver  your 

brains  be,  or  your  wifdomes,  make  your  filience 

the  fame,  and  fpare  not*  Iudge  your  fix-penny 

worth,  your  shillings  worthy  your  five  shillings 

worth  at  a  time,  or  higher,  fo  you  rife  to  thejuft 

rates,  and  welcome.  But,  whatever  you  do,  Buy, 

Cenfure  will  not  drive  a  Trade ,  nor  make  the 

Jack  goe.   And  though  you  be  a  Magiftrate  oi 

Wit ,  and  fit  on  the  Stage  at  Black-Fryers ',  or 

the  Cock-pit,  to  arraign  Tlayes  daily,kno w,  thefe 

Tlayes  have  had  their  trial  already ,and  Hood  out 

all  Appeals;  and  do  now  come  forth  quitted  ra- 

ther by  a  Decree  of  Court ,  then  any  purchas'd 

Letters  of  Commendation. 

It  had  been  a  thing,  weconfelfe,  worthy  to 

have  beenwifhed,  that  the  Author  himMt had 

liv'd  to  have  fet  forth  9  and  overfeen  his  own 

Writings  \  But  finceit  hath  been  ordain'd  other- 

wife 



To  the  great  variety  of Readers. 

wife,  and  he  by  .death  departed  from  that  right, 

we  pray  you  do  not  envy  his  Friends,  the  office 

of  their  care,  and  pain ,  to  have  collected  and 

publifh'd  them;  &  fo  to  have  publish'd  them,  as 

where  ( before  )  y  ou  were  abus'd  with  divers 

ftoln3  and Jurreptitious  Copies,  maimed  and  de- 

formed by  the  frauds  &  Healths  of  injurious  Im- 

poftors,  that  expos'd  them :  even  thofe,  are  now 

offer'd  to  your  view  cured,  and  perfect  of  their 

limbs',  and  all  the  reft,  abfolute in  their  numbers 

as  he  conceived  them.  JVho}  as  he  was  a  happy 

imitator  of  Nature ;  was  a  molt  gentle  exprefier 

of  it.  His  mind  and  hand  went  together :  And 

what  he  thought,  he  uttered  with  that  eafinefs, 

that  we  have  fcarce  received  from  him  a  blot  in 

his  Papers.  But  it  is  not  our  'Province,  who  only 

gather  his  Works,  and  give  them  you  to  praife 

him.  It  is  yours  that  read  him.  And  there  we 

hope,  to  your  divers  capacities,  you  will  find  e- 

nough,  both  to  draw, and  hold  you :  for  his  wit 

can  no  more  lie  hid,  then  it  could  be  loft.  Read 

him,  therefore ;  and  again,  &  again :  And  if  then 

you  do  not  like  him,  furely  you  are  in  fome  ma- 

nifeft  danger,  not  to  underftand  him.  And  fo  we 

leave  you  to  other  of  his  Friends ,  who,  if  you 

need,can  be  your  guides :  if  you  need  them  not, 

you  can  lead  your  felves,and  others.  And  fuch 

Readers  we  wish  him. 

J.Heminge.  H.Condell. 



To  the  Memory  of  the  decealed  Authour 

Mr.  William  Shakespeare. 

;Hakefpeare;>  at  length  thy  pious  Fellows  give 

The  World thy  Works:  thy  Works  ̂ by  which  mt -live 

Thy  Tomb,t  hy  Name^///?:  when  that  front  u  rent} 

(lAndTimediffolves  thy  Stratford  CsUonument  > 

Here  we  alive  shall  view  thee  ft  ill.  This  Book, 

When  Brafs  and  Marble fade^  shall  make  thee  look 

Fresh  to  all  z^ges :  when  Tofteritie 

Shall  loathe  whafs  new>  think  all  is  prodigie 

That  is  not  Shakefpear  V ;  evry  Line^  each  Ferfe 

Here  shall  revive y  redeem  thee  from  thy  Herfe. 

Nor  Fire,  norcankring  dge,  as  Nafo  faidy 

Of  his >  thy  wit-fraught  Book  shall  once  invade. 

Nor  shall  Le\re  believe,  or  think  thee  dead 

(Though  mifi)  until  our  ban kr out  Stage  be  fped 

Or  till Ihear  a  Scene  more  nobly  take  > 

Than  when  thy  ha  If ef word par  lying  Ycommsjpake 

Till  thefe,  till  any  of  thy  Volumes  reft 

Shall  with  more fire>  more  feeling  be  expreft , 

Be  fure>  our  Shakefpeare,  thou  canji  never  die* 

But  crown*  d  with  Lawrell,  live  eternally. 
b  L.  Digger 



Upon  the  Effigies  of  my  worthy  Friend,  the  Au 

thour  Mr.  W.Shakefpearey  mdhis  Works. « 

TetJator,  this  Lifes  Shadow  is ;  to  fee 

The  truer  Image  and  a  livelier  he 

Turn  Reader.  But,  obfervehk  Comtek  <vain> 

Laugh i  and  -proceed next  to  a  Tragic k  ftrainy 

Then  weep ;  So  when  thou  find' ft  two  contraries, 

Two  different  pa f ions from  thy  rapt  foul  rife, 

Say,  (who  alone  effetlfuch  wonders  could) 

Rare  Shakefpeare  to  the  life  thou  doB  behold. 

To  the  ̂ Memory  ofMr.W.  Shakefpeare. 

IE  wonder  (Shakefpeare)  that  thou  went'ft  fb 
foon 

From  the  Worlds-Stage,  to  the  Graves-Tyring- 

room. 

Wc  thought  thee  dead,but  this  thy  Printed  worth, 

Tells  thy  Spectators,  that  thou  went'ft  but  forth 

To  enter  with  applaufe.  An  c/fcJors  Art, 

Can  dye,  and  live,  to  atl  a  fecond  Part. 

That's  but  an  Exit  of  Mortality; 

This,  a  Re-entrance  to  a  Tlaudite. 

J.  CM. 

0 



To  the  Memory  of  my  beloved  the  Authout 

Mr.  William  Shakespeare; 

And  what  he  hath  left  us. 

M pO  draw  no  envy  (Shakefpeare)  on  thy  Name, 

mm  Am  I  thus  ample  to  thy  Book,  and  Fame : 

While  Iconfejfe  thy  writings  to  be  fuck* 

zAs  neither  Man,  nor  Mufe  can praife  too  much. 

*Tis  true,  and^  all  mens  fuffrage.  But  thefe  wayes 

JVere  not  the  paths  I  meant  unto  thy  praife : 

For  feelieft  Ignorance  on  thefe  may  light  , 

Which)  when  it  founds  atbefl, but  ecchoes  right. 

Or  blind  Affection,  which  doth  nere  advance 

The  truth,  but  gropes, and  urgeth  all  by  chance; 

Or  crafty  malice,  might  pretend  this  praife, 

And  think  to  mine,  where  itfeem'd  to  raife] 

Thefe  arenas  fome  infamous  BaudjrWhore?  [more? 

Should praife  a  Matron.  PFhat  could  hurt  her 

But  thou  artproofe  againft  them,  and  indeed 

zAbove  th'ill  fortune  of  them  ,  or  the  need. 

I  therefore  will  begin.  Soul  of  the  Age ! 

The  applaufe !  delight !  the  wonder  of  our  Stage ! 

CHy  Shakefpeare  rife  ;  I  will  not  lodge e  the  by 

Chaucer,  or  Spenfer^  or  bid  Beaumont  lie 

zA  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room : 

Thou  art  a  Monument  without  a  Tomb , 

zAnd  art  alive  ft  ill,  while  thy  Book  doth  live ) 

And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and praije  to  give. 

b  a  That 



That  I  not  mix  thee  fo,  my  brain  excufes^ 

I  mean  with  greats  but  difproportiond  Mufes : 

For  if  /  thought  my  judgement  were  of  years  , 

I  should  commit  thee  jurely  with  thy  Peers , 

^And  tell  how  far  thou  did  ft  our  Lily  out- shine. 

Or  fp  or  ting  Kid,  or  MarlowV  mighty  Line. 

yJnd though  thou  hadft  fmall Latine  &  lefs  Greek, 

From  thence  to  honour  thee,  I  would  not  feek 

For  names;  but  call  forth  thundring  ̂ Efchylus., 

Euripides,  ̂ WSophocles  to  us, 

PaccuviusyAccius,  him  ̂ /Cordova  dead, 

To. live  again,  to  hear  thy  Buskin  tread, 

<iAnd  shake  a  Stage:  Or, when  thy  Socks  were  on> 

Leave  thee  alone  for  the  comparifon 

Of  all,  that  infolent  Greece,  or  haughty  Rome 

Sent  forth,  or  fince  did  from  their  ashes  come. 

Triumph,  my  Britain.,  thou  ha  ft  one  to  show, 

To  whom  all  Scenes  ̂ /Europe  homage  owe. 

He  was  not  of  an  age,  but  for  dll  time  ! 

z_And all  the  Mufes,y?/7/  were  in  their  prime, 

When  like  Apollo  he  came  forth  to  warm 

Our  ears,  or  like  a  Mercury  to  charm  I 

Nature  her  felf was  proud  of  his  delignes , 

Andjoy  d to  wear  the  dr effing  of  his  Lines/ 

Which  were  Jo  richly  fpun,  and  woven  fofit , 

<iAs,  fince,  she  will vouchfafe  no  other  wit 

The  merry  Greek,  tart  Ariltophanes, 

Neat  Terence^  witty  Plaut us,  now  not pleafe? 

But 



But  antiquated^  and  defer  ted  lie  
1 

cAs  they  were  not  ̂ /Natures  family. 

Tet  mufl  I  not  give  Nature  all:  Thy  Art, 

<JMy  gentle  Shakefpeare  muH  enjoy  a  part. 

For  though  the  PoetV  matter  Nature  be, 

His  Art  doth  give  the  Fashion.  And,  that  he 5 

Who  cafls  to  write  a  living  lin  e^  muff  five  at  , 

{Such  as  thine  are)  and fir  ike  the  fecond  heat 

U pon  the  M  ufes  zAnvile :  turn  the fame  , 

[Andhimfelf with  it)  that  he  thinks  to  frame  | 

Or  for  the  Lawrel ,  he  may  gain  a  fcorn  , 

For  a  good  PoetV  made,  as  well  as  born. 

zAnd fuch  wert  thou.  Look  how  the  Fathers  face 

Lives  in  his  Iffue,  even  fo  the  race 

O/'Shakefpear  s  mind^and manners  brightly  shines 
In  his  well  torned,  and  true  filed  lines : 

In  each  of  which,  he  feems  to  shake  a  Lance, 

zAs  brandish t  at  the  eyes  0/Ignoran  ce. 

Sweet  Swan  of  Aw  on !  what  a  fight  it  were 

To  fee  thee  in  our  water  yet  appear , 

And  make  thofe flights  upon  the  Banks  0/Thames, 

That  fo  did  take  EAizarand  our  lames ! 

But  flay,  I  fee  thee  in  the  Hemifphere 

zAdvancd,  and  made  a  Conftellation  there  I 

Shine  forth,  thou  Starre  of  Poets,  and  with  rage, 

Or  influence,  chide,  or  chear  the  drooping  Stage, 

Which, fince  thy  flight from  hence,  hath  mourn  d  like 

And  def pairs  day^butfor  thyV  ol  umes  light,  \jright, 

t>3         Ben,  Johnson, 



On  worthy  A/r.  Shakespeare, 

and  his  Poems. 

Mind  reflecting  ages  paft,  whofe  clear 

S«S  And  equal  furface  can  make  things  appear 

Diftant  a  Thoufand  years,  and  reprefent 

Them  in  their  lively  colours  juft  extent. 

To  out-run  ha  fly  Time,  retrive  the  Fates, 

Rowle  back  the  Heavens ,blow  ope  the  Iron  Gates 

O  [Death  and  Lethe,  where  (confufed)  lie 

Great  heaps  of  ruinous  Mortality. 

In  that  deep  duskie  dungeon  to  difcern 

A  Royal  Ghosl from  Chur/es;  By  art  to  learn 

The  V  hyfiognomie  of  fhades,  and  give 

Them  fuddain  birth,  wondring  how  oft  they  live. 

What  ftory  coldly  tells,  what  Toets  fain 

At  fecond  hand,  and  piBure  without  brain 

Senfeleile  and  foulelefle  shows.  To  give  a  Stage 

(Ample  and  true  with  life)  voice,  action,  age, 

As  T/ato's  year,  and  new  Scene  of  the  world 

Them  unto  us,  or  us  to  them  had  hurl'd. 

To  raife  our  ancient Soveraignes  from  their  Herfe 

Make  Kings  his  Subjects,  by  exchanging  verfe 

Enlive  their  pale  trunks,  that  the  prefent  age 

Joyes  in  their  joy,  and  trembles  at  their  rage  : 

Yet  fo  to  temper  pajfion ,  that  our  ears 

Take  pleafure  in  their  pain',  And  eyes  in  tears 

Both  weep  and  fmile,  fearful  at  plots  fo  fad , 

Then 



Then  laughing  at  our  fear;  abus'd,  and  glad 

To  be  abus'd,  aflfe&ed  with  that  truth 

V  Vhich  we  perceive  is  falfe,  pleas'd  in  that  ruth 

Atwhichweftart;  and  by  elaborate  play 

Tortur'd  and  tickled ;  by  a  crab-like  way 

Time  paft  made  paftime,  and  in  ugly  fort 

Difgorging  up  his  ravaine  for  our  fport— 

..... V  Vhile  the  "Plebeian  Imp  from  lofty  throne* 

Creates  and  rules  a  world,  and  works  upon 

Mankind  by  fecret  engines ;  Now  to  move 

A  chilling  pity,  then  a  rigorous  love: 

To  ftrike  up  and  ftroak  down,  both  joy  and  ire; 

Tofteer  tWaffeft ions',  and  by  heavenly  fire 

Mould  us  anew.  Stoln  from  our  felves  

This  and  much  more  which  cannot  be  expreft, 

But  by  himfelf,  his  tongue  and  his  own  breft,  \brain 

Was  Shakefpeares  freehold ,  which  his  cunning 

Improv'd  by  favour  of  the  nine-fold  train. 

The  Buskin'd  Mufe>  the  Comick  Queen,  the  grand 
And  lowder  tone  of  Clio;  nimble  hand , 

And  nimbler  foot  of  the  melodious  pair, 

The  Silver  voiced  Lady;  the  moft  fair 

Calliope,  whofe  fpeaking  filence  daunts. 

And  she  whofe  praife  the  heavenly  body  chaunts. 

Thefe  jointly  woo'd  him,  envying  one  another 

(Obey'd  by  all  as  Spoufe,  but  lov'd  as  brother) 

And  wrought  a  curious  robe  of  fable  grave , 

FreQh  green,  and  pleafant  yellow,  red  moft  brave, 

And 



And  conftant blew, rich  purple,guiltlefs  white, 

The  lowly  RufTet,  and  the  Scarlet  bright; 

Branch  t  and  embroydered  like  the  painted  Spring 

Each  leafe  match'd  with  a  Flower,  and  each  firing 
Of  golden  wire,  each  line  of  filk ;  there  run 

Italian  \yorks  whofe  thred  the  Sifters  fpun; 

And  there  did  fing,  or  feem  to  ling,  the  choice 

Birds  of  a  foreign  note  and  various  voice. 

Here  hangs  a  rnofiey  Rock;  there  playes  a  faire 

But  chiding  Fountain  purled :  Not  the  aire, 

Nor  Clouds,  nor  Thunder,  but  were  living  drawn 

Not  out  of  common  Tiffany  or  Lawn. 

But  fine  materials,  which  the  tJMufes  know 

And  onely  know  the  Countries  where  they  grow. 

Now  when  they  could  no  longer  him  enjoy 

In  mortal  garments  pent;  Death  may  deftroy 

They  fay  his  body,  but  his  Verfe  shall  live 

And  more  then  Nature  takes,  our  hands  shall  give. 

In  a  leffe  Volume,  but  more  flrongly  bound  [crown  d 

Shakefpeare  shall  breathe  and  /peak,  with  Laurel 

Which  never  fades.  Fed  with  Ambrofian  meat 

In  a  well-lined  vefture  rich  and  neat  [it. 

So  with  this  Robe  they  c  loathe  him,  bid  him  wear 

For  time  shall  never  Jtain,  nor  envy  tear  it. 

The  friendly  admirer  of  his 

Endowments, 

J.  CM.  S. 



An  Epitaph 

On  the  admirable  Dramatick  Toet, 

WILLIAM  S  H  A  KB  ST  E  A  RE. 

Ml  Hat  need  my  Shakefpeare  for  his  honour  d 

cJII     bones  > 

The  labour  of  an  Age ,  in  piled  ftones , 

Or  that  his  hallow'd  Reliques  fhould  be  hid 

Under  a  Starre-ypointing  "Pyramid} 

Dear  Son  of  Memory  >  great  Heir  of  Fame* 

What  need'ft  thoufuch  dull  witnefle  of  thy 

Name? 

Thou  in  our  wonder  and  aftonishment 

Haft  built  thy  felf  a  lafting  CMonument  : 

For  whil'ft  to  th'shame  of  flow-endeavouring 
Art 

Thy  ealie  numbers  flow,  and  that  each  part, 

Hath  from  the  leaves  of  thy  unvalued  Book^ 

Thofe  Delphic k  Lines  with  deep  Impreflion 

took 

Then  thou  our  fancy  of  her  felf  bereaving, 

Doft  make  us  <JMarble  with  too  much  con- 

ceiving, 

And  fo  Sepulcher'd in  fuch  pomp  doft  lie , 

That  Kings  for  fuch  zTomb  would  wish  to  die. 



Upon  the  Lines  and  Life  of  the  Famous  Scenick 

Toet  CHr.  V  V.  Shakefpeare. 

Hofe  hands ,  which  you  fo  clapt ,  goe  now 

and  wring 

You  Brit  aims  brave ;  for  done  are  Shake- 

fpeares  dayes: 

His  dayes  are  done,that  made  the  dainty  Tlayes, 

Which  made  the  Globe  of  Heav'n  and  Earth 

toring.        i'^gW3flipqY--3Tifri2.  rn$b($J; 

Dry'd  is  that  Vein*  dry'dis  the  Thefpian  Spring, 

Turn'd  all  to  tears ,  and  Thoebus  Clouds  his 

Rayes:  * 

That  Corps,  that  Coffin  nowbeftick  thofeBays, 

Which  crown'd  himPoet  firft,then  Poets  King. 

If  Tragedies  might  any  Prologue  have, 

All  thofe  he  made ,  would  fcarce  make  one  to 

this: 

V  V  hereFame,now  that  he  gone  is  to  the  Grave, 

(Deaths  publick  Tyring-houfe)  the  Nuncius  is. 

For  though  his  Line  of  Life  went  foon  about, 

The  Life  yet  of  his  Lines  {hall  never  out. 

Hugh  Holland. 
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THE 

T  E  M  P  E 
S  T 

A&w  T^rimus.  Scena  Trima. 

A  tempefiuow  nolfe  of  Thunder  and  Lightning  heard  : 

Enter  Ship-mafter ,  and  a  Botefwaln. 

(Jliafter. 
Oce-lwain. 

Bote/.  Here  Matter :  What  cheere  ? 

Mafi;  Good  :  Speak  to  th'  Mariners : 
fall  too't,  yarely,  or  we  run  our  felves  a- 
ground  ,bcftirre,  beftirre.  Exit. 

Enter  Mariners'. 

Botef.  Hey  my  hearts,  cheerely,  checrely  my  hearts: 

yare,  yare :  Take  in  the  top-fail :  Tend  to  th' Matters whittle  :  Blow  till  thou  burft  thy  wind,  if  room  enough. 

Enter  Al«nfoy  Sebafilan,  Anthonio,  Verdinandoy 
Gonz,aloy  and  others. 

Alote.  Good  Bote-fwain  have  care  :  whcrers  the  Ma- 
tter >  Play  the  men. 

Botef.  1  pray  now  keep  below. 
Anth.  Where  is  the  Matter, Bofcn  ? 

Botef.  Doe  you  not  hear  him  ?  you  marre  our  labour, 
Keep  your  Cabins :  you  do;  afTift  the  ftorm. 

Gonzj.  Nay,  good  be  patient. 
Botef.  When  the  Sea  is :  hence,  what  cares  thefe  roa- 

rers for  the  name  of  King  ?  to  Cabinc  ;  filence  :  trouble 
us  not. 

Genz,.  Good,yct  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 
Botef  None  that  I  more  love  then  my  felf.  You  are 

a  Counfellour,  if  you  can  command  thefe  Elements  to  fi- 
ance ,  and  work  the  peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not 

hand  a  rope  more,  ufe  your  authority  :  If  you  cannot, 

give  thanks  you  haye  liv'd  fo  long,  and  make  your  felf 
ready  in  your  Cabine  for  the  mifchancc  of  the  hour,  if  it 

fo  hap.  Checrely  good  hearts :  out  of  our  way  I  fay. Exit. 

Gon.  I  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow  :  me  thinks 
he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him ,  his  complexion 
is  perfect  Gallows:  ftand  faft  good  Fate  to  his  hanging, 
make  the  rope  of  his  dettiny  our  Cable,  for  our  own 

doth  little  advantage  :  If  he  be  not  born  to  be  hang'd,  our 
I  cafe  is  miferablc.  Exit. 

Enter  Botef  wain. 

Botef.  Down  with  the  top-Maft  :  yare,  lower,  lower, 

bring  her  to  Try  with  Main-courl'e.  Aplagus—  
*A  cry  within.  Enter  Sebafiiany  Anthonio  ejr  Gonz.al». 

upon  this  howling :  they  are  lowder  then  the  weather  , 

or  our  office  :  yet  again  ?  What  do  you  here  ?  Shall  we 

gire  o're  and  drown,  have  you  a  mind  to  fink  ? 
Sebaf.  A  pox  o'  your  throat,  you  bawling ,  blafphc- mous,  incharitable  Dog. 
Botef.  Work  you  then* 

Anth.  Hang  cur,  hang,you  whorefon  infolent  Noyfe- 
maker ;  we  are  leffe  afraid  to  be  drown 'd  then  thou  art. 

Gonz,.  I'le  warrant  him  for  drowning ,  though  the 
Ship  were  no  ftronger  then  a  Nut-fhell,  and  as  leaky  as 
an  unftanched  wench. 

Botef.  Lay  her  a  hold  ,  a  hold,  fet  her  two  courfes  off 
to  Sea  again,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mariners  wet. 

Mar.  All  loft,  to  prayers,  to  prayers,  all  loft. 
Botef.  What  muft  our  mouths  be  cold  ? 

Gon.  The  King,  and  Prince,  at  prayers,let's  affift  them, for  our  cafe  is  as  theirs. 

Sebaf.  I'm  out  of  patience. 
An.  We  are  meerly  cheated  of  our  lives  by  drunkards, 

This  wide-chopt-rafcall,  would  thou  might'ft  lie  drown- 
ing the  wafhing  of  ten  Tides. 

G onz,.  Hee'l  be  hang'd  yet, 
Though  every  drop  of  water  fware  againft  it, 

And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him.    A  confufed  noyfe  within. Mercy  on  us. 

We  fplit,  we  fplit,  Farewell  my  wife,  and  children , 
Farewell  brother  :  we  fplit,  we  folic,  we  fplit. 

Anth.  Let's  all  fink  with  King. 
Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  Exit. 
Gon*,.  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufand  furlongs  of  Sea 

for  an  Acre  of  barren  ground  :  Long  heath ,  Brown 

firrs,  any  thing ;  the  wills  above  be  done,  but  I  would  fain 
die  a  dry  death. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Profpero  and  Miranda. 

Mir  a.  If  by  your  Art  (my  dcareft  father)  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  Rore  ;  allay  them  : 
The  skie  it  fecms  would  pour  down  ftinking  pitch  , 

But  that  the  Sea,  mounting  to  th'welkins  cheek, 
Dailies  the  fire  out.  Oh  /  I  hare  fuffercd 
With  thofe  that  I  faw  fuffer :  A  brave  Vetfel 

A  (Who, 

*4 



The  Tempeft. 

(Who  had  no  doubc  fomc  noble  creature  in  her) 

Dafh'd  all  co  pieces :  Oh  the  cry  did  knock 

Againft  my  very  heart :  poor  fouls,  they  perifh'd. 
Had  I  been  any  God  of  power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  Sea  within  the  Earth,  or  ere 

Itfliould  the  good  Ship  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  fraughting  Souls  within  her. 

Prof.  Be  collected, 
No  more  amazement  :  Tell  your  piteous  heart, 

There's  no  harm  done. 
Mir  a.  O  wo,  the  day. 

Prof.  No  harm. 
I  have  done  nothing,  but  in  care  of  thee 

(Of  thee  my  dear  one ;  thee  my  daughter)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am  ̂ nor,  that  I  am  more  better 

Then  Profpero,  Mafter  of  a  full  poor  cell, 

And  thy  no  greater  Father.  ' 
iJMira.  More  to  know 

Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Prof.  ''Tistimc 
I  lliould  inform  thee  farther:  Lend  thy  hand 

And  pluck  my  Magick  garment  from  me  :  So, 
Lye  there  my  Art  :  wipe  thou  thine  eyes,  have  comfort, 

Thedirefull  fpeitacle  of  the  wrack,  which  touch'd 
The  very  virtue  of  companion  in  thee  , 
I  have  with  fuch  companion  in  mine  Art 
So  fafely  ordered,  that  there  is  no  foul, 
No  not  fo  much  perdition  as  an  hair 
Betide  to  any  creature  in  the  veffell 

Which  thou  heard'ft  cry  ,  which  thou  faw'ft  fink  : 
Sit  down,  for  thou  mull  now  know  farther. 

Mlra.  You  have  ofcen 

Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am,  but  ftopt, 
And  left  me  to  the  bootlcffe  Inquifition  s 
Concluding,  fray  :  not  yet. 

Prof  The  hour's  now  come  , 

The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  t'line  ear , 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.  Canft  thou  remember 
A  time  before  wc  came  unto  this  Cell  ? 

I  doe  not  think  thou  canft,  for  then  thou  was't  not 
Out  three  years  old. 

Mlra.  Certainly  Sir, I  can. 

Prof.  By  what  ?  by  any  other  houfe ;  or  perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  Image,  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

Mlra.  'Tis  farre  off. 
And  rather  like  a  dream,  then  an  affurance 

That  my  remembrance  warrants  :  Had  I  not 
Four,  or  five  women  once,  that  tended  me  ? 

Prof.  Thou  hadft  ;  and  more  Miranda  :  But  how  is  it 

That  this  lives  in  thy  mind  ?  What  feeft  thou  elfe 

In  the  daik  backward'and  Abyfme  of  Time  ? 

If  thou  remcmbreft  ought  ere  thou  cam'ft  here, 
How  thou  cam'ft  here  thou  may 'ft. 

Mlra.  But  that  I  doe  not. 

Prof  Twelve  year  fince  (Miranda)  twelve  year  fince, 
Thy  Father  was  the  Duke  of  Mlllalny  and 
A  Prince  of  Power. 

Mlra.  Sir, are  not  you  my  Father  ? 
Prof.  Thy  Mother  was  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 

She  faid  thoU  waft  my  Daughter  ;  and  thy  Father 
Was  Duke  of  Ml  I  lain,  and  his  onely  heir : 
And  Princeffe  ;  no  worfe  Iffucd. 

Mlra.  O  the  heavens , 

What  foul  play  had  we,  that  we  came  from  thence  ? 
* 

\n  _  . 

Or  blclled.  was'c  we  did  ? 
'Prof  Both,  both  my  Girl. 

By  foul  play  (as  thou  fayeft)  were  we  heaved  theneej But  blefledly  holp  hither. 

Mlra.  O  my  heart  bleeds 

To  think  o'ch'  teene  that  I  have  turn'd  you  to, 
Which  is  from  my  remembrance  :  pleafc  you,  farther  • 

Prof.  My  Brother  and  thy  Uncle,  call'd  Anthony; 
I  pray  thee  mark  me, that  a  Brother  lliould 
Be  fo  perfidious :  he,  whom  next  thy  felf 
Of  all  the  world  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
Themannage  of  my  ftate,  as  at  that  time. 
Through  all  the  fignories  it  was  the  firft, 
And  Profpero  the  prime  Duke,  being  fo  reputed 
In  dignity ;  and  for  the  Liberall  Arts,  . 
Without  a  parallell ;  thofe  being  all  my  Rudy, 
The  Government  I  caft  upon  my  Brother, 

And  to  my  ftate  grew  ftranger,  being  tranfporsal 
And  rapt  in  fecret  ftudies,  thy  falfe  Uncle 
(Doeft  thou  attend  ? ) 

Mlra.  Sir,  molt  hecdfully. 

Prof.  Being  once  perfected  how  to' grant  fuia, 
How  to  deny  them  :  whom  t'advancc,  and  whora 
To  trafh  for  over-topping  ;  new  created 

The  creatures  that  were  mine,  I  fay,  or  chang'd  "«n£ 
Or  elfe  new  form'd'em ;  having  both  the  key, 
Of  Officer,  and  office,  fet  all  hearts  o'ch  ftate 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  his  ear,  that  now  he  was 
The  Ivy  which  had  hid  my  princely  Trunck, 

And  fuck'c  my  verdure  outon't  :Thouattend'ft  cot? 
CMlra.  O  good  Sir,  I  doe. 

Prof  I  pray  chee  mark  me : 
I  thus  neglecting  worldly  ends,  all  dedicated 
To  clofeneffe,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which  but  by  being  retired 

Ore-priz'd  all  popular  rate  :  in  my  falfc  Brother 
Awak'd  an  evill  nature,and  my  truft, 
Like  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
Afalfhood  in  it'sconcrary,as  great 
As  my  truft  was,  which  had  indeed  no  limit  « 
A  confidence  fans  bound.  He  being  thus  Lorded 
Not  onely  with  what  my  revenue  yielded, 

But  what  my  power  might  elfe  exact.  Like  on£5 
Who  having  into  truth,  bv  telling  of  it, 
Made  fuch  a  finner  of  his  Memory 
To  credit  his  own  lie,  he  did  believe 

He  was  indeed  the  Duke,  our  o'ch'  Subftitution 
And  executing  th'  outward  face  of  Royalty 
With  all  prerogative :  hence  his  Ambition  growing  ; 
Do'ft  thou  hear  ? 

Mlra.  Your  tale,  Sir,  would  cure  deafnefle. 
Prof.  To  have  no  Schrcen  between  this  part  he  plaid, 

And  him  he  plaid  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 
Abfolute  Mlllaln^  Me  (poor  man)  my  Library 

Was  Dukcdome  large  enough  .•  of  temporall  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapable.  Confederates 
(So  dric  he  was  for  Sway)  with  King  of  Naples 
To  give  him  armuall  tribute,  doe  him  homage  , 
Subject:  his  Coronet  to  his  Crown,  and  bend 

TheDukedome  yet  unbowed  (alafs  poor  Mi  Haiti) 
To  much  ignoble  ftooping. 

Mlra.  Oh  the  Heavens. 

Prof.  Mark  his  condition,  and  th'cycnt,  then  tell  me 
If  this  mfght  be  a  Brother. 

Mlra.  I  fhould  fin 

To  think  but  Nobly  of  my  Grand-mother, 
Good 



The 

Good  wombcs  have  born  bad  fons. 

Pro.  Now  the  condition. 

This  King  of  Naples  being  an  Enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  brothers  fuit, 

Which  was,  That  he  in  lieu  o'th'premifes, 
Of  homage,  and  1  know  not  how  much  Tribute, 

Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Outof  the  Dukedome,  and  confer  fair  Millain 

With  all  the  honours, on  my  brother :  Whereon 

A  treacherous  Army  levied,  one  mid-night 

Fated  toth'  purpofe,  did  Anthonlo  open 
The  gates  of  Millain^  and  ith'  dead  of  darknefle 
The  Minifters  for  th'  purpofe  hurried  thence 
Me,  and  thy  crying  felf. 

Mir.  Alack,  for  pity  ; 

I  not  rernembringhow  I  cri'd  out  then 
Will  cry  it  o're  again :  it  is  a  hint 
That  wrings  mine  eyes  too'f Pro.  Hear  a  little  further, 

And  then  Vk  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  bufinefle 

Which  now's  upon's  without  the  which,  this  ftory 
Were  moft  impertinent. 

Mir.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  hour  deflroy  us? 

Pro.  Weil  demanded,  wench  : 

My  tale  provokes  that  queftion  :Dear,  they  durft  not, 
So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me  :  nor  fet 
A  mark  fo  bloody  on  the  bufinefle  ;  but 
With  colours  fairer,  painted  their  foul  ends. 
In  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  Bark, 
Bore  us  fome  Leagues  to  Sea,  where  they  prepared 

A  rotten  carkafle  of  a  Butt,  not  rigg'd, 
Nor  tackle,  nor  fail,  nor  ma  ft,  the  very  rats 
Inltin&ively  have  quit  it :  There  they  hoift  us 

To  cry  to  th  Sea,  that  roar'd  to  us ;  to  figh 

To  th' Winds,  whofe  pity  fighing  back  again 
Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Mir.  Alack,  what  trouble 
Was  I  then  to  you  ? 

Pro .  O,  a  Cherubin 

Thou  was't  that  did  prefcrve  me ;  Thou  didft  fmile  , 
Infufed  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven, 

When  I  have  deck't  the  Sea  with  drops  full  fait , 
Under  my  burthen  groan'd,  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  ftomack,to  bear  up 
Againft  what  iTiould  enfue. 

Mir.  How  came  weafhore? 

Pro.  By  providence  divine, 
Some  food,  we  had,  and  fome  frefh  water,  that 
A  noble  Neapolitan  Gonz,aloy 

O.t  of  his  Charity,  (who  being  then  appointed 
Mafter  of  this  defign)  did  give  us,  with 
Rich  garments,  linnens,  fluffs,  and  neceflaries 

Whiehfince  have  fteeded  much,  fo  of  his  gentleneffe 

Knowing  I  lov'd  my  Books,hefurnifhd  me 
From  mine  own  Library,  with  volumes,  that 
I  prize  above  my  Dukedome. 

Mir.  Would  I  might 
But  ever  fee  that  man. 

Pro.  Nowlarife, 
Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  Sea-forrow : 

Here  in  this  Ifland  wearriv'd,  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  Schoot-mafter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Then  other  Princefle  can,  that  have  more  time 
For  vainer  hours ;  and  Tutors,  not  fo  carcfull. 

Heavens  thank  you  for't.Andnow  I  pray  you  Sir, 

For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  mind  ;  your  icaior^ 
For  railing  this  Sea-ftorm  ? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth  , 

By  accident  moft  ftrange,  bountifull  Fortune 

(Now  my  dear  Lady)  hath  mine  enemies 
Brought  to  this  fhore :  And  by  my  preference 
I  find  my  Zenith  doth  depend  upon 

A  moft  aufpitious  ftar,  whofe  influence 
If  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes 

Will  ever  afcer  droop:  Hereccafe  more  queftion?, 

Thou  art  indin'd  to  llecp:  'tis  a  good  dulnefle, 
And  give  it  way  :I  know  thou  canft  not  chufe  ; 
Come  away,  Servant,  come  ;  I  am  ready  now , 

Approach  my  Ariel.  Come.  Enter  Ariel. 
Ari.  All  hail,  great  Mafter,  grave  Sir,  hail  I  come 

To  anfwer  thy  beft  pltafure  ;  be  it  to  fly, 

To  fwim,  to  dive  into  the  fire  .•  to  ride 
On  the  curl'd  clowds :  to  thy  ftrong  bidding,  task 
Ar'iely  and  alibis  Quality. 

Pro.  Haft  thou,  Spirit, 

Perform'd  to  point,  the  Tempeft  that  I  bad  thee, 
Ar.  To  every  Ardcle. 

I  boarded  the  Kings  fhip  :  now  on  the  Beak, 
Now  in  the  Wafte,  the  Deck,  in  every  Cabin , 

I  flam'd  amazement,  fometimes  Fid  divide 
And  burn  in  many  places ;  on  the  top-maft  , 

The  Yards  and  Bore-fprit,  would  I  flame  diftinctly , 
Then  meet,  and  joyn.  Jove s  Lightning,  the  precurfers 

0  'ch  dreadfuil  Thunder-daps  more  momentarie 
And  fight  out-running  were  not ;  the  fire  and  cracks 
Offulphurous  roaming,  the  moft  mighty  Neptune 
S?;em  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble, 
Yea,  his  dead  Tudent  fhake. 

'Pro.  My  brave  Spirit, 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  coyl 
Would  not  infect  his  reafon  ? 

Ar.  Not  a  foul 

But  felt  a  Feaver  of  the  madde,  and  plaid 

Some  tricks  of  defperation ;  all  but  Mariners 

Plung'd  in  the  foaming  bryne,  and  quit  the  veflell  j 
Then  all  a  fire  with  me  the  Kings  fon  Ferdinand 

With  hair  up-ftariiig  (then  like  reeds,  not  ha  ir) 

Was  the  firft  man  that  leapt ;  cri'd  hell  is  empty, 
And  all  the  Devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why  that's  my  fpirit : 
But  was  not  this  nigh  fhore  > 

Ar.  Gofe  by,  my  Mafter. 
Pro.  But  are  they  (sAriel)  fafe  ? 
Ar.  Not  a  hair  perifhed  : 

On  their  fuftaining  garments  not  a  blemifh, 
But  frefher  then  before  :  and  as  thou  badft  me, 

In  troops  I  haue  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  lile  : 

The  Kings  fon  have  I  landed  by  himl'elf, Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  Aire  with  fighs, 
In  an  odde  Angle  of  the  lfle,  and  fitting, 
His  arms  in  this  fad  knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  Kings  fhip, 

The  Mariners,  fay  how  thou  haft  difpos'd, 
And  all  the  reft  o'th'  Fleet  ? 

Ar,  Safely  in  harbour 

Is  the  Kings  fhip,  in  the  deep  Nook,  where  once 

Thou  call'dft  me  up  at  midnight  to  fetch  dew 

From  the  ftill-vext  Bermoothes^  there  fhee's  hid  ; The  Mariners  all  under  hatches  flowed  , 

Who,  with  a  Charm  joyn'.d  to  their  Oiffercd  labour 

1  have  left  afleep  :  and  for  the  reft  o'th'Fiect r  A  2  Which 
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(Which I  difpcrs'd)  they  all  have  met  again, 
And  are  lipBh  the  Mediterranean  Flotc 
Bound  fadly  home  for  Naples, 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  Kings  (hip  wrackt> 
And  his  great  perfon  perifh. 

'Pro.  Ariel,  thy  charge 

Exactly  is  pcrform'd  ;  but  there's  more  work  ? 
What  is  the  time  o'th'  day  ? 

Ar.  Paft  the  mid  fcafon . 

Pro.  At  leaft  two  Glafles :  the  time  'twixt  fix  and  now 
Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 

Ar.  Is  there  more  toyl  ?  Since  thou  doft  give  me  pains, 

Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd, 
Which  is  not  yet  perform'd  me. Pro,  How  now  ?  moodie  > 

Which  is't  thou  canft  demand  ? 
Ar.  My  Liberty. 

Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out  ?  no  more": Ar.  I  prethee  , 

Remember  I  have  done  thee  worthy  fervice , 

Told  thee  no  lyes,  made  thee  no  miftakings,  ferv'd 
Without  or  grudge,  or  grumblings;  thou  didft  promife 
To  bate  me  a  full  year. 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee  ?  Ar.  No. 

Pro.  Thou  do'lt:  &  thinkeft  it  much  to  tread  the  Ooze 
Of  the  fait  deep  ; 

To  run  upon  the  fharp  wind  of  the  North, 

To  doe  me  bufinefle  in  the  veiries  o'  th'  earth 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  froft. 

*Ar.  I  doe  not  Sir. 

Pro.  Thoulieft,  malignant  Thing  :  haft  thou  forgot 
The  fowl  Witch  Sycorax,  who  with  Age  and  Envy 
Was  grown  into  a  Hoop  ?  haft  thou  forgot  her  ? 

e^V.No  Sir. 

Tro,  Thou  haft :  where  was  fhe  born?fpeak  :  tell  me  : 
Ar.  Sir,  in  Argler. 
Pro,  Oh,  was  fhe  fo :  I  muft 

Once  in  a  moneth  recount  what  thou  haft  bin , 

Which  thou  forgetft.  This  damn'd  Witch  Sycorax 
For  mifchiefs  manifold,  and  forcerics  terrible 

To  enter  humane  hearing,  from  Argler 

Thou  know'rt  was  banifh'd  :  for  one  thing  fhe  did 
They  would  not  take  her  life :  Is  not  this  true?  Ar,  I  Sir. 

Pro,  This  blew  ey'd  hag,  was  hither  brought  with 
And  here  was  left  by  th'  SayIors;thou  my  flave,    (  child, 
As  thou  rcport'rt  thy  felf,  was  then  her  fervant, 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  Spirit  too  delicate 
To  act  her  earthy  and  abhord  commands , 

Refufing  her  grand  hefts,  fhe  did  confine  thee, 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  miniftcrs, 
And  in  her  moft  unmittigable  rage, 

Into  a  cloven  Pyne  ;  within  which  rift 

Tmpi  ifon'd,  thou  did'ft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  years :  within  which  fpacefhe  di'd, 
And  left  thee  there  :  Where  thou  didft  vent  thy  groan* 
Asfnft  as  Mill-whrels  ftrike  :  Then  was  this  Ifland 

(Save  for  the  Sun  that  he  did  littourhere. 

A  frekdld  whelp,  hag-born)  not  honoui'd  with 
A  humane  fhnp?. 

Ar.  Yes :  Caliban  he1"  fort. 
I     Por.  Dull  thing,  I  fay  fo:  he,  that  Caliban 

Whom  now  I  keep  in  fervice,  thou  beft  know'ft 
What  torment  I  did  find  thee  in  ;  thy  groans 
Did  make  Woolvcs  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breafts 
Of  ever-angry  Beares ;  it  was  a  torment 

To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sycorax 
Could  not  again  undoe :  it  was  mine  Art, 

When  I  arriv'd,  and  heard  thee^  that  made  gape 
The  Pyne,  and  let  thee  out. 

Ar.  I  thank  thee  Mafter. 

Pre.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  Will  rend  an  Oak 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

<*Ar.  Pardon,  Matter. 
I  will  be  correfpondent  to  command 
And  doe  my  fpriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  fo :  and  after  two  dayes 
I  will  difcharge  the*, 

zAr.  That's  my  noble  Mafter : 
What  fnall  I  doe  ?  fay  what  ?  what  fhall  I  doe  ? 

Pro.  Go  make  thy  felfjikc  to  a  Nymph  o*th'Sea, 
Be  fubjec"t  to  no  fight  but  thine,  and  mine :  invifible 
To  every  eye-ball  elfe :  go  take  this  fhape 

And  hither  come  in't  :  go  :  hence 
With  diligence.  Exit, 

Pro.  Awake,  dear  heart  awake,  thou  haR  flept  well, Awake. 

C¥.ar,  The  ftrangeneflfe  of  your  ftory,  put 
Heavineffe  in  me. 

Pro.  Shake  it  off  :  Come  on  , 

We'll  vifit  Caliban,  my  flave,  Who  never 
Yields  us  kind  anfwer. 

LMir.  'Tisa  villain  Sir,  I  doe  not  love  to  look  on. 

Pro.  But  as  'tis 
We  cannot  mifle  him  :  he  do's  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood,  and  ferves  Offices 

That  profit  us :  What  hoa :  flave :  Caliban : 
Thou  Earth  thou  :  fpeak. 

Cal,  within.  There's  wood  enough  within. 
Pro.  Come  forth  I  fay,  there's  other  bufineffe  for  thee : 

Come  thou  Tortoys,  when  ?    Enter  Ariel  like  a  water- 
Fine  apparition :  my  quaint  Ariel,  Njmph. 
Heark  in  thine  ear. 

Ar.  My  Lord,  it  fhall  be  done.  Exit 
Pro.  Thou  poifonous  flave,  got  by  the  Devil  himfdf 

Upon  thy  wicked  Dam ;  come  forth.       Enter  Callhan. 

Cal.  As  wicked  dew,  as  ere  my  Mother  btufh'd 
With  Ravens  feather  from  unwholfome  Fen  , 

Drop  on  you  both  :  A  SuUth-weft  blow  on  yee , 

And  blifter  you  all  o're. 
Pro.  For  this  befurc,to  night  thou  fhalt  have  cramps, 

Sidc-ftitches,  that  fhall  pen  thy  breath  up,  Urchins 
Shall  for  that  vaft  of  night,  that  they  may  work 

All  exercife  on  thee  .•  thou  fhalt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  honny- combe,  each  pinch  more  flinging 

Then  Bees  that  made'em. 
Gal,  I  muft' eat  my  dinner : 

Thr*Ifland's  mine  by  Sycorax  my  Mother , 
Which  thou  tak'ft  from  me :  when  thou  cam'ft  fit  ft 

Thou  ftroak'ft  me,  &  made  much  of  me:would'ft  give  me 
Water  with  berries  in't :  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  Light,  and  how  the  lefle, 
Thatburn  by  day  and  night :  and  then  I  loved  thee, 

And  fhewed  thee  all  the  qualities  o'th'  Ifle, 
The  frefh  Springs,  Brine-pits ;  barren  place  and  fer till  , 
Curs'd  be  I  that  I  did  fo  :  All  the  Charmcs 
Of  Sycorax :  Toads,  Beetles,  Bats  light  on  you : 
For  I  am  all  the  Subjects  that  you  have , 

Which  firft  was  mine  own  King :  and  here  you  fty-rrfe 
In  this  hard  Rock,  whiles  vou  doe  keep  from  me 

The  reft  o'th' Ifland. 
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Pro.  Thou  moft  lying  flave, 

Whom  ftripes  may  move,  notkindnes :  I  have  us'd  thee 

(Filch  as  thou  art)  with  humane  care,  and  lodg'd  thee 
In  mine  own  Cell,  till  thou  didft  feek  :o  violate 

The  honour  of  my  childe. 

Cal.  Oh  ho,  oh  ho,  would't  had  been  done : 

Thou  didft  prevent  me,  I  had  peopel'd  elfc 
This  Tile  with  Cal\bans. 

Mir.  Abhorred  Slave, 

Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  ill  S  Ipittyed  thee, 
Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  hour 
One  thing  or  other :  when  thou  didft  not  (Savage) 
Know  thine  own  meaning  ;  but  wouldft  gabble ,  like 

A  thing  moft  bruti(h,I  endow'd  thy  purpofes 
With  words  that  made  them  known :  But  thy  vild  race 

(  Tho  thou  didft  learn)  had  that  int'c,  which  good  natures 
Could  not  abide  to  be  with;  therefore  wa'ft  thou 

Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  Rock,  who  hadft 
Deferv'd  more  then  a  priibn. 

Cal.  You  taught  me  Language,  and  my  profit  on't 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe:  the  red-plague  rid  you 
For  lejji  ning  me  your  language; 

P/i .  Hag-feed  hence : 

Fetch  us  in  Fewel ,  and  be  quick  thou'rt  beft 
To  anfwer  other  bufineffe :  ihrug'ft  thou  (  Malice  ) 
If  thou  neglect' ft,  or  doft  unwillingly 
What  I  command, He  rack  thee  with  old  cramp's, 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  Aches,  make  thee  rore, 
That  beafts  (hall  tremble  at  thy  dyn. 

Cal.  No,  'pray  thee. 
I  muft  obey,  his  Art  is  of  fuch  pow'r, 
It  would  con  troll  my  Dam's  god  Set  this , 
And  make  a  vaflaile  of  him. 

Pro.  So  (lave,  hence. 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Ariel ,  invifible  playing  &  fnging. 
Ariel's  Song.  Come  unto  thefe  yellow  fands, and  then  take  hands  ; 

gurt'jied  when  you  have, and  kjst 
the  wild  -WAV's  whist  : 

Foot  it  fcatly  here  and  there,  andfweit  Sprights  bear 
the  burthe%t.        Burthen  difperfedly. 

Hark,,  hark,,  bough-wawgh :  tf^watch-Dogsfark^ 
boqgh-wawgh. 

Ar.  HarkJo*rkJ  hear  theftrainofftrutting  Chant icier e, 
ery  cvkadid/e-dowe.  , 

F<r..Where  fhould  this  Mufick  befl'th  aire,or  th'earth? 
It  founds  no  more :  and  fure  it  waits  upon 

Some  god  'orh'  Handvfitting  on  a  bank , 
Weeping  again«heK|>g  my  Fathers  wrack. 
This  Mufick  crept  by  me  ufon  the  Waters  * 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  paflion 

With  it's  fweet  ayre :  thertce  I  havefollow'd  it 
(Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rathei)  but  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

Ariel's  Song.  Full  f adorn  five  thy  Father  lies , 
•  "  Of  his  bones  are  forrall  made  : 

Thofe  are  pearl's  that  were  his  eyes, 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 
But  doth  fuffer  a  Sea-change 
Into  fomething  rich,  and  ft  range.: 
Sea-Nimphs  hourly  ring  his  knell. 
■  •  Burthen :  ding  dong. 

Hark,  now  I  hear  them ,  ding-dong  bell. 
Thc  Ditty  do's  remember  my  drown'd  father , This  is  no  mortal  bufinefle,  nor  no  found 

That  the  earth  owes :  I  hear  it  now  a  jow  me. 

Pro.  The  fnhged  Curtains  of  thine  eye' advance, 

And  lay  what  thou  fce'ft  yond. 
Mir'a.  What  is't  a  fpii  it  ? 

Lord,  how  it  look's  about  :  Believe  me  fir , 
It  carries  a  brave  forme.  But 'tis  a  fpirit, 

Pro.  No  wench,  it  eatsj  and  fleeps,and  hath  fuch  fenfes 
As  we  have;  fuch.  This  Gallant  which  thou  fecft 

Was  in  the  wrack  :  and  but  hee's  fomething  ftajn'd. 

With  grief  (that's  beauties  canker)  thou  mignt'ft  call  him 
A  goodly  perfon  :  he  hath  loft  his  fcllowcs, 

And  ftrayes  about  to  finde'em 
Mir.  I  might  call  him 

A  thing  divine,  for  nothing  natural 
t  ever  law  fo  Noble. 

Pro.  It  goes  oh  I  fee 
As  my  foul  prompts  it k  Spirit,  fine  fpirit,  Lie  free  thee 
Within  two  dayesfor  this. 

Fer.  Moft  fure  the  god  defle 

On  whom  thefe  ayrcs  attend.  Vo;  chfafe  my  pray'r 
May  know, if  you  remain  upon  this  jfland, 
And  that  you  will  fomc  good  inftajcViop.  give 
How  /  may  bear  me  here  :  my  p;  ime  rcqueft 
(Which  I  dolaft  pronounce)  is  (O  you  wonder) 

If  you  be  Maid,  or  no .? 
CMir.  No  wonder  fir, 

But  certainly  a  Maid. 

Fer.  My  Language?  Heavens: 
I  am  the  beft  of  them  that  fpeak  this  fpeech, 

Were  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 
Pro.  How?  the  beft  ? 

What  wer't  thou  if  the  King  of  Naples  heard  thee  ? 
Fer.  A  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wondeiS 

To  hear  Thee  fpeak  of  Is^aples :  he  do's  heat  me, 
And  that  he  do's,  I  weep :  my  felf  am  Naples, 
Who,  with  mine  eyes  (never  fince  at  ebbc)  beheld 

The  King  ny  Father  wrack't. Mir.  Alack,  for  mercy. 
Fer.  Yes  faith,  and  all  his  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Miflain 

And  his  brave  fon,  being  twain. 

'Pro.  The  Duke  of  Millain 
And  his  more  braver  daughter,could  controll  thee, 

"If  now  'twere  fit  to  do' t :  At  the  fit  ft  fight 

They  have  chang'd eyes; Dilicate  Ariel , 
He  fet  thee  free  for  this.  A  word  good  Sir , 

I  fear  you  have  done  your  felf  fome  wrong  :  A  word, 

Mir.  Why  (peaks  my  father  fo  urgently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  man  that  ere  I  faw  :  the  firft 

That  ere  I  ligh'd  for  :  pitty  move  my  father 
To  be  enclin'd  ray  way. 

Fer.  O,  if  a  virgirij 

And  your  affection  not  gone  forth  ,  He  make  yea 
The  Queen  of  Naples. 

Pro.  Soft  Sir,  one  word  more. 

They  are  both  in  eithers  pow'rs :  But  this  fwif t  bufinefs 
I  muft  uneafie  make,  leaft  too  light  winning 

Make  the  prize  hght.  One  word  more:  I  charge  thee 

That  thou  attend  me  :  Thou  do'ft  here  ufurpe 
The  name  thou  ow'ft  not,  and  haft  put  thy  felf 
Upon  this  Ifland,  as  afpye,  to  win  it 

From  me,  the  Lord  on't Fer.  No, as  lama  man. 

Mir.  THer's  nothing  ilf,  can  dwell  in  fuch  a  Temple. 
If  the  ill-fpirit  have  fo  fair  a  houfe, 

Good  things  will  ftrivc  to  dwell  with't. Pro.  Follow  me. 

A  ?  .tPr»f- 
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Prof.  S  cak  not  you  for  him :  he's  a  Traitour :  comc» 
Tie  manacle  thy  neck  and  fccc  together : 
Sea  water  fhakthou  drink  :  thy  food  fhall  be 

The  f-.cili-brook  Mufslcs,  wither'd  roots,  and  husks 
Wherein  the  Acoin  cradled.  Follow. 

Fer.  No , 

I  will  refift  fuch  entertainment,  till 

Mine  enemy  ha's  more  pow'r. 
He  drawes,  and  Is  charmed  from  moving. 

Mlra.  O  dear  Father; 
Make  not  too  ralh  a  triall  of  him,  for 

He's  gentle,  and  not  fearfull. 
Trof  What  I  fay  , 

My  foot  my  Tutor  ?  Put  thy  fword  up  Traitour, 

Who  makes  a  fhew,  but  dar'ft  not  ftrike  :  thy  conference 
Is  poffeft  with  guilt :  Come  from  thy  ward, , 
For  I  can  hear  difarm  thee  with  this  (tick  , 

And  make  thy  weapon  drop. 
Mir.  Befecch  you  Father. 

Pro.  Hence  :  hang  not  on  my  garments, 
Mir.  Sir,  have  pity, 

Pie  be  his  furety. 
Pro.  Silence  :  One  Word  more 

Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee  :  What, 
An  advocate  for  an  Impoftor  ?  Hufh  : 

Thou  think'ft  the;e  is  no  move  fuch  fhapes  as  he  , 

(  Having  feen  but  him  and  follban :  )  Foolifh  wench, 
To  th'  moft  of  men,  this  is  a  Caliban  , 
And  they  to  him  are  Angels. 

Mir.  My  affections 
Are  then  moft  humble  :  I  have  no  ambition 

To  fee  a  goodlier  man. 
Pro.  Come  on,  obey  : 

Thy  Nerves  are  in  their  infancy  again , . 
And  have  no  vigour  in  them. 

Fer.  So  they  are  .- 
My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up  : 

My  Fathers  lofie,  the  weaknefs  which  I  feel , 

The  wrack  of  all  my  friends,  nor  this  mans  threats , 

To  whom  I  am  fubdu'd,  are  but  light  to  me  , 
Might  I  but  through  my  piifon  once  a  day 

Behold  this  Maid  :  all  corners  elfe  o'ch'  Earth 
Let  liberty  make  ufe  of :  fpace  enough 
Have  I  in  fuch  a  prifon. 

Pro.  It  works  .•  Come  on. 

Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  Ariel  I:  follow  me. 
Haik  what  thou  elfe  fhalt  doe  me. 

Mir.  Be  of  comfort , 

My  Father's  of  a  better  nature  (Sir) 
Then  he  appears  by  fpecch  :  this  is  unwonted 
Which  nowcamefrom  him. 

Pro.  Thou  fhalt  be  as  free 

As  mountain  winds,  but  then  exactly  doe 
All  points  of  my  command. 

Ar.  To *h'fy liable. 
Pro.  Come  follow:  fpeak  not  for  him.  Exeunt. 

<zAttus  Secundus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebafllan,  Antbonlo,Gonz.alo,  Adrian, 
Franclfco,  and  others. 

Goxz,.  Befeech  you  Sir,  be  merry:  you  have  caufe, 
( So  have  we  all)  of  joy  ;  for  our  efcape 

Is  much  beyond  our  loffe  ;  our  hint  of  woe 

Is  common,  every  day,  fome  Sailors  Wife, 
The  Maftcrs  of  fome  Merchant,  and  the  Merchant 
Have  juft  our  Theam  of  woe :  But  for  the  miracle, 
(I  mean  our  prefervation)  few  in  millions 
Can  fpeak  like  us :  then  wifely  fgood  Sir)  weigh 
Our  forrow,  with  our  comfort. 

Alonf  Prethee  peace. 
Seb.  He  receives  comfort  like  cold  porredgc. 

Ant.  The  Vifitor  will  not  give  him  o're  fo. 
Seb.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  Watch  of  his  wit, 

By  and  by  it  will  ftrike. Gon,  Sir. 

Seb.  On:  Tell. 

Gon.  When  every  grief  is  entertain'd, 
That's  offer'd  comes  to  th'  entertainer. 

Seb.  Adollor. 
Gon.  Dolour  comes  to  him  indeed,  you  have  fpoken 

truer  then  you  purpos'd. 
Seb.  You  have  taken  it  wifelier  then  I  meant  you fhould. 

Gon.  Therefore  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Fie,  what  a  fpend-thrift  is  he  cf  his  ton§pe. 
Alon.  I  prethee  fpare. 

Gon.  Well,  I  have  done  :  But  yet 
Seb.  He  will  be  talking. 

Ant.  Which,  of  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  wager, 
Firft  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb.  The  old  Cock. 
Ant.  The  Cockrell. 

Seb.  Done :  The  wager  ? 
Ant.  A  laughter. 
Seb.  A  match. 

Adr.  Though  this  Ifland  fecm  to  be  defert. 
Seb.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ant.  So  :  you'r  paid. 
Adr.  Uninhabitable,  and  almoft  inacceffible. Seb.  Yet. 

Adr.  Yet.  , 

Ant.  He  could  not  mifs't. 
Adr.  It  muft  needs  be  of  fubtle,  tender,  and  delicate 

temperance. 

Ant.  T tmferance  wa?a  delicate  wench. 

Seb.  I,  and  a  fubtle,  as  he  moft  learnedly  deliver'd. A  dr.  The  aire  breathes  upon  us  here  moft  fweetly. 

Seb.  As  if  it  had  Lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or,  as  'twere  perfum'd  by  a  Fen. 
Gon.  Here  is  every  thing  advantageous  to  life. 
Ant .  True,  fave  means  to  live. 

Seb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  littjje. 
Gon.  How  lufh  and  lufty  the  graflc  looks  f 

How  green  ? 

Ant.  The  ground  indeed  is  tawny. 

Seb.  With  an  eye  of  green  in't. Ant .  He  miffes  not  much. 

Seb.  No  :  he  doth  but  miftake  the  truth  totally. 

gon.  But  the  rarity  of  it  is,  which  is  indeed  almoft 
beyond  credit. 

Seb.  As  many  voucht  rarities  are. 

Gon.  That  our  Garments  being  (as  they  were)  drencht 

in  the  Sea,  hold  noiwithftanding  their  frefhnefle  and 

gloffes,  being  rather  new  dy'd  then  ftain'd  with  fait 
water.  ,  . 

Ant.  If  but  one  of  his  pockets  could  fpeak,  would  it not  fay  he  lies  ? 

Seb'.  I,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  his  report. 



The  Tempe 

Gon.  Mcthinks  our  garme ms  are  now  as  freih  as  when 

we  put  them  on  flift  in  Affiick,  at  the  marriage  of  the 
Kings  fair  daughter  Claribel  to  the  King  of  Tunis. 

Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  marriage,  and  we  profper  well  in 
our  return. 

Adri.  Tunis  was  never  grac'd  before  with  fuch  a  Pa- 
ragon to  their  Queen. 

Gon.  Not  fince  Widow  Dido's  time. 

Ant.  Widow  ?  a  pox  o'  that :  how  came  that  Widow in  ?  Widow  Dido  ! 

Seb.  What  if  he  had  faid  Widower  Eneas  too  ? 

Good  Lord,  how  you  take  it  ? 
Adri.  Widow  Dido  faid  you  ?  You  make  mc  ftudy 

of  that :  She  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis. 
Gon.  This  Tunis  Sir  was  Carthage. 

tAdri.  Carthage  >       Gon.  I  allure  you  Carthage. 
Ant.  His  word  is  mote  then  the  miraculous  Harp. 

Seb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houfes  too. 
Ant.  What  impoflible  matter  will  he  make  cafie  next? 
Seb.  I  think  he  will  carry  this  Ifland  home  in  his 

pocket,  and  give  :t  his  fon  for  an  Apple. 
Ant.  And  lowing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  Sea,  bring 

forth  more  Iflands. 

Gon.  I.  Ant.  Why  in  good  time. 
Gon.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments  feem 

now  as  frefh  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  marriage 
of  your  daughter,  who  is  now  Queen. 

Ant.  And  the  rareft  that  ere  came  there. 

Seb.  Bate  (I  befeech  you)  Widow  Dido. 
Avt.  O  Widow  Dido  ?  I,  Widow  Dido. 

Gon.  Is  not  my  Doublet  Sir  as  frefh  as  the  firft  day  I 
wore  it  ?  I  mean  in  a  fort. 

Ant.  That  fort  was  well  filh'd  for. 
Gon.  When  I  wore  it  at  your  daughters  marriage. 
Alon.  You  cram  thefc  words  into  mine  ears,  againft 

the  ftomack  of  my  fenfe:  would  I  had  never 

Married  my  daughter  there  :  For  comming  thence 
My  fon  is  loft,  and  (in  my  rate)  ihe  too, 
Who  is  fo  far  from  Italy  removed , 

[  ne're  again  ihall  fee  her :  O  thou  mine  heir 
Of  Naples  and  of  MilUin,  what  ftrange  filh 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee  ? 

Fran.  Sir  he  may  live. 

I  faw  him  beat  the  furges  under  him,' 
And  ride  upon  their  backs  ;  he  trod  the  water 
Whofe  enmity  he  flung  alide  :  and  bvefted 
The  furge  molt  fwoln  that  met  him  :  his  bold  head 

'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept  and  oared. 
Himfelf  with  his  good. nines  in  lufty  ftroke 
To  th'ihore  ;  that  ore  his  wave-worn  bafis  bowed 
As  ftooping  to  relieve  him  :  I  not  doubt 
He  came  alive  to  Land. 

Ahn.  No,  no,  he's  gone. 
Seb.  Sir  you  may  thank  your  felf  for  this  great  Ioffe , 

That  would  not  blcffe  our  Europe  with  your  daughter, 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  anAft'rican. 
Where  fhe  at  leaft,  is  banifh'd  from  your  eye  , 

'ho  hath  caufe  to  wet  the  grief  on't. Alon.  Prethee  peace. 

Seb.  You  were  kneel'd  too,  and  importun'd  otherwife By  all  of  us  i  and  the  fair  foul  her  felf 

Waigh'd  between  loathnefle,  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  o'ch  beam  fhould  bow :  we  have  loft  your I  fear  for  ever :  Millain  and  Naples  have  [  (fon, 
Mo  Widows  in  them  of  this  bufineffe  making, 
Then  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them : 
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The  fault's  your  own. 
Alon.  So  is  the  decr'ft  o'th'  loflfe; 
C      My  Lord  Sebaftian, 

The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  gentleneffe  | 
And  time  to  fpeak  it  in  :  you  rub  the  fore, 

When  ycu'fhould  bring  the  plaifter. 
Seb.  Very  well.     Ant.  And  moft  Chirurgecnly. 
G on.  It  is  foul  weather  in  us  all^  good  Sir , 

When  you  are  cloudy. 
Seb.  Foul  weather  ?  Ant.  Very  foul 
Gon.  Had  1  plantation  of  this  Ifle  my  Lord. 
Ant.  He'd  fow't  with  Nettle-feed. 
Seb.  Or  Docks,  or  Mallows. 

Gon.  And  were  the  King  on't,  what  would  I  doe  ? 
Seb.  Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  Wine. 
Gon.  l'th'  Commonwealth  I  would  (by  contraries) 

Execute  all  things :  For  no  kind  of  TranSck 
Would  I  admit :  No  name  of  Magiftrate  • 
Letters  fhonld  not  be  known  :  Riches,  poverty, 
And  ufe  of  lervice,  none  :  Contract,  Succeffion  J 
Born,  bound  of  Land,  Tilth,  Vineyard  none  : 
No  ufe  of  Metall,  Corn,  or  Wine,  or  Oyl ; 

No  occupation,  all  men  idle,  all : 
And  women  too,  but  innocent  and  pure  t No  Sovcraignty. 

Seb.  Yet  he  would  be  King  on't. 
Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  Common-wealth  forgets 

the  beginning. •  XT 

Gen.  All  things  in  common  Nature  fhould  produce 
Without  fweat  or  endeavour  :  Treafon,  fellony, 

Sword,  Pike,  Knife,  Gun,  or  need  of  any  Engine 
Would  I  not  have  :  but  Nature  fhould  bring  forth 

Of  it's  own  kind,  all  foyzon,  all  abundance 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

Seb.  No  marrying  'mong  his  Subjects  ? 
A»t.  None  (man)  all  idle ;  Whores  and  Knaves ; 
Gon.  I  would  with  fuch  perfection  govern  Sir  ; 

T'  exccll  the  Golden  Age. 

Seb.  'Save  his  Majefty.    Ant.  Long  live  Gonx.alo. 
Gon.  And  doe  you  marke  mc,  Sir  ?  (me. 

Alon.  Prethee  no  more :  thou  dos't  talk  nothing  to 
Gon.  I  doe  well  believe  your  Highneffe,  and  did  it 

to  minifter  occafion  to  thefe  Gentlemen,  who  are  of  fueh 

fenfible  and  nimble  Lungs,  that  they  alwayes  ufe  to  laugh 
at  nothing. 

aAnt.  'Twas  you  we  laugh'dat. Gon.  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling  am  nothing 

to  you  :  fo  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothiog  ftill. 
Ant .  What  a  blow  was  there  given  ? 

Seb.  And  it  had  not  fain  flat-long. 
Gon.  You  are  Gentlemen  of  a  brave  metal :  you  would 

lift  the  Moon  out  of  her  fphere,  if  fhe  would  continue  in 
it  five  weeks  without  changing. 

Enter  Ariell  playivg  folemn  Mufick^ 

Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  Bat-fowling. 

Ant.  Nay  good  my  Lord,  be  not  angry. 
Gon.  No  I  warrant  you,  I  will  not  adventure  my  dif- 

cretion  fo  weakly  :  Will  you  laugh  me  afleep,  for  I  am 
very  heavy. 

Ant.  Gofleepand  hear  us. 
Alon.  What,  all  fo  foon  afleep  ?  I  wifh  mine  eyes 

Would  (with  themfelves)  (hut  up  my  thoughts , 

I  find  they  are  inclin'd  to  doe  fo. Seb.  Pleafe  you  Sir, 

Doe  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 

ft  feldome  virus  forrow,  when  it  doth,  it  is  a  Comforter 

Ant. 



I  he  1  empe/l. % 

Ant.  We  two  my  Lord,  will  guard  your  peifon, 
While  you  take  your  rclt,  and  watch  your  fafcty. 

Alon.  Tnank  you  :  Wondrous  heavy. 
Seb.  What  a  Hi  range  drowlincfle  pofleflfcs  them  ? 

Ant .  Jt  is  the  quality  o'  th'  Clymatc. Seb.  Why. 

Doth  it  not  then  our  eye-lids  finke  ?  I  finde 

Not  my  felf  difpes'd  to  fleep : 
Ant.  Nor  1,  my  fpirits  are  nimble  : 

They  fell  together  all,  as  by  conf  g  t 

They  dropt,  as  by  a'  Thundei-itroke :  what  might : 
Worthy  Sebaflian  ?  O,  what  might .?  no  more 
And  yec,  me  thinks  I  fee  it  in  thy  face, 

What  thou  fhould'fl  be :  th'  occalion  fpeak's  thee,  and 

My  Along  imagination  fee's  a  Crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  head. 

Seb.  What  ?  art  thou  waking? 
Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Seb.  I  do,  and  furely 

It  is  a  fleepy  Language,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
Out  of  thy  fleep  :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  > 
This  is  a  Hi  ange  repofe,  to  be  afleep 

With  eyes  wide  open  :  flanding,  fpeaking,  moving  : 
And  yet  fo  fall  afleep. 

Ant.  Noble  Sebaflian, 

Thou  let'tt  thy  fortune  fleep :  die  rather :  wink'ft Whiles  thou  art  waking. 
Seb.  Thoudo'it  fnore  diftin£tly, 

There's  meaning  in  thy  fnores. 
Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  then  my  cuftome  :  you 

Muft  be  fo  too,  if  heed  me  :  which  to  doe, 

Trebbles  thee  o're. 
Seb.  Well :  I  am  flanding  water. 

Ant.  I'Jc  teach  you  how  to  flow. 
Seb.  Do  fo  :  to  ebbe, 

Hereditary  Sloth  inftru&s  mc. 
Ant.  O! 

If  you  but  knew  how  you  the  purpofe  cheiifh 
Whiles  thus  you  mock  it :  how  in  (tripping  it 
You  more  inveft  it :  ebbing  men,  indeed 
(Mofl  often)  doe  fo  near  the  bottom  run 
By  their  own  fear,  or  floth. 

Seb.  'Prethee  fay  on, 
The  fetting  of  thine  eye,  and  cheek  proclaim 
A  matter  from  thee  :  and  a  birth,  indeed, 
Which  throwes  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant.  Thus  Sir  .• 

Although  this  Lord  of  weak  remembrance  ;  this 
Who  fhall  be  of  as  little  memory 

When  he  is  earth'd,  hath  here  almoft  perfwaded 

(For  he's  a  Spirit  of  perfwafion,  onely 

Profefles  to  perfwade)  the  King  his  fon's  alive , 
'Tis  as  impoifible  that  he  *  undrown'd, 
As  he  that  flecps  here,  fwims. 

Seb.  I  have  no  hope, 

That  he's  undrown'd. 
Ant.  Ojout  of  that  no  hope, 

What  great  hope  have  you  ?  No  hope  that  way :  Is 
Another  way, to  high  a  hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  wink  beyond, 
But  douot  difcovery  there.  Will  you  grant  with  me 

j  Thzt  Ferdinand  is  drowned  ? 
Seb.  He's  gone. 

Ant.  Then  tell  me  who's  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? 
Seb.  Claribell. 

Ant.  She  that  is  Queen  otTmis :  fhe  that  dwells 

Ten  leagues  beyond  mans  life  :  fhc  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,un!cfle  the  Sun  werepofl  : 

The  Man  i'th  Moon's  too  flow,till  new-born  chinnes 
Be  rough,  and  Razor-able  :  She  that  from  whom 

We  all  were  fea-fwallow'd,  though  fomc  call  again  , 
And  by  that  deftiny  to  perform  an  a<5t, 

Whereof,  what's  part  in  prologue  ;  what  to  Come 
In  yours,  and  my  difcharge. 

Seb.  What  ftufre  is  this  ?  How  fay  you  ? 

'Tis  true,  my  brother's  daughter's  Q^iecn  oiTunis, 
So  is  fhe  heir  of  Naples,  'twixt  which  Regions There  is  fome  fpace, 

iA~nt.  A  fpace.  whofe  ev'ry  cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out,  how  fhall  that  Claribell 
Meafure  us  back  by  Naples  ?  keep  in  Tunis. 
And  let  Sebaflian  wake.  Say,  this  were  death 

That  now  hath  feiz'd  them,  why  they  were  no  worfe 
Then  now  they  are  :  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples 
As  well  as  he  that  fleeps :  Lords,  that  Can  prate 
As  amply;  and  unneceffarily 
As  this  Cjonz.alo :  I  my  felf  could  make 
A  Chough  of  as  deep  chat :  O,  that  you  bore 
The  mind  that  I  do  ;  what  a  fleep  were  this 

For  your  advancement  /  Doe  you  underftand  me  ? 
Seb.  Me  thinks  I  doe. 

tAnt.  And  how  do's  your  content 
Tender  your  own  good  fortune  ? 

Seb.  I  remember 

You  did  fupplant  your  Brother  Frtfpero. 
Ant.  True  : 

And  look  how  well  my  Garments  fit  upon  me, 

Much  featcr  then  before  :  My  Brother's  fervants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  they  arc  my  men. 

Seb.  But  for  your  confcience. 

aA»t.  I  Sir :  where  lies  that  ?  If 'twere  a  kybc 
'Twould  put  me  to  my  flipper  .•  But  I  feel  not 
This  Deity  in  my  bofome :  Twenty  confeiences 
That  ftand  'twixt  me,  and  Millain,  candied  be  they , 
And  melt  ere  they  moleft    Here  lies  your  Brother , 
No  better  then  the  earth  he  lies  upon , 

If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like  (that's  dead) 
Whom  I  with  this  obedient  fteel  (three  inches  of  it) 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever :  whiles  you  doing  thus , 
To  the  perpetuall  wink  for  aye  might  put 
This  ancient  morfell :  this  Sir  Prudence,  who 

Should  not  upbraid  our  courfe  :  for  all  the  rell 

They'l  take  fuggeftion,  as  a  Cat  laps  milk , 
Thcy'l  tell  the  clock,  to  any  bufineflethat 
Wcfay  befits  the  hour. 

Seb.  Thy  cafe,  dear  Friend 

Shall  be  my  prefident :  As  thou  got'ft  Mlllaln , 
Tic  come  by  Naples :  Draw  thy  fword,  one  ftroke 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  tribute  which  thou  payeft  , 

And  I  the  King  fhall  love  thee. 
Ant.  Draw  together : 

And  when  I  rear  my  hand,  doe  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gt>nz,alo. 

Seb.  O,  but  one  word, 
Enter  Ariel  I  with  Mttjick^and  Song. 

Ariel.  My  Mafter  through  his  Art  forcfecsthe  danger 

That  you  (his  friend)  are  in,  and  fends  me  forth 

(For  elfe  his  project  dies)  to  keep  them  living. 

Sings  in  Genz.alo'sear. 
while  pit  here  do  fnoaring  lie, 

Open-ef  d  C$nfpiracie His  time  doth  take : 



If  of  Life  ym  keep  a  are, 
Shake  of /lumber  and  beware. 
Awake-,  awake. 

Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fuddeh. 

Gon.  Now,  good  Angels  prefervc  the  King. 

Ah.  Why  how  now  hoa;awakc.?why  are  you  draVvn? 
Wherefore  this  ghaftly  looking  ? 

Gon.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Seb.  Whiles  we  flood  here  fccuring  your  rcpdfe, 

(Even  now)  we  heard  a  hollow  burft  of  bellowing 

Like  Bulls,  or  rather  Lyons,  did't  not  wake  you  ? 
It  ftrook  mine  ear  moft  terribly. 

Alo.  I  heard  nothing. 

tAint.  O,  'twas  a  din  to  fr/g'it  a  Monger's  car  j 
To  make  an  earthquake  :  fure  it  was  the  roarc 
Of  a  whole  herd  of  Lyons. 

Alo.  Heard  you  this  Gjnz,alo} 
Gon.  Upon  mine  honour,  Sir,  I  heard  a  humming* 

(And  that  a  ftrange  one  too)  which  did  awake  me  : 

I  fhak'd  you  Sir,  and  cri'd  ;  as  mine  eyes  opcii'd* 
I  faw  their  weapons  drawn  :  there  was  a  noyfe , 

That's  verily :  'tis  beft  we  ftand  upon  our  guard  ; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place :  let's  draw  our  weapons. 

Alo.  Lead  off  this  ground,and  let's  make  further  fearch 
For  my  poor  fon. 

Gon.  Heavens  keep  him  from  thefe  Beafts : 

For  he  is  fure  i'th  Iflandi 
Alo.  Lead  away. 
Ar.  Profpero,my  Lord,fhallknow  what  I  have  done. 

So  (King)  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  Son.  Exettnt. 

neweft  poor  John  :  a  ftrangc  rifti  :  wqrc  1  in  €qgUirk 
now  (as  once  I  was)  and  had  but  this  filh  painccaf  •  not 
a  holy-day  fool  there  bus  would  give  a  piece  6f  (liver : 
there*  would  this  monftcr,  make  a  man  ;  any  ftrange 
beaft  there-,  makes  a  man  *  when  they  will  not  ?ivc  a 
doit  to  relieve  a  lame  Beggarj  they  will  lay  out  ten  to  fee 
a  dead  Indian  :  Lcg'd  like  a  man  >  and  his  Fins  like 
Armes  ;  warm  o'  my  troth  :  I  doc  now  let  loofe  my  o- 
p;nion  ;  hold  it  no  longer  ;  this  is  no  fifli,  but  an  Hin- 

der, that  hath  lately  fuffercd  by  a  Thunderbolt :  Alafs, 
the  ftorm  is  eome  again;  my  beft  way  is  to  creep  un- 

der his  Gaberdine.-  there  is  no  other  flicker  hereabout  r 
Mifcry  acquaints  a  man  with  ftrange  bedfellows :  I  will 
here  ftirowd  till  the  dregs  of  the  ftorm  be  paft; 

S'nter  Stephana  ft ngijig, 

Ste.l fhall  no  more  tofea  to  fea,here  fhalll  dye  afhi>re. 
This  is  a  very  fcurvy  tune  to  fing  at  a  mans 
Funerall :  well,  here's  my  comfort.  Drinkj. 

S ings.  The  Mafic r,the  Swabber ,  the  Boat-J /; 
The  Gunner,  and  his  Mate, 

Lov'd  Mall,  Meg,  and  Marrian,  and  LMargery\ 
But  none  of  us  car'd  for  Kate, 
For  (he  had  a  tongue  with  ayamg  , 
Would  cry  to  a  Sallour  go  hang  : 

She  lov'd  not  the  favour  of  Tar  nor  of  Pitch, 
Yet  a  Taylor  might  f cratch  her  where  ere  (he  did  itch. 
Then  to  Sea  Boys,  and  let  her  go  hang. 
This  is  a  fcurvy  tune  too  \ 

But  here's  my  comfort.                               1  drinkj. Cat,  Doe  not  torment  me  :  ohi 

St*.  What's  the  matter? 
Have  wt'  Devils  here  ?  , 

Do  you  put  trieks  upon's  with  Salvages,  and  Men  of  Inde? 
ha?  I  have  not  fcap'd  drowning,  to  be  afeard  now  of 
your  four  legs  .-.for  it  hath  bin  faid :  as  proper  a  man  as 
ever  went  on  four  legs,  cannot  make  him  give  ground  :■ 
and  it  fhall  be  faid  fo  again>  while.  Stephana  breathes  at noflrils. 

Cal.  The  Spirit  torments  me  i  ohi 

Ste>.  This  is  fome  monftcr  of  the  Ifle,  with  four  legs.- 
who  hath  got  (as  I  take  it)  an  ague  :  where  the  Devii 
(Wild  he  learn  our  language  ?  I  will  give  him  fome  re- 

lief if  it  be  but  for  that :  if  1  can  recover  him,  and  keep 

him  tame  ,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he's  a  Pre- 
fent  for  any  Empcrour  that  ever  trod  on  Neats-Lea- ther. 

Cal.  Doe  not  torment  me  'prethee:  Pie  bring  my wood  home  falter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  fit  now;  and  do's  not  talk  after  the 
wifeft  ;  he  thall  tafte  of  my  Bottle  :  if  he  have  never 
drunk  Wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  to  remove  his  Fit  : 
if  I  can  recover  himt  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take 
coo  much  for  him  ;  he  fhall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him  , 
and  that  foundly. 

Cal,  Thou  doft  me  yet  but  little  hurt  ;  thou  wilt  anon, 
I  know  it  by  thy  trembling  :  Now  Trofper  works  upon chee. 

Ste.  Come  oh  your  wayes :  open  your  mouth  :  here 
is  that  which  will  give  language  to  you  Cat ;  open  youi 
mouth  ;  this  will  fhakc  your  flraking,  I  can  tell  you,  and 

that  foundly  :  you  cannot  tell  who's  your  friend  ;  open 
your  chaps  again. 

Tri.  I  fhoald  know  that  voyce  i 

But  j 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Caliban,  with  a  burthen  of  wood  (a  noyfe 
of  Thunder  heard.) 

£al.  All  the  infections  that  the  Sun  fucks  up 
From  Bogs,  Fens,  Flats,  on  Profper  fall,  and  make  him 
By  ynch-meal  a  difeafe :  his  Spirits  hear  me , 

And  yet  I  needs  muft  curfe.  But  they '1  not  pinch, 
Fright  me  with  Urchin-fhewes,  pitch  me  i'th  mire, 
Nor  lead  me  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 

Out  of  my  way>  unleffe  he  bid'em ;  but 
For  every  triflejarc  they  fet  upon  me, 
Sometime  like  Apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me, 
And  after  bite  me :  then  like  Hedg-hogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  barefoot  way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  foot-fall :  fometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  Adders,  who  with  cloven  tongues 
Do  ruffe  me  into  madneffe  :  Lo,  now  Lo,  Enter. 
Here  comes  a  Spirit  of  his,  and  to  torment  mctTrinculo. 
For  bringing  wood  in  flowly  :  Tie  fall  flat, 
Perchance  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Tri.  Here's  neither  bufh,  nor  fhrub  to  bear  off  any 
weather  at  all :  and  another  ftorm  brewing  ,  I  hear  it 
fing  'ith  wind :  yond  fame  black  cloud ,  yond  huge one,  looks  like  a  foul  bumbard  that  would  fried  his 
liquor  ;  if  it  fhould  thunder*  as  it  did  before ,  I  know 
not  where  to  h;de  my  head  :  yond  fame  cloud  cannot 
chufebut  fall  by  pailefulls.  What  have  we  here*  a  man, 
or  a  fifh  ?  dead  or  alive  ?  a  fifh,he  fmells  like  a  fii"h  :  a 
very  ancient  and  fifh-like  fmell :  a  kind  of,  not  of  the 
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But  he  is  drown'd  ;  and  chcfc  are  Devils ;  O  defend 
me. 

Ste.  Four  legs  and  two  voyecs  a  moft  delicate 
Monger  :  his  forward  voyce  now  is  to  fpeak  of  his 
friend  ;  his  backward  voyce,  is  to  utter  foul  fpecches, 
and  so  detract :  if  all  the  Wine  in  my  Bottle  will  recover 
him,  I  will  help  his  A^ue :  Come :  Amen  j  I  will  poure 
fomc  in  thy  other  mouth. 

Tri,  Stephano. 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me?  Mercy,  mercy  : 
This  is  a  Devil  and  no  Monfter  :  I  will  leave  him,  I  have 
no  long  Spoon, 

Tri.  Stephana  :  if  thou  beeft  Stephafto,  touch  me,  and 
fpeak  to  me :  for  I  am  Trincttlo  ;  be  nSt  ateard,  thy  good 
friend  Trlnculo. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Trlnculo :  come  forth  :  /'le  pull  thee 

by  the  leflfcr  legs  :  if  any  be  Trlneulo's  legs  thefe  ar^ 
they  :  Tbou  art  very  Trlnculo  indeed :  how  cam'ft  thou 
to  be  the  fiege  of  this  Moon-calf  >  Can  he  vent  Trtn- 
culo's ! 

Tri.  I  took  him  to  be  kilPd  with  a  thunder-ftroke;but 

art  thou  not  drown'd  Stephano :  I  hope  now  thou  art  Act 
drown 'd  :  is  the  ftorm  over-blown  ?  1  hid  me  under  the 
d;ad  Moon-Calfes  Gaberdine,  for  fear  of  the  Storm  : 

And  art  thou  living  Stephano  >  O  Stephano,  two  Nea- 

politanss  fcap'd? 
Ste.  'Prethee  doe  not  turn  me  about,  myftomackis 

not  conflant. 

Cal.  Thefe  be  fine  things,  and  if  they  be  not  fprights : 

that's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  Celeftiall  liquor :  I  will kneel  to  him. 

Ste.  How  did'ft  thou  fcape  ? 
How  cam'ft  thou  hither  ? 

Swtar  by  this  Bottle  how  thou  cam'ft  hither  :  I  efcap'd 

upon  a  But  of  Sack,  which  the  Saylors  heaved  o're- 
board ,  by  this  Bottle  which  I  made  of  the  Bark  of 

a  Tree,  with  mine  own  hands,  fince  I  was  caft  a- ihore. 

Cal.  Tie  fwear  upon  that  Bottle,  to  be  thy  true  Sub- 
ject, for  the  liquor  is  not  earthly. 

Ste.  Here  :  fwear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft. 

Tri.  Sworn  afhore  (man)  like  a  Duck ;  I  can  fwim  like 
a  Duck  i'le  be  fworn. 

Ste.  Here,  kiffethe  Book. 

Though  thou  canft  fwim  like  a  Duck,  thou  art  made  like a  Goofe. 

Tri.  O  Stephano,  has't  "any  more  of  this  ? 
Ste.  The  whole  But  (man)  my  Cellar  is  in  a  rock  by 

th'Sea  fide,  where  my  wine  is  hid  : 
How  now  Moon-Calf,  how  do's  thine  Ague  ? 

Cal.  Has't  thou  not  d:  opt  from  heaven  ? 

Ste.  O  it  o'th'  Moon  I  doe  affure  thee.  I  was  the  Man 
ith*  Moon  when  time  was. 

Cal.  I  have  fecn  thee  in  her  :  and  I  doe  adore  thee  \ 

My  MiftrelTe  fhew'd  me  thee,and  thy  Dog,  and  thy  BufTi. 
Ste.  Come  fwear  to  that :  kiflfe  the  Book  :  I  will  fur- 

nifh  it  anon  with  the  new  contents :  Swear. 

Tri.  By  this  good  I'ghr,  this  is  a  very  {hallow  Mon- 
fter :  I  afeard  of  him  ?  a  very  fhallow  Monfter : 

The  Man  ith' Moon  ? 
A  :noft  poor  cre  dulous  Monfter : 
Well  drawn  Monfter,  in  good  footh. 

Cal.  Fie  fhew  the  every  fertill  ynch  o'th'  Ifle  :and 
I  wi'lkifTe  thy  foot :  I  prethee  be  my  god. 

Tri.  By  this  light,  a  moft  perfidious,  and  drunken 

Monfter,  when's  god's  afleep  hee'll  rob  his  Bottle. 

fat.  I'le  kifle  thy  foot.  Fie  fwear  my  felf  thy  Subject. Ste-  Come  on- then  :  down  and  fwear. 

Tri.  I  fhall  laugh  my  felf  to  death  at  this  puppy-head- 
ed Monfter  :  a  moft  fcurvic  Monfter :  I  could  find  in  ray heart  to  beat  him. 

Ste.  Come,  kifle. 

Tri.  But  that  the  poor  Monftet'sin  drink  : An  abhominable  Monfter. 

Cal  Fie  fhew  thee  the  beft  Springs :  Fie  pluck  tke 
Berries :  Fie  fifh  for  thee  ;  and  get  thee  wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  Tyrant  that  I  ferve  ; 
Fie  bear  him  no  more  Sticks,  but  follow  thee,  thou  won- drous man. 

Tri.  A  moft  ridiculous  Monfter,  to  make  a  wonder  of 

a  poor  drunkard. 
fal.  I  prethee  let  me  bring  thee  where  Crabs  grow; 

and  I  with  my  long  nayles  will  dig  theepig-nurs  ;  fhow 

thee  a  Jay's  neft,and  inftru£t  thee  haw  to  fnaretheniro 
ble  Maimazec :  Fie  bring  thee  tocluftring  Philbir  s,and 
fometimes  Flc  get  thee  young  Scamels  from  the  Rock: 
Wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Cal.  I  prethee  now  lead  the  way  without  any  more 
talking.  Trlnculo,  the  King,  and  all  cur  company  die 
being  drownd,  we  will  inherit  here  ;  Here  ;  bear 

Bottle  :  Fellow  Trlnculo  ;  we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  a- 

gain:  . 

Caliban  fings  drmkenly. 
Farewell  Mafter  ;  farewell,  farewell. 

Tri.  A  howling  Monfter  .•  a  drunken  Monfter. Cal.  No  more  dams  Tie  make  for  fijh7 
Nor  fetch  In  firing,  at  requiring, 
Nor  [crape  trencherlng,  nor  wafh  dijh, 
Ba'"a  barf,  Cacalyban 
Has  a  new  Mafter, get  a  new  Man, 

Freedome,  high-day,  high-day  freedome,  freedome  higk- 
day  freedome. 

Ste.  O  brave  Monfter,  lead  the  way.  Exeat*. 

(tMm  Tertius.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  Ferdinand  (bearing  a  Log!) 

Fer.  There  be  fome  fports  are  painfull;ancf  their  labour 

Delight  in  them  fet  off.-  Some  kinds  of  bafeneffe 
A.re  nobly  undergon  ;  and  moft  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends :  thismy-mean  Task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious,  bat 

The  Miftreffe  which  I  lei  ve,  quickens  what's  dead, 
And  makes  my  labours  pleafures :  O  (he  is 

Ten  times  more  gentle,  then  her  Father's  crabbed  ; 
And  he's  compo'd  of  harihneffe,  I  mi'ft  remove 
Some  thoulandsof  thefe  Logs ;  and  pile  them  up, 

Upon  a  fore  injunction ;  my  fweet  MiftrelTe 
Weeps  when  fhc  fees  me  work,  and  fays,  fuch  bafeneffe 
Had  never  like  Executor  :  I  forget : 
But  thefe  fweet  thoughts,  doe  even  refrefh  my  labours, 
Moft  bufie  lcaft,  when  I  doc  it.  Enter  MlranA* 

Mir.  Atefs,  now  pray  you.  avdProfpero. 

Work  not  fo  hard  :  I  would  thclightn:ng  had 
Burnt  up  thofe  Logs  that  thou  art  en/oyned  to  pile : 

Pray  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you  :  when  this  burns 
'Twill  weep  for  having  wearied  you  :  my  Father 
Is  hard  at  ftudy,  pray  now  reft  your  felf,  ̂  
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Hce's  fafe  for  thefe  three  hours. 
Fer.  O  moft  dear  MiftrefTe , 

The  Sun  will  fct  before  I  (hall  difchargc 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  doe. 

(JUer.  If  you'l  lit  down 
Tie  bear  your  Logs  the  while  :  pray  give  mc  thar, 
Pie  carry  it  to  the  pile. 

Fer.  No  precious  Creature, 
I  had  rather  crack  my  finews,  break  my  back , 

Then  you  fhould  fuch  diGionor  undergoe , 
While  I  fit  lazy  by. 

Mir.  It  would  become  me. 

As  well  as  it  do's  you  ;  and  I  fhould  do  it 
With  much  more  eafe  :  for  my  good  will  is  to  it  3 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  worm  thou  art  infected, 
This  vifitation  fhews  it. 

Mir,  You  look  wearily. 

Fer.  No,  noble  Miftrefs,  'tis  frefh  morning  with  me. 
When  you  are  by  at  night :  I  do  befeech  you 
Chiefly,  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  prayers, 
What  is  your  name? 

Mir.  Miranda.  O  my  Father, 
I  have  broke  your  heft  to  fay  fo, 

Fer.  Admir'd  Miranda  , 
Indeed  the  top  of  Admiration»  worth 

What's  dearcft  to  the  world  :  full  many  a  Lady 
I  have  ey'dwith  beft  regard,  and  many  a  time 
Th'harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear :  for  fevcral  virtues 

Have  I  lik'd  fcveral  women,  never  any 
With  fo  full  fou£,  but  fome  defect  in  her 

Did  quarrell  with  the  nobleft  grace  fhe  ow'd, 
'And  put  it  to  the  foyl.  But  you,  O  you, 
So  perfect,  and  fo  peerleflc,  are  created 
Of  every  Creatures  beft. 
Mir.  I  doe  not  know 

One  of  my  fex  ;  no  womans  face  remember  ~y 
Save  from  my  glaffe,  mine  own  :  Nor  have  I  feen 
More  that  I  may  call  men,  then  you  good  friend , 
And  my  dear  Father    how  features  are  abroad 
I  am  skilleffe  of ;  but  my  modefty 
(The  jewell  in  my  dower)  I  would  not  wifti 
Any  Companion  in  the  world  but  you ;  s 
Nor  can  imagination  form  afhape, 
Befides  your  felf,  to  like  of:  but  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildely,  and  my  Fathers  precepts 
I  therein  doe  forget. 

Fer.  I  am,  in  my  condition 
A  Prince  (UW.lranda)  I  doe  think  a  King 
(I  would  not  fo)  and  would  no  more  endure 
Thiswoodden  flavery,  then  to  fuffer 
The  flefh-fl ie  blow  my  mouth  .•  hear  my  foul  fpeak. 
The  very  inftant  that  I  faw  you  did 
My  heart  flie  to  your  fervice,  there  rejides 
To  make  me  flave  to  it,  anJ  for  your  fake 
Am  I  this  parent  Log-man, 

Mir.  Do  you  love  mc 
Fer.  O  heaven  ;  O  earth,  bear  witnefle  to  this  found, 

And  crown  what  I  profeiTc  with  kind  event 
If  I  fpeak  true  :  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  beft  is  boaded  me,  to  mifchief :  I, 
Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i'th'  world 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

Mir.  Iam  a  fool 

To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  of. 

II 

Tro.  Fair  encounter 
Of  two  moft  rare  affections  :  heavens  rain  qrace 

On  that  which  breeds  betwecn'em. 
For.  Wherefore  weep  you  ? 
Mir.  At  mine  unworthineffe  that  dare  not  offer 

What  I  defire  to  give,  and  much  ieffe  take 
Whatlfhall  die  to  want:  But  this  is  trifling  , 
And  all  the  more  it  fcekt  to  hide  it  felf , 

The  bigger  bulk  it  (hews.  Hence  bafhfull  cunning., 
And  prompt  me  plain  and  holy  innocence. 
I  am  your  wife  if  you  will  marry  me  ; 

If  not,  Pie  die  your  maid  :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  denic  me  ;  but  Pie  be  your  feryant 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Fer.  My  MiftrefTe  (deareft) 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mir.  My  Husband  then  ? 
Fer.  I,  with  a  heart  fo  willing 

As  bondage  ere  of  freedome  :  here's  my  hand. 
Mir,  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in't  j  and  now  rareWe.ll Till  half  an  hour  hence. 

Fer.  A  thoufand,  tho>ufand.  Exeunt. 
Fro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they  I  cannot  be, 

Who  are  furpiiz'd  with  all ;  but  my  rejoycing 
At  nothing  can  be  more :  Pie  to  my  book, 

For  yet  ere  flipper  time  muft  I  perform 

Much  bufineffe  appertaining.  Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  fallban^  Stephana,  and  Trine  ttlo. 

Ste.  Tell  not  me,  when  the  But  is  out  we  will  drink 

water,  not  a  drop,  before  ;  therefore  bear  up,  and  bourd 
'em  Servant  Monfter,  drink  to  me. 

Trln.  Servant  Monfter  ?  the  folly '  of  this  Hand,  they 
fay  there's  but  five  upon  this  Ifle  ;  we  are  three  of  them, 
if  th'othcr  two  be  brained  like  us,  the  State  totters. 

Ste.  Drink  fervant  Monfter  when  I  bid  thee,  thy  eyes 
are  almoft  fct  in  thy  heart. 

Trln.  WThere  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  he  were  a  brave 
Monfter  indeed  if  they  were  fet  in  his  tail. 

Ste,  My  man-Monfter  hath  drown'd  his  tongue  in 
Sack  :  for  my  part  the  Sea  cannot  drown  me,  I  fwam  ere 
I  could  recover  the  fhore ,  five  and  thirty  Leagues,  off 

and  on,  by  this  light  thou  fhalt  be  my  Lieutenant  Mon- 
fter, or  my  Standard. 

Trln.  Your  Lieutenant  if  you  lift,  hee'sno  ftandard, 
Ste.  Wec'l  not  run  Monfieur  Monfter. 

Trln.  Nor  go  neither  :  but  you'l  lye  like  dogs,  and  yet 
fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou  beeft  a 

good  Moon-calf. 
Cal.  How  does  thy  honour  >  Let  me  lick  thy  fhooe  : 

I'le  not  fcrve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 
Trin.  Thou  lieft  moft  ignorant  Monfter,  I  am  in  cafe 

to  juftle  a  Conftable  :  why,  thou  dcbofh'd  Fifh  thou,  was 
there  ever  man  a  Coward,  that  hath  drunk  fo  much  Sack 
as  I  to  day  ?  wilt  thou  tell  mc  a  monftrous  lye,  being  but 
half  a  Fifh  and  half  a  Monfter  ? 

Cal.  Loe,  how  he  mocks  me,  wilt  thou  let  him  my  ] lord  ? 
Trln. 
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Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he? that  a  Monfter  fhould  be  fuch 
aNaturall  ? 

Cal.  Loc,  loe  again  :  bite  him  to  death  I  prethee. 
Ste.  Trinculo,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head :  If 

you  prove  a  mutineer,  the  next  Tree  :  the  poorMonftei's my  fubject,  and  he  flialLnot  fuffer  indgnity. 

Cal.  I  thank  my  noble  Lord,  Wilt  thou  be  pleas'd 
once  again  to  hearken  to  the  fuit  I  made  to  thee  > 

Ste.  Marry  will  I: kneel  and  repeat  it, 
I  will  ftand,  and  fo  fhall  Trinculo. 

Enter  Ar'iell  invifible. 

Cal.  As  I  told  thee  before,  I  am  fubj:ct  to  a  Tyrant, 

A  Sorcerer  that  by  his  cunning  hath  cheated  me 
Of  the  Ifland. 

Ariell.  Thou  lyeft. 

£al.  Thou  lyeft,  thou  jefting  Monkey  thou : 
I  would  my. valiant  Matter  would  deftroy  thee  ; 
I  doc  norlye. 

Ste.  Trinculo^  you  trouble  him  any  more  in'stale, 
By  this  hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  teeth. 

Trin.  Why,  1  laid  nothing. 
Ste.  Mum  then, and  no  more:  proceed. 

Cal.  I  fay  by  Sorcery  he  got  this  Ifle 
From  mc,  he  got  it.  If  thy  Greatnefie  will 

Revenge  it  on  him,  (for  I  know  thou  dar'ft) 
But  this  thing  dai  e  not. 

Ste.  That's  molt  certain. 

Cal.  Thou  fhalt  be  Lord  of  it,  and  I'lc  fcrve  thee. 
Ste.  How  now  fhall  this  be  compaft  ? 

Canft  thou  bring  me  to  the  party  ? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  Lord,  I'lc  yield  him  thee  afleep, Where  thou  maift  knock  a  nail  into  his  head. 

Ar'iell.  Thou  lieft,  thou  canft  not. 
Cal.  What  a  py'de  Ninnic's  this  >  Thou  fcurvy  patch  : 

I  doe  befcech  thy  Greatnefle  give  him  blows, 

And  take  his  Bottle  from  him  :  When  that's  gone, 
He  fhall  drink  nought  but  brine, for  l'lc  not  fhew  him, 
Where  the  quick  FrelLcs  arc. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  run  iiKo  no  further  danger  : 
Interrupt  the  Monfter  one  word  further ,  and  by  this 

hand,  1'le  turn  my  mercy  out  o'  doors,  and  make  a  Stock- fifh  of  thee. 

Trin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing  : 

I'le  go  no  further  off. 
Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  lyed  : 

Ar'iell.  Thou  lyeft. 
Ste.  Doe  I  fo  ?  Take  you  that , 

As  you  like  this,  give  me  the  lye  another  time. 

Trin.  I  did  not  give  the  lye ;  Out  o'  your  wits  and hearing  too  ? 

A  pox  o'  your  Bottle,  this  can  Sack  and  drinking  doe  : 
A  murrain  on  your  Monfter,  and  the  Devil  take  your 
ringers. 

Cal.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ste.  Now  forward  with  your  Tale  :  prethee  ftand 
further  off. 

Cal.  Beat  him  enough :  after  a  little  time 

I'le  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  further  *  Come  proceed. 

Cal.  Why,  as  I  told  thee, 'tis  a  cuftome  with  him 
I'th  afternoon  to  fleep  :  there  thou  maift  brain  him , 
Having  firft  feiz'd  his  Books :  Or  with  a  Log 
Batter  his  skull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  Stake, 
Or  cut  his  wezand  with  thy  Knife.  Remember 
Firft  to  pofleflc  his  Books ;  for  without  them 

Hee's  but  a  Sot,  as  I  am  ;  nor  hath  not 
One  Spirit  to  command :  they  all  doe  hate  him 
As  rootedly  as  I.  Bum  but  his  Books, 

He  ha's  brayc  Utenfils  (forfo  he  calls  them) 
Which  when  he  has  a  houfe,  het'l  deck  withal!. 
And  that  moft  deeply  to  confider,  is 
The  beauty  of  his  Daughter :  he  himfelf 
Calls  her  a  non-pareil :  I  never  faw  a  woman 
But  oncly  Sycorax  my  Dam,  and  fhe  ; 
Buc  {he  as  far  furpafleth  Sycorax , 

As  great'ft  do's  leaft. Ste.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  Lafs  ? 

Cal.  I  Lord,  fhe  will  become  thy  bed,  I  warrant, 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Ste.  Monfter,  I  will  kill  this  man  :  his  Daughter  and 
I  will  be  King  and  Q^een,  faveour  Graces  :and  Trincu- 

lo and  thy  felf  fhall  be  Vice-royes : 
Doft  thou  like  the  plot  Trinculo  ? 

Trin.  Excellent. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand,  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee : 
But  while  thou  liv'ft  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. Cal.  Within  this  half  hour  will  he  be  afleep, 
Wilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  I  on  mine  honour. 
Ariel/.  This  will  I  tell  my  Mafter. 

Cal.  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry  ;  I  am  full  of  pleafure  , 
Let  us  be  j'ocond.  Will  you  troul  the  Catch You  taught  me  but  whilearc  ? 

Ste.  At  thy  requeft  Monfter,  I  will  doereafon , 
And  reafon  :  Come  on  Trincuh,  let  us  fing. 

Sings. 

F lout' em  and  cout'em :  and  skowt'em,  and  flout'evt, Thought  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  tune. 
sAnell p/ayes  the  tune  on  a  Tabor  and  Ttpe. 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  ? 

Trin.  This  is  the  tune  of  our  Catch,  plaid  by  the  pi 
clure  of  No-body. 

Ste .  If  thou  beeft  a  man,  fhew  thy  felf  in  thy  likenefs : 

If  thou  besft  a  devil,  tak't  as  thou  lift. 
Trin.  O  forgive  me  my  fin*. 

Ste.  He  that  dies  pays  all  debts  >  I  defie  thee, 
Mercy  upon  us. 

Cal^  Art  thou  affeard  ? 
Ste.  No  Monfter,  not  I. 

Cal.  Be  not  affeard,  the  lfle  is  full  of  noyfes, 

Sounds,  and  fweet  aires,  that  give  delight  and  hurt  not 
Sometimes  a  thoufand  twangling  Inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  ears  ;  and  fomctimes  voyces, 

That  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  fleep. 
Will  make  me  fleep  again  ;  and  then  in  dreaming 
The  clouds  me  thought  would  open,  and  fhew  riches 

Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  I  wak'd I  cri'd  to  dream  again. 

Ste .  This  will  prove  a  brave  Kingdome  to  mc, 
Where  I  ftull  have  my  mufick  for  nothing. 

Cal,  When  Profpero  is  deftroy 'd. Ste.  That  fhall  be  by  and  by  : 
I  remember  the  ftory. 

Trin.  The  found  is  going  away. 

Let's  follow  it,?nd  after  doe  our  work. 
Ste.  Lead  Monfter, 

Wee'l  follow :  I  would  I  could  fee  his  Taborer. He  layes  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come  ? 

I'le  follow  Step  ham.  Exeunt, 

Scena t 



The  Tempejl. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Alonfo,  Sebaftian^  Anthonlo,  Gonz,alo, 
Adrian^  Erancifco ,  rjrc. 

Gtn.  By'r  lakin,  I  can  go  no  further,  Sir, 
My  old  bones  ake  :  here's  a  maze  trod  indeed 
Through  forch-rights  and  Meanders :  by  your  patience, 
I  needs  muft  reft  me. 

zAlo.  Old  Lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee, 

Who  am  my  felfe  attach'd  with  wearineffe 
To  th'dulling  of  my  fpirits  :  fit  down,  and  reft  : 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  rny  flatterers  :  he  is  drownd 
Whom  thus  we  ftray  to  find,  and  the  Sea  mocks 
Our  fruftrate  fearch  on  land :  well :  let  him  go. 

c/fnt.  I  am  right  glad,  that  he's  fo  out  of  hope : 
Doe  not  for  one  repulfe  forgo  the  purpofc 

That  you  refolv'd  t'effeft. 
Seb.  The  next  advantage  will  we  take  throughly. 
Ant.  Let  it  be  to  night , 

For  nqw  they  are  opprefs'd  with  travell,  they 
Will  nor,  nor  cannot  ufe  fuch  vigilance 
As  when  they  are  frefh. 

Solemn  and firange  Mufck\and  Trofpsr  on  the  top(invi- 
Jible.)  Enter  fever  all flrange  (hapes  ̂ bringing  In  a  B*n- 
kjt;and  dance  about  it  with  gentle  actions  of  faluta- 
tions,&  inviting  the  King,&c.to  eatjhey  depart. 
Seb.  I  fay  to  night  :  no  more. 
Al.  What  harmony  is  this  ?  my  good  friends,  hark. 
Cjon.  Marvellous  fweet  Mufick. 
Alo.  Give  us  kind  keepers,  heavens:  what  were  thefe5 
Seb,  A  living  Drollery  :  now  I  will  believe 

That  there  are  Unicorns :  that  in  Arabia 

There  is  one  Tree,  the  Phoenix  throne,  one  Phcrnix 
At  this  hour  reigning  there. JO  9 

Ant.  Tie  believe  both  : 

And  what  do's  elfe  want  credit,  come  to  me , 
And  Tie  be  fworn  'tis  true  :  Travellours  ne're  did  lye, 
Though  fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 

Gon.  If  in  Naples 
I  (hould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
If  I  fhould  fay  I  faw  fuch  Iflanders. 

(For  certes,  thefe  are  people  of  the  Ifland) 
Who  though  they  are  of  monftrous  fhape,  yet  note 
Their  manners  are  more  gentle,  kind  then  of 
Our  humane  generation  you  fhall  find 
Many,  nay  almoft  any. 

Pro.  Honcft  Lord, 

Thou  haft  faid  well :  for  fomc  of  you  there  prefent , 
Are  worfe  then  Devils. 

AU.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe 

Such  fhapes,  fuch  gefture,  and  fuch  found  expreffing 
(Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  tongue)  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  difcourfe. 

Pro.  Praife  in  departing. 
Era.  They  vanifh'd  ftrangely. 
Seb.  No  matter,  fince  (imckss. 

They  have  left  their  Viands  behind  }  far  we  have  fto- 
Wilt  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  ? 

Ah.  Not  I.  (Boyes 
Gonx,.  Faith  Sir,  you  need  not  fear :  when  we  were 

Who  would  believe  that  there  were  Mountayncers, 
Dew-lapt,  like  Bulls,  whofe  throats  had  hanging  at'em Wallets  of  flelli  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  men 

|l :
 

Whole  heads  liood  in  their  orcafts  >  which  now  we  find 

Each  putter  out  of  five  for  onc^will  bring  us 
Good  warrant  of. 

zAU.  I  will  ftand  tojand  feed,  j 

Although  my  hft,  no  matter,  fince  i  fee'  i The  beft  is  paft  :  brother,  my  Lord,  the  Duke, 

Stand  tod")  and  doe  as  we. 
Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enter  Ariell  {Lhj  a  Har- 

py) claps  his  wings  upon  the  Table,  and  with  a 
c/ucint  device  the  Banquet  vanlfoes. 

<*/fr.  You  arc  three  men  of  fin,  whom  defttriy 
That  hath  to  infttument  this  lower  world  , 

And  what  is  in't :  the  never  furfeked  Sea  ,  , 

Hath  caus'd  to  belch  up  you  ;  and  on  th:s  Ifiand  , 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit,  vou  'mongft  men, 
Being  moft  unfit  to  live  :  I  have  made  you  mad  ; 
And  even  with  fuch  like  valour,  men  hangj  and  ctiWH 

Their  proper  felves :  you  fools,  I  and  my  fellows 
Arc  minifteisof  Fate,  the  Elements 

Of  whom  your  fwords  are  tempcr'd,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemockt-at-Scabs 

Kill  the  ftill  doling  waters,  as  diininifh 

One  dowle  that's  in  my  plumbc  :  My  fellow  ininiflerS 
Are  like-in vulnci  able ;  if  you  could  hurt , 
Your  fwords  are  now  too  maflie  for  your  ftrengths  j 
And  will  not  be  uplifced  :  but  remember 

(For  that's  my  bufineffe  to  you)  that  you  thsee 
From  Millain  did  fupplant  good  Profpero  , 

Expos'd  unto  the  Sea  (vvhich  hath  rcquit  it)  ,  , 
Him,  and  his  innocent  child  :  for  which  foul  deedj 

The  Powers,  delaying  (not  forgetting)  have 

Incens'd  the  Seas,  and  Shores  ;  yea,  all  the  CrcatureS 
Againft  your  peace :  Thee  of  thy  Son,  Alonfo. 
They  have  bereft ;  and  doe  pronounce  by  me 

Lingring  perdition  (worfe  then  any  death 
Can  be  at  once)  fhall  ftep  by  ftep  attend 

You,  and  your  wayes,  whofe  wraths  to  guard  you  from^ 
Which  here,  in  this  moft  dcfolate  Ifle,  elfe  falls 

Upon  your  heads,  is  nothing  but  hearts-Coirow, 
And  a  clear  life  enfuing.  ...     .  , 
He  vanishes  in  Thunder  :  then  (to  [oft  (JMtlJickS) 

Enter  the  fhapes  again,  and  dance  (with  mocks  and 
mowes)  and  carrying  out  the  Table. 

Pro.  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  Harpy,  haft  thou 

Perform'd  (my  Ariel)  a  grace  it  had  devouring  : 
Of  my  inftruct ion,  haft  thou  nothing  bated 

In  what  thou  had'ft  to  fay  .•  fo  with  good  life 
And  obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  minifters  , 
Their  fcverall  kinds  have  done  :  my  high  charmes  work, 
And  tfeeffc  (mine  enemies)  are  all  knit  up 

In  their  diftradtions  .•  they  now  are  in  my  power ; 
And  in  thefe  fits,  I  leave  them,  while  I  vifit 

Young  Ferdinand  (whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd) 
And  his.  and  mine  Iov'd  darling. 

Gon.  I'th  name  of  fomcthing  holy  Sir,  why  ftand  you 
In  this  ftrange  flare  ? 

Alo.  O,  it  is  monftrous  i  monftrous  / 

Me  thought  the  billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  ir, 
The  winds  did  fing  it  to  me  ;  and  the  Thunder 

(That  deep  and  dieadfull  Organ-pipe)  pionounc'd 
The  name  of  Profper  :  it  did  bafe  my  Trcfpafie, 

Therefore  my  Son  i'th  Ooze  is  bedded  ;  and 
Tie  feek  him  deeper  then  e're  plummet  founded  , And  with  him  there  lie  mudded.  Exit. 

Seb.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time, 

Lie  fight  their  Legions  ore 
B  sA>;t,\ 
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Ant.  l'lc  be  chy  fecond.  Exeunt. 
Gon.  All  three  of  them  arc  defperate  :  their  great  guilt 

(Like  yoyfon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after) 
Now  gins  to  bite  the  fpirits ;  I  doe  befecch  you 
(That  arc  of  fu.pplcr  joynts)  follow  them  fwiftly, 
And  hinder  them  from  what  this  extafte 

May  npw  provoke  them  to. 

-Ad.  Follow,  I  pray  you.  Exeunt  omnes. 

dJ&us  Quartus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Profpero,  Ferdinand,  and  Miranda, 

Pro.  If  I  have  too  aufterely  punifh'd  you, 
Your  compenfation  makes  amends,  for  I 
Have  given  you  here,  a  third  of  mine  own  life  , 
Or  that  for  which  I  live  :  who  once  aoain 

I  tender  to  thy  hand  :  All  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trialls  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Haft  ftrangely  ftood  the  reft :  here,  afore  heaven 
I  rati  fie  this  my  rich  gift :  O  Ferdinand  , 
Do  not  (mile  at  me,  that  I  boaft  her  off, 

For  thou  ihalt  find  (he  will  out-ttrip  all  praife 
And  make  it  halt,  behind  her. 

Fer.  I  doe  believe  it 

Agaiwft  an  Oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  gucft,  and  thine  own  acquifition 

Worthily  puvchas'd,  take  my  daughter  : 
If  thou  do'ft  break  her  Virgin-knot,  before 
All  fanclimonious  ceremonies  'nay 
With  full  and  holy  right  be  miniftrcd  j 
No  tweet  afperfion  {hall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  Contract  grow  ;  but  barren  hate, 

Sower-ey'd  difdain3and  difcord  fhall  beftrew 
The  union  of  your  bed,  with  weeds  fo  loathly 
That  you  fliall  hate  it  both  :  Therefore  take  heed, 
As  Hymens  Lamps  fhall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 

For  quiet  dayes,  fair  Iflue,  and  long  life; 

With  fuch  love,  as  'tis  novv  the  muikieft  den , 

The  moft  opportune  place,  the  ftrong'ft  fuggeftion , 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  fhall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft,  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  dayes  celebration, 
When  I  fhall  think,  or  Phcedus  fteeds  are  founderd, 

Or  night  kept  chain'd  below. Pro.  Fairly  fpoke  ; 
Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  (he  is  thine  own; 

What  Ar'iell;  my  induftrious  feryant  Ariel.  Enter  Ariel. 
■Ari.  What  would  my  potent  mafter  ?  here  I  am. 
Pro.  Thou,  and  thy  meaner  fellows,  your  laft  fcrvicc 

Did  worthily  perform :  and  I  muft  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  trick:  go  bring  the  rabble 

(O'rc  whom  I  give  thee  power)  here,  to  this  place :  • 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion,  for  I  muft 
Bcftcw  upon  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  Art  :  it  is  my  promife  , 
And  they  expect  it  from  me. 

Ari.  Presently  ? 
Pro.  I .-  with  a  twincke. 

;     Ari.  Before  you  can  fay  come,  and  go, 
|  And  breathe  twice  ;  and  cry,  fo,  fo  : 
Each  one  tripping  on  his  Toe, 
Will  be  here  with  mop,  and  mowe. 
Doe  you  love  me  Mafter  ?  no  ? 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  deUatc  Ariell :  doc  not  approach 
Till  thou  do'ft  hear  me  call. 

t/fri.  Well :  I  conceive.  Exit. 
Pro.  Look  thou  be  true  :  doe  not  give  dalliance 

Too  much  the  raign  :  the  ftrongeft  oathes,  arc  ftraw 
To  th'fire  ith'blood :  be  more  abftemious , 
Or  elfe  good  night  yotir  vow. 

Fer.  I  warrant  you,  Sir, 

The  white  cold  virgin  Snow,  upon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardour  of  my  Liver. 'Fro.  Well. 

Now  come  my  Ariell,  bring  a  Corolary, 
Rather  then  want  a  fpirk,appear,and  pertly.  Soft  Mujicl^. 
No  tongue  rail  eyes :  be  filent.  Enter  Iris. 

Ir.  Ceres,  moft  bounteous  Lady,  the  rich  Leas 
Of  Wheat,  Rye,  Barley,  Fetches,  Oats,  and  Peafe  ; 
Thy  Turphy  Mountains,  where  live  nibling  Sheep  , 

And  flat  Medes  thetch'd  with  Stover,  them  to  keep  : 
Thy  banks  with  pioned,  and  twilled  brims , 

Which  fpungy  April,  at  thy  heft  b'etrims ; 
To  make  cold  Nymphs  chaft  crowns ;  and  thy  broom- 
Whofe  fhadow  the  difmifled  Batchelor  loves ,    (groves ; 
Being  laffe-lorn  :  thy  pole-dipt  vineyard  : 
And  thy  Sea-marge  fteril,  and  rocky-hard, 

Where  thou  thy  felf  do'ft  aire,  the  Queen  o'th  Skie, 
Whofe  watry  Arch,  and  meflenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe,and  with  her  foveraign  grace,  Juno 

Here  on  this  graffe-plot,  in  this  very  place  (defcends. 
To  come,  and  fport  :  here  Peacocks  flye  amain  : 
Approach,  rich  Ceres,  her  to  entertain.       Enter  Ceres. 

Cer.  Hail,  many  coloured  Meflenger,  that  ne're 
Do'ft  difobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter : 
Who,  with  thy  faffron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
Diffufeft  hony  drops,  refrelhing  fhowres , 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blew  bow  cio'ft  crown 

My  bosky  acres,  and  my  unfhrub'd  downc, 
Rich  fcarph  to  my  proud  earth:  why  hath  thy  Queen 

Summond  me  hither,  to  this  fhort  grafs'd  Green  ? 
/>.  A  contrad^  of  true  Love,  to  celebrate, 

And  fome  donation  freely  to  cftatc 

On  the  blefs'd  Lovers.  1 
Cer.  Tell  me  heavenly  Bow, 

If  Venus  or  her  Sort,  as  thou  do'ft  know , 
Doe  now  attend  the  Queen  ?  fince  they  did  plot 

The  means,  that  dusky  Dis,  my  daughter -got : 

Her,  and  her  blind  Boyes  fcandal'd  company  , 
I  ha  ve  forfworn.  1 

Ir.  Of  her  fociety 

Be  not  afraid  :  I  met  her  deity 

Cutting  the  clouds  towards  faphos  :  and  her  Son 
Dove-drawn  with  her :  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  charm,  upon  this  man  and  maid  , 
Whofe  vows  are,  that  no  bed-right  fhall  be  paid 
Till  Hymens  Torch  be  lighted  :  but  in  vain, 

CMars's  hot  Minion  is  return'd  again  , 
Her  wafpifh  headed  Son,  has  broke  his  arrows, 
Swears  he  will  fhoot  no  more,  but  play  with  Sparrows , 
And  be  a  boy  right  out. 

Cer.  Higheft  Queen  of  State  , 
Great  Juno  comes,  I  know  her  by  her  gate. 

Ju.  How  do's  my  bounteous  fifter  ?  go  with  me 
To  blefle  this  twain,  that  they  may  profperous  be, 

And  honor'd  in  their  iffuc.  They  Sing. 
Jtt.  Honour,  riches,  marriage,  blefsing, 

Long  continuance,  and  encreajing, 

Hourly  joyes,  be  ftill  upon  you, 

J ttuo, 
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Juno fings  her  blefjings  on  yon. 
Earths  increafe,  and  foyz,on  plenty, 
B*rnf,  and  Cjarners,  never  empty. 
Vines,  with  clufiring  bunches  growing  4 
Plants,  with  goodly  burthen  bowing  : 

Spring  come  to  yon  at  the  fartheft^ 
In  the  very  end  of  Harvest. 
Scaf  city  and  want  (hall Jhvnyw  , 

Ceres  blefsing  fo  is  on  you. 
Per.  This  is  a  moft  majeftick  virion,  and 

Harmonious  charmingly  :  may  I  be  bold 
To  chink  thefc  fpirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  Art 

I  have  from  all  their  confines  calL'd  to  enact 
My  prefent  fancies. 

Per.  Let  me  live  here  ever, 
So  rare  a  wondred  father,  and  a  wife , 
Makes  this  place  Paradifc. 

Pro.  Sweet  now,  filence  : 

'  Juno  and  Ceres  whifper  ferioufly  , 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  doe  :  hulb,  and  be  mute 
Or  elfe  our  fpcll  is  marr'd. 

Jun»a;:d  Ceres  whifper, and  fend  Iris  on  employment. 

/r.  You  Nymphs  cal'd  Nayades  of  the  windring  brooks 

With  yourfedg'd  crowns,  and  ever-  harmleffe  looks, 
Leave  your  crifp  channells,and  on  this  green-land 

Anfwer  your  fummons,  Juno  do's  command 
Come  temperate  Nymphs%  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  Contract  of  true  Love  :  be  not  too  late. 

Enter  certain  Nymphs. 

You  Sun-burn'd  Sicklemen  of  Auguft  weary, 
Come  hither  from  the  furrow,  arid  be  merry, 
Make  holly-day  :  your  Rye-ftraw  Hats  put  on, 

And  thefe  frefhNymphs  encouj^er  every  on£  ,t 
In  Country  fo~ 
Enter  certain  %eapers  (prop^mffabited^they  joyn  with 
the  Nymphs  in  a  graceful  d  ami, towards  the  end  where- 

of, Prof  per  o  fiarts  fuddenly  and  fpeak^s,  after  which  to 
a  flrange  hollow  and  confufed  noyfe,they  heavily  vanifb. 
Pro.  I  had  forgot  that  foul  confpiracy 

Of  the  beaft  CalUban,  and  his  confederates 

Againft  my  life  :  the  minute  of  their  plot 
Is  almoft  come  :  Well  done,  avoid  :  no  more. 

Fer.  This  is  ftrange :  your  Father's  in  fome  paffion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

Mir.  Never  till  this  day 

Saw  I  him  touch'd  with  anger,  fo  diftempei'd. 
'Pro.  You  doe  look  ( my  Son)  in  a  mov'd  fort  3 

As  if  you  were  difmaid  :  be  cheerfull  Sir, 
Our  Revells  now  are  ended :  Thefe  our  actors, 
(  As  I  foretold  you  )  were  all  Spirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  aire,  into  thin  aire , 
And  like  the  bafeleffe  fabrick  of  their  virion, 
The  Clowd-capt  Towers,  the  gorgeous  Pallaccs, 
The  folemn  Temples,  the  great  Globe  it  fclf, 
Yea  all  which  it  inherit,  fhall  diffolve, 
And  like  this  infubftantiall  Pageant  faded 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind  :  we  are  fuch  ftuffe 
As  dreamesare  made  on  :  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  flcep :  Sir,  I  am  vext, 
Bear  with  my  wcakneffe,  my  old  brain  is  troubled  ; 
Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  infirmity, 
If  you  be  plcas'd;  retire  into  my  Cell, And  there  repofe ;  a  turn  or  two  I*le  walk 
To  ftill  my  beating  mind. 

Fer.  Mir.  We  wifh  your  peace.  Exit. 

Pro.  Come  with  a  thought ;  I  thank  thee  AriHl :  co  nr.. Enter  Ariell, 

Ari.  Thy  thoughts  T  cleave  to,  what's  thy  pieafirc? 
Pro.  Spirit :  wc  mult  prepare  to  meet  wich  Gdiban* 
Ari.  I  my  Commindcr,  when  1  prefented  Ceres 

f  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  id  kit  I  fear'd 
Lcaft  I  might  anger  thee. 

Pro.  Say  again,  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  varlots  f 
-Ar.  I  told  you  Sir,  they  were  red-hot  with  drinking, 

So  full  of  valour,  that  they  fmote  the  aire 
For  breathing  in  their  faces :  beat  the  ground 

For  killing  of  their  feet  ;  yet  alwayes  bending 
Towards  their  project  :  then  I  beat  ray  Tabor, 

At  which  like  unback't  Colts  they  psickt  their  carc:; 
Advanc'd  their  eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  nofes 

As  they  fmelc  mufick,  fo  I  charm 'd  their  eares 
That  Calf-like,  they  my  lowing  follow'd,  through 
Tooth'd  briars,  fharp  fuzes,  pricking  go(fe,and  thornij, 
Which  entrcd  their  frail  fhins  s  at  laft  I  left  them 

I'ch'  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  5  our  Cell , 

There  dancing  up  to  th'  chins,  that  the  foul  Lake O're-ftunck  their  feet. 
Pro.  Thiswas  well  done  (my  bird) 

Thy  fhape  invifible  retain  thou  frill : 
The  trumpery  in  my  houfc,  go  bring  it  hither 
For  ftale  to  catch  thefe  theeves.  %yiriell.  I  go,  I  go„  Exit. 

Pro.  A  devil,  a  born-devil,  on  whofe  nature 
Nurture  can  never  ftick  :  on  whom  my  pains 

Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft, 
And,  as  with  age,  his  body  uglier  grows, 

So  his  mind  cankers  :  I  will  plague  them  all5' 
Even  to  roaring  :  Come,  hang  on  them  this  line. 
Snter  Ariell,  loaden  with  glittering  apparell,  &c.  Enter 

Caliban,  Stephana,  and  Trinculo,  all  wet. 
Cal.  Pray  you  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind  Mole  may 

not  hear  a  foot  fall :  we  now  are  near  his  Cell.  (Fairy, 

Ste.  Monfter,  your  Fairy,which  you  fay  is  a  harmleffe 
Has  done  little  better  then  plaid  the  Jack  with  us. 

Trin.  Monfter,  I  doe  fmcll  all.horfc-piffe,  at  which 

My  nofe  is  in  great  indignation. 
Ste.  So  is  mine.  Doe  you  hear  Monfter  :  If  I  fhetild 

Take  a  difplcafure  againft  you  :  Lo£>k  you. 
Trin.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  jtf  Onfter. 

(fal.  Good  my  Lord,  give  me  thy  favour  ftil , 
Be  patient,  for  the  prize  Fie  bring  thee  to 

Shall  hood-wink  this  mi fchance":'  therefore  fpeak  foftly, 
All's  huilit  as  midnight  yet. 

Trin.  ?,  but  to  lofe  our  Bottles  in  the  Poole. 
Ste.  There  is  not  onely  difgrace  and  dishonour  in 

that  (Monfter)  but  an  infinite  loffe. 

Trin.  That's  more  to  me  then  my  wetting  I 
Yet  this  is  your  harmleffe  Fairy,  Monfter. 

Ste.  I  will  fetch  off  my  Bottle , 

Though  I  be  o're  eares  for  my  labour. 
Cal.  Prethee  (my  King)  be  quiet.  Seeft  thou  here 

This  is  the  mouth  o'th  Cell :  no  noife,  and  enter  : 
Doe  that  good  mifchief,  which  may  make  this  Ifland 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I  thy  Caliban 

For  aye  thy  foot-lickcr. 
Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand, 

I  doe  begin  to  have  bloody  thoughts. 
Trin.  O  King  Stephano,0  Peer :  O  worthy  Stcphano, 

Look  what  a  waidrobe  here  is  for  thee. 

(fal.  Let  it  alone  thou  fool,  it  isbuc  trafh. 
Tri.  Oh,  ho,  Monfter  :  we  know  what  belong:  to  a 

frippery,  O  King  Stephana. 
B  2  Stel 
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Ste.  Put  off  that  gown  (Trine  ulo)  kjy  this  hand  Tic 
have  that  gown. 

7r#.  Thy  grace  fhall  have  it.  (mean 
CW.  The  dropfic  drown  this  fool ,  what  doe  you 

To  doat  thus  on  fuch  luggage  ?  let's  alone 
And  doe  the  murther  firft  :  if  he  awake  , 

From  toe  to  crown  hee'l  fill  our  skins  with  pinches , 
Make  us  ftrange  ftuffc. 

Ste.  Be  you  quiet  (Monftci)  Miftiis  line  ,  is  not  this 

my  Jerkin  ?  now  is  the  Jeikm  under  the  line  :  now  Jer- 
kin you  arc  like  to  lofe  your  hair,and  prove  a  bald  Jerkin. 

Trin.  Doe,  doe  ;  we  Heal  by  line  and  level,  and't  like 
your  grace. 

Ste.  I  thank  thec  for  that  jell :  here's  a  garment  for't  : 
Wit  fhall  not  go  unrewr-rded  while  I  am  King  of  this 
Country  :  Steal  by  line  and  levell,  is  an  excellent  paffe  of 

pate  :  there's  another  garment  for't. 
T ri.  Monfter,  come  put  fome  Lime  upon  your  ringers, 

and  away  with  the  reft  4 

Cal.  1  will  have  none  on't  :  we  fhall  lofe  our  time, 

And  all  be  turn'd  to  Barnacles,  or  to  Apes 
With  foreheads  villanous  low. 

Ste,  Monger,  lay  to  your  fingers :  help  to  bear  this 

away,  where  my  hogfhead  of  wine  is,  or  Tie  turn  you 

out  of  my  Kingdome  :  go  to,  carry  this. 
Tri.  And  this. 

Ste.  t,  and  this. 

A  noyfe  of  Hunters  heard.  Enter  divers  fpirits  in  Jhape 
of  Dors*  and  Hounds,  hunting  them  about :  Pro* 

fper  and  Ariell  fettwg  them  on. 
Pro.  Hey  Mount ain,  hey. 
Ari.  Silver  :  there  it  goes,  Silver. 

Pro.  Fury,  Fury  :  there  Tyrant,  there  :  hark,  hark. 
Go,  charge  my  Goblins  that  they  grind  their  joynts 
With  diy  Convulflons,  fhorten up  their  finews 

With  aged  Cramps,  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make  them, 

Then  Pard,  or  Cat  o'  Mountain. 
Art,  Haik,  they  rore. 
Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  foundly  :  At  this  hour 

Lies  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemies : 
Shortly  fhall  all  my  labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  aire  at  freedome :  for  a  little 

Follow,  and  doe  me  fervice.  Exeunt. 

ABus  Quintus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Profpero  (in  his  Magick%obes)  and  Ariell. 

Tro.  Now  do's  my  Project  gather  to  a  head  : 
My  charmcs  crack  not  :  my  fpiritsobey,  and  time 

Goes  upright  with  hw  carriage  :  how's  the  day  ? 
tAr.  On  the  fix:h  hour,at  which  time?my  Lord 

You  faid  our  work  fhould  eeafe. 
Tro.  I  did  fay  fo, 

When  fii/t  I  rais'd  the  Tempeft  :  fay  my  fpirit, 
How  fares  the  King,  and's  followers  ? 

Ar.  Confined  together 
In  the  famefafhion,  as  you  gave  in  charge  , 

!  Juft  as  you  left  them,  all  prifoners  Sir 
> In  the  Line-grtve  which  weather-fends  your  Cell, 
They  cannot  bud^e  till  you  releafe  :  The  King, 
His  Brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftracled, 

/  And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim  full  of  lorrow,  and  difmay  :  but  chiefly 

Him  that  you  term'd,S.r,  thegood  old  Lord  Gowzalo, 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard  like  winters  drops 

From  caves  of  reeds :  your  charm  foftrongly  works'em 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  affections 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro.  Do'ft  thou  think  fo,  fpirit  ? 
Ar.  Mine  would,  Sir,  were  I  humane. 
Pro.  And  mine  fhall. 

Haft  thou  (which  arc  but  aire)  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afflictions;  and  fhall  not  my  felf , 
One  of  their  kind,  that  rellifh  all  as  fharply 

Paffion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  then  thou  art  ? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  amftrookto  th'quick, 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  reafon,  againft  my  fury 
Doe  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  is 
In  virtue,  then  in  vengeance :  they,  being  penitent, 
Thefole  drift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  further :  Go,  releafe  them  Ariell, 
My  Charmcs  Tie  break,  their  fenfes  Tie  reftore , 
And  they  fhall  be  themfelves. 

Ar.  Tie  fetch  thim,  Sir.  Sxit. 

Pre.  Ye  Elves  of  Hills,  Brooks,  ftanding-Lakes  and 
And  ye,  that  on  the  Sands  with  printlefs  foot  (Groves, 
Doe  chafe  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  doe  flie  him 
When  he  comes  back  :  you  demy-Puppets,  that 
By  Moon-fhine  doe  the  green  fowre  Ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  Ewe  not  bites :  and  you,  whole  pafiime 
Is  to  make  midnight-Mufhromes,  that  rejoyce 
To  hear  the  folcmn  Curfewe,  by  whofeaid 

(Weak  Mafters  though  ye  be)  I  have  bedimn'd 
The  noon-tide  Sun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  winds, 

And  'twixt  the  green  Sea^  aad  the  azur'd  vault 
Set  roarin?,  war  :  To  the  dread  ratlin?  Thunder 

Havel  given  fire,  and  rifted  Joy's  (tout  Okc 
With  his  own  Bolt.   The  ftrongbafs'd  promontory 
Have  I  made  fhake,  and  by  the  fpurs  pluck't  up 
The  Pine,  and  Cedar.  Graves  at  my  command 

Have  wak'd  their  fleepers,  op'd,  and  let'em  forth 
By  my  fo  potent  Art.  But  this  rough  Magick 

I  here  abjure  :  and  when  I  have  rcquir'd 
Some  heavenly  Mufick  (which  even  now  I  doe) 
To  work  mine  end  upon  their  fences,  that 

This  airy  charm  is  for,  l'le  break  my  ftaffc, 
Bury  it  certain  fadomes  in  the  earth, 
And  deeper  then  did  ever  Plummet  found 

Tie  drown  my  Book.  Solemn  Mujicl^. 
Here  enters  Ariel  before:  Then  Alonfo  with  a  frantic!^ 

gesture,  attended  by  Gon&alo.  Sebafiian  and  Antho- 
nio  in  like  manner  attended  by  Adrian  and  Francifeo. 

They  all  enter  the  circle  which  Profpero  had  made, 
and  there  fiand  charm  d  :  which  Profpero  observing, 

fpeakj. 
A  folemn  Aire,  and  the  belt  comforter , 

To  an  unfetled  fancy,  Cure  thy  brains 

(Now  ufeleffe)  boil  within  thy  skull :  there  ftand, 
For  you  are  Spell-ftopt. 

Holy  Gonz,alo,  Honourable  man,  * 
Mine  eyes,even  fociablcto  the  fhew  of  thine, 

Fall,  fellowly  drops  ,•  The  charm  diflblves  apace, 
And  as  the^morning  fteals  upon  the  night 
(Melting  the  darknefTe)  fo  their  rifing  fenfes 
Begin  to  chace  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 
Their  clearer  reafon.  0  good  Gonz>aloy 
My  true  prcferver,  and  a  loyall  Sir 
To  him  thou  follow'ft  ;  I  will  pay  thy  graces 
Home  both  in  word,  and  deed ;  Mott  cruelly Didft 
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Didft  thou  Ahnfaufc  me,  and  my  daughter: 

Thv  Brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  aft, 

Thou  art  pinch'd  for'c  now  Sebaflian.  Flefh,  and  blood, 

i  You,  Brother  mine,  that  emertain'd  ambition, 

1  Expell'd  rcmorfe,and  nature,  whom,  with  Sebaflian 
(Whole  inward  pinches  therefore  are  moft  ftrong) 

Would  here  have  kill'd  your  King  .•  I  doe  forgive  thee, 
J  Unnaturall  chough  thou  art :  their  undeiftanding 
Begins  tofweil,  and  the  approaching  tide 
Will  lhortly  fill  the  reafonable  fhorc 
That  now  lies  foul  anchnuddy :  not  one  of  them 
That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me  i  nyiriell. 
Fetch  me  the  Hat,  and  Rapier  in  my  Cell, 
I  will  difcafe  me,  and  my  felf  prefent 
As  I  wasfometime  (JMillaln  :  quickly  fpirit, 
Thou  fhalt  ere  long  be  free. 

Ariell flags,  and  helps  to  attlve  him. 
H  here  the  Bee  f/tckj,  there  flacky  /, 

In  a  Con- flips  bell,  I  lit. 
There  I  crowch  when  Owles  do  crjrt 
On  the  Bats  back,/ doe  fti* 

after  Summer  merrily. 

Merrily ,  merrily,  (hall  I  live  now, 
Under  the  Bloffom  that  hangs  oh  the  Bow. 

Pra.  Why  that's  my  dainty  Ariell:  I  fhall  mifle  thee, 
But  yet  though  I:  have  freedoms  :  fo,  fo,  fo. 
To  the  Kings  Ship,  in  viable  as  thou  art , 
There  /halt  thou  find  the  Mariners  afleep 

Under  the  Hatches :  the  Mafter  and  the  Boat-fwain 

Bein^  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place  ; 
And  prefently,  I  prethee. 

Ari.  I  drink  the  aire  before  me ,  and  return 
Or  ere  your  pulfc  twice  beat.  Exit. 

Gon.  All  torment,  trouble,  wonder,  and  amazement 

Inhabits  here  .-  fome  heavenly  power  guide  us 
Oi:t  of  this  fearfull  Countrey . 

Pro.  Behold  Sir  King 
The  wronged  Duke  of  Millain,  Profpero  : 
For  more  afliirance  that  a  living  Prince 
Dols  now  Jpeak  to  thee,  I  embrace  thy  body, 
And  to  thee,  and  thy  Company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Ah.  Where  thou  be'ft  he  or  no  , 
Or  forne  inchanted  trifle  to  abufe  me, 
(As  late  I  have  been)!  not  know  :  thy  Pulfe 
Beats  as  of  flefh,  and  blood  :  and  fince  I  fawthce, 

Th'  affliction  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which I  fear  a  madntfle  held  me  :  this  muft  grave 

(And  if  this  be  at  all)  a  moll  ftrange  dory. 
Thy  Dukedome  I  refign,  and  doc  entreat 

Thou  pardon  me  my  wrongs:  but  how  fhould  Profpero 
Be  living,  and  be  here  ? 

I    "Pro.  Firft,  noble  friend, 
Let  me  embrace  thine  age,  whofe  .honour  cannot 
Be  meafur'd,  or  confin'd. 

Con.  Whether  this  be, 

Or  be  not,  Tie  not  fwear.  ' 
Pro.  You  doe  yet  tafte 

Some  fubtiltics  o'th'  Iflle,  that  will  not  let  you 
,  Believe  things  certain ;  Welcome,  my  friends  air, 
But  you,  my  brace  of  Lords,  were  I  fo  minded 
I  here  could  pluck  his  Highnefle  frown  upon  yoji 
And  juftifie  you  Traitours:  at  this  time 
1  will  tell  no  tales. 

Seb.  The  devil  fpeaks  in  him : 
Pro.  No. 
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|  For  you  (molt  wicked  Sir)  whom  to  call  Brother 
Would  even  infect  my  mouth,  I  doe  forgive 

Thy  rankeft  fault  .-all  of  them:  and  require 
My  Dukedom  of  thee,  which,  perforce  \  know 
Thou  muft  reftore. 

<*Alo.  If  thou  betft  Prafpero, 
Give  us  particulars  of  thy  prefcrvation, 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who  three  hours  fince 
Were  wrackt  upon  this  fhore  ?  where  I  have  loft 

(How  (harp  the  point  of  this,  remembrance  is) 
My  dear  Son  Ferdinand. 

Pro.  I  am  woe  for'c,  Sir. 
Ah .  Irreparable  is  che  loflfe,  and  patience 

Sayes,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 
Pro.  I  rather  think 

You  have  not  fought  her  help,  of  whofe  foft  grace 
For  the  like  lofle,  I  have  her  foveraign  aid , 
And  reft  my  felf  content, 

<sAlo .  You  the  like  loflfe  ? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me,  as  late,  and  infupportable 
To  make  the  dear  loffe,  have  I  means  much  weaker 
Then  you  may  call  to  comfort  you  ;  for  I 
Have  loft  my  daughter. 

Alo.  A  daughter  ?  . 
Oh  heavens,  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naples 
The  King  and  Queen  there,  that  they  were,  I  wifih. 
My  felfe  were  mudded  in  that  oo-zy  bed 
Where  my  Son  lies  :  when  did  you  lofe  your  daughter  ? 

Pro.  In  thislaftTempeft.  I  perceive  thefc  Lords 
At  this  encounter  doe  fo  much  admire, 
Tr.ac  they  devour  their  reafon,  and  fcarce  think 
Their  eye  doe  o/fices  of  truth  i  their  words 
Are  naturall  breath  :  but  howfoever  you  have 
Been  juftled  from  your  fences,  know  for  certain. 
That  I  am  Profpero,  and  that  very  Duke 
Which  was  thruft  forth  of  Millain^  who  moft  ftrangely 
Upon  this  fhore  (where  you  were  wrack'c)  was  landed 
To  be  the  Lord  on'c :  no  more  yet  of  this, 
For  'cis  a  Chronicle  of  day  by  day, 
Not  a  relation  for  a  break-faft,  nor 
Befitting  this  fiift  meeting  :  Welcome,  Sir; 

This  Cell's  my  Court:  here  have  I  few  attendants' 
And  Subjects  none  abroad  :  pray  you  look  in  : 
My  Duksdome  fince  you  have  giyen  me  agaip^ 
I  will  requite  you  with  as  good  a  thing, 
At  leaft  bring  forth  a  wonder,  to  content  ye 
As  much,  as  me  my  Dukedome. 

Here  Profpero  difcovsrs  Ferdinand  and  Miranda^ 

playing  at  Chejfe. 
M'r.  Sweet  Lord,  you  play  me  falfe. Fer.  No  my  deareft  love, 

I  would  not  for  the  world.  (wrangle, 
Mir.  Yes ,  for  a  fcore  of  Kingdomes ,  you  .fhould 

And  I  would  call  it  fair  play. 
Ah.  If  this  prove 

A  virion  of  the  ifland,  one  dear  Son 
Shall  I  twice  lofe. 

Seb.  A  moft  high  miracle. 
Fer.  Though  the  Seas  threaten  they  arc  ;rrjejci full, 

I  have  curs'd  them  without  caufe. 
nAlo.  rNow  all  the  blqtfings 

Of  a  glad  father,  compaflc  thee  about : 

(Arife,  and  fay  how  thou  cam'ft  here. 
Mir.  O  wonder  .' 

How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here  ? 
Haw  beauteous  mankind  is  ?  O  brave  new  world 
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Tim  has  fuch  people  in'c. 
Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee.  (P^Y  ? 
Ah.  What  is  this  Maid,  with  whom  thou  was'tat 

Youreld'ft  acquaintance  cannot  be  three  hoiires : 
Is  fhe  the  goddefle  that  hath  feve'rd  us, 
And  brought  us  thus  together  ? 

Fer.  Sir,  fhe  is  mortall ; 

But  by  immortall  providence,  Che's  mine  ; 
I  chofc  her  when  I  could  not  ask  my  Father 
For  his  ad  v  fe  s  nor  thought  I  had  one  :  She 
Is  Daughter  to  this  famous  Duke  of  Millam, 
Of  whom,  fo  often  I  have  heard  renoun, 
But  never  faw  before  :  of  whom  I  have 

Receiv'd  a  fecond  life  ;  and  fecond  Father 
This  Lady  makes  him  to  me. 

Ah.  I  am  hers. 

But  O,  how  odly  will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  ask  my  child  forgivenefife  ? 

'Pro.  There  Sir  flop. 
Let  us  not  burthen  our  remembrances,  with 

A  heavinefte  that's  gone. Gon.  I  have  inly  wept, 
Or  fhould  have  fpoke  ere  this  ;  look  down  you  gods 
And  on  this  couple  di  op  a  blefled  crown  ; 

For  it  is  ycu  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  hither. 

Ah.  I  fay  Amen,  Gon^ah. 
Gon.  Was  Millain  thruft  from  Millain,  that  his  iflue 

Should  become  Kings' of  Naples  ;  O  rejoyce 
Beyond  a  common  ;oy,  and  fet  it  down 
With  gold  on  lafting  Pillars:  In  one  voyage 
Did  Claribell  her  Husband  find  at  Tunis, 
And  Ferdinand,  her  Brother,  found  a  Wife, 
Where  he  himfelf  was  loft :  Profpero  his  Dukedome 

In  a  poor  IJle  rand  all  of  us,  our  ielvesj 
When  no  man  was  his  own. 

Ah.  Give  me  your  hands: 
Let  grief  and  forrow  ftill  embrace  his  heart, 
That  doth  not  wifh  you  joy. 

Gon.  Be  it  fo,  Amen. 

Enter  zAriell,  with  the  CMaflrer  and  Boatfwain 
amaz.edly  following. 

0  look  Sir,  look,  hear  is  more  of  us  / 

1  prophefi'd,  if  a  Gallows  were  on  Land 
This  fellow  could  not  drown  ;  Now  blafphemy, 

That  fweai'ft  grace  ore-board,  not  an  oath  onlhorCi 
Haft  thou  no  mouth  by  Land  ? 
What  is  the  newes  ? 

Boat.  The  beft  ncwes  is,  that  we  have  fafe  found 

Our  King  and  company  :  The  next  :  our  Ship, 
Which  but  three  glafles  fince,  we  gave  out  fplit, 

Is  tyte,  and  yare,and  bravely  rig'd,  as  when 
We  fiift  put  out  to  Sea. 

Ar.  Sir,  all  this  fervicc 
Have  I  done  fince  I  went. 

Pro.  My  trickfey  fpirit. 
Ah.  Thefeare  not  naturall  events,  they  ft rengthen 

From  ftrange  to  ftranger :  fay,  how  came  you  hither  ? 
Bot.  If  I  did  think,  Sir,  I  were  well  awake, 

I'ld  ft'  ivc  to  tell  you :  we  were  dead  of  fleep, 
;  And  (how  we  know  not)  all  clapt  under  hatches, 

j  Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feverall  noifes' Of  roring,  fhreeking,  howling,  gingling  chains  j 
And  moe  diverfity  of  founds,  all  horrible, 

We  were  awak'd  :ftraightway  at  liberty  ; 
Where  we,  in  all  our  trim,  frefhly  beheld 

Our  roy  all, good,  and  gallant  Ship  :  our  Mafter 
Capring  to  eye  her :  on  a  trice,  fopleafe  you, 
Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither, 

zAr.  Was't  well  done  ? 
Pro.  Bravely  (my  diligence)  thou  fhalt  be  free. 
Ar.  This  is  as  ftrange  a  Maze,  as  e're  men  trod  , And  there  is  in  this  bufinefle,  more  then  nature 

Was  ever  conduct  of :  fomc  Oracle 
Muft  re<5tifie  our  knowledge. Tro.  Sir,  my  Liege  , 

Doe  not  infeft  your  mind,  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangenelfe  of  this  bufinefle,  at  pickt  feizure 
(Which  fhall  be  fhortly  fingle)  Tie  refolve  you, 
(Which  to  you  fhall  feem  probable)  of  every 
Thefe  happen'd  accidents:  till  when,  be  cheerfull And  think  of  each  thing  well :  Come  hither  fpirit  , 
Set  Caliban,  and  his  companions  free : 
Untye  the  Spell :  How  fares  my  gracious  Sir  ? 
There  are  yet  miffing  of  yourCompany 
Some  few  oddeLads,  that  you  remember  not, 

Enter  Ariell,  driving  in  Caliban,  Stephana,  and. 
Trinculo,  in  their  fioln  Apparell. 

Ste-.  Every  man  fhift  for  all  the  reft,  and  let 
No  man  take  care  for  him  felf ;  for  all  is 

But  fortune  :  Coragio  Bully-Monfter,  Coragio. 
7ri.  If  thefe  be  true  fpies  which  I  wear  in  my  head, 

Here's  a  goodly  fight. 
Cal.  QSetebes,  thefe  be  brave  fpirits  indeed  j 

How  fine  my  Mafter  is  ?  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaftife  me. 

Seb,  Ha,  ha  : 
What  things  are  thefe  my  Lord  Anthomo} 

Will  money  by  'em  ? 
Ant.  Very  like :  one  of  them 

Is  a  plain  Filh,  and  no  doubt  maiketable, 
"Pro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  thefe  men,  my  Lords, 

Then  fay  if  they  be  true  :  This  mirhapen  knave  ; 
H:s  Mother  was  a  Witch,  and  one  fo  ftrong 

That  could  controul  the  Moon  j  make  flowes,  and  eb*s, 
And  deal  in  her  command,  without  her  power ; 

Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me,  and  this  demy-devil  ; 

(For  he's  a  baftard  one)  had  plotted  with  them 
To  take  my  life  :  two  of  thefe  Fellows,  you 
Muft  know,  and  own,  this  Thing  of  darknefle,  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

Cal.  I  fhall  be  pincht  to  death. 
Ah.  Is  not  this  Stephanot  my  drunken  Butler  ? 
Seb.  He  is  drunk  now: 

Where  had  he  Wine  ? 

Ahn.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  rioe :  where  fhould  they 

Find  this  grand  Liquor  that  hath  gilded  'em  ? 
How  cam'ft  thou  in  this  pickle  ? 

Tri.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle  fince  I  faw  you  laft, 
That  1  fear  me  will  never  out  of  my  bones  : 
I  fhall  not  fear  fiie-blowin^. 

Seb.  Why  how  now  Stephana  > 
Ste.  O  touch  me  not,  I  am  not  Stcphanojoux.  a  Cramp. 

Pro.  You'ld  be  King  o'  th'  Ifle,  Sirrha  ? 
Ste.  I  fhould  have  been  a  fore  one  then. 

Alo.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  as  e're  I  look'd  on. 
Pro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  manners 

As  in  his  fhape  :  (So  Sirrha,  to  my  Cell, 

Tnke  with  you  your  Companions :  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handfomly. 

Cal.  I  that  I  will :  and  Tie  be  wife  hereafter, And 
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And  leek  for  grace :  what  a  thrice  double  Aflfe 

Was  I  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god  ? 

And  worfhip  this  dull  fool  ? 
rpro.  Co  to,  away.  (found  it. 
Mo.  Hence  ,  and  beftow  your  luggage  where  you 
Seb.  Or  ftole  it  rather. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  Highnefle  and  your  train, 

To  my  poor  Cell :  where  you  fhall  take  your  rc'ft For  this  one  night,  which  part  of  it ,  He  walk 
With  fuch  difcourfe,as  I  not  doubt,  fhall  make  it 

Goe  quick  away :  The  ftory  of  my  life, 
And  the  particular  accidents,  gone  by 
Since  I  came  to  this  Me :  And  in  the  morne 

He  bring  you  to  your  fhip,  and  fo  to  Naples. 
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Where  I  have  hope  to  fee  che  Nuptials 

Of  thefe  our  dear-belov'd,  folemnized, 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Mlllaln,  where 
Every  third  thought  fhall  be  my  grave. Ah.  I  Ion? 

To  hear  the  ftory  of  your  life  ;  which  mlift 
Take  the  ear  ftrangely. 

Pro,  lie  deliver  all, 

And  promife  you  calmc  Seas,  aufpicious  gales, 
And  fail,  fo  expeditious,  that  ilia  11  catch 
Your  Royal  fleet  far  off :  My  Ariel  (Chick) 

That  is  thy  charge :  then  to  the  Elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well :  pleafe  you  draw  near. Exeunt  omnes. 

EPILOCUE 

lpoken  by  Trofper. 

NOrv  fiow  my  Charm's  are  all  ore-thrown^ 
And.  what  flrength  I  have's  mine  own^ 

Which  is  most  faint  :  now  'tis  true 
I  mult  be  here  confind  by  you, 

Or  fent  to  Naples  .•  Let  me  not 
Since  I  have  my  Dukedome  got , 
And  far  don  d  the  deceiver ,  dwell 
In  this  bare  Ifland  ,  by  your  fpell , 
But  releafe  me  from  my  bands 

With  the  help  of  your  good  hands  .* 
Gentle  breath  of  yours ,  my  Sailes 

Mutt  fill  or  elfe  my  pro j  eft  failes  , 
Which  was  to  pleaje  :  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce  :  Arts  to  enchant  , 
And  my  ending  is  defpaire, 
Vnltfi  I  be  relievd  by  prayer  , 
Which  pierces  foy  that  it  affaults 

UHercyit  felf *,  and  frees  all  faults. 
As  you  from  cr  imes  would  pardon'd  be  , 
Let  your  Indulgence  fet  me  free.  Exit. 

The  Scene  an ,  an  tin-inhabited  Ifland, 

Shames  of  the  zABors. 

ALonfo  ,  King  of  Naples. Sebaflain  his  brother. 
Trojpero  ,  the  rigat  Duke  of  CMiUain. 
Anthonio  his  Brother ,  the  ufurping  Duke  of  Millaih. 
Ferdinand ,  Son  to  the  King  ofT^ap/es, 

Gonz,alo,  an  hdneft  old  Counfellor. 
Adrian ,  and  Franc  if co  ,  Lords. 

Caliban  ,  a  Salvage  and  deformed  Slave* 
Trinculo  j  a  lejler. 

Stephano  ,  a  drunken  Butler* 
CMasTer  of  a  Ship 
Boat-Swain, 
Marriners. 

Miranda  daughter  to  TrofpirC, 
Ariel ,  an  ayrie  Spirit. 

Iris.  -v Ceres  > 

Iuno.  Spirits. 

Nymph's.C 
Reapers.  J 
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Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

^tAUus  Trimus^  Scena  Trima. 

Valentine^  Protbetu,  And  Speed. 

Valentine. 

Eafc  to  pcrfwade,  my  loving  Prothens  ; 

Home-keeping  youth,  have  ever  homely  wks> 

Wer'c  not  affection  chaines  tiy  tender  days, 
To  the  fwect  glances  of  thy  honoui'd  Loye, 

I  rather  would  entreat  thy  company, 
To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad  , 

Then  (living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home) 
Wear  out  thy  youth  with  fhapelefs  idlenefs. 

But  fince  thou  fov'ft ;  love  (till,  and  thrive  therein  , 
Even  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Pro.  Wilt  thou  be  gone?  Sweet  Valentine  adieu, 
Think  on  thy  Trotheus,  when  thou{  haply)  feeft 
Some  rare  note- worthy  object  in  thy  tvavaile. 
Wifh  me  partaker  in  thy  happinefs, 

When  thou  do'ft  meet  good  hap  ;  and  in  thy  danger, 
(If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee) 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers , 

For  I  will  be  thy  Bead's-man,  Valentine. 
Val.  And  on  a  Love-book  pray  for  thy  fuccefs  > 
Pro.  Upon  fome  book  I  love,  lie  pray  for  thee. 

Val.  That's  on  fome  {hallow  Story  of  deep  love, 
How  young  Leander  croft  the  Hellespont. 

Pro.  That's  a  deep  Story  of  a  deeper  love. 
For     was  more  then  over-fhoos  in  love. 

Val.  'Tis  true ;  for  you  are  over-boots  in  love, 
And  yet  you  never  < worn  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro.  Over  the  Boots  ?  nay  give  me  not  the  Boots. 
Val.  No,  I  will  not ;  for  it  boots  thee  not 
Pro.  What? 

Val.  To  be  in  love,  where  fcore  is  bought  with  groans: 

Coy  lookes,  with  heart-lore  fighes:  one  fading  moments 
With  twenty  watchfull,  weary,  tedious  nights :  (mirth, 
If  haply  won,  perhaps  a  haplefs  gain  : 
If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won ; 
How  ever,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit, 
Or  elfe  a  wit,  by  folly  vanquifhed. 

Pro.  So,  by  your  circumftance,  you  call  mc  fool. 

Val.  So,  by  your  circumftance,  I  fear  you'l  prove. 
Pr$.  'Tis  love  you  cavil  at,  I  am  not  Love. 
Val.  Love  is  your  Mafter,  for  he  Matters  you  ; 

And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  fool, 
Methinks  fhould  not  be  Cronickd  for  wife. 

Pro.  Yet  Writers  fay  ;  as  in  the  fweeteft  Bud, 
The  eating  Canker  dwels ;  fo  eating  Love 
Inhabits  in  the  fineft  wits  of  all. 

Val.  And  Writers  fay;  as  the  mcft  forward  Bud 

Is  eaten  by  the  Canker  ere  it  blow, 

Even  fo  by  Love,  the  young  and  tender  wit 

Is  turn'd  to  folly,  blafring  in  the  Bud, 
Loofing  his  verdure,  even  in  the  prime, 
And  all  the  fair  cfFect»  of  future  hopes. 
But  wherefore  wafte  I  time  to  counfail  thee 

That  are  a  Votary  to  fond  defire  ? 

Once  more  adieu  r  my  Father  at  the  Road 

Expedls  my  coming,  there  to  fee  me  fhip'd. 
Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee  Valentine. 
V «/,  Sweet  Prothem  ,  no :  Now  let  us  take  our  leave 

At  Mllla'n let  me  hear  from  thee  by  Letters 
Of  thy  fuccels  in  love  ;  and  what  news  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  abfence  of  thy  Friend : 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

fro.  All  happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  MMaIm. 
Val.  As  much  to  you  at  home :  and.  fo  farewell.  Exit 
Pre.  He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  Love  ; 

He  leaves  his  friends  to  dignifie  them  more  ; 

I  love  my  felf ,  my  friends,  and  all  for  iove : 

Thou  Julia ,  thou  hartmetamorphos'd  me  t 
Made  me  neglect  my  ftudies,  lofemy  time  ; 

War  with  good  counfail ;  fet  the  world  at  norght ; 
Made  wit  with  muring,  weak ;  heart  fick  with  thought. 

Sp.  Sir  Prstheus  :  'faye  you  :  faw  you  my  Matter  ? 
Pro.  But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embarke  for  Mtllaln. 

Sp.  Twenty  to  one  then  ,  he  is  fhip'd  already, And  I  have  plaid  the  fhepp  in  lofing  him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  fheep  doth  very  often  ftiay, 
And  if  the  Shepheard  be  awhile  away. 

Sp.  You  conclude  that  my  Mafter  is  a  Shepheard  then, 
and  I  a  fheep  ? 

Pr$.  I  doe. 

Sp.  Why  then  my  homes  are  his  homes  ,  whether  I 
wake  or  fleep. 

Pro.  A  filly  anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  fheep. 

Sp.  This  proves  me  ftill  a  fheep. 
Pro.  True ;  and  thy  Mafter  a  fhepheard. 

Sp.  Nay,  that  lean  deny  by  a  circumftance. 

Pro.  It  fhall  go  hard  but  He  prove  it  by  another. 

Sp.  The  Shepheard  feeks  the  fheep  ,  and  not  the 

Sheep  the  fhepheard ;  but  I  feek  my  Mafter ,  and  ray 
Mafter  fecks  not  mc  :  therefore  I  am  no  fhsep. 

Pro.  The  Sheep  for  Fodder  follow  the  Shepheard  ,  the 

Shepheard  for  food  fellow's  not  the  Sheep  :thou  for  wages 

followed  trv.  Mafter,  thy  Mafter  for  wages  fellow's  not thee  :  therefore  thou  art  a  fheep. 

Sp.  Such  a  nother  proof  will  make  me  cry  Baa. 

Pro.  But  doft  thou  hear :  gav'ft  thou  ray  Letter  to J  Sp.  I 
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Sp.  1  Sir  :  J  (  a  loft-Mutton  )  gave  your  Letter  to  her  J 

(  a  lac'd  Mutton, )  and  me  (  a  lac'd  Mutton  )  gave  me  (a 
loft-Mutton)  nothing  for  my  labour. 

rpro.  Here's  too  fmall  a  Failure  for  fuch  ftore  of  Mut- 
tons. .     <■ .  ■ 

Sp.  If  the  ground  be  over-charg'd  ,  you  were  beft 
(tick  her. 

Pro.  Nay  in  that  you  are  aftray  :  'twere  beft  pound 

y°u-  ' 
Sp.  Nay  Sir,lefs  then  a  pound  mall  ferve  me  for  carry- 

ing your  letter. 
Pro.  You  miftake  ;  I  mean  the  Pound,  a  Pinfold. 

Sp.  From  a  pound  to  a  pin  ?  fold  it  over  and  over, 
'Tis  three  fold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your  Lover. 

Pro.  But  what  faid  fhc  > 

Sp.  I. 

Pro.  Nod-I,  why  that's  Noddy. 
Sp.  You  rriftook,  Sir,  I  faid  fhc  did  nod: 

And  you  ask  me  if  file  did  nod,  and  I  faid  I. 
Pro.  And  that  fet  together,  is  noddy. 

Sp.  Now  you  have  taken  the  paines  to  fet  it  together , 
take  it  for  your  paines. 

Pro.  No,  nc5  you  fhall  have  it  for  bearing  the  Letter. 

Sp.  Well j  I  perceive  I  nuift  be  fain  to  bear  with  you. 
Pro.  Why  fir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  ? 

Sp.  Marry  fir,  the  Letter  very  orderly, 
Having  nothing  but  the  word  noddy  for  my  paines. 

Pro.  Befhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 
Sp.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  purfe. 
Pro.  Come  ,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief ;  what 

faid  fhe? 

Sp.  Open  your  purfe  ,  that  the  money  and  the  matter 
may  be  both  delivered. 

Pro.  Well  fir :  here  is  for  your  paines:  what  faid  fhe  ? 

Sf.  Truly  fir,  I  think  you'l  hardly  win  her. 
Pro.  Why?  could'ft  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her?  i 
Sp.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her ; 

Sfo,  not  fo  much  as  a  Ducket  for  delivering  your  letter: 
And  being  f®  hardto  me,  that  brought  your  minde ; 

I  fear  (hcc'l  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling  her  minde. 
Give  her  no  token  but  ftones,  for  fhee's  as  hard  as  fteel. 

Pro.  What  faid  fhe,  nothing  ? 
Sp.  No,  not  fo  much  as  take  this  for  thy  paines:  (me ; 

To  tcftifie  your  bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have  Teftem'd 
In  requital  whereof,  henceforth  carry  your  letter  your 

]*elf ;  And  fo  fir,  He  commend  you  to  my  Mafter. 
Pro.  Go,,  go,  be  gone,  tofave  your  fhip  from  wrack, 

Which  cannot  perifh  having  thee  aboard, 

Being  deftin'd  to  a  dryer  death  on  more ; 
I  muft  go  fend  fome  better  Meflenger, 
I  fear  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines, 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  poft.  Exit. 

Scend  Secunda. 

Enter  Ju/ia  and  Lucetta, 

Jul.  But  fay  Lucetta  (now  are  we  alone) 

Would'ft  thou  then  counfail  me  to  fall  in  love  ? 
Luc.  I  Madam,  fo  youftumble  not  unheedfully. 
Jul.  Of  all  t1»e  faire  refort  of  Gentlemen, 

That  every  clay 'with  par'le  encounter  me, 

In  thy  opinion  which  is  worthiclt  love  ? 
Luc.  Pleafe  you.rcpeat  their  namcs,Ile  fhew  my  mind, 

According  to  my  mallow  fimple  skill. 

Ju.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  S/rlameer  ? 
Luc.  As  of  a  Knight,  wcH-fpokcn,neatjand  fine  ; 

But  were  I  you ,  he  never  fhould  be  mine. 

Ju.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatlo  } Lu.  Well  of  his  wealth ;  but  of  himfelf,  fo,  fo. 

Ju,  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle  Prothem  ? 
Lu.  Lord,  Lord  :  to  fee  what  folly  raignes  in  us. 
Ju.  How  now  ?  what  means  this  palfion  at  his  name? 

Lu.  Pardon  dear  Madam,  \"is  a  palling  fhame, 
That  I  (unworthy  body  as  I  am) 
Should  cenfurc  thus  on  lovely  Gentlemen. 

lu.  Why  not  on  Prothem^  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 
Lu.  Then  thus :  of  many  good,  I  think  him  beft. 
lu.  Your  reafon  ? 

Lu.  ,1  have  no  other  hut  a  womans  reafon. 
I  think  him  fos  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 

lu.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  caft  my  love  on  him  ? 
Lu.  I :  if  ycu  thought  your  love  not  caft  away. 

/*.  Why  he,ofallthc  reft,  hath  never  mov'dme. Lu.  Yet  he,  of  all  the  reft,  I  think  beft  loves  ye. 

Iu.  His  little  fpcaking  mews  his  love  but  fmall. 
Lu.  Fire  thats  clofeft  kept,  burns  moft  of  all. 

Iu.  They  do  not  love,  that  do  not  fhew  their  love. 
Ku.  Oh,  they  love  leaft,  that  let  men  know  their  love, 
lu.  I  would  I  knew  his  minde. 

Lu.  Perufe  this  Paper  Madam. 
Iu.  To Iulia:  fay,  from  whom? 
Iu.  That  the  Contents  will  fhew. 

Iu.  Say,  fay :  who  gave  it  thee  ? 

Ltf.Sir  Valentlnes^y:'.  &  fent  I  think  from  Prothem. 
He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I  being  in  the  way, 

Did  in  your  name  receive  it:  pardon  the  fault  I  pray* 

Iu.  Now  (by  my  modefty)  a  goodly  Broker  : 

Dare  you  prefume  to  harbour  wanton  lines  ? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  youth  ? 

Now  truft  me,  'tis  an  office  of  great  worth , 
And  you  an  officer  fit  for  the  place. 

There :  take  the  Paper :  fee  it  be  return'd, Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  fight. 

Lu.  To  plead  for  love,  defer ves  more  fee  then  hate. 
Iu.  Will  ye  be  gone  ?  ; 

Lu.  That  you  may  ruminate.  Exit. 

Iu.  And  yet  I  would  I  had  ore-look' d  the  Letter ; It  were  a  fhame  to  call  her  back  again, 

And  pray  her  to  a  fault,  for  which  I  chid  her. 

What  'feol  is  fhe,  that  knows  I  am  a  Maid, 
And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  my  view  ? 

Since  Maids  in  modefty,  fay  No  to  that , 

Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  conftrue,!. 
Fie,  fie ;  hew  way-ward  is  this  foolifhlove ; 
That  (like  a  tefty  Babe)  will  fcratch  the  Nurfe, 

And  prefently,  all  humbled, kiffe  the  Rod  t 
Howchurlifhly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence, 

When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here? 

How  angerly  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown, 

When  inward  joy  enfore'd  my  heart  to  fmile  ? 

My  penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back, And  ask  remiliion  for  my  folly  paft. 
What  hoc :  Lucetta. 

Ln,  What  would  your  Ladilhip? 
Iu.  Is't  near  dinner  time  ? 
Lu.  I  would  it  were, 

That  you  might  kill  your  ftomack  on  your  meat, 
And 
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Ami  not  upon  your  Maid. 

Ju.  What  ls't  that  you. 
Took  up  fo  gingerly  ? 

Lu.  Nothing. 

Ju.  Why  did'ft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 
Lu.  To  take  a  Paper  up ,  that  I  let  fall. 
Ju.  And  is  that  Paper  nothing? 
Lu.  Nothing  conccrnins  me. 

Ju.  Then  let  it  lye  ,  for  thofe  that  it  concerns. 
Lu.  Madam,  it  will  not  lye  where  it  concerns, 

Unlefs  it  have  a  falfe  interpreter. 
Ju.  Some  Love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  Rime. 
Lu.  That  I  might  fing  it  (Madam)  to  a  tune  : 

Give  a  note,  your  Ladifhip  can  fet. 

Ju.  As  little  by  fuch  toy's,  as  may  be  poffible  : 
Beft  fing  it  to  the  tune  of  Light  O  Love, 

Lu.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  tunc. 
Ju.  Heavy  ?  belike  ic  hath  fome  burthen  then  ? 
Lu.  I :  and  melodious  were  it,  would  you  fing  it. 
Ju.  And  why  not  you  ? 
Lu.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 
Ju.  Lets  fee  your  fong  : 

How  now  Minion  ? 

Lu.  Keep  tunc  there  ftill,  fo  you  will  fing  it  out : 
And  ye:  methinks  I  do  not  like  this  time. 

Iu.  You  do  not? 

Lu.  No  (Madam) 'tis  too  fharp. 
lu.  You  (Minion)  arr  too  fawcie. 
Lu.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  flat ; 

And  marre  the  concord  ,  with  too  harfh  a  defcant : 
There  wariteth  but  a  Mean  to  fill  your  Song. 

Iu.  The  Mean  is  drown' d  with  your  unruly  bafe. 
Lu-  Indeed  I  bid  thee  bafe  for  Prothem. 
Iu.  This  babble  fhall  not  heneeforth  trouble  me  ; 

'Here  is  a  coile  with  proteftation  : 
Goe,  get  you  gone:  and  let  the  Papers  lye: 
You  would  be  fingring  them  to  anger  me. 

Lu.  She  makes  it  ftiange,but  flie  would  be  beft:  pleas'd 
To  be  fo  angred  with  another  Letter.  Exet . 

Iu.  Nay,  would  I  were  fo  angred  with  the  fame :. 
Oh  hatcfull  hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  words ; 

Injurious  Wafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  honey, 
And  kill  the  Bees  that  yield  it,  with  your  ftings ; 
He  kifs  each  feveral  Paper  for  amends : 
Look,  here  is  writ,kinde  lull  a :  unkinde  lullai 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  ingratitude, 

I  throw  thy  name  again!!  the  bruzing  ftones, 
Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  difdain. 
And  here  is  writ,  Love-wounded  Prothem . 
Poor  wounded  name :  my  bofome,asa  bed, 

Shall  lodge  thee  till  thy  wound  be  throughly  heafd  ; 
And  thus  I  fcarch  it  with  a  fovcraign  kiffe. 
But  twice,  or  thrice,,  was  Pretheus  written  down : 
B;  calm  (good  windc)  blow  not  a  word  away, 

""ill  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  Letter, 
Except  mine  own  name  :  That  fome  whirle-wind  hear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  Rock , 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  Sea. 
Loe,  here  in  one  line  is  his  name  twice  writ : 
Poor  ferlorne  Prothem  ̂ ajfionate  Trothetu  : 
To  the  fweet  lull  a  \  that  He  tear  away.: 
And  yet  I  will  not ,  fich  fo  pretily 
He  couples  it,  to  his  complaining  names ; 
Thus  will  I  fold  them,  one  upon  another; 

Now  kifs,  embrace,contcnd,do  what  you  will.  Enter. 
Lu,  Madam:  dinner  is  ready,  and  your  father  ftayes. 

Iu.  Well,  let  us  goe. 

Lu.  What,  fhall  thefe  Papers  lie,  like  tell-tales  here  ? 
lu.  If  you  relpecl:  them  ;  beft  to  take  them  up. 
£#.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up,  for  laying  them  down. 

Yet  here  they  fhall  not  lye  for  catching  cold. 

lu.  I  fee  you  have  a  month's  mind  to  them. 
Lu.  I  (Madam)  you  may  fay  what  fights  you  fee  ; 

I  fee  things  too,although  you  judge  I  wink, 

lu.  Come,  come,  wilt  pleafe  you  goe  ?  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Antonio  Panthlon  and  Protheus. 

■Ant.  Tell  me  Panthlon,  what  fad  talk  was  that , 
Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  Cloyfter  ? 

Pan.  Twas  of  his  Nephew  Protheus^  your  ienne. 
Ant.  Why  ?  what  of  him  ? 
Pan.  He  wondrcd  that  your  Lordihip 

Would  fuffer  him  to  fpend  his  youth  at  home, 
While  other  men  of  {lender  reputation 

Put  forth  their  Sonn's,  to  feek  preferment  out. 
Some  to  the  warres,  to  t:y  their  fortune  there  j 
Some  to  difcover  Iflands  farrc  away  : 
Some,  to  the  ftudious  Univerfities. 

For  any,  or  for  all  thefe  excrcifes, 

He  faid,  that  P  rot  he  tn,  your  fon,  was  meet ; 
And  did  requeft  me  to  importune  you 

To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home  ; 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age, 
In  having  known  no  travail  in  his  youth, 

Ant.  Nor  n?ed  ft  thou  much  importune  mc  to  that 
Whereon,  this  moneth  I  have  been  hammering. 

I  haveconfider'd  well,  his  lofsof  time, 
And  now  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man, 

Not  beins  tried,  nor  tutoi'd  in  the  world  : 

Experience  is  by  induftry  atehiev'd, 
And  perfected  by  the  fwift  courfe  of  time : 
Then  tell  me,  whither  were  I  beft  to  fend  him? 

Pan.  I  think  your  Lordihip  is  not  ignorant 

How  his  Companion,  youthfull  V alentlw, 
Attends  the  Emperour  in  his  Royal  Court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well.  (thither, 

Pan.  'Twere  good ,  I  think,  your  Lordihip  fent  him 
There  fhall  he  pra&ife  Tilts  and  Turnamencs  ; 
Hear  fweet  difcouife,  conveife  with  Noblemen, 

And  be  in  eye  of  every  excrcife 
Worthy  his  youth  and  noblenefs  of  birth. 

eAnt.  I  like  thy  counfail :  well  haft  thou  advis'd  : 
And  that  thoumairt  perceive  how  well  I  like  it , 
The  execution  of  it  fhall  mak«  known  j 

Even  with  the  fpeedieft  expedition, 

I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  Emperours  Court. 
Pan.  To  morrow,  may  it  pleafe  you,  Den  Afyhonfo, 

With  other  Gentlemen  of  good  eftecm 

Are  journeying  to  falute  the  Emperour, 
And  to  commend  their  fervice  to  his  will. 

Ant.  Good  company  :  with  them  fhall  Protheus  goe : 

And  in  good  time,now  will  we  break  with  him.     Ent er. 
Pro.  Sweet  Love,  fweet  lines,  fweet  life,  (fPro. 

Here  is  her  hand,  the  agent  of  her  heart , 
Here  is  her  oath«  for  love,  her  honours  pawn : O 
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0  chat  our  Fathers  would  applaud  our  Loves 

To  feal  our  happinefs  with  their  confents. 

Oh  heavenly  jtdta. 
Ant.  How  now?  What  Letter  are  you  reading  there  ? 

q>ro.  May 't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  'tis  a  word  or  two 
Of  commendations  fent  from  V dentine  ; 

Deliver'd  by  a  fiiend,  that  came  from  him. 
Ant,  Lend  me  the  Letter:  Let  mc  fee  what  news. 

Pro.  There  is  no  news  (my  Lord)  but  that  he  writes 

How  happily  he  lives ,  how  well  bclov'dj 
And  daily  graced  by  the  Emperour ; 
Wiihing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  fortune. 

Ant.  And  how  {land  you  affected  to  his  wifh  ? 
Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  Lordihips  will , 

And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  wifh. 
zAnt.  My  will  is  fomeching  forted  with  his  wifh  i 

Mufenot  that  I  thus fuddenly  proceed; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there's  an  end  : 
1  am  refolv'd  that  thou  fhalt  fpend  fome  time 
With  Valentino  in  the  Emperours  Court : 

What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receiy's, 
Like  exhibition  thou  fhalt  have  from  me, 

To  morrow  be  in  rcadineffe  to  go, 
Excufe  it  not :  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  Lord  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided  , 

Pleafe  you  deliberate  a  day  or  two. 

Ant.  Look  what  thou  want'ft  fhall  be  fent  after  thee : 
No  more  of  ftay  i  to  morrow  thou  muft  go ; 

Come  on  Panthion ;  you  fhall  be  imploy'd , 
To  haften  on  his  expedition. 

Prt.  Thus  have  I  fhunn'd  the  fire  for  fear  of  burning, 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  Sea,  where  lam  drown'd, 
I  fear'd  to  fhew  my  father  Julia's  Letter, 
Leart  he  fhould  take  exceptions  to  my  Love, 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  excufe 
Hath  he  excepted  raoft  againft  my  Love. 
Oh,  how  this  fpring  of  love  refembleth 

The  uncertain  glory  of  an  Aprill  day,  • 
Which  now  fhews  all  the  beauty  of  the  Sun, 
.And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away.  Enter. 

Tan.  Sir  Prothettf,  your  father  call's  for  you, 
He  is  in  hafte  ,  therefore  I  pray  you  go. 

Prt.  Why  this  it  is:  my  heart  accords  thereto, 

And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it  anfwer's  no. 
Exeunt.  Finis. 

(lABhs  Secundum  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Vdlentine, Speedy  Silvia. 
]■   V-'  :  smoo  I  Jut'  j  }  t'ioS  t^l 

Speed.  Sir,  your  Glove. 
Valen.  Not  mine :  my  Gloves  are  on. 
Sp.  Why  then  this  may  be  your* :  for  this  is  but  one. 
Val.  Ha  ?  Let  me  fee  :  I,  give  it  me,  it's  mine  : 

Sweet  ornament,  that  decks  a  thing  divine , Ah  Silvia,  Silvia. 

Speed.  Madam  Silvia  :  Madam  Silvia. V al.  How  now  Sirrah  ? 
Sp .  She  is  not  within  hearin<*  Sir. 
Val.  Why  fir,who  bad  you  call  her  ? 
Sp.  Yonr  worfhip  ft'r,  or  elfe  I  miftook. 
Val.  Well :  you'l  ftill  be  too  forward. 

Sp.  And  yet  I  was  lalt  chidden  forcing  too  How. 
V al.  Go  to  fir,  cell  me:  do  you  know  Madam  Silvia  } 
Sp.  She  that  your  worfhip  loves  ? 
V al.  Why,  how  know. you  that  I  am  in  love  ? 
Sp.  Marry  by  thefe  fpecial  marks  :  firft,  you  have 

learn'd  (like  fir  Proihem  )  to  wreath  your  arm  es  like  a 
Male-content  :  to  relifh  a  Love-Song  ,  like  a  Robin-red- 
breaft  :  to  walke  alone  like  one  that  had  the  Pcftilcncc  : 

to  figh  like  a  Schoolc-Soy  that  had  loR  his  A.  B.  C.  to 
weep  like  a  young  Wench  that  had  loft  her  Grandam  :  to 
fart  like  one  chat  cakes  dyet :  co  watch  like  one  that  fears 

robbing  :  to  fpeak  puling  like  a  Be°:ger  at  Hallowmaffe  : 
You  were  wont  when  you  laughed  to  crow  like  a  Cock  : 

when  you  walk'd  ,  to  walk  like  one  of  the  Lions :  when ; 

you  fafted,itwas  prcfently  after  dinner:  when  you  look'c 
fadly ,  it  was  for  want  of  money  :  And,  now  you  are  Mc- 

tamorphos'd  with  a  Miftrtffe,  that  when  t  look  on  you,  I can  hardly  think  you  my  Mafter. 

Val.  Are  all  thefe  things  pcrceiv'd  in  me  ? 

Sp,  They  are  all  pcrceiv'd  wichout  ye. Val.  Without  me  ?  they  cannot. 

Sp.  Without  you?  nay,  that's  certain  :  for  without 
you  were  fo  fimple ,  none  elfe  would  :  but  you  are  fo 
without  thefe  follies,  that  thefe  follies  are  within  you,and 
fhine  through  you  like  the  water  in  an  Urinal :  that  not 
an  eye  that  fees  you,  but  is  a  Phyfitian  to  Comment  .on 

your  Malady. 
Val.  But  tell  me  :  doft  thou  know  my  Lady  Silvia} 

Sp.  She  that  you  gaze  on  <o,  as  fhe  fits  at  (upper  > 
Val.  Haft  thou  obferv'd  thac  ?  even  fhe  I  mean. 
Sp.  Why  fir,  I  know  her  not. 
V al.  Doft  thou  know  her  by  gazing  on  her ,  arid  yet 

know'ft  her  not  ? 

Sp.  Is  fhe  not  hard  favoui'd  fir  ? 
V al.  Not  fo  fair  (boy  )  as  well  favour'd. 
Sp.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough. 
Val.  What  doft  thou  know .? 

Sp.  That  fhe  is  not  fo  fair,  as  (of  you)  well  favour'd  ? 
Vat.  I  mean  thac  her  beauty  is  exquifite, 

But  her  favour  infinite. 

Sp.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted ,  and  the  other 
out  of  all  count. 

Val.  How  pairiced  ?  and  how  out  of  count  ? 

Sp.  Marry  fir,  fo  painted  to  make  her  fair,  that  no 
man  counts  of  her  beauty. 

Val.  How  efteerh'ft  choume?  I  account  of  her  beauty. 

Sp.  You  never  faw  her  fince  fhe  was  deform'd. 
V al.  How  long  hach  fhe  been  deform'd  ? 

Sp,  Ever  fince  you  lov'd  her. 
Val.  I  have  lov'd  her  ever  fince  I  faw  her  , 

And  ftili  I  fee  her  beaucifull. 

Sp.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fee  her. 
Val.  Why  ? 

Sp.  Becaufe  Love  is  blinde  :  O  that  you  had  mine 

eyes ,  or  your  own  eyes  had  the  lights  they  were  wont 
to  have  ,  when  you  chid  at  Sir  Protheus  j  for  going  un- 

garter'd. 

Val.  What  fhould  I  fee  then  ? 

Sp.  Your  own  prefeht  folly  ,  and  her  paffing  defor- 
mitic  :  for  he,  being  in  love ,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 
Hofe  ;  and  you ,  being  in  love,  cannot  fee  to  put  on  your Hofe. 

V al.  Belike  (Boy  )chen  you  are  in  love,for  laft  morning 
You  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  fhooes. 

Sp.  True  fir ,  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed ,  I  thank 

you,  you  fwing'd  mc  for  my  love  ,  which  makes  me  the 

bolder  \ 
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bolder  to  dude  you  for  yours. 
Val,  In  conclufion  I  Hand  affected  to  her  : 

Sp.  I  would  you  were  fet ,  fo  your  afFeflion  would 
ccafc. 

V al.  Laft  night  fhc  enjoyn'd  me, To  write  fome  lines  to  one  fhe  loves. 

Sp.  And  have  you. 
Val.  I  have. 

Sp,  Are  they  not  lamely  writ .? 
V al.  No  (  Boy  )  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them : 

Peacei  here  (he  comes. 

Sp.  Oh  excellent  Motion ;  Oh  exceeding  Puppet : 
Now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

V al.  Madam  and  Miltris,  a  thoufand  good  morrowes. 

Sp,  Oh,  'give  ye-good-ev'n :  here's  a  million  of  man- ners. 

Sil.  Sir  V alentinc ,  and  fervant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 
Sil.  He  fhould  g  ve  her  intcreft  :  and  fhe  gives  it  him. 

V al.  As  you  injoyn'd  me ;  I  have  writ  your  Letter 
Unto  the  fecret,  namelefs  friend  of  yours: 
Which  I  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in  , 
But  my  duty  to  your  Ladifhip. 

Sil.  I' thank  you  (gentle  fervant)'tis  very  Clerkly  done. 
V*J.  Now  trull  me  (Madam)  it  came  hardly  off : 

For  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random  very  doubtfully. 

Sil.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  pains  ? 
Val.  No  (Madam,)  fo  it  fteed  you,  I  will  write 

(Pleafe  you  comirand)  a  thoufaqd  times  as  much: 

And  yet-  ■ 
Sil.  A  pretty  period :  well :  I  guefs  the  fequell ; 

And  yet  I  will  not  name  it :  and  yet  I  care  not. 
And  yet,  take  this  again :  and  yet  I  thank  you :  . 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Sp.  And  yet  you  will :  and  yet,  another  yet. 
V al.  What  means  your  Ladifhip  ? 

Do  you  not  like  it  ? 

57/.  Yes,  yes.-  the  lines  arc  very  quaintly  writ, 
But  (fince  unwillingly)  take  them  again. 
Nay,  take  them. 
V al.  Madam,  they  are  for  you. 
Sil.  I,  I :  you  writ  them  Sir  at  my  requeft , 

But  I  will  none  of  them  :  they  are  for  you  : 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly  : 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  He  write  your  Ladifhip  another. 

Sil.  And  when  it's  writ :  for  my  fake  read  it  over, 
And  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo :  if  not,  why  fo. 

Val.  If  it  pleafe  me  (Madam?)  what  then  ? 

Sil.  Why  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  labour ; 
And  fo  good  morrow  fervant.  Exit. 

Sp.  Oh  Jell  unfeen :  infcrutible,  invifiblc, 
Asa  nofe  on  a  mans  face,or  a  Weathercock  on  a  Steeple: 

My  Matter  fues  to  her:  and  fhe  hath  taught  her  Sutor, 
He  being  her  Pupil,  to  become  her  Tutour. 
Oh  excellent  devife,  was  there  ever  heard  a  better  ? 
That  my  Mafter  being  Scribe , 
To  himlelf  fhould  write  the  Letter? 

V al.  How  now  fir  ? 

What  are  you  rcafoning  with  your  felf  ? 

Sp.  Nay,  I  was  riming :  'tis  you  that  haye  the  reafon. Val.  To  do  what  ? 

Sp.  To  be  a  fpokes-man  from  Madam  Silvia. 
V al.  To  whom  ? 

Sp.  To  your  felf :  why,  fhe  woe's  you  by  a  figure. 
Valy  What  figure  ? 

Sp.  By  a  Letter,  I  lhould  fay. 

V al.  Why  fhe  hath  not  writ  to  me  ? 
Sp.  What  need  flic, 

When  fhc  hath  made  you  write  to  your  felf  ? 
Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the  jeft  f 
V al.  No,  believe  me. 

Sp.  No  believing  you  indeed  Sir  : 
But  did  you  perceive  her  earner} .? 

J  al.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  word. 

Sp,  Why  fhc  hath  given  you  a  Letter. 
V al.  That's  the  Letter  I  writ  to  her  friend. 

Sp.  And  that  Letter  hath  fhe  deli  vcr'd,&  there's  an  end. V al.  I  would  it  were  no  wcrfc. 

Sp.  He  warrant  you  'tis  as  well : 
For  often  have  you  writ  to  her :  and  fhe  in  modeffy  , 
Or  elfe  for  want  of  idle  time,  could  not  again  reply, 
Or  fearing  elfe  fome  meffenger,  that  might  her  mind  dif- cover 

Her  felf  hath  taught  her  Love  himfelf  to  write  unto  her 
All  this  I  fpeak  in  Print,  for  in  Print  I  found  it.  (Lover 

Why  mufe  you  fir,  'tis  dinnertime. 
Val.  Ihavedin'd. 

Sp.  I,  but  hearken  fir :  though  the  Cameleon  Love  can 

feed  on  the  aire  ,  I  am  one  that  am  nourilli'd  by  my  vi 
duals  ;  and  would  fain  have  meat:  oh  be  not  like  your 
Miftrcfs,  be  moved,  be  moved. Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Protheuty  Julia,  cPanthion. 

Pro.  Have  patience,  gentle  Julia, 

Jul.  I  muft  where  is  no  remedy. 
Pro.  When  poffibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 

Jul.  If  you  turn  not :  you  will  return  the  fooner : 

Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  fake. 
Pro.  Why  then  wee'l  make  exchange ; 

Here,  take  you  this. 
Jul.  And  feal  this  bargain  with  a  holy  kiffe. 
Pro.  Here  is  my  hand,  for  my  true  conftancie : 

And  when  that  hour  ore-flips  me  in  the  day, 
Wherein  I  figh  not  (Julia)  for  thy  fake, 

The  next  enfuing  hour,  fome  foul  mifchancc 
Tonnentme  for  my  Lov^sforgetfulnefs : 

My  father  Mayes  my  coming :  anfwer  not: 
The  Tide  is  now ;  nay,  not  th  y  tide  of  tears, 
That  tide  will  flay  me  longer  then  I  fhould, 

Julia  farewell :  what,  gone  without  a  word  ? 
f,  fo  true  love  fhould  do :  it  cannot  fpeak  , 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds  than  words  to  grace  it. 

Pan.  Sir  ProthetUy  you  are  ftaid  for. 
Pro .  <§oe,  I  come,  I  come  : 

Alas,  this  parting  ftrikes  poor  Lovers  dumb. Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Lamcty  Panthian. 

Launee.  Nay  ,  'twill  be  this  hour  ere  I  have  done 

weeping  :  all  the  kind  of  thee  Lmmkccs  have  this  very 

fault :  1  have  recciv'd  my  proportion ,  like  the  prodigious 

fonne, 
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Son,  and  am  going  with  Sir  Protheus  to  the  Imperialls 
Court  :  I  think  Crab  my  Dog,  be  the  fowreft  natured 

Dog  that  lives  :  My  Mother  weeping :  my  Father  wail- 
ing :  my  Sifter  crying  :  our  Maid  howling  :  our  Cat 

wringing  her  hands,  and  all  our  houfc  in  a  great  perple- 
xity, yet  did  not  this  cruell-hearted  Curre  fhed  one  tear  : 

he  is  aftone,  a  very  pibble-ftone,  and  has  no  more  pity 
in  him  then  a  Dog  :  a  Jew  would  have  wept  to  have  fcen 
our  parting :  why  my  Grandam  having  no  eyes,look  you, 

wept  her  felf  blind  at  my  parting  :  nay,  I'le  mow  you  the 
manner  of  ir.  This  fhooe  is  my  father :  no,  this  left  fhooe 

is  my  father  ;  no,  no,  this  left  fhooe  is  my  mother  :  nay, 
that  cannot  be  fo  neither;  yes :  it  is  fo,  it  is  fo;  it  hath  the 
worfer  fole  :  thii  mooe  with  the  hole  in  it,  is  my  mother  : 

and  this  my  father :  a  veng'ance  on't ,  there  'tis :  Now  fir, 
this  ftaffe  is  my  fifter  :  for  look  you ,  fhe  is  as  white  as  a 
lilly  ,  and  as  fmall  as  a  wand  :  this  hat  is  Nan  our  maid  : 

I  am  the  dog :  no,  the, dog  is  himfelf ,  and  I  am  the  dog : 
oh  ;  the  dog  is  me ,  and  I  am  my  fclf  :  I  fo ,  fo :  now 

come  I  to  my  Father;  Father,  your  blefling  :  now 
fhould  not  the  fhooe  fpeak  a  word  for  weeping : 
now  mould  I  kifle  my  Father  ;  well ,  he  weeps  en  : 
Now  come  I  to  my  Mother :  Oh  that  fhe  could  fpeak 
now  ,  like  a  would-v.-oman :  well ,  I  kiffe  her  :  why 
there  'tis  ;  here's  my  mothers  breath  up  and  down  : Now  come  I  to  my  fifter  ;  marke  the  moan  ft>e  makes: 
now  the  dogge  ail  this  while  fheds  not  a  tear  :  nor 
fpeakes  a  word  :  but  fee  how  I  lay  the  duft  with tears. 

Tanth.  Lamce,  away,  away  :  a  Board  thy  Mafters  is 

fhip'd ,  and  thou  ait  to  poft  after  with  oars  ;  what's  the 
matter?  why  weep'ft  thou  man  ?  away  afle,  you'l  Ioofe the  Tide ,  if  you  tarry  any  longer. 

Lanti.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  tide  were  loft,  for  it  is  the 
unkindeft  Tide ,  that  ever  any  man  tyde. 
.   Panth.  What's  the  unkindeft  tide  ? 

Latt.  Why,  he  that's  tide  here,  Crab  my  dog. 
Pan.  Tut  man  :  I  meanthoul't  loofe  the  floud  ,  and 

in  loofing  the  flood,  loofe  thy  voyage,  and  in  loofing  thy 
voyage  ,  loofe  thy  matter  ,  and  in  loofing  thy  Mafter  , 
Ioefe  thy  fervice,  and  in  loofing  thy  fervice  j  why doft  thou  ftop  my  mouth  ? 

Laun.  For  fear  thou  fhould'ft  loofe  thy  tongue. Panth.  Where  fhould  I  loofe  my  tongue  ? 
Latin.  In  thy  Tale. 
Panth.  In  thy  Taile. 

Latin.  Loofe  the  Tyde,  and  the  voyage,  and  the  Ma- 
fter, and  the  Service,  and  the  tide :  why  man  if  the  River 

were  drie,  I  am  *ble  to  fill  it  with  rny  tears :  if  the  wind 
were  down ,  I  could  drive  the  boat  with  my  fighes. 

P anth.  Come  :  come  away  man ,  I  was  fent  to  call thee. 

Lau.  Sir  :  call  me  what  thou  dai  'ft. Pan.  Wilt  thou  20. 

my 

Latt.  Well,  I  will  go. 
Exeunt. 

Seem  Quart  a. 

Enter  Valentine, Silvia^Thmio,  Speed,Duke,  Pmheut. 
*Sil.  Servant. 
Vat.  Miftris. 

m  no  ,fK 

Sf.  Mafter,  Sir  Tlmrlo  frowns  on  you. 

Vat.    I  boy  it's  for  love. 
Sp.'  Not  ©f  you. 
Vat.  Of  my  Miftris  then. 

Sp.  'Tweregood  you  knockt  him. 
Sit.  Servant,  yor  are  fad. 

V d.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  feem  fo. 
Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  arc  not  ? 
Vat.  Hap'lyldo. 
Thu.  So  do  Counterfeits. 
V at.  So  do  you. 

Thu.  What  feem  I  that  lam  not  ? 
Vat.  Wife. 

Thu.  What  inftancc  of  the  contrary  > 
Vat,  Your  folly. 

Tku.  And  how  quoat  you  my  folly  ? 
V at,  I  quoat  it  in  your  Jerken. 

Thu.  My  Jerken  is  a  doublet. 
V «t.  Well  then,  He  double  your  folly. Thu.  How  ? 

Sit.  What,  angry ,  Sir  Thurio.,  do  you  change  colour? 
V <tl.  Give  him  leave  ,Madam,he  is  a  kind  of  Camelion. 
Thu.  That  hath  more  minde  to  feed  on  your  blcud , 

then  live  in  your  aire. 
Vat.  You  have  faid  Sir. 

Thu.  I  Sir,  and  done  too  for  this  time- 
V at.  I  know  it  well  fir,you  alwayes  end  ere  you  begin. 

Sit.  A  fine  volly  "f  words,gentIemc,8c  quickly  fhot  off. 

Vat.  'Tis  indeed,  Madam,  we  thank  the  giver. 
Sit.  Who  is  that  Servant  ? 

Vat.  Your  felf  (fwcetLady)  for  you  gave  the  fire, 
Sir  Thurio  borrows  his  wit  from  your  Ladifhips  looks  ̂  

And  fpends  what  he  borrows  kindly  in  your  company. 

Thu.  Sir,  if  you  fpend  word  for  word  with  me,  I  fhill 
make  your  wit  bankrupt. 

Vat. I  know  it  well  fir,you  have  an  Exchequer  of  words, 
And  I  think,  na  other  treafure  to  give  your  followers ; 

For  it  appears  by  their  bare  Liveries 
That  they  live  by  your  bare  words.  > 

Sit.  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more  : 
Here  comes  my  father. 

Duke.  Now,  daughter,  Silvia,  you  are  hard  befet. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father  is  in  good  health, 

What  fay  you  to  a  Letter  from  your  friends 
Of  much  good  news  ? 

Vat.  My  Lord  I  will  be  thankfull, 
To  any  meflenger  from  thence. 

Duke.  Know  you  Don  Antonio ,  your  Countriman  ? 

Vat.  I,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  the  Gentleman 
To  be  of  worth,  and  worthy  eftimation, 
And  not  without  defert  fo  well  reputed, 

Duke,  hath  he  not  a  Son  ? 

Vat.  I  my  good  Lord,  a  Son  ;  that  well  defcrves 
The  honoor,  and  regard  of  fuch  a  father. 

Duke.  You  know  him  well  ? 

Vat.  I  knew  him  as  my  felf :  for  from  our  Infancie 
We  have  converft,  and  fpent  our  hours  together, 

And  though  my  felf  have  been  an  idle  Trewant, 

Omitting  the  fweet  benefit  of  time 
"To  clothe  mine  age  with  Angel-like  perfection ; 

Yet  hath  Sir  Prothem  (for  that's  his  name) 
Made  ufe,  and  fair  advantage  of  his  dayes: 

His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old  : 
His  head  unmellowcd,  but  his  judgement  ripe; 

And  in  a  word  (for  far  beh'inde  his  worth Comes  all  the  praifes  that  I  now  beftow.) 
C  Hej 
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He  is  compleat  in  feature,  and  in  minde, 
With  all  oood  °race ,  to  grace  a  Gentleman. 

Duk^.  Befhrew  me  fir,  but  if  he  make  this  good 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  Emprefs  love , 
As  meet  to  be  an  Emperours  Councellor  : 
Well,  Sir :  this  gentleman  is  come  to  me. 
With  Commendation  from  great  Potentates, 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  time  a  while, 

I  think  'tis  no  welcome  news  to  you. 
Val.  Should  I  have  wifh'd  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 
Duk^.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth: 
Silvia,  I  fpeak  to  you,  and  you  Sir  ThuriOy 

For  Valentine,  I  need  not  cite  him  to  it, 
I  will  fend  him  hither  to  you  prefently. 
V al.  This  is  the  gentleman  I  told  your  Ladifhip 

Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  Miftrefs 
Did  hold  his  eyes,  lockt  in  her  Chriftal  looks. 

Sil.  Belike  that  now  fhe  hath  enfranchis'd  them 
Upon  fome  other  pawne  for  fealty. 
V al.  Nay  furc,  I  think  fhe  holds  them  prifoners  ftill. 
Sil.  Nay  then  he  fhould  be  blind,  and  being  blind 

How  could  he  fee  his  way  to  fcek  out  you  ? 
V d.  Why  Lady,  Love  hath  twenty  pair  of  eyes, 

.  77?*.  They  fay  that  love  hath  not  an  eye  at  all. 
V al.  To  fee  fuch  Lovers,,  Thnrio,  as  your  felf, 

Upon  a  homely  object  love  can  wink.  Enter. 
ive  done,  have  done:here  comes  the  gentleman. 

V al.  Welcome,  deer  Protheus :  Miftris,  I  befeech  you 
Confnm  this  welcome,  with  fome  fpecial  favour, 

S il.  His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither, 

If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wifh'd  to  hear  from. 
V al.  Miftris,  it  is :  fweet  Lady,  entertain  him 

To  be  my  fellow-fervant  to  your  Ladifhip. 
Sil.  Too  low  a  Miftris  for  fo  high  a  fervant;  . 
Pro.  Not  fo,  fweet  Lady,  but  too,  mean  a  fervant, 

To  have  a  look  of  fuch  a  woithy  Miftris. 
V al.  Leave  off  difcourfe  of  difabilitie  : 

Sweet  Lady,  entertain  him  for  your  fervant. 
Pro.  My  dutie  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfe. 
iS.7,  And  dutie  never  yet  did  want  his  meed. 

Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  Miftris. 
Pro.  Tie  die  on  him  that  faies  fo  but  your  felf. 
Sil.  That  you  are  welcome  ? 

Pro.  That  you  are  worthlefs.  (yoU- 
Thur.  Madam,  my  Lord  your  father  would  fpeak  with 
Sil.  I  wait  upon  his  plcafure  :  Come  Sir  Thtirioy 

Go  with  mc :  once  more,  new  fervant  welcome  ; 
Tie  leave  you  to  confer  of  home  affairs, 
When  you  have  done  ,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Pro.  Wee'l  both  attend  upon  your  Ladifhip. 
Val.  Now  tell  me  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came  ? 
Pro.  Your  friends  are  well ,  and  have  them  much  com- 
V al.  And  how  do  yours?  (mended. 
Pro.  I  left  them  all  in  health.  • 

V al.  How  does  your  Lady  ?  and  how  thrives  your  love? 
Pro.  My  talcs  of  love  were  wont  to  weary  you, 

I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  Love-difcourfe. 

V al.  I  Protheus,  but  that  life  is  alter'd  now, 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  Love, 

Wnofe  high  emperious  thoughts  have  punifh'd  me 
;  with  bitter  fafts,  with  perietentiall  groans, 
!  With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-fore  fig  hes,  - 
For  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  lovej 

Love  hath  ehae'd  fleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes, And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  hearts  forrow. 

O  gentle  Protheut^  Lov's  a  feiighty  Lord, 

And  hath  fo  humbled  me,  as  I  confefs 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 
Nor  to  his  fervice,  no.  fuch  joy  on  earth : 
Now,  no  difcourfe,  except  it  be  ©f love : 
Now  can  I  creak  my  faft,  dine,  fup,  and  fleep, 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

'Pro.  Enough ;  I  read  your  fortune  in  your  eye  • Was  this  the  Id  oil,  that  you  worfhip  fo  ? 
Val.  Even  She  ;  and  is  fhe  not  a  heavenly  Saint  ? Pro.  No;  But  fhe  is an earthly  Paragon. Val.  Call  her  divine. 
Pro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 
V al.  O  flatter  me :  for  love  delights  in  praife. 
Pro.  When  I  was  fick,  you  gave  me  bitter  pills, 

And  I  muft  minifter  the  like  to  you. 
V *l.  Then  fpeak  the  truth  by  her,  if  not  divine, Yet  let  her  be  a  principalitic, 

Sovcraigne  to  all  the  Creatures  om  the  earth. 
Pro.  Except  my  Miftris. 
Val.  Sweet :  except  not  any, 

Except  thou  wilt  except  againft  my  Love. 
Pro.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 
V al.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too ; 

She  ftiall  be  dignified  with  this  high  honour  , 
To  bear  my  Ladies  train,  leaft  the  bafe  earth 
Should  from  her  vefture  chance  to  ftealc  a  kifs, 
And  of  fo  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
Difdain  to  root  the  Summer-f welling  flower, 
And  make  rough  Winter  everlaftingly. 

Pro.  Why  V alentine,  what  Bragadifm  is  this  ? 
,  V al.  Pardon  me  (Protheus)  all  I  can  is  nothing  ; 
To  her,  whofe  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing ; 
She  is  alone. 

Pro.  Then  let  her  alone. 

V al.  Not  for  the  world:  why  man ,  fhe  is  mine  own, 
And  I  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  Jewell 

As  twenty  Seas,  if  all  their  fand  were  pearle, 
The  water  Nedtar,  and  the  Rock  pure  gold. 
Forgive  me,  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  feeft  me  doat  upon  my  love : 
My  foolifh  Rivall  that  her  father  likes 

(Onely  for  his  poffeffions  are  fo  huge) 
Is  gone  wish  her  along,  and  I  muft  after, 

For  Love  (thouknow'ft)  is  full  of  jealoufie. 
Pro.  But  fhe  loves  you  ?  (hour, 

V al.  I,  and  we  are  betroathed :  nay  more,our  marriage 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  flight 

Determin'd  off:  how  I  muft  cllimbe  her  window, 
The  Ladder  made  of  Cords,  and  all  the  means 

Plotted,  and  'greed  on  for  my  happinefs. 
Good  Protheus,°o  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
In  thefe  affaires  to  aid  me  with  thy  counfel. 

Pro.  Go  on  before :  I  fhall  enquire  you  forth : 
I  muft  unto  the  Road,  to  dif-embarque 
Some  neceflaries ;  that  I  needs  muft  ufe^ 

And  then  I'le  prefently  attend  you. 
VaL  Will  you  make  hafte  ? 
Pro.  I  will. 

Even  as  one  heat,  another  heat  expels, 

♦Or  as  one  nail  by  ftrength  drives  out  another : 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  fonnerLoyc 
Is  by  a  new  object  quite  forgotten , 
Is  it  mine  then,  or  V alen(ineans  praife  ? 

Her  true  perfection,  or  my  falfe  tranfgreffion  ?  g 
That  makes  rre  reafonlefs,  to  reafon  thus? 
She  is  fair :  andfo  is  lulia  that  I  love, 



I  

(That  I  did  love,  for  now  my  love  is  thaw 

Which  like  a  waxen  Image  'gainft  a  fire 

Sears  no  impreflion  of  the  thing  it  was.) 

Me  thinks  my  Zeal  to  V dentine  is  cold, 
And  that  I  love  him  not  as  I  was  wont  : 

O,  but  I  Jove  his  Lady  too-  too  much. 

And  that's  the  reafon  I  love  him  fo  little. 
How  /hall  I  doat  on  her  with  more  advice, 

That  thus  without  advice  begin  to  love  her 

Tis  but  her  picture  I  have  yet  beheld, 

And  that  hath  dazel'd  fcuny  reafons  light : 
But  when  I  look  on  her  perfections , 

There  is  no  reafon,  but  I  fhall  be  blindc. 

If  I  can  check  my  erring  love,  I  will ; 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  Tie  ufe  my  skill. 

The  Ws>o  gentlemen  of  Verona. 
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Exit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Speed  and  Launce. 

Speed.  Launcey  by  mine  honcfty  welcome  to  Padua. 
Laun.  Foifwear  not  thy  felf,fweet  youth,  fur  I  am 

not  welcome.  I  reckon  this  alwaies,  that  a  man  is  never 

undone  till  he  be  hang'd  ,  nor  never  welcome  to  a  place, 
till  fome  certain  fhot  be  paid  ,  and  the  Hoftefs  fay  wel- 
come. 

Speed.  Comc-on  you  mad-cap  :  Tie  to  the  Ale-houfe 
with  you  prefently  ;  where ,  for  one  fhot  of  five  pence , 
thou  fhalt  have  five  thoufand  welcomes :  But  firha ,  how 

did  thy|Mafter  part  with  Madam  lulia  ? 

Lau.  Marry  after  they  doas'd  in  earneft,  they  parted 
very  fairly  in  jeft. 

Sp.  But  fhall  fhe  marry  him  ? 
Lao.  No. 

Sp.  How  then?  fhall  he  marry  he  ? 
Lau.  No,  neither. 

Sp.  What,  are  they  broken  ? 
Lau.  No  ;  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  fifh. 
Sp.  Why  then,  how  ftands  the  matter  with  them  ? 
Lau.  Many  thus ,  when  it  ftands  well  with  him ,  it 

Hands  well  with  her. 

Sp,  What  an  affe  art  thou,  I  undo  fland  thee  not. 

Lau.  What  a  block  art  thou,  that  thou  can'ft  not  ? 
My  ftaffe  understands  me. 

Sp.  What  thou  fai'ft  ? 

Lau.  I,  and  what  I  do  too  :  look  thee ,  I'le  but  lean  , 
and  my  ftaffe  underftands  me. 

Sp.  It  ftands  under  thee  indeed. 
Lau.  Why,  ftand-under :  and  undeiftand  is  all  one. 

Sp.  But  tell  me  true,  wil't  be  a  match  ? 
Lau.  Ask  my  dog  ,  if  he  fay  I  ■  it  will :  if  he  fay 

no,  it  will:  if  he  fhake  histaile  and  fay  nothing,  it will. 

Sp.  The  conclusion  is  then,  that  it  will. 
Lau,  Thou  {halt  never  get  fuch  a  fecret  from  me,  but 

by  a  parable. 

5" p.  'Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo  :  but  Launce,  how  fai'ft thou  that  my  mafter  is  become  a  notable  Lover  > 
Lau.  I  never  knew  him  othcrwife. 
Sp.  Then  how? 

*  Lau.  A  notable  Lubber  :  as  thou  reporteft  him  to 
be.  

Y 

Sp.  Why,  thou  whouon  Aiie  ,  thou  miitaK'ft  me. Lau.  Why  Foole ,  I  meant  not  thee  ,  I  meant  not 

thy  Mafter. 
Sp.  I  tell  thee,  my  mafter,  is  become  a  hot  Lover. 
Lau.  Why  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not,though  he  burn  him- 

felf  in  Love.    If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  Alehoufe 
fo,  if  not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew ,  a  Jew,  and  not  worth  the 

name  of  a  Ghriftian. 

Sp.  Why  ? Lau.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  charity  in  thee  as 
to  go  to  the  Ale  with  a  Chriftian :  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Sp.  At  thy  fervice. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Trothem  foltu. 

Pro.  To  leave  my  lull* ;  fhall  I  be  forfworn  ? 
To  love  fair  Silvia  j  fhall  I  be  forfworn  ? 

To  wrong  my  friend,  I  fhall  be  much  forfworn. 

And  cv'n  that  Power  which  gave  me  firft  my  oath Provokes  me  to  this  three-fold  perjury. 
Love  bad  me  fwcar,  and  Love  bids  me  for-fwear  j 

0  fwect  fuggefting  Love,  if  thou  haft  frn'd, 
Teach  me  ( thy  tempted  fubjeft  )  to  excufe  it. 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  Star  , 
But  now  I  worfhip  a  celeftial  Sun  : 
Un-heedful  vows  may  needfully  be  broken, 
And  he  wants  wit,  that  wants  refolyed  will, 

To  learn  his  wit,  t'exchange  the  bad  for  betters 
Fie,  fie  unreverend  tongue  to  call  her  bad, 
Whofe  foveraignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  preferd, 
With  twenty  thoufand  foul-confirming  oaths,  , 
1  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do  : 
But  there  I  leave  to  love,  where  I  Should  love, 
lulia  I  loofc,  and  Valentine  I  loofe, 

If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muft  lofe  my  felf : 
If  I  loofe  them,  thus  finde  I  but  their  lofsj 
For  V dentine  my  felf :  for  IullatSilvia. 
I  to  my  felf  am  dearer  then  a  friend, 
For  Love  is  ftill  moft  pretious  in  it  felf, 
And  Silvia  (witnefs  heaven  that  made  her  fair) 
Shews  lulia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope. 

I  will  forget  that  lulia  is  alive, 

Remembring  that  my  love  to  her  is  dead; 

And  V dentine  I'le  hold  an  Enemie, 
Aiming  at  Sllvlazs a  fweeter  friend. 
I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  my  felf, 

Without  fome  trechery  us'd  to  Valentine.  . 
This  night  he  meaneth  with  a  corded-ladder 
To  climbe  celeftial  Silvia's  chamber  windoWj  „ 
My  felf  in  councel  his  competitor. 

Now  prefently  Tie  give  her  father  notice 
Of  their  difguifing  and  pretended  flight : 

Who  (ail  inrag'd)  will  banifh  V dentine : For  Thurlo  he  intends  fhall  wed  his  daughter, 

But  Valentine  being  gone,  I'le  quickly  crofs 
By  fome  flie  trick,  blunt  Thurlo' s  dull  proceeding. 
Love  lend  roe  wings,  to  make  my  purpofe  fwift, 
As  thou  haft  lent  me  wit  to  plot  his  drift. 

C  2  Exit' 
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Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 

Jul.  Counfel,  Lucetta,  gentle  girl  affift  me, 
And  even  in  kind  love,  I  doe  conjure  thee, 
Who  art  the  Table  wherein  all  my  thoughts 

Arc  visibly  Chara&er'd,  and  Engrav'd, To  leffon  me,  and  tell  me  fome  good  mean. 
How  with  my  honour  I  may  undertake 

A  journey  to  my  loving  Trotheus. 
Luc,  Alais,  the  way  is  wearifome  and  long. 
lul.  A  true  devoted  Pilgrim  is  not  weary 

To  mcafure  Kingdomes  with  his  feeble  ftcps, 
Much  lefife  fhall  fhe  that  hath  loves  wings  to  fiie, 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Offuch  divine  perfections  as  Sir  Protheus, 

Luc,  Better  forbear  till  Trotheus  make  return. 

lul.  Oh,know'ft  thou  not,his  looks  are  my  fouls  food? 
Puy  the  dearth  that  I  have  pined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time. 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  mchly  touch  of  Love, 

Thou  would'ft  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  wich  fnow 
\s  feck  to  quench  the  fuc  of  Love  with  words. 

Luc.  I  doe  not  feck  to  quench  your  Loyes  hot  fire  , 
But  qualifie  the  fires  cxtrcam  rage, 
Leaft  it  fhould  burn  above  the  bounds  of  rcafon. 

lul.  The  more  thou  dam'ft  it  up,  the  more  it  burns : 
The  Current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides 

(Thou  know'ft)  being  ftop'd,  impatiently  doth  rage  \ 
But  when  his  fair  courfe  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  fweet  mufick  with  th'cnameld  ftones, 
Giving  a  gentle  kifTe  to  every  fedge 
He  cvertakech  in  his  pilgrimage. 
And  fo  by  many  winding  nooks  he  ftrayes 
With  willing  fport  to  the  wild  Ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfe  : 
Tie  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  ftream, 
And  make  a  paftime  of  each  weary  ftcp, 
Till  the  laftftep  ha  ve  brought  me  to  my  Love, 
And  there  Tie  reft,  as  after  much  turmoil 
A  bleffed  foul  doth  in  Eliz,ium. 

Luc.  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  ? 
lul.  Not  like  a  woman,  for  I  would  prevent 

T  he  loofe  encounters  of  lafcivious  men  : 

Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  4/vith  fuch  weeds 
As  may  beieem  fome  well  reputed  Page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  Ladifhip  muft  cut  yotr  hair. 

ltd.  No  girl,  i'le  knit  it  up  in  filken  firings, 
With  twenty  od-conccited  true-love  knots: 
To  be  fantaftick,  may  become  a  youth 

Of  greater  time  then  I  fhall  fhow  to  be.  fches  ? 
Luc .  What  fafliion  (Madam)  fhall  I  make  your  bree- 
Iul.  That  fits  as  well,  as  tell  me  (good  my  Lord) 

What  compaffe  will  you  wear  your  Farthingale  ? 
Why  even  whatfafhion  thou  lieft  likes  (Lucetta.) 

Luc.  You  muft  needs  have  them  with  a  cod-piece  (Ma- 
Iul.  Out,out,  {Lucetta)  that  will  be  ill-favord.  (dam 

i     Luc.  A  round  hofe  (Madam)  now's  not  worth  a  pin 
j  Unleffe  you  hare  a  cod-piece  to  ftick  pins  on. 

lul.  Lucetta,  as  thou  lov'ft  me  let  me  have. 

What  thou  think'ft  meet,  and  is  molt  mannerly, 
But  tell  me  (wench)  how  will  the  world  repute  me 
For  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  journey  ? 

I  fear  me  it  will  make  me  fcandalu'd. 
Luc.  If  you  think  fo,  then  ftay  at  home  and  go  not. 
lul.  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 
Luc.  Then  never  dream  on  Infamy,  but  o0 : 

If  Protheus  like  your  journey  when  you  come 
No  matter  who's  difpleas'd  when  you  are  »one  : 

I  fear  me  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas'd  withall.& lul.  That  is  the  leaft  (Lucetta)  of  my  fear  : 
A  thoufand  oathes,  an  Ocean  of  his  tears 
And  inftancesas  infinite  of  Love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus. 

Luc.  All  thefe  are  fervants  to  deceitfull  men. 
lul.  Bafe  men,  that  ufe  them  to  fo  bafe  effect  • 

But  truer  ftars  did  govern  Protheus  birth 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oathes  are  oracles 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate. 
His  tears  pure  meffengers,  fent  from  his  heart, 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  earth. 

Luc.  Pray  heaven  he  prove  fo  when  you  come  to  him. 

lul,  Now,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  him  not  that  wrong, 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth  : 
Onely  deferve  my  love,  by  loving  him , 
And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  chamber 
To  take  a  note  of  what  I  ftand  in  need  of, 
To  furnifh  me  upon  my  longing  journey  : 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  difpofe , 

My  goods,  my  Lands,  my  reputation  , 
Onely  in  lieu  thereof,  difpatch  me  hence : 
Come  ;  anfwer  not :  but  to  it  prefently , 

I  am  impatient  of  my  tarriance. Exeunt. 

<tAUm  Tertius.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Duke,  Thurio,  Protheus,  Valentine> 
Launce,  Speed. 

Dukj.  Sir  Thurio,  give  us  leave  (I pray) awhile, 
We  have  fome  fecrets  to  confer  about. 

Now  tell  me  Protheus,  whats  your  will  with  me  ? 
Tro.  My  gracious  Lord,  that  which  I  would  difcover, 

The  law  of  friendship  bids  me  to  conceal, 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  your  graciom  favours 
Done  to  me  (undeferving  as  I  am) 

My  duty  pricks  rae  on  to  utter  that 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  good  &ouId  draw  from  me  : 
Know  (worthy  Prince)  Sir  Valentine  my  friend 
This  night  intends  to  fteal  away  your  daughter  : 
My  felf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot. 

I  know  you  have  dctermin'd  to  beftow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates ; 
And  fhould  fhe  thus  be  ftoln  away  from  you  , 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 

Thus  (for  my  duties  fake)  I  rather  chofe 
To  croffc  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 

Then  (by  concealing  it)  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  forrows,  which  would  preffe  you  down 

(Be;ng  unprepared)  to  yourtimelcffe  grave. 
Duk^.  Protheus,  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honeft  care, 

Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  love  of  theirs,  my  lelf  have  often  feen, 

Happly  when  they  have  judg'd  me  faft  aflcep, 
And  oftentimes  have  purpos'd  to  forbid 
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Sir  Valnntim  her  company,  and  my  Courc. 

But  fearing  kaft  my  jealous  aime  might  are  j 

And  fo  (unworthily^  difgrace  the  man 

(A  rafhneffe  that  I  ever  yet  have  fhun'd) 
I  oave  him  gentle  looks,  thereby  to  find 

That  which  thy  felf  hall  now  difclos'd  tome.' And  thou  mailt  perceive  my  fear  of  this, 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  foon  fuggefted, 

I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  Tower , 
The  key  whereof  my  felf  have  ever  kept : 

And  thence  fhe  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 

Pro.  Know  (noble  Lord)  they  have  dev^s'd  a  mean How  he  her  Chamber  window  will  afcend, 
And  with  a  Corded  Ladder  fetch  her  down  : 

For  which,  the  youthfull  Lover  now  is  gone, 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prcfcntly. 
Where  (if  it  pleafe  you)  you  may  intercept  him. 
But  (good  my  Lord)  doe  it  fo  cunningly 
That  my  difcovery  be  not  aimed  at : 
For,  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend, 
Hath  made  me  publifher  of  thispret:nce. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  fhall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro.  Adicw,niy  Lord,Sir  V dentine  is  comming.£«^r. 
Dukj  Sir  V dentine,  whether  away  fo  faft  ? 
Va.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  there  is  a  Mcffenger 

That  ftayes  to  bear  my  Letters  to  my  friends  , 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Dftkj  Be  they  of  much  import  ? 
V al.  The  tenure  of  them  doth  but  fignifie 

My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  Court. 
D»k^.  Nay  then  no  matter :  (lay  with  me  awhile, 

I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  affairs 
That  touch  me  near  :  wherein  thou  mult  be  fecret 

'Tis  not  unknown  so  thee,  that  I  have  fought 
To  match  my  fiiend  Sir  Thnrlo,  to  my  daughter. 

Val.  I  know  it  well  (my  Lord)  and  lure  the  Match 
Were  rich  and  honourable  :  befides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  Virtue,  Bounty,  Worth,  and  Qualities 
Befeeming  fuch  a  Wife,  as  your  fair  daughter  : 
Cannot  your  Grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 

T>nki  No,  trult  me,  She  is  peevifh,  fullen,  froward, 
Proud,  difobedient,  ftubborn,  lacking  duty, 
Neither  regarding  that  fhe  is.  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me,  as  if  I  were  her  Father  : 
And  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  pride  of  hers 
(Upon  advice)  hatli  drawn  my  love  from  her, 
And  where  I  thowght  the  remnant  of  mine  age 

Should  have  been  cherifh'd  by  her  child-like  duty, 
I  bow  am  full  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife , 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  w  ill  take  her  in  : 

Then  let  her  beauty  be  her  wedding  Dowre  : 
For  me  and  my  polfeffions  fhe  efteems  not. 

Val.  What  would  your  Grace  have  me  to  doe  in  this? 
.D*^.  There  is  a  Lady  in  Verona  here 

Whom  I  affect :  but  fhe  is  nice,  and  coy, 
And  nought  efteems  my  aged  eloquence. 
Now  therefore  would  I  have  thee  to  my  Tutor 
(For  long  agonel  have  forgot  to  court ; 

Befides  the  fafhion  of  the  time  is  cbang'd) 
How,  and  which  way  I  may  btftow  my  felf 
To  be  regarded  in  her  fun-bright  eye. 

V a.  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  fhe  refpedt  not  words, 
Dumb  Jewels  often  in  their  filent  kind 
More  then  quick  words,  doe  move  a  womans  mind. 

Dnk.  But  fhe  did  (corn  a  prefent  that  I  fent  her, 

Val.  A  woman  lopicumcs  lanm  wnac  uv.it  coin.ms 

Send  her  another  :  never  give  her  o're,  0ier° 
For  fcorn  atfiift  makes  afcer-love  the  more. 

If  fhe  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you, 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you. 

If  fhe  doe  chide,  'cis  not  to  have  you  gones 
For  why,  the  fools  are  mad,  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  rcpulfe, whatever  fhe  doeh  fay, 

For,  get  you  gone,  fhe  doth  not  mean  away. 
Flatter,  and  praifc,  commend,  extoll  their  graces : 

Though  ne'refo  black,  fay  they  have  Angels  faces, 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay  is  no  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 

Dh^.  But  flic  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  friends 
Unto  a  youthfull  Gentleman  of  worth, 

And  kept  feverely  from  refort  of  men, 
That  no  man  hath  accelfe  by  day  to  her. 

Val.  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  b\  night. 
Dnk_.  I,  but  the  doors  be  Iockt,  and  keys  kept  lafej 

That  no  man  hath  rccourfe  to  her  by  night. 

V al.  What  lets  but  one  may  enter  at  b>r  Window  ? 
Dak..  Her  Chamber  is  aloft  far  from  the  ground, 

And  built  fo  fhelving,  that  one  cannot  dimbc  it 
Without  appai  ent  hazard  of  his  life. 
V al.  Why  then  a  Ladder  quaintly  made  of  Cords 

To  caft  up,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 

Would  ferve  to  fcale  another  Hero's  Tower> 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  it. 

Duk_.  Now  as  thou  art  a  Gentleman  of  blood 

Adviie  me,  where  I  may  have  fuch  a  Ladder. 

Val.  When  would  you  ufeit  ?  pray  fv,,tell  me  that.  '  , 
Dtik^.  This  very  night ;  for  Love  is  like  a  child 

That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 

V al.By  feven  a  clock,  i'le  get  you  fuch  a  Ladder. 
I>Hk_.  But  hark  thee  :I  will  go  to  her  alone, 

How  fhall  I  belt  convey  the  Ladder  thither  ? 

V al.  It  will  be  light  (my  Lord)  that  you  may  bear  it 
Under  a  Cloak,  that  is  of-any  length. 

Dul^.  A  Cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn  ? 
Val.  I  my  good  Lord. 
Duk^.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  Cloak, 

I'le  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 
Val.  Why  any  Cloak  will  ferve  the  turn  (my  Lord) 
Dukj  How  fhall  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  Cloak  ? 

I  pray  thee  let  me  feel  thy  Cloak  upon  me. 

What  Letter  is  this  fame?  what's  here  ?  to  Silviq  ? 
And  here  an  Engine  fit  for  my  p  oceeding, 
Pie  be  fo  bold  to  brea.*.  the  leal  for  once. 

My  thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly  , 
Andflaves  they  are  to  me,  thai  f tnd  them  flying. 
Oh,  could  their  Mafter  come,  and  Z°  as  lightly, 

Himf elf  would  lodge,  where  [fenfeleffe,  they  are  lying. 
My  Herald  Thoughts,  in  thy  pure  bofome  refl-them, 

While  I  (their  King)  that  th';ther  them  impart  une. 
Do  curfe  the  grace  that  with  fuch  grace  hath  blefi  them, 
Becaufe  my  felfe  doe  want  myjervants  fortune. 

I  curfe  my  felf,  for  they  are  fent  by  me, 

That  they  Jhould  harbour  where  their  Lord  would  be. 

What's  here  ?  Silvia  ?  this  night  I  will  Infranchife  thee. 
'Tis  fo :  and  here's  the  Ladder  for  the  purpofe. 
Why  Phaeton  (for  thou  art  Merops  fon) 
Wilt  thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heavenly  Cat  ? 
And  with  thy  daring  folly  burn  the  world  ? 
Wilt  thou  reach  ftars,  becaufe  they  fhinc  on  thee  ? 

C  {  Go 
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iq  bale  Intruder,  ovet-vveening  Slave, 
Beftow  thy  fawning  fmiles  oncquall  mates, 
\nd  think  my  patience,  (more  then  thy  defcrt) 
Is  privilcdge  for  thy  departure  hence. 
Thank  me  for  this,  more  then  for  all  the  Favours 

Which  (all-toomuch)  I  have  beftowed  on  thee. 

;>>;it  if  thou  linger  in  my  Territories 
Longer  then  fwifteft  expedition 
Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  royail  Court, 
By  heaven,  my  wrath  iTiall  far  exceed  the  love 
I  ever  bore  my  daughter,  or  thy  fclf. 
Be  gone,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excufe  , 

But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  life,  make  fpeed  from  hence.  Exit. 
Val.  And  why  not  death,  rather  then  living  torment? 

To  die,  is  to  be  banifht  from  my  felf , 

And  Silvia  is  my  fclf :  banifh'd  from  her 
Is  felf  from  felf.  A  deadly  banifhment : 
What  light  is  light,  if  Sllviabc  not  feen  ? 

What  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ? 

Unleffe  it  be  to  think  that  flie  is  b,-, 
And  feed  upon  thetfhadow  of  perfection. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night, 
There  is  nommlck  in  the  N  "hun°ale. 
Unleffe  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day, 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon. 

She  is  my  effence,  and  1  leave  to  be  ; 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  influence 

Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cherifh'd,  kept  alive. 
I  flie  not  death,  to  flie  his  deadly  doom, 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death, 

But  flie  I  hence,  I  flie  away  from  life.     Enti'f  Pro.  and 
Pro.  Run  (boy)  run,  run,  and  feck  him  out.  \  %auns. 
Lau,  Soa-hough,  Soa-hough—  
Pro.  What  feeft.thou  ? 

Lau.  Him  we  go  to  find , 

There's  not  an  hair  on's head, but  'tis  zValentlne. Pro.  Valentine  ? 

V*.  No.. 

Pro.  Who  then  ?  his  Spirit  ?  " Va.  Neither. 
Pro.  What  then  ? 

Va.  Nothing. 

Lau.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  Mafter,  fbill  I  ftrike  ? 
Pro.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ftrike  ? 
Lau.  Nothing. 
Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Lau.  Why  Sir,  Tie  ftrike  nothing:  I  pray  you. 

Pro.  Sirrha,  I  fay  forbear  ?  friend  Valentine, ivivxA, 

Va.  My  Earees  arc  ftopt,  and  cantict  hear  good  news, 
So  much  of  bad  already  hathpoff.fr  them. 

Pro.  Then  in  dumb  filence  will  I  bury  mine  j 

For  they  art  harlh,  untuneable,  and  bad. 
Va.  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Va.  No  Valentine  indeed,  for  facred  Silvia, 
Hath  fhe  forfwoin  me  ? 

Pro.  No  Valentine. 

Va.  No  Valentine,  [[Silvia  have  forfworn  me. 

What  isyo'.ir  ncwes  ? 
L4«.Sir,there  is  a  proclamation  that  you  are  vanifhed. 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifh'd  :  oh  that's  the  newes  j 
j  From  hcncc,fiom  Silvia,  and  from  me  thy  friend. 

Va.  Oh,  I  have  fed  upon  this  woe  already. 
And  now  exceffe  of  it  will  make  me  furfet. 

Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banifh'd  ? 
\     Pre.  I,  I :  and  fhe  hath  offered  to  the  doom 

(Which  unreverft  Hands  in  effeciuall  force) 
A  Sea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fome  call  teares. 
Thofe  at  her  Fathers  churlilh  feet  flie  tendred , 
With  them  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  felf, 
Wringing  her  hands,  whofe  whitenelTe  fo  became  them, 
As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  woe : 
But  neither  bended  knees,  pare  hands  held  up , 
Sad  fighs,  deep  groans,  nor  filver-fhedding  teares 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompalfionate  Sire  ; 
But  V Mentlne,  if  he  be  tane,  mult  die. 

Befides,  her  intercciTion  chaf'd  him  fo, When  fhe  for  thy  repeal  wasfuppliant, 
That  to  clofe  prifon  he  commanded  her, 
With  many  bitter  threats  of  biding  there. 

V <tl.  No  more  :  unlefs  the  next  word  that  thou  fpeak'ft 
Have  fome  malignant  power  upon  my  life  :  \ 
If  fo  :  I  pray  thee  breathe  it  in  mine  ear, 
As  ending  Anthemc  of  my  endlefTe  dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  canft  not  help, 

And  ftudy  help  for  that  which  thou  lament'ft, 
Time  is  the  Nurfe,  and  breeder  of  all  good  ; 
Here  if  thou  ftay,  thou  canft  not  fee  thy  love  : 
Befides,  thy  Maying  will  abridge  thy  life  : 
Hope  is  a  lovers  ftaffe,  walk  hence  with  that 

And  manage  it,  againft  defpairing  thoughts : 
Thy  letters  may  be  here,  though  thou  art  hence, 

Which,  being  writ  to  me,  fhall  be  deliver'd. Even  in  the  milk-white  bofome  of  thy  love. 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expoftulate , 

Come,  l'le  convey  thee  through  the  City-gate. 
And  ere  I. part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  love-affairs  : 

As  thou  lov'ft  Silvia  (though  hot  for  thy  felf) 
Regard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

Va.  I  pray  thee  Launce^nd  if  thou  feeft  my  Boy 
Bid.  him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  thee  North-gate. 

Pro.  Go  firrha,  find  him  out :  Come  Valentine. 

Va/Oh  my  "dear  Silvia ,  hapleffe  Valentine.  Exeunt. 
Launde.  Iam  but  a  fool,  look  you,  and  yet  I  have  the 

wit  to  think  my  Mafter  isa  kind  of  a  knave  :  but  that's all  one,  if  he  be  but  one  knave  :  He  lives  not  now  that 

knows  me  to  be  in  love,  yet  I  am  in  love,  but  a  Teem 

of  horfe  fhall  not  pluck  that  from  me :  nor  who  'tis  I  love; 
and  yet  'tis  a  woman  ;  but  what  woman,  I  will  not  tell 

my  felf:  and  yet  'tis  a  Milkmaid  :  yet  'tis  not  a  maid  : 
for  fhe  hath  had  (SofTips:  yet 'tis  a  maid,  for  fhe  is  her 
Mafters  rnaid,  and  ferves  for  wages.  She  hath  more  qua- 

lities then  a  Water-Spaniell,  which  is  much  in  a  bare 

Chriftian.  Here  is  the  Cate-log  of  her  Condition.  Inprl- 
miSj  She  can  fetch  and  carry  :  why  a  horfe  can  doe  no 
more  ;  nay,  a  horfe  cannot  fetch,  but  onely  carry,  there- 

fore is  fhe  better  then  a  Jade.  Item.  She  can  milk, 
look  you,  a  fweet  virtue  in  a  maid  with  clean  hands. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  How  now  Signior  Launce  ?  what  ncwes  with 

your  Mafterfhip  ? 
La.  With  my  Mafterfhip  ?  why,  it  is  at  Sea 

Sp.  Well,  your  old  vice  ftill :  miftake  the  word :  what newes  then  in  your  paper  ? 

La.  The  black'ft  newes  that  ever  thou  heard'ft. 

Sp.  Why  man  ?  how  black  ? 
La.  Why,  as  black  as  Ink. 
Sp.  Let  me  read  them  ? 
La.  Fie  on  thee  Jolt-head,  thou  canft  not  read. 
Sp.  Thou  lieft  :  I  can. 
La.  I  will  try  thee  :  tell  me  this:  who  begot  thee  ? 

Sp. 
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Sp.  Marry,  the  (on  of  my  Grand-father. 
Sp.  Oh  illiterate  loyterer ;  it  was  the  fon  of  thy 

Grand-mother ;  this  proves  that  thou  can'ft  not  read. 

Sp.  Com'efoole,  come :  try  me  in  thy  paper. 
La.  There :  and  S.  Nicholas  be  thy  fpecd, 

Sp.  Imprimis  fhe  can  milk. 
La.  I  that  fhe  can. 

Sp.  Itern,  ("he  brews  good  Ale. 
La.  And  thereof  comes  the  proverb :  (  blejfing  of  your 

hearty  you.  brew  good  Ale.) 
Sp.  Item,  (he  can  fowe. 

La.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  (  Can  Jhe  fo  ) 
Sp.  Item,  Hie  can  knit. 
La.  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  ftock  with  a  wench, 

When  fhe  can  knit  him  a  ftock  ? 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  can  wafh  and  fcoure.. 
La.  A  fpecial  vertue  :  for  then  fhe  need  not  to  be 

wafh'd  and  fcowr'd. 
Sp.  Item  fhe  can  fpin. 
Lit.  Then  may  I  fct  the  world  on  wheels ,  when  fhe 

can  fpin  for  her  living. 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  hath  many  namelefs  vermes. 

La.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  Bafiar divert aes  :  that 
indeed  know  not  their  fathers  \  and  therefore  have  no 
names. 

Sp.  Here  follows  her  vices. 
La.  Clofe  at  the  heels  of  her  vertues : 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  not  to  be  fafting  in  refpeft  of  her 
breath. 

La.  Well,  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  a  breakfaft: 
read  on. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  hath  a  fweet  mouth. 
Sp.  That  makes  amends  for  her  fowre  breath. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  doth  talke  in  her  fleep. 

La.  It's  no  matter  for  that;  fo  fhe  fleep  not  in  her talke. 

Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  flow  in  words. 

La.  Oh  villanie  /  that  fet  down  among  her  vices 
To  be  flow  in  words  is  a  womans  onely  vertue : 

I  pray  the  out  with't,and  place  it  for  her  qhief  vertue. 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  proud. 
La.  Out  with  that  too: 

It  was  Eves  legacie,  and  cannot  be  tane  from  herj 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  hath  no  teeth  , 
La.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  I  love  crufts. 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  curft. 
La.  Well :  the  beft  is,  fhe  hath  no  teeth  to  bite. 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  will  often  praife  her  liquor. 
La.  If  her  liquor  be  good  j  fhe  fhall :  if  fhe  will  not , 

I  will ;  for  good  things  fhould  be  praifed. 
Sp.  Item,  fhe  is  too  liberall. 

La.  Of  her  tongue  fhe  cannot ;  for  that's  writ  down 
(he  is  flow  of :  of  her  purfe ,  fhe  fhall  not  r  for  that  I'le 
keep  (hut :  Now ,  of  another  thing  fhe  may ,  and  that 
cannot  I  help.  Well,  proceed. 

Sp.  Item  ,  fhe  hath  more  hairs  then  wit ,  and  more 
faults  then  hairs,  and  more  wealth  then  faults. 

La.  Stop  there :  I'le  have  her :  fhe  was  mine,  and  not mine  twice,  or  thrice  in  that  Article :  rehearfe  that  once 
more. 

Sp.  Item,fhe  hath  more  hair  then  wit. 

La.  More  haire  then  wit :  it  may  be  I'le  prove  it :  The 
cover  of  the  fait ,  hides  the  fait ,  and  therefore  it  is  more 
then  the  fait ;  the  haire  that  covers  the  wit  ,  is  more 
then  the  wit  :  for  the  greater  hides  the  kfTe  :  What's next  ? 

Sp.  And  more  faults  then  haus. 
La.  That's  monftrous  ;  oh  that  that  were  out. 
Sp.  And  more  Wealth  then  faults. 
La.  Why  that  word  makes  the  faults  gracious ; 

Well,  l'k  have  her :  and  if  it  be  a  match  ,  as  nothing  is 
impolfible. 

Sp.  What  then  ? La.  Why  then,  will  I  tell  tbee  ,  that  thy  Mafter  ftaies 
for  thee  at  the  North-gate. 

Sp.  For  me  ? 
La.  For  thee?  I,  who  art  thou?  he  hath  ftaid  for  a  bet- 
ter man  then  thee. 

Sp.  And  mull  I  go  to  him? 
La.  Thou  mufl  run  to  him;  for  fhou  haft  ftaid  fo  long 

that  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  turn. 

Sp.  Why  did'ft  not  tell  trie  fooner  ?  'pox  ort  your  love 
Letters. 

La.  Now  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my  Letter  ; 
An  unmannerly  flave,that  will  thruft  himfelf  into  fecrets: 

I'le  after  to  rcjoy  ce  in  the  boy  es  correction.  Exeunt. 

Swia  Secmdd. 

Enter  Dukf,  'Thurio^  Protheus. 

Dh.  Sir  Thurio^  fear  not,  but  that  fhe  will  love  you 

Now  Valentine  is  banifh'd  from  her  fight. 
Th.  Since  his  exile  fhe  hath  difpis'd  me  moft, 

Forfworn  my  company, ,  and  raiPd  at  me, 
That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Du.  This  weak  impreffe  of love,  is  as  a  figure 
Trenched  in  ice,  which  with  an  hours  heat 
Diffolves  to  water,  and  doth  loofe  his  forme. 

A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  thoughts, 
And  worthlefs  Valentine  fhall  be  forgot. 
How  now  Sir  Protheus,  is  your  countreymart 

(  According  to  our  Proclamation  )  gone  ? 
Pro.  Gon,  my  good  Lord. 

Du.  My  daughter  takes  his  going  heavily  ? 
Pro.  A  little  time  (my  Lord)  will  kill  that  grief. 
Du.  So  I  believe  :  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo : 

Protheus;  the  good  conceit  I  hold  of  thee, 
(Fop  thou  haft  lhowh  fome  figne  of  good  defert). 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

'Pro.  Longer  then  I  prove  loyal  to  your  Grace  , 
Let  me  not  live,  to  look  upon  your  Grace. 

Du.  Thou  know'ft  how  willingly,  I  would  efteci: 
The  match  between  fir  Thurio  and  my  daughter  ? 

'Pro.  I  do  my  Lord. 

Du.  And  alfo  I  do  think,  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  fhe  oppofes  her.  againft  my  will  ? 

Pro.  She  did  my  Lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 
Du.  I,  and  perverfly,  fhe  perfeveres  fo  : 

What  mi^hr.  we  do  to  make  the  girl  forget 
The  Love  of  Valentine^ndlovz  Sir  Thurio  ? 

Pro.  The  beft  way  is  to  flander  Valentine^ 
With  falfehood,  cowardize,  and  poor  defcent  : 

Three  things,  that  women  highly  hold  inhate< 

Du.  I,  but  fhe'll  think, that  it  is  fpoken  in  hate. 
Pro.  I,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it. 

Therefore  it  muft  with  circumftance  be  fpokt  i 

By  one,  whomc  fhe  efteems  as  his  friend. 
Du.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  flander  him. 

Pro. 



32  The  mo  gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Pro.  Ami  due  (my  Lord)  I  (lull  be  loath  co  do. 

'Tisan  ill  office  for  a  Gentleman, 
Efpecially  againft  his  very  friend. 

T>!t.  Where  vour  good  word  cannot  advantage  him  , 
Your  flandcr  never  can  endammage  him ; 
Therefore  the  office  is  indiffeiem: 

Being  intreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 

Pro.  You  haveprevail'd  (my  Lord)  if  I  can  do  it 
By  ought  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  difpraife,  • 
She  fhall  not  Ions  continue  love  to  him  : 

But  fay,this  weed  her  love  fiom  V dentine, 
It  follows  not  that  fhe  will  love  fir  Thurio. 

Th.  Therefore  as  you  unwinde  her  love  from  him ; 
Leaft  it  fhould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  muft  provide  to  bottome  it  on  me  : 
Which  muft  be  done,  by  praifing  me  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  difpraife  fir  Valentine. 

ci>u.  And  ProtheusjNZ  dare  truft  you  inthiskinde, 
Becaufc  we  know  (on  V dentines  report) 
You  are  already  loves  firm  votary, 
And  cannot  foone  rcvolt,and  change  your  minde. 
Upon  this  warrant,  fliall  you  have  accefs, 
Where  you,  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large. 
For  fhe  is  lumpifb,  heavy,  melancholly, 
And  (for  your  friends  fake)  will  be  giad  of  you  ;  . 

Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  yo.:r  perfwalion, 
To  hate  young  Valentine, vnd  love  my  fi  lend. 

Pro.  As  much  z%  I  can  do,  I  will  eft;  6t  : 

But  you  fir  Thurio,  are  not  thai  p  enough : 
You  muft  lay  Lime,  to  tangle  her  defines 
By  wailfull  Sonnets,whofe  compofed  Rimes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  feiviccable  vows. 

Du.  I,  much  is  the  force  of  heaven-bred  Poefie. 
Pro.  Say  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 

You  faci  i*ice  your  tears,  your  fighes,  your  heart : 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry ;  and  with  your  tears 
Moift  it  again :  and  frame  fome  feeling  line, 
That  may  difcoverfuch  integiity  : 
For  Orpheus  Lute  was  ftrung  wich  Poets  finews, 
Whofe  golden  touch  could  foften  ftcele  and  ftones; 
Make  Tygeis  tame,  and  huge  Leviathans 
Forlake  unfounded  deeps,  and  dance  on  Sands. 

After  your  dire-lamenting  Elegies, 

Vilit  by  night  your  Ladies  chamber-window 
With  tome  fweet  confort';  To  their  Inftruments 
Tune  a  deploring  dump :  the  nights  dead  filence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  grievance  : 
This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Dh.  This  difcipline,  fhews  thou  haft  been  in  love. 
Th.  And  thy  pdvice,  this  night,  Tic  put  in  praftife : 

Therefore  fweet  Prothem,  my  dire£tion-giver, 
Let  us  into  the  City  p'  efently 

To  fort  fome  Gentlemen,  well  ski  I'd  in  Mufick. 
I  have  a  Sonnet,  that  will  fervcthe  turn 

To  give  the  on-fet  to  thy  good  advice. 
Du.  About  it  Gentlemen. 

T>ro.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Grace,till  after  Supper, 
And  afterward  determine  our  proceedings. 

Dh.  Even  now  about  it,  I  will  pardon  you,  Exettnt. 

Alius  Quartus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Valentine,  Speede,  and  certain  Out-laws. 
i.  OtitA.  Fellows,  ftand  faft :  I  fee  a  paflenger. 

2.  Out.  If  there  be  ten,  (hank  n©t ,  but  down  with'em. 

3 .  Out.  Stand  fir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  about'ye. 
If  not :  we'll  make  you  fir,  and  rifle  you. 

Sp.  Sir.  we  are  undone,;  thefeare  the  Villains 
That  all  the  Travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 

Val.  My  friends. 

i .  Out .  That's  not  fo,  fir :  we  are  your  enemies. 
1.  Out.  Peace :  we'll  hear  him. 
3.  Out .  I  by  my  beard  w  11  we :  for  he  is  a  proper  man. 
Val.  Then  know  that  I  have  little  to  lofe ; 

A  man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  adverfitie  : 
My  riches,  are  thefc  poor  habiliments, 
Of  which,  if  you  fhould  here  disfurnifh  me, 
You  take  the  fum  and  fubftance  that  I  have. 

2.  Out.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
V <tl.  To  Verona. 

i .  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
Val.  From  Mittain. 

3 .  Out.  Have  you  long  fojourn'd  there  ?  (ftaid, 
Val.  Some  fixteen  moneths ,  and  longer  might  have 

If  crooked  fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1 .  Out .  What,  were  you  banifh'd  thence  ? Val.  I  was. 

2.  Out.  For  what  offence  ? 
Val.  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe ; 

I  kil'd  a  man,  whofe  death  I  much  repent , 
But  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  fight, 
Without falfe  vantage,  or  hafe  treachery. 

1 .  Out.  Why  nere  repent  it,  :f  it  were  done  fo ; 

But  were  you  banifh'd  for  to  fmallafault  ? 
V al.  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  doom. 

2.  Out.  Have  ou  the  tongues  ? 

Val.  My  youthfull  travel,  therein  made  me  happy, 
Or  elfe  often  had  been  miferable. 

3.  Out.  By  the  bare  fcalpe  of  Robin  hoods  fat  Fryer, 
I  his  fellow  were  a  King,  for  our  wild  faftion. 

1 .  Out .  We'll  have  him  :  Sirs,  a  word. 
Sp.  Mafter,  be  one  of  them  : 

It's  an  honourable  kind  of  thievery. 
Val.  Peace  villain. 

2.  Out.  Tell  us  this :  have  you  any  things  to  take  to? 
Val.  Nothing  but  my  fortune, 

3.  Out.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  Gentlemen, 

Such  as  the  furie  of  ungovern'd  youth 
I  hruft  from  the  company  of  awfull  men. 
My  felf  was  from  FVrwfd  ban  fried, 
For  pra&ifingto  fteal  away  a  Lady, 

An  heir,  and  Neice  allide  unto  the  Duke. 
2.  Out.  And  I  from  CMantua,  for  a  gentleman, 

Who,  in  my  moode,I  ftab'd  unto  the  heart. 
1.  Out.  And  I,  for  fuch  like  petty  crimes  as  thefc. 

But  to  the  purpofe  :  for  we  cite  our  faults, 

That  they  may  hold  excus'd  our  la wlefs  lives; 

And  partly  feeing  you  are  beautifi'de With  goodly  fhape  ;  and  by  your  own  report, 

A  Linguift,  and  a  man  of  fuch  perfection,  ' 
As  we  do  in  our  quality  much  want. 

2.  Out.  Indeed  becaufe  you  are  a  banifh'd  man, There,  above  the  reft,  we  parley  to  you : 

Are  you  content  to  be  our  general  ? 
To  make  a  vertue  of  nccefiitie, 

And  live  as  we  do  in  the  wildernefs  ? 

3.  Out.  What  fai'ft  thou?  wilt  thou  be  of  onr  confort? 

Say  I,  and  be  the  captain  of  u=>  all : 

We'll  do  thee  homage,and  be  rul'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  Commander,  and  our  King. 

1.  Out] 
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i    Out.  But  if  thou  fcorne  our  curtefie,  thou  dyeft. 

z.  Out.  Thou  fhalt  not  live,  to  brag  what  we  have  of- 

Val.  I  take  your  offered  will  live  with  you,  fcr'd. 
Provided  that  you  do  no  outrages 

On  filly  women,or  poor  paffengers. 
?.  Out.  No,wedeteftfuchvilebafepraclifes. 

Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  Crewes, •And  fhew  thee  all  the  Treafure  we  have  got ; 

Which,  with  our  felves,  all  reft  at  thy  difpofe.  Exeunt 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Protheus,  Thurlo,  Julia ,  Hofi,MuJltlaniSilvia. 

Pro.  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  V dentine, 
And  now  Imuft  be  as  unjuft  toThurlo, 
Under  the  colour  of  commending  him, 
I  have  accefs  my  own  love  to  prefer. 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthkfs  gifts ; 
When  I  ptoreft  true  loyaltie  to  her, 
She  twits  me  with  my  falfehood  to  my  friend  ; 
When  to  her  beauty  I  commend  my  vowes, 
She  bids  me  think  how  I  have  been  forfworn 

In  breaking  faith  with  Julia,  whom  I  lov'd  ; 
And  notwithstanding  ail  her  fuddain  quips, 
The  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  lovers  hope : 

Yet  (Span;el-like)  the  more  fhe  fpurns  my  love, 
The  more  it  grows,  fawneth  on  her  ftill ; 
But  here  comes  Th»rlo  \  now  muft  we  to  her  window, 
And  give  fome  evening  Mufick  to  her  ear. 

Th.  How  now,  fir  ̂Protheus,  are  you  crept  before  us  ? 
'Pro.  I  gentle  Thurio,  for  you  know  that  love 

Will  creep  in  ie:  vice,  where  it  cannot  go. 
Thu.  I,  but  I  hope,  Sir,  that  you  love  not  here. 
Pro.  Sir,  but  I  do :  oi  elfe  I  would  be  hence. 
Thu.  Whom,  5 llvla  ? 

Pro.  I,  Silvia,  for  your  fake. 
Thu.  I  thank  you  for  your  own :  Now  Gentlemen 

Let's  turn  ;  and  too  it  luftily  a  while. 
Ho.  Now,  my  young  gueft;  me  thinks  you'r  allycholly: 

I  pray  you  what  is  it  ? 

Jit.  Many  ("mine  Kofi)  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry. 
Ho.  Come,  we'l  have  you  merry:  I'le  bring  you  where 

you  (hall  hear  Mufick  ,  and  fee  the  Gentleman  that  you 
ask'd  for. 

Ju.  But  I  fhall  hear  him  fpcak. 
Ho.  I  that  you  fhall. 
Ju.  Thr.t  will  be  Mufick. 
Ho.  Ha,k,  hark. 

Ju.  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

Ho.  I :  but  peace,  let's  hear'em. 

Song.  Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  is  (he  ? 
7  hat  all  our  Swains  commend  her  ? 

Holy,  fair,  aKd  wife  is  (he, 
The  heaven  fuch  grace  did  lend  her, 

that  (he  might  admired  be. 
Is  (he  kjnde  as  (he  is  fair  ? 
For  beauty  lives  with  kjndnef, 
Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair, 
To  help  him  of  his  bllndnef : 

*And  being  help'd,  Inhabits  there. Then  to  Silvia,  let  us  Jlng, 
That  Silvia  is  excelling ; 
She  excels  each  mortal  t  hing 
Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling. 

To  her  let  us  Garlands  bring. 

Ho.  How  now?  are  you  fadder  then  you  were  before; 
How  do  you,  man?  the  Mufick  likes  you  not. 

Ju.  You  miftake  ;  the  Mufiuan  likes  me  not. 
Ho.  Why,  my  pretty  youth  ? 
Ju.  He  plaies  falfe  (father.) 
Ho.  How,  out  of  tune  on  the  firings  ? Iu.  Not  fo:  but  yet 

Sofallethat  he  grieves  my  very  heart-firings. 
Ho.  You  have  a  quick  ear.  (heart. 
Iu.  I,  I  would  I  were  deaf  :  it  makes  me  have  a  flow 

Ho.  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  Mufick. 
Iu.  Not  a  whit,  when  it  ;ars  fo. 

Ho.  Hark  what  fine  change  is  in  the  Mufick* 
Iu.  I:  that  change  is  the  fpight. 
Ho.  You  would  have  them  alwaies  play  but  one  thin?. 
Iu.  I  would  alwaies  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 

But  Hoft,  doth  this  Sir  Protheus,  that  we  talke  on, 
Often  refort  unto  this  Gentlewoman  > 

Ho.  I  tell  you  what  Lannce  his  man  told  me, 
He  lov'd  her  out  of  all  nick. 

Iu.  Where  is  Lannce  ? 

Ho.  Gone  to  feek  his  dog,  which  to  morrow,  by  his 
Mafters  command  ,  he  muft  carry  for  a  prefent  to  his 

Lady. 

Iu.  Peace,  ftand  afide,  the  company  parts. 
Pro.  Sir  Thurlo,  fear  not  I  will  fo  plead, 

That  you  fhall  fay,  my  cunning  drift  excels. 
Th.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Pro.  At  Saint  (jregorieswdl. 
Th.  Farewell. 

Pro.  Madana :  good  ev'n  to  your  Ladifhip. 
Sll.  I  thank  you  for  your  Mufick  (Gentlemen) 

Who  is  that  that  Ipake  ? 

Pro.  One  (Lady)  if  you  knew  his  pure  hearts  truth, 
You  would  qi'ickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 

Sil.  Sir  Protheus. 

Pro.  Sir  Protheus  (gentle  Lady)  and  your  Servant. 

Sll.  What's  your  will? 
Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  ycurs. 

Sll.  You  have  your  wifh :  my  will  is  ever  this, 

That  prcfencly  you  hie  you  home  to  bed  : 

Thou  fubtile,  perjui'd,  falfe,  difloyal  man  : 
Think'ft  thou  I  am  fo  fhallow,  fo  conceitlefs, 
To  be  feduced  by  thy  flattery. 

That  has't  deceiv'd  fo  many  with  thy  vows  ? 
Return ,  return,  and  make  thy  love  amends : 
Forme  (by  this  pale  queen  of  night  I  fwear) 
I  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  requeft, 

That  I  defpife  thee,  for  thy  wrongfull  fuit ; 

And  by  and  by  intend  to  chide  my  fe'.f, 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro.  I  grant  (fweet  love)  that  I  did  love  a  Lady, 
But  fhe  is  dead. 

Iu.  'Twere  falfe,  if  I  fliould  fpeak  it ; 
Fori  am  fure  fhe  is  not  buried. 

5/7.  Say  that  fhe  be :  yet  V dentine  thy  friend 
Survives ;  to  whom  (thy  felf  art  witnefs) 

I  am  betroth'd  ;  and  art  thou  notafham'd 
To  wrong  him,  with  thy  importunacy  ? Pro. 
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Tro.  I  likcwiie  hear  that  V alentlne  is  dead. 

Sll.  And  lb  fuppofe  am  I  ;  for  in  his  grave 
Afiure  thy  felf,  my  love  is  buried. 

Pro.  Sweet  Lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth. 
S!l.  Go  to  thy  Ladies  grave  and  call  her  thence, 

Or  at  the  leaft,,  in  hers,  fepulchre  thine. 
Iul.  He  heard  not  that. 

Pro.  Madam :  if  your  heart  be  fo  obdurate : 
Vouchfafe  mc  yet  your  Picture  for  my  love, 
The  Picture  that  is  hanging  in  your  chamber : 

To  that  I'le  fpeak,  to  that  I'le  figh  and  weep : 
For  fince  the  fubflance  of  your  perfect  felf 
Is  elfe,  devoted,  I  am  but  a  fhadow  ; 

And  to  your  fhadow,  will  I  make  true  love. 

1  ul.  If  'twere  a  fubflance  you  would  fure  deceive  it, 
And  make  it  but  a  fhadow,  as  I  am. 

Sll.  I  am  very  loath  to  be  your  Idol  Sir ; 
But,  fince  your  falfehood  fhall  become  you  well 
To  worfhip  fhadows,  and  adore  falfe  fhapes, 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  Tie  fend  it  : 
And  fo,  good  reft. 

Tro.  As  wretches  have  ore-night 
That  wait  for  execution  in  the  morne.  Exeunt. 

ltd.  Ho  ft,  will  you  go  ? 

Ho.  By  n ly  hallidome,  I  was  faft  afleep. 

Iul.  Pray  you  where  lies  Sir  Protheus  > 
Ho.  Marry  at  my  houfe  : 

Truft  me,  I  think  'tis  almoft  day. 
Iul.  Not  fo :  but  it  hath  been  the  longeft  night 

That  ere  I  watch'd,  and  the  moft  heavieft.  Exeunt. 

Upon  whofe  faith  and  honour,  I  repofe. 

Urge  not  my  fathers  anger  {Eglamore') 
But  think  upon  my"grief  (  a  Ladies  grief) And  on  the  juftice  of  my  flying  hence, 
To  keep  me  from  a  mofl  unholy  match, 
Which  heaven  and  fortune  ftill  rewards  with  plagues. 
I  do  defirc  thee,  even  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  forrows,  as  the  Sea  of  fands, 

To  bear  me  company  and  go  with  me : 
If  not,  to  hide  what  I  havefaid  to  thee, 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

Eg.  Madam,  I  piety  much  your  grievances, 

Which,  fince  I  know  they  vertuoufly  are  plac'd , 
I  give  confent  to  go  along  with  you, 
Wreaking  as  little  what  betideth  me, 

As  much,  I  wifh  all  good  befortune  you. 
When  will  you  go  ? 

Sll.  This  evening  coming. 

Eg.  Where  fhall  I  meet  you  ? 
Sil.  At  Frier  Patrlckj  Cell, 

Where  I  intend  holy  confefiion. 
Eg.  I  will  not  fail  your  Ladifhip : 

Good  morrow  (gentle  Lady.) 

Sll.  Good  morrow,  kind  Sir  Eglamore.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta* 

Enter  Launee,  Prothew,  luliai  Silvia. 

Lau.  When  a  mans  fervant  fhall  play  the  Cur  with! 
him  ( look  you  )  it  goes  hard :  one  that  I  brought  up  of| 

a  puppy  :  one  that  I  fav'd  from  drowning,  when  three  orj four  of  his  blinde  brothers  and  filters  went  to  it :  I  have! 

taught  him  (  even  as  one  would  fay  precifely  ,  thus  I 

yvould  teach  a  dog  )  I  was  lent  to  deliver  him  ,  as  a  pre-  • 
fent  to  Miftris  Silvia ,  from  my  Mafter  5  and  I  came  no  j 

fooner  into  tbe  dyning-chamber  ,  but  he  fteps  me  to  her; 

Tiencher,  and  (teals her  Capons-leg:  O,  'tis  afoulej 
thing  ,  when  a  Cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  compa- 

nies :  I  would  have  (  as  one  fhould  fay  )  one  that  takes  up-  J 
on  him  to  be  a  dog  indeed  ,  to  be,  as  it  were ,  a  dog  at  all 
things.  If  I  had  not  had  more  wit  then  he  ,  take  a  fault 

upon  me  that  he  did  ,  I  think  verily  he  had  been  hang'd  j 
for't :  fure  as  I  live  he  had  fuffet'd  for't :  you  rtiall  judge  : 
He  thrufts  mc  himfelf  into  the  company  of  three  or 

four  gentleman-like-dogs ,  under  the  Dukes  tabk  :  he 
had  not  been  there  (  blefle  the  marke  )  a  piffing  while,  but 
all  the  chamber  Imelt  him :  out  with  the  dog  (  faies  one  ) 
what  cur  is  that  (  faies  another)  whip  him  out  (  faies  the 

third)  hang  him  up  (  faies  the  Duke. )  I  having  been  ac- 
quainted with  the  fmell  before,  knew  it  was  Crab  ;  and 

goes  me  to  the  fellow  that  whips  the  dogges  :  friend 

(  quoth  I )  you  mean  to  whip  the  dog  :  I  marry  do  I 

(  quoth  he  )  you  do  him  the  more  wrong  (  quoth  I  )  'twas 
I  did  the  thing  you  wot  of :  he  makes  me  no  more  adoe, 
but  whips  me  out  of  the  chamber :  how  many  Matters 
would  do  this  for  his  fervant  ?  nay,  Pie  be  fworne  I  have 
fat  in  the  flocks  for  puddings  he  hathftoln,  otherwife 
he  had  been  executed :  I  have  flood  on  the  Pillorie  for 

Geefc  he  hath  kil'd,  otherwife  he  had  fuffered  for't :  thou 
think'ft  not  of  this  now :  nay,  I  remember  the  trick  you 1 

ferv'd  me ,  when  I  took  my  leave  of  Madam  Silvia  •.  did not/ 

Scena  Tertiti* 

Enter  Eglamore,  Silvia. 

Eg.  This  is  the  hour  that  Ms  dam  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  minde  : 

That's  fome  great  matter  fhe'ld  employ  mc  in. 
Madam,  Madam. 

Sll.  Who  calls  ? 

Eg.  Your  fervant.  and  your  friend  ; 
One  that  attends  your  Ladifhips  command. 

Sll,  Sir  Eglamore,  a  thoufand  times  good  morrow. 

Sg.  As  many  (worthy  Lady)  to  your  felf: 
According  to  your  Ladifhips  impofe, 
I  am  thus  early  come,  to  know  what  fervicc. 
It  is  your  pleafure  to  command  me  in. 

Sll.  Oh  Eglamore,  thou  art  a  Gentleman : 
Think  not  I  flatter  (  for  I  fwear  I  do  not) 

Valiant,  wife,  remoi  fe-full,  well  accomplifh'd. 
Thou  art  not  ignorant  what  dear  good  will 

I  bear  unto  the  banifh'd  V Alentlne : 
Nor  how  my  father  would  enforce  me  marry 

Vrain  Thurlo  (whom  my  very  foulabhor'd) 
Thy  felf  haft  lov'd,  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay 
No  g.ief  did  come  fo  near  thy  heart, 

As  when  thy  Lady,  and  thy  true-love  di'de, 
Upon  whofe  Grave  thou  vow'dft  pure  chaftitie  ; 
Sir  EgLimore  :  I  would  to  Valentine 
To  Mantua,  where  I  hear,  he  makes  aboad  ; 
And  for  the  wayes  are  dangerous  to  pafs  , 
I  do  defirc  thy  worthy  company, 
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not  I  bid  the  ftill  marke  mc ,  and  da  as  I  do  ;  when  did'ft 
thou  fee  me  heave  up  my  leg,  and  make  water  againft  a 

Centlewomans  farthingale  ;  did'ft  thou  ever  lee  me  doe fuch  a  trick  ? 

Pro.  Sebaftian  is  thy  name :  I  like  thee  well, 
And  will  imploy  thee  in  fome  fervice  prefcntly. 

Ju.  In  what  you  pleafe,  I'le  do  Sir  what  I  can. 
Pro.  I  hope  thou  wilt. 

How  now  you  whor-fon  pezant-, 
Where  have  you  been  theie  two  dayes  loyteting  ? 

La.  Marry  Sir,  I  carrried  Miftris  Silvia  the  dog  you 
bad  me. 

Tro.  And  what  fayes  fhe  to  my  little  Jewel  ? 
La.  Marry  fhe  fayes  your  dog  was  a  cur,  and  tells  you 

currifh  thanks  is  good  enough  for  fuch  a  prefent. 

Pro.  But  fhe  receiv'd  my  dog  ? La,  No  indeed  fhe  did  not : 

Here  have  I  brought  him  back  again. 

Pro.  What,  did'ft  thou  offer  her  thisfrorh  me  ? 
Ls.  I  Sir,  the  other  Squirrill  was  (toln  from  mc 

By  the  hangmans  boy  in  the  market  place, 

And  then  I  ofFcr'd  her  mine  own,  who  is  a  dog 
As  big  as  ten  of  yours,  and  therefore  the  gift  the  greater. 

Pro.  Go,  get  the  hence,  and  find  my  dog  again, 
Or  ne're  retinn  again  into  my  fight. 
Away,  I  fa\  :  ftayeft  thou  to  vex  me  here  ; 

A  flave,  that  ftill  an  end,  turn's  mc  to  fhame.  Exit. 
Sebaftian,  \  have  entertained  thee, 

Partly  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  youth , 
That  can  with  fome  discretion  do  my  bufinefs : 

For  'tis  no  trufting  to  yond  foolifh  Lowt  \ 
But  chiefly,  for  thy  face,  and  thy  behaviour, 
Which  (if  my  Augury  deceive  me  not) 
Witnefsgood  bringing  up,  fortune,  and  truth  : 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 

Goprefently  and  take  this  Ring  with  thee, 
Deliver  it  to  Madam  Silvia  ; 

She  lov'd  me  well,  deliver'd  it  to  me. 
Jul.  It  fcems  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  token  : 

She  is-dead  belike  ? 
Pro.  Notfot  I  think  fhe  lives. 

Jul.  Alas. 

Pro.  Why  do'ft  thou  cry  alas  ? 
Jul.  I  cannot  choofe  but  pittyher. 

Pro.  Wherefore  fhould'ft  thou  pitty  her  ? 
Jul.  Becaufc,  methinks  that  fhe  lov'd  you  as  well 

As  you  do  love  your  Lady  Silvia  : 
She  dreams  on  him,  that  has  forgot  her  love ; 
You  dcaton  her,  that  cares  not  for  your  love. 

'Tis  pitty  Love  fhould  be  fo  contrary  » 
And  thinking  on  it,  makes  me  cry  alas. 

Pro.  Well :  give  her  that  King,  and  therewkhall 
This  Letter :  that's  her  chamber :  Tell  my  Lady, 
I  claim  the  promife  for  her  heavenly  Picture : 
Your  Meffage  done,  hy  e  home  unto  my  chamber, 
Where  thou  fhalt  find  me  fad,  and  folitarie.  Exit. 

Jul.  How  many  women  would  do  fuch  a  meflage  f 
Alas  poox  Pretheus,  thou  haft  entertain'd 
A  Fox,  to  be  the  Shepheard  of  thy  Lambs ; 
Alas,  poor  fool,  why  do  I  pitty  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  defpifeth  mc  ? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifeth  mtf, 
Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  muft  pitty  him. 
This  Ring  I  gave  him,  when  he  parted  from  me, 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will : 
And  now  I  am  (unhappy  Mcffenger) 

To  plead  for  that,  which  I  would  not  obtain  ; 

To  carry  that,  which  I  would  have  refus'd  ;  •  • 
To  praife  his  faith  which  I  would  have  difprai'sM. 
I  am  my  Mafters  true  confirmed  love, 
But  cannot  be  true  fervant  to  my  Mafter;, 

Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  traitor  to  my  ft  If.  j  - 
Yet  will  I  wooe  for  him,  but  yet  fo  coldly,  Enter. 

As  (heaven  it  knows)  I  would  not  have  him  fpeed.'S/'/wV 
Gentlewoman, good  day  :  I  pray  you  Be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  Madam  Silvia. 

Sil.  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  fhe  ? 

■  Jul.  If  you  be  fhe,  I  do  iatreat  your  patience 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  meffage  I  am  fent  on. 

Sil.  From  whom  ? 

Jul.  From  my  Mailer,  Sir  Prothem,  Madam, 
Sil.  Oh  :  he  fends  you  fqr  a  Picture  f 

Ju.  I,  Madam. Sil.  Urfula,  bring  my  Picture  there, 

Go,  give  your  Mafter  this ;  tell  him  from  me, 
One  Julia,  that  his  changing  thoughts  forgot, 

Would  better  fit  his  Chamber  y  then  this  Shadow.  ' 
Ju.  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufc  this  Letter  | 

Pardon  me  (Madam)  I  haveunadvis'd 
Deliver'd  you  a  paper  that  I  fhould  not  j ! 
This  is  the  Letter  to  your  Ladifhip. 

Sil.  I  pray  thee  let  me  look  on  that  again. 
Ju.  It  may  not  he :  good  Madam  pardon  me, 
Sil.  There,  hold : 

I  will  not  look  upon  your  Mafters  lines : 
I  know  they  are  ftuft  with  protcftations , 
And  full  of  new-found  oaths,  which  he  will  break 
As  cafie  as  I  do  tear  his  paper. 

Iu.  Madam,  he  fends  yourLadifhip  this  Ring. 
St.  The  more  fliame  for  him,  that  he  fends  it  me  j 

For  I  have  heard  him  fay  a  thoufand  times, 
His  lulia  gave  it  him,  at  his  departure  : 

Though  his  falfe  finger  have  prophan'd  the  Ring, 
Mine  fhall  not  do  his  lulia  fo  much  wrong, 

/*.  She  thanks  you. 

Si.  What  fai'ft  thou  ? 
Iu.  I  rhank  you  Madam,  that  you  tender  her : 

Poor  Gentlewoman,  my  Mafter  wrongs  her  mach. 
Si.  Do'ft  thou  know  her  ? 
Iu.  Almoft  as  well  as  I  do  know  my  felf. 

To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  do  proteft 

That  I  have  wept  a  hundred  feveral  times. 
Si.  Belike  fhe  thinks  that  Prothem  hath  forfook  her? 

Iu.  I  think  fhe  doth :  and  that's  her  caufe  of  forrow, 
Si.  Is  fhe  not  paffing  fair  ? 
Iu.  She  hath  been  fairer  ( Madam)  then  fhe  is, 

When  fhe  did  think  my  Mafter  lov'd  her  well ; 
She,  in  my  judgement,  was  as  fair  as  you. 
But  fince  fhe  did  neglect  her  looking  glafs, 
And  threw  her  Sumexpellirtg  Mafque  away, 

The  air  hath  ftarv'd  the  rofes  in  her  cheeks  j 

And  pinch'd  the  lilly-tincture  of  her  face That  now  fhe  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

Sil.  How  tall  was  fhe  > 

Iu.  About  my  ftature :  for  at  Penteeo!ty 
When  all  our  Pageants  of  delight  were  plaid, 

Our  youth  got  me.  to  play  the  womans  part, 
And  I  was  trim'ci  in  Madam  7«/^'jgowh, 
Which  ferved  mc  as  fit,  by  all  mens  judgements, 

As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me : 
Therefore  I  know  fhe  is  about  my  height; 
And  at  that  time  I  made  her  weep  agood, 

For 
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For  I  did  play  a  lamentaolc  part. 

(Madam) 'twas  tsfriadne,  paffioning 
FovThefetu  perjury,  and  unjuit  flight ; 
which  1  lb  lively  acted  with  my  tears : 

That  my  poor  Miltiis  moved  therewithal!, 
Wept  bitterly  :  and  would  I  might  be  dead, 
If  I  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  forrovv. 

Sil.  She  is  beholding  to  thee  (gentle  youth) 
Alas,  (poor  Lady)  delolate,  and  left ; 
I  weep  my  felf  to  think  upon  thy  words : 
Here  youth :  there  is  a  purfe  ;  I  give  thee  this 
For  thy  fweetMiftris  fake,  becaule  thou  lov'ft  her. 
Farewell.  Exit. 

Jul.  And  fhe  fhall  thank  you  for't,  if  ere  you  know 
A  vertuous  gentlewoman,  milde,  and  beautifull.  (her. 
I  hope  my  Mafters  fuit  will  be  but  cold, 
Since  lire  refpefts  my  Miftiis  lovefo  much. 
Alas,  how  love  can  trifle  with  it  fclf : 
Here  is  her  Picture:  let  me  fee,  I  think 
If  I  had  fuch  a  Tyre,  this  face  of  mine 

Were*  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers ; 

And  yet  the  Painter  flattei'd  her  a  little, 
Unlefs  I  flatter  with  my  felf  too  much. 
Her  hair  is  Aburne,  mine  is  perfect  Telloxv ; 
If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  love  , 

I'le  get  me  fuch  a  colour  d  Perriwig : 
Her  eyes  are  grey  as  gvafs,  and  fo  are  mine  : 

I,  but  her  fore-head's  low,  and  mine's  as  high  : 
What  fhould  it  be  that  he  refpedts  in  her, 
But  I  can  make  refpe6tive  in  my  felf, 

If  this  fond  love,  were  not  a  blinded  god  ?  • 
Come  fhadow,come,  and  take  this  fhadowup, 

For  'tis  thy  avail :  O  thou  fenfelefs  forme. 
Thou  {halt  be  worfhip'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd,  and  adoi'd ; 
And  were  there  fenfe  in  this  Idolatry, 
My  fubftance  fhould  be  ftatue  in  thy  ftead. 
Tie  life  thcekindly,  for  thymiftris  fake 

That  us'd  me  fo,  :  or  elfe  by  Jove,  I  vow. 
I  fhould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  unfeeing  eyes  ; 
|To  make  my  Matter  out  of  love  with  thee.  .  Exit. 

aAttus  Quintus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Eglamore,  Silvia. 

Egl.  The  Sun  begins  to  guild  the  Weftern  skie  , 
And  now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  Fryer  Patrickj  Cell  fhould  meet  me, 
Shewill  notfail ;  for  Lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time, 

So  much  they  fpur  their  expedition. 
See  where  fhs  comes :  Lady  a  happy  evening. 

Sil.  Amen,  Amen  :  go  on  (good  Egl 'amor  e) 
Out  at  the  Poltern  by  the  Abbey  wall ; 
.1  fear  I  am  attended  by  fome  Spies. 

Egl.  Fear  not :  the  Forreft  is  not  three  leagues  off, 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter. Thurio,  P rot  hem ,  Julia,  Duke. 

Th.  Si  r  Trotheui,  what  fa  yes  Silvia  to  my  fuit  > 

Pro.  Oh  Sir,  I  find  her  milder  then  fhe  was, 
And  yet  flie  takes  exceptions  at  your  perfon. 

Thu.  What  ?  that  my  leg  is  too  long  ? 
Pro.  No,  that  itis  too  little.  (der. 
Thu.  I'le  wear  a  Boot,  to  make  it  fornewhat  roun 
Pro.  But  love  will  not  be  fpurr'd  to  what  it  loath's. Thu .  What  fayes  fhe  to  my  face  ? 
Pro.  She  fayes  it  is  a  fair  one. 

Thu.  Nay  then  the  wonton  lies :  my  face  is  black. 
Pro.  But  Pearl's  are  fair  ;  and  the  old  faying  is, 

Black  men  are  Pearl's,  in  beauteous  Ladies  eyes. 
Thu.  Tis  true,  fuch  Pearl's  as  put  out  Ladies  eyes. For  I  had  rather  wink,  then  look  on  them. 
Thu.  How  likes  fhe  my  difcourfe  ? 
Pro.  Ill,  when  they  talke  of  war. 
But  well,  when.  I  difcourfe  of  love  and  peace. 
Jul.  But  better  indeed,  when  you  hold  your  peace. 
Thu.  What  fayes  fhe  to  my  valour  ? 
Tro.  Oh  Sir,  (lie  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 
Jul.  She  needs  not,  when  (he  knowes  it  cowardize. 

What  fayes  [he  to  ray  birth  ? 

That  you  are  well  deriv'd. True :  from  a  Gentleman  to  a  fool. 

Confiders  fhe  my  poflelfions  ? 
Oh  I and  pieties  them. 
Wherefoie  ? 

That  fuch  an.  Afs  fhould  owe  them. 
That  they  are  out  by  Leafe. 

Here  comes  the  Duke. 
How  now  fir  Protheus ;  how  now  Thnrio  ? 

Which  of  you  fay  faw  S;r  E glamors  of.  late  i Thu.  Not  I. 
Pro.  Not  I. 

Du.  Saw  you  my  daughter  ? Pro.  Neither. 
Du.  Why  then 

She's  fled  unto  the  pezant,  Valentine  ; 
And  Eglamore  is  in  her  companie. 
'Tis  true :  for  Frier  Laurence  met  them  both 

As  he,  in  penance  wander'd  through  the  Forreft : 
Him  he  knew  well :  and  gueft  that  it  was  fhe , 

But  being  mask'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it. 
Befides  fhe  did  intend  Confeflion, 

At  Patrickj  Cell  this  even,  and  there  fhe  was  not. 
Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence ; 
Therefore  I  pray  you  ftand  not  to  difcourfe , 
But  mount  you  prefently  ;  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  riling  of  the  Mountain  foot 
That  leads  toward  Mantuay  whither  they  are  fled : 
Difpatch(fweet  Gentlemen)  and  follow  me. 

Thu.  Why  this  it  is,  to  be  a  peevifh  Girl, 
That  flies  her  fortune  where  it  follows  her : 

I'le  after ;  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  Eglam*ret 
Then  for  the  love  of  reck-lefs  Silvia. 

Pro.  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvia's  lotc 
Then  hate  of  Eglamore  that  goes  with  her. 

Ju.  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofs  that  love 

Then  hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  love.       Exeunt.  I 

Thu. 

Pro. 

J»l. 

Thu. 
Pro. 
Thu. 

J*. 

Pro. 

J*. 

7)u. 

Scena  Tertia* 

Silvia ,  Out-lawes. 

I     I,'  Out.  Come,  come  be  patient. 

We 
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We  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captain. 

S  'd.  A  thoufand  more  mifchances  then  this  one 

Have  learn'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 
2  Out.  Come,  bring  her  away. 

i  Out .  Where  is  the  Gentleman  that  was  with  her. 

3  Out.  Being  nimble  footed,  he  hath  out-run  us. 

But  Moyft*  and  Valerius  follow  him  : 
Go  thou  thither  to  the  Weft  end  of  the  Wood, 

There  is  our  Captain  :  wce'l  follow  him  that's  fled, 
The  thicket  isbefet,  Vie  cannot  {cape. 

i  Out.  Come,  I  muft  bring  you  to  our  Captains,Cave. 
Fear  not  :  he  bears  an  honourable  mind  , 
And  will  not  ufe  a  woman  lawlefly . 

Sil.  O  Valentine  :  this  I  endure  for  thee. 
Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Valentine,  Protheus,  Silvia,  Julia,  Duke. 
Thurio,  Out-lawes. 

Val.  How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man  ? 

This  fhadowy  Defart,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  chen  flourilhing  peopled  towncs  : 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any, 

'  And  to  the  Nightingales  complaining  Notes  ; 
j  Tune  my  diftrefles,  and  record  my  woes. 
0  thou  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  breft, 

I  Leave  not  the  Manfion  fo  long  Tenantleffc, 
.  Left  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall , 

And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was, 

Repair  me  with  thy  prcfencc,  Silvia  : 
Thou  Gentle  Nymph,  chcrifh  thy  forlorn  Swain. 
What  hallowing,  and  what  ftirre  is  this  to  day  ? 
Thefe  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  wills  their  Law, 
Have  fome  unhappy  paflenger  in  chafe  ; 
They  love  me  well,  yet  I  have  much  to  doe 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages. 
Withdraw  thee  Valentine  :  who's  this  comes  here  ? 

Pro.  Madam,  this  fervicel  have  done  for  you, 

(Though  you  refpect  not  ought  your  fervant  doth) 
To  hazard  life,  and  refcue  you  from  him, 

That  would  have  fore'd  your  honour  and  your  love, 
Vouchfafe  me  for  my  meed,  but  one  fair  look  : 
(A  fmaller  boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
And  lefle  than  this  I  am  fure  you  cannot  give,) 

Val.  How  like  a  dream  is  this  ?  I  fee  and  hear : 

Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  a  while. 
Sil.  O  miferable  unhappy  that  I  am. 
Pro.  Unhappy  were  you  (Madam)  ere  I  came  : 

But  by  my  comming  I  have  made  you  happy. 

Sil..  By  thy  approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moft  unhappy. 
Iu.  And  me,  when  he  approacheth  to  your  prefence. 
Sil.  Had  I  been  feized  by  a  hungry  Lion, 

1  would  have  been  a  breakfa  ft  to  the  Beaft, 
Rather  than  have  falfe  Protheus  refcue  me  : 
0  heaven  be  judge  how  I  love  Valentine, 

Whofe  life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  foul , And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be) 
1  doe  deteft  falfe  perjur'd  Protheus  : 
Therefore  be  gone,  folicit  me  no  more. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  action,  flood  it  next  to  death, 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  ctlrae  look  : 

Oh,  'tis  the  etirfe  in  Love, and  ftill  appro v'd, 

X7_ 

When  women  cannot  love,  where  they're  oeicv'd. 
Sil.  When  Protheus  cannot  love,  where  he's  bclov'd 

Read  over  Iulla's  heart,  (thy  firft  Deft  Love) 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  didft  then  rend  thy  faith 
Into  a  thoufand  oathes ;  and  all  thofe  oathes , 
Defended  into  perjury  to  deceive  me , 
Thou  haft  no  faith  left  now,  unleffe  thou  dft  two, 

And  that's  far  worfe  than  none:  better  have  none 
Then  plurall  faith,which  is  too  much  by  one  : 
Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  fi  iend. 

Pro.  In  love, 

Who  i  efpe£ts  friend  ? 
Sil.  All  men  but  Protheus.  * 

Pro.  Nay,  if  the  gentle  fpnit  of  moving  '.voids 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form  ; 

I'le  move  you  like  a  Soldier,  at  armes  end, 

And  love  you  'gainft  the  nature  of  love  :  force  ye. Sil.  Oh  heaven. 

Pro.  Tie  force  thee  yield  to  my  defirc. 
V d.  Ruffian  let  go  chat  rude  uncivil  touch  , 

Thou  friend  of  an  ill  fafhion. 
Pro.  Valentine! 

Val.  Thou  common  friend,that!s  without  faith  or  love. 
For  fuch  is  a  friend  now  :  Though  treacherous  man, 

Thou  haft  beguil'd  my  hopes  ;  nought  but  mine  eye 
Could  have  perf waded  me  :  now  I  dare  not  fay 

I  have  one  friend  alive  j  thou  would'ft  difprovc  me: 
Who  fhould  be  tiufted  now,  when  ones  right  hand 
Is  perjured  to  the  bofome  ?  Protheus, 
I  am  forry  I  muft  never  truft  thee  more, 
But  count  the  world  a  ftranger  for  thy  fake : 

The  private  wound  i^decpeft:  ohtime,mcft  accurft  : 

'Mongft  all  foes,thaWt  friend  fhould  be  the  woift  ? 
Pro.  My  fhame  and  guilt  confounds  me  : 

Forgive  me  V alentine  :  if  hearty  forrow 
Be  a  fufficient  Ran  fome  for  offence , 

I  tender't  here  :  I  doe  as  truly  luffer ,  * Ase're  I  did  commit. 

V &l.  Then-  am  I  paid  : 

And  once  again,  I  doe  receive  thee  honeft  ; 

Who  by  repentance  is  not  fatisfied, 

Is  nor  of  heaven, nor  earth  ;  for  thefe  are  pleas'd  : 

By  Penkence  th'Etcrnai's  wrath's  appeas'd : 
And  that  my  love  may  apoear  plain  and  free  , 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia,  I  give  thee. 

Iu.  Oh  me  unhappy. 

Pro.  Look  to  the  Boy. 
Val.  Why,  Boy? 

Why  Wag :  how  now?  what's  the  matter  ?  look  up  I  fpeak. 
/«.Ogood  Sir,my  Maftercharg'd  me  todelive.  a  Ring 

to  Madam  Silvia:  which  (out  of  my  neglect)  was  never 
Pro.  Where  is  that  Ring  ,  Boy  ?  (done. 
Iu.  Here 'tis:  this  is  it. 
Tro.  How  ?  let  me  fee. 

Why  this  is  the  Ring  I  gave  to  lulia. 

Iu.  Oh,  cry  youirercy  fir, I  have  miftook  : 
This  is  the  Ring  you  fent  to  Silvia. 

Pro.  But  how  cam'ft  thou  by  this  Ring  ?  at  my  depart 
I  gave  this  unto  lulia. 

Iu.  And  lul'ia  her  felf  did  give  it  me. 
And  lulia  her  felf  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Pro.  How  ?  lulia  ? 

Iu.  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  oathes, 

And  entcrtaind'em  deeply  in  her  heart: 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root  ? 
Oh  Protheus,  let  this  habit  make  thee  blufh. 
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3.  thou  afham'd  that  I  have  took  upon  me, 
Such  an  immodcft  rayment :  if  ihame  live 
Tn  a  difguifc  of  love  ? 
Ic  is  the  leffer  blot  modefty  finds, 

Women  to  change  their  fhapes,  than  men  their  minds. 

Tro.  Than  men  their  minds?  'tis  ttue,oh  hcaven,wcre 
Man  but  coaftnnt,  he  were  perfect  ;  that  one  errour 

Fills  him  with  faults :  makes  him  run  through  all  th'fins ; 
Inconftancy  falls  off  ere  it  begins : 
What  is  in  Silvia  s  face,  but  I  may  fpie 
More  fiefh  in  Julias  with  a  conftant  eye  ? 
V al.  Come,  come  :  a  hand  from  either  : 

Let  mc  be  blcft  to  make  This  happy  clofe  : 

'Twere  pity  two  fuch  friends  fhould  be  long  foes. 
Pro.  Bear  witnefle  (heaven)  I  have  my  wi/h  for  ever. 
Iul.  And  I  mine. 

Out-l.  A  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize.  » 
Val.  Forbear, forbear  I  fay  :  it  is  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  difsirac'd, n      .    i  .  Of Banifhcd  Valentine. 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine  ? 

Thu.  Yonder  is  Silvia  :  and  Silvia's  mine. 
V al,  Thurlo  give  back  ;  or  elfe  imbrace  thy  death  : 

Comenot  within  themeafure  of  my  wrath  : 
Doe  not  name  Silvia  thine  :  if  once  again, 
V erona  fhall  not  hold  thee :  here  (he  ftands, 
Take  but  poffeflion  of  her,  with  a  Touch  : 
I  dare  thee,  but  to  breathe  upon  my  Love. 

Thur.  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I : 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool  that  will  endanger 
His  body,  for  a  Girl  that  loves  him  not : 

I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  fhe  isfhine. 
Duk.  The  more  degenerate  anfroafc  art  thou, 

To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done, 
And  leave  her  on  fuch  flight  conditions. 

Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  Anceftry, 
I  doe  applaud  thy  fpirit  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  Emprcffe  lo  ve  : 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  °riefs , 
Cancell  all  grudge,  repeal  the  home  again, 
Plead  a  new  ftate  in  thy  arrival'd  merit, 
To  which  I  thus  fubferibe    Sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  Gentleman  and  well  deriv|d, 

Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  deferv'd  her. 
V ml.  I  thank  your  grace,  the  gift  hath  made  me  hap- 

I  now  befeech  you  (for  your  Daughters  fake)  (py  ; 
To  grant  one  Boon  that  I  fhall  aske  of  you. 

Dtikj.  I  grant  it  for  thine  own  what  ere  it  be. 

V al .  Th'efe  banifh'd  men,  that  I  have  kept  withall, 
Are  men  endu'd  with  worthy  qualities : 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 

And  let  them  be  recall'd  from  their  exile  : 

They  are  reform'd,  civil,  full  of  good, 
And  fit  for  great  imployment  (worthy  Lord.) 

Dnk.  Thou  haft  p.revaird,  I  pardon  them  and  thee  : 

Difpofe  of  them,  as  thou  know'ft  their  deferts. 
Come,  let  us  go,  we  will  include  all  jarrs, 
With  Triumphs,  Mirth,  and  all  folemnity. 

Val. 

And  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  our  difcourfe,to  make  your  grace  to  fmile,. 
What  think  you  of  this  Page  (my  Lord  ?  ) 

Dukj.  I  think  the  Boy  hath  grace  in  him,  he  blufhes. 
V d.  I  warrant  you  (my  Lord)  more  grace  then  Boy. 
JDukj.  What  mean  you  by  that  faying  ? 
V al.  Pleafe  you,  Pic  tell  you  as  we  paffe  along , 

That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned  : 

Come  Vrothem,  'tis  your  penance  but  to  hear 
The  ftory  of  your  Loves  discovered. 
That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  fhall  be  yours , 
One  feaft,  one  houfe,  one  mutuall  happineffe.  Exeunt. 

The  Names  q(  the  A&ours. 

>The  tTvo  Gentlemen, 

Duke :  Father  to  Silvia, 

Valentine. 

Prothtus. 

K^fnthonio :  Father  to  Protheus. 

Thurio :  a  foolifh  rivallto  Valentine. 

Eglamore:  A  gent  for  Silvia  in  her  efcape. 

Ho  ft,  "where  lulia  lodges. 

Ottt-Ialves  "With  Valentine. 

Speed:  0/ clo7t>ni/h fervant  to  Valentine. 
Launce,  the  like  to  Protheus, 

Panthion  :  fervant  to  Antonio. 

Iulia :  beloved  of  Protheus. 

Silvia :  beloved  of  Valentine. 

Lucetta :  Waiting-loom  an  to  lulia. 
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Slen. 
Shal. 

Enter  Tttfiice  Shallow,  Slender,  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  M&r 

fier  Page,  Falftaffe,  Bardolph,  Njm,  Pifioll,  Anne 
Page,Miflrejfe  Ford,  Miftrefie  P*gt,  Simple. 
Shallow. 

Ir  Hugh,  pcrfwadc  me  not :  I  will  make  a  Star- 
Chamber  matter  of  it,  if  he  were  twenty  Sir 

John  Falttaffes,  he  (hall  not  abufe  %obert 
Shallow,  Efquire.  (Coram. 

In  the  County  of  GloceJter,Ju(\kz  of  Peace,  and 
1  (Couftn  Slender)  and  Cuft-alorum. 

I,  and  Rato-loium  too  ;  and  a  Gentleman  born  (Ma- 
er  Parfon)  who  writes  himfelf  Armlgero,,  in  any  Bill, 

Warrant,  Quittance,  or  Obligation,  %/frmigero. 
Shal.  I  that  I  do,  and  have  done  any  time  thefe  three 

undred  yeares. 

Slen.  All  his  Succeflors  (gone  before  him)  have  don't : 
and  all  his  Anceftors  (that  come  after  him)  may:  they 
may  give  the  dozen  white  Luces  in  their  Coat. 

Shal.  It  is  an  old  Coat. 
Evans.  The  dozen  white  Lowfcs  doe  become  an  old 

Coat  well :  it  agrees  well  paffant :  it  -is  a  familiar  beaft  to 

man,  and  fignifiesLov'e. 
Shal.  The  Luce  is  the  frefh-fifh,  the  falt-filh,  is  an 

old  Coat. 

Slen.  I  may  quarter  (Coz.) 
Shal.  You  may,  by  marrying. 
Evans.  It  is  marrying  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 
Shal.  Not  a  whit. 

Evans.  Yes  per-lady :  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your  Coat, 
there  is  but  three  skirts  for  your  felf,  in  my  fimple  conje- 

ctures :  but  that  is  all  one  :  if  Sir  John  Faljlaffe  have 
committed  difparagements  unto  you,  I  am  of  the  Church 
and  will  be  glad  to  doe  my  benevolence,  to  make  atone- 

ments and  compremifes  between  you. 
Shal.  The  Council  fhall  hear  it,  it  is  a  Riot. 
F>van.  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  of  a  Riot :  there 

is  no  fear  of  Got  in  a  Riot:  The  Council  (look  you) 
fhall  defire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got ,  and  not  to  hear  a 
Riot :  take  you  viza-ments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha ;  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again*  the fword  fliould  end  it. 

EvansK  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and  end 
it :  and  there  is  alfo  another  device  in  my  prain,  which 
peradventure  prings  good  difcretions  with  it.  There  is 
Anne  Page,  which  is  daughter  to  Matter  Thomas  Page, 
which  is  pretty  virginity. 
,  Slen.  Miftrefle  Anne  Page}  fhe  has  brown  hair,  and 
fpeaks  like  a  woman. 

Evans.  It  isthat  ferry  peifon  for  all  the  o;ld,as  juft  as 
yo#  will  defire,  and  feven  hundred  pounds  of  monies.and 

gold,&  filver,  is  her  Grand-fire  upon  his  deaths-bed,  (Got 
deliver  to  a  joyful  Refurrccl:ions)give,when  fhe  is  able  to 
overtake  feventeen  years  old.  It  were  a  good  motion,  if 

we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a  marriage 
between  Mafter  Abraham,  and  Miftrefle  Anne  Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  Grand-fire  leave  her  feven  hundred 

pound  ? 
Evans.  I,  andher  Father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny. 
Slen.  I  know  the  young  Gentlewoman,  lhe  has.  good 

gifts. 
Evans.  Seven  hundred  pounds,  and  polfibility  is  goot 

gifts. 
Shal.Wdl  let  us  fee  honeft  Mr.  Page-.ls  Faljiaffe  there? 
Svans.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie .?  I  doe  defpile  a  liar,  as  I 

dee  defpifc  one  that  is  falfe,or  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not 
true  :  the  Knight  Sir  John  is  there,  and  I  befeech  you  be 
ruled  by  your  well-willers :  I  will  peat  the  door  for  Ma- 

fter Page.  What  hoa  ?  Got  blefle  your  houfe  here. 

Mr.  Page.  Who's  there  ? 
Evans.  Here  is  got's  plefling  and  your  friend,and  Ju- 

ftice  Shallow,  and  here's  young  Mafter  Slender  r  that 
peradventures  fhall  tell  you  another  tale^  if  matters  prow 

to  your  likings. 
Mr.  Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfhips  well :  I 

thank  you  for  my  Venifon,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  MaL\t\  Page,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  :  much  good 

doe  it  your  good  heart :  I  wiih'd  your  Venifon  better,  it 
was  ill  kill'd  :  how  doth  good  Miftrefle  Page}and  I  thank 
you  alwayes  with  my  heart,  la  :  with  my  heart. 

CMr.  Page  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Shal.  Sir,  I  thank  you  :  by  yea  and  no  I  doe. 

M.  TAge,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  good  Mafter  Slender. 

Slen.  How  do's  your  fallow  Greyhound,  Sir*  I  heard 
fay  he  was  out-run  on  Cot  [ale. 

M.  Ta:  It  could  not  be  judg'J  fir. 
Slen.  You'll  not  confefle,  you'll  not  confefle. 

Shal.  That  he  will  not,  'us  your  fault,  'tis  your  fault: 'cisa  good  dog. 

M.  Page.  A  Cur  fir. 

Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  Dog,  and  a  fair  Do£,  can  there 
be  more  faid  ?  he  is  good, and  fair.  Is  Sir  John  Faljlaffe 
here  ? 

M.  P*gt.  Sir,  he  is  within  ;  and  I  would  I  could  dee 
a  good  office  between  you. 

Evan,  It  isfpoke  as  a  Chriftians  ought  to  fpeak, 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me  (Mafter  P<ige.) 
\JM.  Page.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confeffe  it. 

D  2  Shal. 
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Shiil.  If  it  be  itonfelied,  i;  is  not  rcdrctTed  ;  is  not  that 

b  (  M.  Page  ? )  he  nach  wrong'd  me,  indeed  he  hath,  at 
I  word  he  hath:  believe  me,  Robert  Shallow  Efquire, 

faith  he  is  wrong'd. tJWa.Pa.  Here  comes  Sir  Wmii* 

Fal.  Now,  Mailer  Shallow,  you'll  complain  of  mc  to 
the  Kin»  ? 

Shal.  Knight ,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  kill'd  my 
Deer,  and  bro  ,e  open  my  Lodge. 

Fal,  But  not  kifs'd  your  Keepers  Daughter  ? 
Shal.  Tut  a  pin  :  this  fhal)  beanfwer'd*  ,. 
Fal.  I  will  anfwer  it  ftraight,  I  have  done  all  this : 

That  is  now  anfwer'd 

Shal.  The  Council  {"hail  know  this  : 

Fal.  'Twere  better  for  you  if  it  were  known  in  coun- 
fell  :you'ilbelaugh'd  at. 

Szans.  Paucaverba  ;  (Sir  John)  good  worts. 

Fal,  Good  worts  ?  good  Cabbad\?,e  •,  Slender ,  I  broke 
your  head  :  what  matter  have  you  againft  me  ? 

Slen.  Marry  Sir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  againft  you, 
and  againft  your  Cony-catching  Rafcals ,  Bardolph  , 
rfym,  and  Piftoll. 

Bar.  You  Banbury  Cheefe. 
Slen.  I,  it  is  no  matter. 

Pift.  How  now,  Mephottophilus  ? 
Slen.  I,  i:  is  no  matter. 

A^«;.Slice,I  ray,  panca,pauca  :  Slicejthat's  my  humor. 
Slen.  Where's  Simple  my  man  ?  can  you  tel!,Coufin? 
Evans. Vz&cz\  pray  you :  now  le:  us  understand ;  there 

is  three  Umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand  ;  that  is, 
Mafter  Page  (fidelicet  Mafter  Page)  and  there  is  my  fclf, 

(fidelicet  my  felf)  and  the  three  party  is  (laftly,  and  fi- 
nally) mine  Hoft  of  the  Gater. 

M.  Pa.  We  three  to  hear  it, and  end  it  between  them. 

Evan.  Ferry  goo't,  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my 
Note-book,  and  we  will  afterwards  orke  upon  the  caufe, 
with  as  great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.  Piftoll.  , 
.  Pift.  He  heares  with  eares, 

Evan.  The  Tevil  and  his  Tarn,  what  phrafe  is  this 
he  heares  with  ear  ?  why  it  is  affectations. 

Fal.  Piftcll,  did  you  pick  M.  Slenders  purfe  ? 

Slen.  I,  by  thefe  gloves  did  he,  or  I  would  I  might  ne- 
ver come  in  mine  own  great  chamber  again  elfe,  of  feven 

groats  in  Mill-fixpences,  and  two  Edward  Shovclbcards, 
that  coft  me  twofhilling  and  two  pence  a  piece»  of  Tead 
Miller :  by  thefe  gloves. 

Fal.  Is  this  true  Piftoll  ? 

Evan.  No,  it  ;s  falfe,  if  it  is  a  pick-  purfe;, 
Pift.  Ha,  thou  Mountain  Forreigner :  Sir  John,  and 

Mafter  mine,  I  combate  challenge  of  this  Latine  Bilboc : 
word  of  denyall  in  thy  labras  here;  word  of  denial!, 
froth,  and  faun  thou  lyeft. 

Slen.  By  thefe  gloves^  then  'twas  he. 
Nym.  Be  avis'd  fir,  and  palTe  good  humours :  I  will 

fay  marry  trap  with  you,  if  you  run  the  nut-hooks  hu- 
mour on  mc,  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slen.  By  this  Hat,  then  he  in  the  red  face  had  it  :for 
though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made 
me  drunk ,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  AlTe. 

Fal.  What  fay  you  Scarlet  and  lohn  ? 
I    Bar.  Whyfir(for  mypart)!  fay  the  Gentleman  had 
drunk  himfelf  out  of  his  five  fentences. 

Evans.  It  is  his  five  fences :  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is. 

Bar.  And  being fap,  fir,  was  (as  they  fay )  calheer'd  : 
and  fo  conclufions  paft  the  Car-eires. 

come, 

Come  gentle- 

st. I,you  fpake  in  Latine,  then  too  :  but  'tis  no  mat- 
ter :  FJe  ne'rebc  drunk  whiTft  I  live  asain,  but  in  honeft, 

civil  godly  company  for  this  crick:"  If  I  be  drunk,  l'le be  drunk  with  thofethat  have  the  fear  of  God,  and  not with  drunken  knaves. 

Evan.  Sogot-udge  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  mind. 
Fal.  You  hear  all  thefe  matters  deny'd,  Gentlemen 

you  hear  it. 
M.  Page.  Nay  daughter  carry  the  Wine  in  ,  wee'll drink  within. 

Slen.  Oh  heaven  :  This  is  Miftrelfe  Anne  Page. 
M.  Page.  How  now  MiftrelTe  Ford  ? 
F al.  MiftrelTe  Ford,  by  my  troth  you  arc  very  well 

met :  by  your  leave  good  MiftrelTe. 
M.  Page.  Wifc,bid  thefe  Gentlemen  welcome 

we  have  a  hot  Venifon  Pafty  to  dinner 
men,  I  hope  we  fliall  drink  down  all  unkindnetTe. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  then  forty  fhillings  I  had  my  book 
of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here :  How  now  Simple,  where 
have  you  been  ?  I  muft  wait  on  my  felf,  mufti  ?  you  have 
not  the  book  of  Riddles  about  you,  have  you  ? 

Sim.  Book  of  Riddles,  why  did  you  not  lend  it  to 
Alice  Short-cake  upon  Alhallowmas  laft ;  a  fortnight  a- 
fore  Michaelmas. 

Shal.  Come  Coz,  come  Coz,  we  flay  for  you :  a  word 

with  you  Coz  :  marry  this,  Coz :  there  is  as  'twere  a  ten- 
der, a  kind  of  tender,  made  a  far  off  by  Sir  Hugh  here  : 

doe  you  underftand  me  ? 
Slen.  I  Sir,  you  (hall  find  me  reafonable  ;  if  it  be  fo, 

I  fliall  doe  that  is  reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  but  underftand  mc. 
Slen.  So  I  doe  Sir. 

Evan.  Give  ear  to  his  motions;  (M.  Slender)  I  will 
description  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 

Slen.  Nay,  I  will  doe  as  my  Coufin  Shallow  fayes  :  I 

pray  you  pardon  me,  he's  a  Juftice  of  Peace  in  his  Coun 
trey,  fimple  though  I  ftand  here. 

Evan.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion  :  the  queftion  is 
concerning  your  marriage. 

Shal.  I,  there's  the  point  Sir. 
Evan.  Marry  is  it :  the  very  point  of  it,  to  M.An.Page. 
Slen.  Why  if  it  be  fo  ;  I  will  marry  her  upon  any  rea- 

fonable demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affe&ion  the  'o-man,  let  us  com- 
mand to  know  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your  lips :  for 

divers  Philofopheis  hold,  that  the  lips  is  parcell  of  the 
mouth :  therefore  precifely,  can  you  marry  your  good  will 
to  the  maid  ? 

Shal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her  ? 
Slen.  I  hope  fir,  I  will  doe  as  it  fliall  become  one  that 

would  doc  reafon. 

Evan.  Nay  got's  Lords  and  his  Ladies,  you  muft  fpeak 
poftitable,  if  you  can  carry-hcr  yourdehrcs  towards  her. 

Shal.  That  you  mult : 

Will  you  (upon  good  dowry)  marry  her  ? 
Slen.  \  will  doe  a  greater  thing  then  that,  upon  your 

requcft  (Coufin)  in  any  reafon. 
Shal.Nay,  conceive  me,conccivc  me,(f\\eet  CoZ:)what 

I  doe  is  to  pleafure  you  (Coz)  can  you  love  the  Maid  ? 
Slen.  I  will  marry  her  (Sir)  at  your  rcqueft  ;  but  if  there 

be  no  great  love  in  the  beginning ,  yet  Heaven  may  de- 1 
creafe  it  upon  better  acquaintance,  when  we  arc  marryed,  j 
and  have  more  occafion  to  know  one  another:  I  hope] 
upon  familial ity  will  grow  more  content:  but  if  you  fay  J 

marry-her,  1  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  dilTolvcd,' and  diffolutely. 

Evan^ \ 
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Evan,  It  \$z  Ferry  discretion  anfwer :  lave  the  fall  is 

in  th'ord  dilTolutely  :  the  ort  is  (according  to  our  mean- 

ing) refolutely  :  his  meaning  is  good. 

Sb.  1,1  think  my  Coufin  meant  well. 

SI.  I,  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hang'  (la.) 
Sh.  Here  comes  fair  Miltrelfe  Anne  ;  would  I  were 

young  for  your  fake,  Miftrefie  Anne. 
An.  The  dinner  is  on  the  Table,  my  Father  defires 

your  Worfhips  company. 
Sb.  I  will  wait  on  him,(fairM  fcetteAnne.)  (Grace. 

Evan.  Od's  pleffed  will :  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
An.  Wil't  pleafe  your  Worfhip  to  come  in,  Sir  > 
SI.  No,  I  thank  you  fot  footh  heartily  ;  I  am  very  well. 
An.  The  Dinner  attends  you  fir. 
SI.  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you  Forfooth  :  go 

Sirrha,  for  all  you  are  my  man,  go  wait  upon  my  Coufin 
Shallow  :  a  Jufiicc  of  Peace  fometimc  may  be  beholding 
to  his  friend  for  a  man  ;  I  keep  but  three  men  and  a  Boy 

vet,  till  my  Mo'hcr  be  dead :  but  what  though,  yet  I  live 
poor  Gentleman  born. 
An.  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  Worfhip ;  they 

will  not  fit  till  you  eome. 
SI.  Ffaith,rie  eat  nothing:  I  thank  you  as  much  as 

thcughl  did. 
An.  I  pray  you  fir  walk  in. 

SI.  I  had  rather  walk  here  (I  thank  you)  I  bruiz'd 
my  lhin  th'other  day,  with  playing  at  Sword  and  Dag- 
er  with  a  Mafterof  Fence  (three  veneysfora  difli  of 

ew'd  Prunes)  and  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  abide  the  fmell 
of  hot  meat  fince.  Why  doe  your  dogs  bark  fo  >  be  there 
•ears  ith'Town? 

An.  I  think  there  are,  Sir,  I  heard  them  talk'd  of. 
SI.  I  love  the  fport  well,  but  I  fhall  as  foon  quarrellat 
as  any  man  in  England  :  you  arc  afraid  if  you  fee  the 

lear  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 
An.  I  indeed  Sir. 

SI.  That's  meat  and  drink  to  me  now  :  I  have  feen 
S acker f on  loofe  twenty  times,  and  have  taken  him  by  the 

Chain  :  but  (I  warrant  you)  the  women  have  fo  cri'd  and 
ireektat  it,  that  itpaft:  But  women  indeed  cannot  a- 

ride'em,  they  are  very  ill-favour'd  rough  things. 
M.Pa.Comz  gentle  M.Slender,  come:  we  ftay  for  you. 

SI.  I'le  eat  nothing  I  thank  you  Sir. 
M.  Pa.  By  Cock  and  Pye  you  fhall  not  choofc  Sir : 

come,  come. 

SI.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  way. 
Af.Pa.  Come  on  Sir. 

SI.  MiftreiTe  Anne,  your  felf  fhall  go  firft. 
An.  Not  I  Sir,  pray  you  keep  on. 
SI.  Truly  I  will  not  go  firft :  truly-Ia  :  I  will  not  doe 

you  that  wrong. 
An.  I  pray  you  Sir.  . 

SU  Tie  rather  be  unmannerly  then  troublefome :  you 
doe  your  felf  wrong  indeed-la.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 

E^an.  Go  your  wayesand  ask  of  Doctor  Cat  us  houfe, 
which  is  the  wayjand  there  dwells  one  MiftrelFe  Quickly, 
which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  Nurfe;  or  his  dry-Nurfe;or 
his  Cook  ;  or  his  Laundry ;  his  Wafher,  and  his  Ringer. 

Sim.  Well  Sir.  
0 

Evans.  Nay, it  is  petteryet:  give  her  thisleuer ;  for 
it  is  a  '  oman  that  altogether  acquaintance  with  Miftrefi 
Page  •  and  the  Letter  is  fo  defire,  and  require  her  to  fo- 
licite  your  Mafters  defires  to  Miftrefs  Anne  Page  :  I  pray 

you  he  gone:  twill  make  an  end  of  my  dinner;  there's 
Pippins  and  Cheefe  to  come.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia* 

Enter  Falstafe,  Hoft,  Bardolfe,  Njm.  <plftoll.  Page. 
Fal.  Mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter  .? 

Ho.  What  fayes  my  Bully  Rook  ?  fpeak  Schoilarly, and  wifely. 

Fal.  Truly  mine  Hoft  ;  I  muft  turn  away  fome  of  rhy followers. 

Ho.  Difcard,  (Bully  Hercules)  cafheer;  let  them  wag; 
trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  pounds  a  week.  \ 

Ho.  Thou'rt  an  Emperour  (C  afar, Keif  or  and  Thae- 
z,ar)  I  will  entertain  Bardolfe :  he  will  drawj,  he  will 
tap,faid  I  well  (  Bully  Heller  ?) 

Fa.  Doe  fo(good  mine  Hoft.) 

Ho,  I  have  fpoke,  let  him  follow let  mc  fee  thee 
froth  and  live  :  I  am  at  a  word  :  follow. 

Fal,  Bardolfe  Follow  him,  a  Tapfter  is  a  good  trade  : 

an  old  Cloake  makes  a  new  jerkin ;  a  wi^her'd  Serving- 
man,  a  Frcfh  Tapfter,  go,  adieu. 

Ba.  It  is  a  life  that  I  have  defir'd  :  I  will  thrive, 
Plft.O  bafe  hungarian  wight:Wilt  thou  the  Spigot  weild 
Nl.Hz  was  gotten  in  drink:is  not  the  humor  conceited. 

Ba.  I  am  glad  I  am  fo  acquit  of  this  Tinderbox :  his 
Thefts  were  too  open  ;  his  filching  was  like  an  unskilfull 
Singer,  he  kept  not  time. 

Ni.  The  good  humour  is  to  fteal  at  a  minutes  reft. 

Plft.  Convey,  the  wife  it  call :  Steal  ?  foh :  a  fi'co  For 
the  phrafe. 

Fa.  Well  firs,  I  am  almoft  out  at  heels. 

Pift.  Why  then  let  Kibes  enfue. 
fV.Thcrc  is  no  remedy:!  nluft  conicatch,I  riuift  fhift. 

Plft.  Young  Ravens  muft  have  food. 
Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  Town  .? 
Plft.  I  ken  the  wight,  he  is  of  fubftance  good. 
Fal.  My  honeft  Lads,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  tbout. 

Plft.  Two  yards  and  more. 
Fal.  No  quips  now  Plftoll :  ( Indeed  I  am  in  the 

Wafte  two  yards  about  i  but  I  am  now  about  no  wafte,  I 

am  about  thrift :  )  briefly,  I  doe  mean  to  make  love  to 
Fords  wife  :  I  fpie  entertainment  in  her :  fhe  difcourfes : 
fhe  carves :  fhe  gives  the  leere  of  invitation  :  I  can  con- 
ftrue  the  action  of  her  familiar  ftile,and  the  hardeft  voice 

of  her  behaviour  (to  be  englifh'd  right)  is,  /  am  Sir  John Falttafes. 

Plft.  He  hath  ftudied  her  will  ;  and  tranflated  her 
will out  of  honefty  intoEngltfh. 

Ni.  The  Anchor  is  deep  will  that  humour  paffe  > 

Fal.  Now,  the  report  goes,  fhe  has  all  the  rule  ©f  her 
Husbands Purfe  .•  he  hath  a  legend  of  Angels.  . 

PlsTr.  As  many  devils  entertain  -•  and  to  her  Boy  fay  I. 
Ni .  The  humor  rifes  .*  it  is  good :  humor  me  the  Angels. 
Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  Letter  to  herjand  here  ano- 

ther to  Pages  wife,  who  even  now  gave  me  good  e^es 

too  ;  examin'd  my  parts  with  moft  judicious  illiads.-fome- 
times  the  beam  of  her  view,  guided  my  foot:fometimes 

my  portly  belly.  D  5  Pi" 
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'f  he  merry  Wives  of  VVindfor. 

Fiji.  Then  did  the  Sun  on  Dung-hill  fhine.  I 
Ni.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humour. 

Fal.  O  the  did  fo  courfe  o're  my  exteriours  with  fuch 
j  a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye,  did  fceni 

i  to  fcorch  me  up  like  a  buining-glafle  :  here's  another 
Letter  to  her  :  She  bears  the  Punt  too  :  She  is  a  Region 

in  Gniana  •  all  gold  and  bounty  :  I  will  be  Cheateis  to 
them  both,  and  they  fhall  be  Exchequeis  to  me:  they 

("hall  be  my  Eaft  and  Weft-Indies,  and  I  will  trade  to 
them  both  :  Go,  bear  thou  this  Letter  to  Miftrefle  Page  ; 
and  thou  th  s  to  Miftrefle  Ford  :  we  will  thrive  (Lads)  we 
will  thrive. 

Pijl.  Shall  I  Sir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become  , 
And  by  my  fide  wear  Steel  ?  then  Lucifer  take  all. 

Ni.  I  will  run  no  bate  humour :  here  take  the  humour- 
Letter  ;  I  will  keep  the  haviourof  reputation. 

Fal.  Hold  Sirrhn, !  car  you  thefe  Letters  rightly, 
Sail  like  my  Pinnace  to  thefe  golden  fhores. 
Rogues,  hence, avaunt,  vanilh  like  halftones;  go, 

Tiudge  ;  plod  away  oth'  hoof,  feck  flicker,  pack  : 
j  Faljlaffe  will  learn  the  honour  of  the  age, 
French-thrift,  you  Rogues,  my  felf,  and  skirted  Tage. 

Pijl.  Let  Vultures  gripe  thy  guts , ;  for  gourd ,  and 
Fullam  holds:&high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor, 
Tefter  Tie  have  in  Pouch  when  thou  fhalt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk. 

Ni.  I  have  operations, 
Which  be  humours  of  revenge. 

Pijl.  Wilt  thou  revenge  ? 
Ni.  By  Welkin  and  her  Star. 
Pijl.  With  wit,  or  fteel  ? 
Ni.  With  both  the  humours,! : 

I  will  difcuffe  the  humour  of  this  Love  to  Ftrd, 

Pisl.  And  I  to  Page  fhall  eke  unfold 
How  Faljlaffe  (Varlet  vile) 
His  Dove  will  prove :  his  gold  will  hold, 
|  And  his  foft  couch  defile. 

Ni.  My  humour  fhall  not  cool :  I  wil  incenfe  Ford  to 
deal  with  poyfon  :  I  will  pofTefle  him  with  yellowneflc, 

for  the  revolt  of  mine  is  dangerous :  that  is  my  true  hu- mour. 

PisTr.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  MaU-contents-.l  fecond 
thee   troop  on.  Exeunt. 

your  Maftcr  ? 

round  Beard,  like  a 

he  hath  fought  with  a 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Mijlrejfe  Quickly,  Simple,  John  Rugby,  Boiler 
Cains,  Fentou, 

Qa.  What,  John  %ugby,  I  pray  thee  go  to  the  Cafe, 
ment,  and  fee  if  you  can  lee  my  Mafter,  Mafter  Doctor 

fat  us  comming :  if  he  doe  (I'faith)  and  find  any  body  in 
the  houfe,  here  will  be  an  old  abufing  of  Gods  patience, 
and  the  Kings  Englifh. 

%u.  Tie  go  watch. 

Qu.  Go,  and  we'll  have  a  poflet  for't  foon  at  night, 
(in  faith)  at  the  latter  end  of  a  Sea-coale  fire :  An  honeft, 
willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever  fcrvant  fhall  come  in  houfe 
withall :  and  I  warrant  you,  no  tell-tale,  nor  no  breed- 
bate:  his  worftfault  is,  that  he  is  given  to  prayer  ;  he  is 
fomething  peevifh  that  way  :  but  no  body  but  has  his 
fault:  but  let  that  pafle.  *Peter  Simple  you  fay  your 
name  is. 

green-a 

Si,  I,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

Qu.  And  Maftcr  Slender's Si.  I  foriooth. 

Qu.  Doe's  he  not  wear  a  great 
Glovers  pairing-knife  ? 

Si.  No  forfooth  :  he  hath  but  a  little  wee-face  ;  with  a 

little  yellow  Beard  :  a  Cain-coloui'd  Beard. 
Qh.  A  foftly-  Iprited  man,  is  he  not  > 
Si.  I  forfooth  :  but  he  is  as  tail  a  man  of  his  hands,  as 

any  is  between  this  and  his  head  s 
Warrener. 

Qu.  How  fay  you  :  oh,  I  fhould  remember  him :  doe's 
he  not  hold  up  his  bead  (as  it  were?)  and  ftrut  in  his  gate? 

Si.  Yes  indeed  doe's  he 
Qu.  Well,  heaven  fend  Awe  Page  no  worfe  fortune : 

Teli  Maftet  Parfon  Evans ,  I  will  doe  what  I  can  for 

your  Mafter :  t/Inne  is  a  good  girl,  and  Iwifh- 
Ru.  Out  alais :  here  comes  my  Mafter. 
Qh.  We  fhall  all  be  fhent :  Run  in  here,  good  young 

man  :  go  into  thisClofct  :  he  will  not  ftay  long  :what 

John  Rugby  >  Iohn :  what  Iohn  I  fay  ?  go  Iohn,  go  en- 
quire for  my  Mafter,  I  doubt  he  be  not  well,  that  he  comes 

not  home  :  {and  downe,  downe,  adowne'a,  &c.) 
Ca.  Vat  is  you  fing  ?  I  doe  not  like,  des  toyes :  pray 

you  go  and  vetch  in  my  Clofet,  unboyteen  vcrd ;  a  Box, 
reen-a  Box  :  doe  intend  vat  I  fpeak  ?  a 

Box. 

Qu.  I  forfooth  i'le  fetch  it  you : 
m  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf :  if  he  had  found  the 

young  man,  he  would  have  been  horn  mad. 
Ca.  Fe,fe,fe,fe,  moifoi,  il  fait  for  chandey  Ie  man 

vol  ale.  Court  la  grand  affaires. 
Qu  Is  it  this  Sir  ? 
Ca.  Ouy,  mette  le  att  mon  pocket,  de-pcech  quick]} : 

Vcre  is  dat  knave  Rugby  > 

Qu.  What  Iohn  Rugby,  Iohn  > 
%u.  Here  Sir. 
Ca.  You  are  Iohn  Rugby,  and  you  are  Iack^Rugby 

Come,  take-a  your  Rapier,  and  come  after  my  heel  to  the 
Court. 

Ru.  Tis  ready  fir,  here  in  the  Porch. 

Ca.  By  my  trot  I  tarry  too  long  :  od's-me  :  que  ayje 
oublie :  dere  is  fome  Simples  in  my  Clofet,  dat  I  will  not 
for  the  varld  I  fhall  leave  behind. 

j£«.Ay-me,he'll  find  the  young  man  there, and  be  mad. 
Ca.  O  Diable,  Diable :  vat  is  in  my  Clofet  ? 

Villanie,  La-roon  :  Rugby,  my  Rapier. 
Qu.  Good  Mafter  be  content. 

(,a.  Wherefore  fhould  I  be  content-a  > 
Qu.  The  young  man  is  an  honeft  man. 
Ca.  What  fhall  de  honeft  man  doe  in  my  Clofet :  dcie 

is  no  honeft  man  dat  fhall  come  in  my  Clofet. 
Qu.  I  befcech  you  be  not  fo  flegmatick  :  hear  the 

truth  of  it.  He  came  of  an  errand  t»  me  from  Parfon Hugh. 

Ca.  Veil. 

Si,  Iforfooth,todefire  her  to-*— 
Qu.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Ca.  Peace-a-your-tongue,  i'peak-a  yqnr  Talc. 
Si.  Todefire  this  honeft  Gentlewoman  (yourMaid)! 

to  fpeak  a  good  word  to  Miftrefle  AnvePage^ioK  \  \*\ 
Mafter  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Qu.  This  is  all  indeed-la :  but  i'lc  ne're  put  my  finger  j in  the  fire  and  need  not. 

Ca.  Sir  Htfgh  fend-a-you  }  Rugby  t  ballowme  fome! 
*  Paper :  tarry  you  a  littell-a-whilc.  I 
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Qui.  1  am  glad  he  is  fo  quiec  :  if  he  had  been  through- 
ly moved,  you  ftiould  have  heard  him  foloud,and  fo  me- 

lancholly  :  but  notwithftanding  man  ,  I'le  do  for  your 
Matter  what  good  I  can  :  and  the  very  yea^and  the  ho  is, 

the  French  Doctor  my  Matter,  (I  may  call  him  my  Ma- 
tter,  looke  you  ,  for  I  keep  his  h6ufe  ;  and  I  wafh,  ring, 

brew,  bake,  fcoure,  drefs  meat  arid  drink,  make  the  beds, 
and  do  all  my  felf.) 

Sim.  Tis  a  great  charge  to  come  under  one  bodies 
hand. 

Qui.  Are  you  a-vis'd  o' that  ?  you  (hall  find  it  a  great 
charge :  and  to  be  up  earl  y,  and  down  late  :  but  notwith- 

ftanding, (to  tell  you  in  your  ear,  I  would  have  no  words 
of  k  )  my  Matter  himfelf  is  in  love  with  Miftris  <is4nne 

Page  :  but  notwithftanding  that  I  know  Ans  mind,that's neither  here  nor  there. 

Odi  Yoi  J;ck'Nape  :  givie-'a  this  Letter  to  Sir  Hugh, 
by  gar  it  is  a  ihallenge  :  I  will  cut  his  troat  in  de  Parke, 
and  I  will  teach  a  fcurvy  J  ack-a-nape  Prieft  to  meddle,or 
make  :—  you  may  begone :  it  is  not  good  you  tarry  here  : 
by  gar  I  will  cut  all  his  two  ftones :  by  gar ,  he  (hall  not 
have  a  ftone  to  trow  at  his  dog. 

Qui.  Alas :  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Cat.  It  is  no  matter'a  ver  dat :  doe  not  you  tell-a-me 
dat  I  fhall  have  Anne  'page  for  my  felf?  by  gar  ,  I  vill 
kill  de  Jack-Prieft :  and  I  have  appointed  mine  Hoft  of 
de  J  ii  teer  to  meafure  our  weapon :  by  gar,  I  will  my  felf 
have  Anne  Page. 

Qui.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  fhall  be  well:  We 

rnuft  give  folks  leave  toprate':  what  the  good-jer. 
Cat.  Rugby ,  come  to  the  Court  with  me  :  by  gar ,  if 

I  have  not  Anne  Page ,  I  fhall  turn  your  head  out  of  my 
door :  follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

Qui.  You  (hall  have  Anne-foo\s  head,  of  your  own : 
No,  1  know  Ans  mind  for  that :  that  never  a  woman  in 

windf ->r  knows  more  of  Ans  mind  then  I  do ,  nor  can  do 
more  then  I  do  with  her,  I  thank  heaven. 

Few  on.  Who's  within  there,  hoa  ? 

Qji.  Who's  there ,  I  troa  ?  Come  near  the  houfe  I 
pray  you. 

Fen.  How  now  (good  woman)  how  doft  thou  ? 
Qui.  The  better  that  it  pkafes  your  good  Worship 

to  askc  >  Ij :-. .-.    r.  ,./[  .  - 

Feu.  What  news  ?  how  do's  pretty  Miftris  Anne  ? 
Qui,  In  truth  Sir,  and  fhe  is  pretty,  and  honeft ,  and 

. ,  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you  that  by 
th*  v-  ay,  I  praile  heaven  for  it. 

F^^.Snall  I  do  any  good  chinkft  thou?fhallI  notJoofe 

[myfuit? Qui.  Troth  Si( ,  all  i>  in  his  hands  above  :  but  not- 

vichttanding  (  Matter  Pent  on)  Tie  be  fworne  on  a  book 

fhe  loves  you  :  have  not  your  Worlhip  a  wart  above 
your  eye  ? 

Fen.  Yes  marry  have  I,  what  of  that  ? 

Qui.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale :  good  faith,it  is  fuch 
another  Nan  ;  (but (I  deteft  )  an  honeft  maid  as  ever 
stroke  bread  :  we  had  an  hours  ta  Ike  of  that  wart;  1 

mail  never  laugh  but  in  that  maids  company  :  but :  (in- 
deed )  fhe  is  given  too  much  to  Allicholly  and  mufing  , 

«t  for  you  well — goto- — 

Fen.  Well :  I  fhall  fee  her  to  day :  hold, there's  money 
tor  thee  :  Let  me  have  thy  voyce  in  my  behalf :  if  thou 
feeft  her  before  me,  commend  me.  

Qui.  Will  I  ?  Ifaith  that  we  will:  And  I  will  tejl  your 
W0.  ih  p  more  of  the  Wart,  the  next  time  we  hive  .con- 

fidence, and  of  other  wooers. 

43 

Fen.  Well,  farewell,  1  am  "in  great  hattc  now* 
Qui.  Farewell  to  your  Worlhip :  truly  an  honeft  Gen- 

tleman :  but  i/tnne  loves  him  not  :  for  I  know  *Ans 

minde  as  well  as  another  doe's :  out  upon'c ;  what  have  I 
forgot  ?  Exit. 

aAttus  Secundm.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  Miftris  Page,Miftris  Ford,  Mafter  Page, Mafter 
Ford,  Pifttl,  Nim,QukkJy,  Hoil,  Shallow, 

Mif.  Page.  What,  have  I  fcap'd  Love«letters  in  the 
holly-day  time  of  my  beauty ,  and  am  I  now  a  fubjecSt  for 
them  ?  let  me  fee  t 

Ask^  me  no  reafm  why  I  love  you ,  for  though  love  ufe 

reason  for  his  precifian,  he  admits  him  not  for  his  Comf el- 

lory  ou  are  not  young,no  more  am  I:  go  to  then,there'sjim- 
pathy.you  are  merry  fo  am  I:  ha,ha,then  there's  morefim- 
pathy.-you  love  Satk^&fodo  I:  would  you  dejire  better  Jim- 
path/?  Let  it  fujjice  thee  (  Miftris  Page)  at  the  le aft  if  the 
Love  of  a  Souldier  can  fujfice,that  I  love  thee;Iwill  not fay 

pity  me,  'tis  not  a  Souldier-like  phrafe,but  I  fay,  love  mt; 
By  me,  thine  own  true  Knight,  by  day  or  night ; 

Or  any  kind  of  light,  with  all  his  might, 
For  thee  to  fight.  John  Falftaffe. 

What  a  Herod  of  Jury  is  this  ?  O  wicked,wickcd  world : 
One  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  agc^ 
To  (how  himfelf  a  young  Gallant  ?  what  unwayed 
Behaviour  hath  this  Flemiih  drunkard  pickc 

(I'th'.  devils  name  )  out  of  my  convention ,  that  dares 
in  this  manner  aflay  me  ?  fwhy ,  he  hath  not  been  thrice 

in  my  Company :  what  fhould  I  fay  to  him  ?  I  was  then 

frugall  of  my  mirth  :  (heaven  forgive  me  :)  why  I'le 
exhibit  a  Bill  in  the  Parliament  for  the  putting  down 

of  men  :  how  fhall  I  be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  reveng'd  I 
will  be  ?  as  fure  as  his  guts  are  made  of  puddings. 

Mif.  Ford.  Miftris  Page ,  truft  me,  I  was  going  to 

your  houfe. 
Mif.  Page.  And  truft  me ,  Lwas  coming  to  you  ;  you 

look  very  ill. 

Mif.  Ford.  Nay,  Pie  nere  believe  that;  I  have  to  (hew 
to  the  contrary. 

Mif.  Page.  'Faith  but  you  do  in  my  minde. 
Mif.  Ford.  Well  :T  do  then  :  yet  I  fay ,  I  could  fhew 

you  to  the  contrary :  O  Miftris  Page,  give  m«  fome  coun- 
cil. 

Mif.  Page.  What's  the  matter,  woman  } 
Mif.  Ford.  O  woman :  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling 

refpecl:,  I  could  come  to  fuch  honour. 

Mif.  Page.  Hang  the  trifle  (woman)  take  the  honour: 

what  is  it :  difpence  with  trifles :  what  is  it  ?     •  j  ■»  ; 
Mif.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell,  for  an  eternall 

moment,  or  fo :  I  could  be  knighted. 

Mif.  Page.  What  thou lieft?  Sir  Alice  Ford}  thefe 

Knights  will  hack,  and  fo  thou  fhouldft  not  altar  the  ar- ticle of  thy  Gentry. 

Mif.  Ford.  We  burn  day-light,  here,  read,  read  : 

perceive  how  I  might  be  knighted  ,  I  fhall  think  the 
worfe  of  fat  men  ,  as  long  as  I  have  an  ey?  to  make  diffe- 

rence of  mens  liking  ;  and  yet  he  would  not  fwearc  : 
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rail'e  womcns  modctty  :  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and  wel- 
ehaved  reproofc  to  all  uncotuclincfs ,  that  I  would  have 

[worn  his  difpoficion  would  have  gone  to  the  truth  of 
his  words  :  but  they  do  no  more  adhere  and  keep  place 

together,  then  the  hundred  Ptalms  to  the  tune  of  Green- 
flccves :  What  tempeft  (I  troa)  threw  this  Whale,  (with 

lb  many  Tuns  of  oyle  in  h  s  belly  )  a'fhoar  at  Wlndfor  ? 
How  fhall  I  he  revenged  oh  him  ?  I  think  the  beft  way 
were  to  entertain  him  with  hope  ,  till  the  wicked  fire  of 
luft  have  melted  him  in  hisowngreace  :  Did  you  ever 
hear  the  like  ? 

Mlf.  Page.  Letter  for  letter ;  but  that  the  name  of 
Page  and  Ford  difters:to  thy  great  comfort  in  this  myftery 

of  ill  opinions,  here's  the  twin-brother  of  thy  Letter  : 
but  let  thine  inherit  full ,  for  I  proteft  mine  never  fhall  : 
I  warrant  he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefc  Letters ,  writ  with 

blank-fpace  for  different  names  (  fue  more  :  )  and  thefe 
are  of  thefecond  edkion:he  will  print  them  out  of  doubt: 
for  he  cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  preffe  ,  when  he 
would  put  us  two  :  I  had  rather  be  a  Giantcffe,  and  lye 
under  Mount  Pellon  :  Well,  I  will  find  you  twenty  lafci- 
vio'is  Turtles  ere  one  chaft  man. 

Mlf  Ford.  Why  this  is  the  very  fame :  the  very  hand: 
the  very  words:  what  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

Mlf.  Page.  Nay  I  know  not:  it  makes  me  almoft  rea- 
dy to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honefty:  Tie  entertain 

my  felf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withall :  for 
fure  unleffe  he  know  fome  (train  in  me  ,  that  I  know 

not  my  felf ,  he  would  never  haye  boorded  nieinthis fury.  
^ 

Ml f. Ford.  Boording,  call  you  it  ?  I'lebe  fure  to  keep him  above  deck. 

Mlf.  ?*ge'  So  will  I :  if  he  come  under  ray  hatches , 

I'le  never  to  Sea  again  :  Let's  be  reveng'd  on  him ,  Jet's 
appoint  him  a  meeting  :  give  him  a  fhow  of  comfort  in 
his  Suit,  and  lead  him  on  with  a  fine  baited  delay,  tillhc 

hath  pawn'd  his  horfes  to  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 
Mlf.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  aft  any  villany  a- 

gainft  him ,  that  may  not  fully  the  charineffe  of  our  ho- 
nefty :  oh  that  my  husband  faw  this  Letter :  it  would  give 

eternal  food  to  his  jealoufie. 

Mlf.  Page.  Why  look  where  he  comes :  and  my  good 

man  too  :  hee's  as  farre  from  jealoufie  (  as  I  atri  from  gi- 
ving him  caufc ,  and  that  (I  hope)  is  an  unmeafurable  di- 

ftance. 

Mlf.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

OHlf.Page.  Let's  confult  together  againft  this  greafie 
Knight :  Come  hither. 

Ford.  Well :  I  hope,  it  be  not  fo. 
Pift .  Hope  is  a  curtall-dog  in  fome  affairs : 

Sir  John  affects  thy  wife. 

Ford.  Why  fir,  thy  wife  is  not  young. 

Pitt.  He  woo's  both  high  and  low,both  rich  and  poor, 
both  young  and  old,one  with  another  {Ford)  he  loves  thy 
Gally-mawfry  (Ford)  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  wife  ? 
Plft.  With  liver  burning  hot :  prevent : 

Or  go  thou  like  Sir  tAtleon  with 

Ring-wood  at  thy  heels :  O,  odious  is  the  name. 
Ford.  What  name  Sir  ? 

Pi&.  The  horn  I  fay  :  Farewell ; 

Take  heed,  have  open  eye  ,  for  thieves  do  foot  by  night,  j 
Take  heed,  ere  fummer  comes,  or  Cuckoo-birds  do  fing. 
Away  fir  Corporall  Nlm : 
Believe  it  (Page)  he  fpeaks  fence. 

F ord.  I  will  be  patient :  I  will  find  out  thi«. 

Nlm.  And  this  is  true  :  I  like  not  the  humour  of  lying: 
he  hath  wronged  mc  in  fome  humours  :  I  fhould  have 

borne  the  humour'd  Letter  to  her  :  but  I  have  a  fword  : 
and  i:  fhall  bite  upon  my  neceflity  :  he  loves  your  wife  ; 

There's  the  fliort ,  and  the  long :  My  name  is  Corporall 
Nlm:  I  fpeak  it,and  I  avouch,'tis  true :  my  name  is  Nlm: 
and  Falflajfe  loves  your  wife:  adieu,  I  love  not  the  hu- 

mour of  bread  and  cheefe :  adieu. 

Page.  The  humour  of  it  (  quotha  ?  )  here's  a  afellow 
frights  Englifh  out  of  his  wits. 

Ford.  I  will  feck  out  Falflajfe. 

T>age.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling  arreting  rogue. Ford.  If  I  do  find  it :  well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Catalan ,  though  the 
Prieft  o'th'Town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  fellow :  well. 
Page.  How  now  Meg  > 

Mlf.  Page.  Whither  goeyou  ((jeorge}  )  hark  you. 
Mlf.  Ford.  How  now(fweet  FrankJ  why  art,  thou  me- 

lancholly  ? 

Ford.  I  melancholly  }  I  am  not  nielanchoUy  : 
Get  you  home,  goe. 

Mlf.  Ford.  Faith,thou  haft  fome  crochets  in  thy  head. 
Now  :  will  you  go,  UMiftris  Page. 

Mlf. Page.  Have  with  you:  you'll  corse  to  dinner 
George  ?  Look  who  comes  yonder :  fhe  fhall  be  our  Mef- 
fenger  to  this  paltry  Knight. 

Mlf.  Ford.  Truft  me,  I  thought  on  her  :  fhee'll  fit  it. 
'   Mlf.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter  lAnnc  ? 

Qui.  I  forfooth :  and  I  pray  how  do's  good  Miftrefs 
tsfnne  ? 

Mlf.  Page,  Goe  in  with  us  and  fee :  we  have  an  hours talke  with  you. 

Page.  How  now  Mafter  F ord. 
Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me,did  you  not? 

Page .  Yes,  and  you  heard  what  the  other  told  mc  f 
Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang'em  Haves  :  I  do  not  think  the  Knight 
would  offer  it,  But  thefe  that  accufe  him  in  his  intent  to- 

wards our  wives ,  are  a  yoak  of  his  difcarded  men :  ve- 
ry rogues,  how  they  be  out  of  fervice. 
Ford.  Were  they  his  men  > 
Page .  Marry  were  they. 
Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that, 

Do's  he  lye  at  the  Garter  ? 

Page,  I  marry  do's  he  :  if  he  fhould  intend  this  voy- 
age toward  my  wife ,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him ;  and 

what,  he  gets  more  of  her  ,  theniharpe  words,  let  it  lye. 
on  my  head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  wife  :  but  I  would  be 

loath .  to  turn  them  together :  a  man  may  be  too  confi- 
dent:  I: would  have  nothing  lye  on  my  head :  I  cannot 

be  thus  fatisfied. 

Page.  Look  where  my  ranting-Hoft  of  the  Garter 
comes :  there  is  cither  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money  in  his 

purfe,  when  he  lookes  fo  merrily  :  How  now  mine Hoft? 

Hofl.  How  now  Bully-Rooke  :  thou'rt  a  Gentleman! Cavalerio  Juftice,I  fay. 

Shut.  I  follow ,  (  mine  Hoft  )  I  follow  :  Good-even, 
and  twenty  (good  Matter  Page)  Matter  Page,mU  you  go; 
with  us ;  we  have  fport  in  hand. 

Heft.  Tell  him  Cavalerio- Juftice  :  tell  him  Bully- Rook.  I 

Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought,  between  Si* 

Hugh  the  Wclch-Prieft,  and  Crf/Vthe  French  Doctor.! 
Ford.  Good  | 
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Ford.  <jood  mine  Hofto  th'Ganena  word  with  you. 
Hofi.  What  faift  thou,  ujy  Bui ly- Rook  ?  , 
Shal.  W  ll  yon  go  with  us  to  behold  it?  My  merry 

Hoft  hath  Ind  the  meafuring  of  their  weapons  ;  and  (  I 

think)  hath  appointed  them  contrary  places :  for  (believe 
me  )  I  hear  the  Parfon  is  no  jeftcr  :  hark  ,  I  will  tell  you 
what  our  fpoit  fhall  be. 

Hofi.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  againft  my  Knight  ?  my  gueft- 
Ovaleir? 

Sbal.  None,  I  proteft  :  but  Tie  give  you  a  pottle  of 

bum'd  Sack,  to  give  me  recourfe  to  him,  and  tell  him  my 
name  is  Broom:  onely  for  a  jeft. 

Holt.  My  hand,  (  Bully :  )  thou  flult  have  egrefs  and 

regrefs ,  (  faid  1  well  ?  )  and  thy  name  lhall  be  Brtom. 

It  is  a  merry  Knight :  will  you  go  An-heirs  ? 
Shal.  Have  with  you  mine  Hoft. 

'page.  I  have  heard  the  French-man  hath  good  skill 
in  his  Rapier. 

Sbal.  Tut  fir  :  I  could  have  told  you  more  :  In  thefe 

tines  you  ft  and  on  diftaiice :  your  Pafles,  Stoccado's,  and 
I  know  not  what  :  'tis  the  heart  (  Maftcr  Page  )  'tis  here, 
'tis  here  :  I  have  fecn  the  time,  with  my  long-fword  , 
I  would  have  made  you  four  tall  fellowcs  skip  like 
Rats. 

HoB .  Here  boys ,  here  :  fhall  we  wag  ? 

Page.  Hare  with  you  :  I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold , 
then  fight. 

Fird.  Though  Page  be  a  fecuve  foole  ,  and  ftands  fo 

firmly  on  his  wives  frailty  ;  yet,  I  cannot  put-off  my  o- 
pinion  fo  eafily  :  fhe  was  In  his  company  at  Pages  houfc : 
and  what  they  made  there,  I  know  riot.  Well,  1  will  look 

further  into't,  and  I  have  a  difguile  ,  to  found  Falfiafe; 
if  1  find  her  honeft,  I  lofe  not  my  labour :  if  flic  be  other- 

wife,  '  tis  kbour  well  beftowed. Exeunt. 

Seem  Secunda* 

Enter  Falfiaffe ;  Plfioly  Robin,  Quick]),  Bardolfe, Ford. 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny.  . , 

Pifi.  "Why  then  the  worlds  mine  Oyftcr,which  I,wkh fword  will  open. 

Fal.  Not  a  penny  :  I  have  been  content  (  Sir  )  you 
ihould  lay  my  countenance  to  pawn  :  I  have  grated  up- 

on my  good  friends  for  three  Rcprsevs  for  you  ,  and 

your  Coach-fellow  Nim;  or  elfe  you  hadiook'd  through 
the  grate  ,  like  a  Gemeny  of  Baboons  :  I  am  damn'd  in 
rxll ,  for  fwearing  to  Gentlemen  my  friends ,  you  were 
good  Souldiers ,  and  tall-fellows.  And  when  Miftrefle 

Briget  loft  the  .handle  of  her  Fan,  I  took't  upon  mine  ho- nour thou  hadft  it  nor.. 
Pi  ft .  Ditlft  thou  not  fhare  ?  hadft  thou  not  fifteen 

pence  ? 

Fal.  Reafon,  you  rogue,  reafon :  think'ft  thou  I'lc  en- 
danger my  foul ,  gratis  ?  at  a  word,  hang  ho  more  about 

me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you :  go ,  a  fhort :  knife  \  and  a 
throng,  to  your  Mannor  of  Pickt-hatch  :  go  ,  you'll  not  j 
bear  a  Letter  for  me  you  rogue  ?  you  ftand  upon  your 
honour :  why,  ( thou  unconfinable  bafenefs )  it  is  as  much 
as  I  can  do  to  keep  the  term  of  my  honour  precife  :  I, 
I,  I  my  felf  fometimes,  leaving  the  fear  of  heaven  on 

the  left  hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  nsce.hty  > 
am  fain  to  fhufflc :  to  hedge  ,  and  to  lurch ,  and  yet,  you 

Rogue,  will,  enfeonce  your  rigs  j  your  Cat-a-Moun- 
tain-lookes.,  your .  red-lattice  phrates,  and  your  bold- 
beating-oaths,  under  the  fhelter  of  your  honour  ?  you  will 
not  do  it  ?  you  ? 

Pift.  1  do  relent:  what  would  thou  more  of  man? 

%ob.  :Sirj  here's  a  woman  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Fal.  Let  her  approach. 

Qui.  Give  your  worihip  good  morrow,, 
Fal.  Good-morrow,  good-wife. 

Qui.  Notfo  arid't  pleafe  your  worfhip. Fal.  Good  maid  then. 

Qui.  I'lc  be  fworn, 
As  my  mother  was  the  fiift  hour  I  was  born. 

Fal.  I  do  believe  the  fwearer ;  what  with  me : 

Qui.  Shall  I  vouchlafe  your  worihip  a  word  ,  or 

two  ?  •   :  •  .        .  .  . 

Fal.  Two  thoufand  (  fair  woman  )  and  I'lc  vouchfafe thee  the  hearing. 

Qui.  There  is  oncMiftrefs  Ford, (Sit)  I  pray  come  a 

little  nearer  this  wayes :  I  my  felf  dwell  with  M.  Doctor 
Cuius.  .  ; 

Fal.  Well,  on ;  Miftrefs  Ford»  you  fay. 

Qui.  Your  worihip  fayes  very  true;  I  pray  your  wor- 
ihip come  a  little  nearer  this  wayes. 

Fal.  I  warrant  thee,  no  body  hears :  mine  own  peo- 

ple, mine  own  people. 
Qui.  Are  they  fo  ?  heaven  blefs  them,  and  makethem 

his  fervants. 

Fal.  Well  ;  Miftrefs  Ford,  what  of  her  ?  - 

Qui.  Why,  Sir ;  fhce's  a  good  creature ;  lord,  lord , 
yourWorfhip's  a  wanton  :  well,  heaven  forgive  you,and 
all  of  us,  I  pray  . 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford;  come,  Miftrefs  Fird. 

Qui.  Marry  this  is  the  ilSort ,  and  the  long  of  it :  you 

have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  Canaries,  as  'tis  wonder- full  :  the  beft  Courtier  of  them  all  (when  the  Court  lay 

at  Windsor  )  could  never  have  broguht  her  to  fuch  a  Ca- 

nary :  yet  there  has  been  Knights ,  and  Lords,  and  Gen- 
tlemen ,  with  their  Coaches  ;  I  warrant  you  Coach  after 

Coach,  letter  after  letter,  gift  after  gift,fmelling  fo  fweet- 
ly;  all  musk  ,  and  fo  rufhling  I  warrant  you  ,  in  filk 
and  gold ,  and  in  fuch  alligant  termes,  and  in  fuch  wine 
and  fugar  of  the  beft ,  and  the  faireft ,  that  would  have 
won  any  womans  heart :  and  I  warrant  you  they  could 

never  get  an  eye-wink  of  her  :  I  had  my.  felf  twenty 
Angels  given  me  thismbrning,butl  defic  all  Angels  (in 
any  fuch  fort,csthey  fay)  but  in  the  way  of  honefty :  and 
I  warrant  you ,  they  could  never  get  her  fo  much  as  dp 

on  a  cup  with  the  proudeft  of  them  all,  and  yet  there  has 
been  Earls  \  nay  ,  (  which  is  mor  j )  Pentioners,  but  I 
warrant  you  all  is  one  with  her. 

Fal.  But  what  fayes  fhe  to  me  ?  be  brief  my  good  fhce- 
Mercury. 

Qui.  Marry  ,  fhe  hath  receiv'd  your  Letter:  for  the 
which  fhe  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times;  and  lhc  gives 

you  to  notifie,  that  her  husband  will  be  abfence  from  h;s 
houfe,  between  ten  and  eleven. 

Fal.  Ten,  and  eleven, 

Qui.  I,  forfooth  :  and  then  you  may  come  and  fee  the 

picture  (fhe  fayes)  that  you  wot  of :  Mafter  Ford  her  huf- 
band  will  be  from  home  :  alas ,  the  fweet  woman  lends 

an  ill  life  with  him  :  hee's  a  very  jealoufie-man ;  fnee  leads 
a  very  frampold  life  with  him,  (good  heart.) 

Fal,  Ten,  and  eleven. 

Woman 
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Woman,  commend  me  co  her,  I  will  not  tail  her. 

Qxi,  Why,  you  lay  well :  Bit  I  have  another  meffen- 
gcr  ro  your  worfhip  :  M/ftrcfs  Page  hath  her  hearty  com- 

mendations to  you  too  :  and  let  me  tell  you  in  your  ear , 

flue's  as  fartuous  a  civil  mode/I  wife,  and  one  (I  tell  you) 
chat  will  not  m/ffe  you  morning  nor  evening  prayer,  as 
any  is  in  Wind  for  ,  who  ere  be  the  other :  and  fhe  bad  me 
tell  your  worfhip,  that  her  husband  is  feldome  from 
home,  but  (he  hopes  there  will  come  a  time.  I  never  knew 

a  woman  fo  doat  upon  a  man  ;  furely  I  think  you  have 
charmcs,  la  :  yes  in  truch. 

—  Pal.  Not  1, 1  allure  thee ;  fetting  the  attraction  of  my 
good  parts  afide,  I  have  no  other  charmes. 

Qui.  Bielfing  on  your  heart  for't. 
Pal.  But  I  pray  thee  tell  me  this  i  has  Fords  wife,  and 

Pages  wife  acquainted  each  other,  how  they  love  me  ? 
Q»l,  That  were  a  jeft  indeed :  they  have  not  fo  little, 

grace  I  hope,  that  were  a  trick  indeed  :  But  Miftiis  Page 
would  defire  you  to  fend  her  your  little  Page  of  all  ioves : 
her  husband  has  a  marvellous  infection  to  the  little  Page: 
and  truly  Mafter  Page  is  an  honeft  man  :  never  a  wife  in 

Windfor  leads  a  better  life  then  fhe  do's :  doe  what  fhe 
will,  fay  what  fhe  will,  take  all,  pay  all ,  go  to  bed  when 

fhe  lift,  rife  when  fhe  lift,  all  is  as  {"he  will :  and  ci'Hly  fhe defer ves  it ;  for  if  there  be  a  kind  woman  in  windfori  fhe 

is  one :  you  muft  lend  her  your  Page,  no  remedie* 
FrfA  Why,  I  will. 

Qfii.  Nay  ,  but  do  fo  then  ,  and  look  you,  he  may 
come  and  go  between  you  both  :  and  in  any  cafe  have 
a  nay-word,  that  you  may  know  one  anothers  mind,  and 

the  Boy  never  need  to  underftind  any  thing;  for  'tis  not 
good  that  children  fhould  know  any  wickednefs  :  old 
folks  you  know ,  have  diferetion ,  as  they  fay,  and  know 
the  world. 

Pal.  Fare  thee-welI,commend  me  to  them  both:  there's 
my  purfe  j  I  am  yet  thy  debter :  Boy,  go  along  with  this 
woman,  this  news  diftracts  me. 

Tift.  This  Punck  is  one  of  Cupids  Carriers, 
Clap  on  more  fails,  purfue :  up  with  your  fights : 
Give  fire  :  fhe  is  my  prize,  or  Ocean  whelm  them  all. 

Pal.  Saift  thou  fo  (old  Jack,)^o  thy  wayes :  Tie  makr 
more  of  thy  old  body  then  I  have  done  :  will  they  yet 
look  after  thee  ?  wilt  thou  after  the  expence  of  fo  much 
money ,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  good  body,  I  thank  thee  :  let 

them  fay  'tis  grofsly  done ,  fo  it  be  fairly  done ,  no  mat- ter. 

Bar.  Sir  John,  there's  one  Mailer  Broam  below  would 
fain  fpeak  with  you  ,  and  be  acquainted  with  you  ;  and 
hath  fent  your  worfhip  a  mornings  draught  of  Sack, 

Pal.  Broom  is  his  name  ? 
Basl.  I  Sir. 

Pal.  Call  him  in  :  fuch  Broomes  are  welcome  to  me , 

that  oiG'flows  fuch  liquor :  ah ,  ah  ,  Miftrefs  Ford  and 
Miftrefs  Page,  have  I  encompaffed  you  ?  go  to, via. 

Ford.  'Blefs  you  fir. 
Fal.  And  you  fir :  would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Ford.  I  make  bold,  to  prefle,  withfo  little  preparation 

upon  you. 

Fal.  You'r  welcome ,  what's  your  will  ?  give  us  leave Drawer. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  Gentleman  that  have  fpent  much,  my 
name  is  Broom. 

Fal.  Good  Mafter  Broom,  I  defire  more  acquaintance 
of  you. 

Fori.  Good  Sir  John ,  I  fue  for  yours  :  not  to  charge 

better  plight  for  a  Lender  ,then  you  are  :  the  which  hath 

fomething  emboldned  me  to  this  unfeafon'd  intrufion  : 
for  they  fay ,  if  money  goe  before  ,  all  wayes  doe  lyc  o- 

pen. 

Ful.  Money  is  a  good.  Souldier  (  Sir )  and  will  on.-- 
Ford.  Troth ,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here  trou 

bles  me  :  if  you  will  help  to  bear  it  (Sir  John)  take  all,  or 
halfc,  for  eating  me  of  the  carriage. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  defervc  to  be  your Porter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you  fir,  if  you  willjgive  me  the  hear- 

ing. 

Fal.  Speak  (good  Mafter  Broom)  I  fhall  be  glad  to  be 

your  fervant. 
Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  Scholler  :  (I  will  be  brief 

with  you)  and  you  have  been  a  man  long  known  to  me , 
though  I  had  never  fo  good  means  as  defire ,  to  make  my 
felf  acquainted  with  you.  I  fhall  difcover  a  thing  to  you, 

wherein  I  muft  very  much  lay  open  mine  own  imperfe- 
ction :  but  (good  Sir  John  )  as  you  have  one  eye  upon  my 

follies ,  as  you  hear  them  unfolded  ,  turn  another  into 
the  Regiftcr  of  your  own ,  that  I  may  parte  with  a  re- 

proof the  eafier ,  fith  you  your  felf  know  how  eafie  it  is  to 
to  be  fuch  an  offender. 

Fal.  Very  well  Sir,  proceed. 
Ford.  There  is  a  Gentlewoman  in  this  Town  ,  her 

husbands  name  is  Ford. 

Fal.  Well  Sir. 

Ford.  I  have  long  lov'd  her,  and  I  proteft  to  you  ,  be- 
llowed much  on  her :  followed  her  with  a  doating  obfer- 

vance  :  Ingros'd  opportunities  to  meet  her :  fee'd  every 
flight  occafion  that  could  but  nigardly  give  me  fight  of 
her :  not  onely  bought  many  prefents  to  give  her,  but  have 

given  largely  to  many ,  to  know  what  fhe  would  have  gi- 

ven :  briefely,I  havepurfu'd  her,as  Love  hath  purfued  me , 
which  hath  been  on  the  wing  of  all  occafions  :  but  what- 
foever  I  have  merited  ,  either  in  my  minde  ,  or  in  my 
neans ,  meed  I  am  furc  I  have  received  none ,  unlcfs  ex- 

perience be  a  Jewel,  that  I  have  purchafedat  an  infinite 
•  ate ,  and  that  hath  taught  me  to  fay  this. 

"  Love  like  a  (hadow  flies,  vehen  fubft ance  Love  pur fues; 

"  Turfumg  that  that  flies  ,  and  flying  what  purfue s. 

Fal.  Have  you  receiv'd  nepromife  of  fatisfaction  at her  hands  ? 

Fori.  Never. 

Fal.  Have  you  importun'd  her  to  fuch  a  purpofe  ? Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Of  what  quality  was  your  bve  then  > 
Ford.  Like  a  fa  ir  houfe, built  on  another  mans  ground, 

fo  that  I  have  loft  my  edifice ,  by  miftaking  the  place , 
where  I  erected  it. 

Fal.  To  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me  f 
Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told  you  all : 

Some  fav  ,  that  though  fhe  appear  honeft  to  me ,  yet  in 
other  places  fhe  enlargeth  her  mirth  fo  far  ,  that  there  is 
hrewd  conftruction  made  of  her.  Now  (  Sir  John)  here 

is  the  heart  of  my  purpofe  :  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  ex- 
cellent breeding  ,  admirable  difcourfe  ,  of  great  admic- 

cance/authentick  in  your  place  and  perfon,  generally 

allow'd  for  your  many  war-like ,  court-like,  and  learned 

preparations. Fal.  OSir. 

Ford.  Believe  it ,  for  you  know  it  :  there  is  money 
you  ,  fori  muft  let  you  underftand  ,  I  think  my  felf  in  fpend  it, fpend  it,  fpend  more;  fpend  all  I  have;  oneljr 
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rne-io  much  of  your  rim:  in  exchange  of  it ,  as  to  lay 
an  amiable  liege  to  the  honefty  of  this  Fords  wife  :  ufe 

your  Art  of  wooing  ;  win  her  toconfent  to  you :  if  any 

man  may  ,  you  may  as  foon  as  any. 
Fal.  VVpuld  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemency  of  your  af- 

fection that  I  iliould  win  what  you  would  enjoy  ?  Me- 

tmnj^yoii  prefcribe  to  your  feif  very  prcpofterouftly. 
Ford.  O,  underltand  my  drift  :  fhe  dwels  fo  fecurely 

on  the  excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the  folly  of  my  foul 

dares  not  prefent  it  felf :  as  fhe  is  coo  bright  to  be  look'd 
againft.  Now,  could  I  come  to  her  with  any  detection 
in  my  hand ;  my  defircs  had  inftance  and  argument  to 
commend  themfelvcs ,  I  could  drive  her  then  from  the 

ward  of  her  purity  ,  her  reputation  ,  her  marriage- vow, 
and  a  thoufand  other  her  defences  ,  which  now  are  too- 

tooftrongly  embattailed  againft  me  ;  what  fay  you  too*t, 
Sir  John 

Fal.  Matter  Broom  ,  T  will  firft  make  bold  with  your 

money :  next  give  me  your  hand :  and  laft j  as  I  am  a  Gen- 
tleman, you  Jhall,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Fords  wife. 

Ford.  O  good  Sir. 
Fal.  I  fay  you  (hall. 
Fori.  Want  no  money  (Sir  Jobv)you  fhall  want  none. 
Fal.  Want  no  Miflrefi  Ford{Mafler  Broom)  you  fhall 

want  none  :  I  fhall  be  with  her  (  I  may  tell  you  )  by  her 

own  appointment ,  even  as  you  came  into  me  ,  hei  afli- 
ftant ,  or  go-between  ,  parted  from  me  :  I  fay  I  fhall  be 
with  her  between  ten  and  eleven :  for  at  that  time  the  jea- 
lious-rafcally-knave  her  husband  will  be  forth  :  come  you 
to  me  at  night,  you  fhall  know  I  fpced. 

Fori.  I  am  bk§  in  your  acquaintance :  do  you  know 
Ford  Sir  ? 

Fal,  Hinghim  (  poor  Cuckoldly  knave)  I  know  him 
not  :  yet  I  wrong  him  to  call  him  poor :  They  fay  the 
jealous  wittolly-knave  hath  mafles  of  money  ,  for  the 

which  his  wife  feems  to  me  well-fa'vour'd.  I  will  ufe  her 

as  the  key  of  the  Cuckold-rogues  Coffer ,  and  there's  my 
harveft-home.4 

F ord.  I  would  you  knew  F<?r</,fir,that  you  might  avoid 
him,  if  you  faw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanieall-falt-butter  rogue ;  I  will 
ftarc  him  out  of  his  wits :  I  will  awe  him  with  my  cud- 

gell :  it  fhall  hang  like  a  Meteor  o're  the  Cuckolds  horns: 
Mafter  Broom ,  thou  fhalt  know ,  I  will  predominate  o- 
ver  the  pezant ,  and  thou  fhalt  lye  with  his  wife.  Come 

,to  me  foon  at  night :  Ford's  a  knave  ,  and  I  will  aggra- 
vate his  ftile  :  thou  (  Mafter  Broom  )  fhalt  know  him  for 

knave,  and  Cuckold.  Come  to  me  foon  at  night  Exit. 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurian-Rafcall  is  this  ?  my 
heart  is  ready  to  Crack  with  impatience  :  who  faies  this 
is  improvident  jcaloufie  ?  my  wife  hath  fent  to  him  ,  the 
hour  is  fixt ,  the  match  is  made  :  would  any  man  have 

thought  this'  ?  fee  the  hell  of  having  a  falfe  woman  :  my 
bed  fhall  be  abus'd  ,  my  Coffers  ranfack'd ,  my  reputatl- 
on  gnawn  at ,  and  I  fhall  not  onely  receive  this  villanous 
wrong ,  but  (tand  under  «the  adoption  of  abhominable 
termcs  ■  and  by  him  that  dpes  me  this  wrong :  Termes , 
names  :  Ama'imon  founds  well :  Luc'iferjNtW  :  Barbafon, well :  yet  they  are  Devils  additions,  the  names  of  fiends: 
But  Cuckold  ,  Wittoll,  Cuckold?  the  Devill  himfelf, 
hath  not  fuch  a  name.  Page  is  an  AfTe,  a  fecure  AfTe ;  he 
will  truft  his  wife ,  he  will  not  be  jealous  :  I  will  rather 
truft  a  Fleming  mih  my  butter,  Parfon  Hugh  the  Welch- 
man  with  my  Cheefe*an  Iri(h-man  with  my  Aqua-vitx- 
bottle ,  or  a  Thief  to  walke  my  ambling  gelding ,  than 
tuy  wife  with  her  felf.    Then  flic  plots ,  then  fhe  rumi- 

nates, then  fhe  devifes:  and  what  they  trunk  m  their 

hearts  they  may  effect;  they  will  break  their  hearts  but 

they  will  effect.  Heaven  beprais'd  for  my  jealoufie  ■  ele- 
ven o'clock  the 'hour,  I  will  prevent  Cms?,  detect  my 

wife,  be  rcveng'd  on  Fa/fiaffe,  and  laugh  at  Page,  I  will 
about  it,  better  three  hours  too  foon ,  then  a  minute  too 
late :  fie,fie,fie  :  Cuckold, Cuckold,Cuckold.  Exit. 

Scena  Tertia* 

Enter  fains  ̂   Rugby r,  Shallow^  Slender ,  Page-,  Hoft, 

Cairn.  Jack^Rugbf. 

Rug.  Sir. 
Cains.  Vat  is  de  clock,  Jack. 

Rug.  Tispaft  the  hour  (Sir)  that  Sir  Hugh  pfdmis' d to  meet. 

Cai.  By  gar ,  he  has  fave  his  foul,  dat  he  is  no-come : 
he  has  pray  his  Pible  well,  dat  he  is  no  come  :  by  gar 

(JackJRugbf)  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  become. 
Rug.  He  is  wife  Sir :  he  knew  your  worfhip  would 

kill  him  if  he  came. 

Cai.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dcad,fo  as  I  vill  kill  him: 
take  your  Rapier ,  (  JackJ)  I  vill  tell  you  how  I  vill  kill him. 

Rug.'  Alas  fir,  I  cannot  fence. 
Cai.  Villany,  take  your  R-apier. 

%gg.  Forbear :  here's  company. 
Hofi.  'Blefs  thee,  bully-Doctor. 
Shal.  'Save  you  Mr.  Doctor  Cains, 
Page.  Now  good  Mr.  Doctor. 

Slen.  'G  ive  you  good-morrow,  fir. 
Cains.  Vat  be  all  you  one,  two,  tree,  four ,  come  for. 
Hofi.  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foigne,  to  fee  thee 

traverfe ,  to  fee  thee  here ,  to  fee  thee  there ,  to  fee  thee 

paffe  thy  puncto,  thy  ftock,  thy  reverfe,  thy  diftancc,  thy 
montant :  Is  he  dead,my  Ethiopian?  Is  he  dead,my  Fran- 
cifco?  ha  Bully?  what  fayesmy  Efculapns}my  G  allen}vny 
heart  of  Elder  ?  ha?  is  he  dead  bully-Stale  ?  is  he  dead? 

fat.  By  gar,  he  is  de  Coward- Jack-Priefl  of  de  vorld: he  is  .not  fliow  his  face. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  a  Caftalion-king-Urinall :  HeBor  of Greece  (my  boy.) 

Cai.  I  pray  you  bear  witneffe  ,  that  me  have  ftay, 
fix  or  feven ,  two  tree  houres  for  him  ,  and  he  is  rio- come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  man  (  Mr.  Doctor  )  he  is  a  curer 
of  fouls,  and  you  a  curer  of  bodies :  if  you  fhould  fight , 

you  go  againft  the  hair  of  your  profeffions :  is  it  not  true, Mafter  Page  ? 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow^  you  have  your  felf  been  a  great 

fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 
Shal.  Body-kins  Mr.  Page ,  though  I  now  be  old  , 

and  of  peace;  if  I  fee  a  fword  out,my  finger  itches  to  make 

one  :  though  we  are  Juft  ices,  and  Doctors,  and  Church- 
men (Mr.  Page)  we  have  fome  fait  of  our  youth  in  us,  we 

are  the  fons  of  women  (Mr.  'Page.) 

Page.  'Tistrue  Mr. Shallow. 
Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo,(Mr.  Page)  Mr.  Doctor  Cai- 
ns ,  I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home  :  I  am  fworn  of  che 

peace :  you  have  fhew'd  your  felf  a  wife  Phyfician  ,  and 
fir  Hugh  hath  fhown  himfelf  a  wife  and  patient  Church- 

man :  you  muft  go  with  me,  Mr.  Doctor. 

Hofi. 
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Hoft.  Pardon,  Gueft-Juftice  ;  a  Mounfeur  Mockwa- 
ter. 

Ca t.  Mock-water  ?  vat  is  dat  ? 

Hofi.  Mock- water ,  in  our  Englifh  tongue  is  Valour 

(Bully.) 
Cat.  By  gar  ,  then  I  have  as  much  Mock-water  as  de 

Englifhman :  fcurvy- Jack-dog-Pricft  :  by  gar,  me  vill  cut 
his  ears. 

Hoft.  He  will  Clapper-daw  thee  tightly  (Bully.) 

£ai.  Clappcr-de-claw  ?  vat  is  dat? 
Ho  ft.  That  is,  he  v^ill  make  thee  amends. 

Cat.  By  gar ,  me  do  look  he  lTiall  clapper-de-claw  me, 
for  by-gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Host.  And  I  will  provoke  him  tot,  or  let  him  wag. 
Cat.  Me  tanck  you.  for  dat. 

Hoft.  And  moreover  ,  (Bully)  but  fuft,  Mr.  Gueft  , 
And  Mr.  Page^.nd  eck  Cayalerio  Slender,  go  you  through 
the  Town  to  Frogmore, 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 
Host.  He  is  the  re, fee  what  humour  he  is  in  :  and  I  will 

bring  the  Doctor  about  the  Fields :  will  it  do  well  ? 
Shal.  We  will  do  it. 

All.  Adieu ,  good  Mr.  Doctor. 

Cat.  By  gar ,  me  vill  kill  de  Prieft,  for  he  fpeak  for  a 
Jack-an-Apc  to  Anne  Page. 

Hoft.  Let  him  die:  fheath  thy  impatience  z  throw  cold 

water  on  thy  Choller  :  goc  about  the  fields  with  me 

through  Frogmore  J.  will  bring  thee  where  Miftris  ̂ Anne 

Page  is,at  a  Farme-houfe  a  Feafting :  and  thou  fljait  woe- 
her :  Cride-game,  faid  I  well  ? 

Car.  By-gar  ,  me  danck  you  vor  dat  :  by  gar  I  love 

you  :  and  I  fhall  procure  'a  you  de  good  Gueft  :  de  Earl, 
de  Knight ,  de  Lords,  de  Gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hoft.  For  the  which,  I  will  be  thy  adyerfary  toward 

Anne  Page  ■  faid  I  well  ? 

Cai.  By-gar,'tis  good :  veil  faid. 
Hoft.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Come  at  my  heels,  Jacl^%ugby. Exeunt. 

(tABus  Tertiufi  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Svans,Simple,  Page,  Shallow, Slender  ,Hofi, Cains, 
Rugby. 

Evans.  I  pray  you  now  ,  good  Mafter  Slenders,  fer< 
ving-man,  and  friend  Simple  by  your  name ;  which  way 

have  you  look'd  for  Mafter  Cains ,  that  calls  himfelf  Do- &or  of  Phifick. 

Sim.  Marry  Sir,  the  pitty-wary ,  the  Park-ward  ;  e- 
very  way  :  old  Windforwzy,  and  every  way  but  the 
Town  way. 

Evan.  I  moft.  fehemcntly  defire  you ,  you  will  alfo 
look  that  way. 

Sim.  I  will  fir. 

Evan.  'Plefs  my  foul :  how  full  of  Chollars  I  am,  and 
trempling  of  minde  ;  I  (hall  be  glad  if  he  have  deceived 
mc  :  how  melancholies  I  am  ?  I  will  knog  his  Urinalls  a- 
bout  his  knaves  coftard ,  when  I  have  good  opportunities 

for  the  orke: 'Plefs  my  foul:  To  fhallow  Rivers  to  whofe 
falls ,  melodious  Birds  Jings  Madrigalls  :  There  will  we 

make  our  Peds  of  %»fes  :  and  a  t'boufand  fragrant  fojies. 
To  fhal 'low. 'Mercy  on  me,I  have  a  great  difpofition  to  cry. 

Melodious  birds  fwg  Madrignll  :—Whcn  as  I  fat  in  Pa- 
bilon :  and  a  thoufand  vagramPofies.  To  fhallow ,  err. 

Sim.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way,  Sir  Hugh. 

Ev.  Hee's  welcome  :  To  (hallow  Rivers,  to  whafefals : 
Heaven  profper  the  right :  what  weapons  is  he  > 

Sim.  No  weapons,  Sir :  there  comes  my  Mafter ,  Mr. 
Shallow  ;  and  another  Gentleman;  from  Frogmore,  over 
the  ftile,  this  way. 

Evan.  Pray  you  give  me  my  gown  ,  or  clfekcep  it  in 
your  avmes.  Enter  *All. 

Shal.  How  now  Mafter  Parfon  ?  good  morrow  good 

Sir  Hugh  :  keep  a  gamefter  from  the  dice  ,  and  a  good 
Student  from  his  book,  and  it  is  wonderfull. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  Anne  Page. 

Tage.  '  Save  you  good  Sir  Hugh. 
Svan.  'Plefs  you  from  his  mercy-fake,  all  of  you. 
Shal.  What  ?  the  Sword,  and  the  word  ? 

Do  you  ftudy  them  both,  Mr. 'Parfon  ? 
T>age.  And  youthful!  ftill ,  in  your  doublet  and  hofc  , 

this  raw-rumatick  day  ? 

Evan,  There  is  reafons,  and  caufes  for  it. 
Page.  We  are  come  to  you  :  to  do  a  good  office ,  Mr. Parf m. 

Evan.  Fery  well :  what  is  it  ? 
Page.  Yonder  is  a  moft  rGverend  Gcntleman;who(be- 

Uk  )  having  received  wrong  by  fomc  perfon  ,  is  at  moft 
odds  with  his  own  gravity  and  patience,  that  ever  you 

.?w. 

Shal.  I  have  lived  fourfcore  years ;  and  upward :  I 
v  a  heard  a  man  of  his  place,  gravity,  and  learning,  fo 

■  i  i:-A  his  own  refpect. 
Evan.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  1  think  you  know  him  :  Mr.  Doctor  Cains  the 
renowned  French  Phifitian. 

Evan.  Got's-will,  and  his  paffion  of  my  heart:  I  had 
as  lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  porredge. 

Page.  Why? 
Evan.  He.  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocratesznd 

Galen  ,  and  he  is  a  knave  befides  :  a  cowardly  knave ,  as 
you  would  defire  to  be  acquainted  withal!. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  hee's  the  man  fliould  fight  with 

him. 

Slen.  O  fweet  Anne  Page.  Enter  Cains. 

Shal.  It  appears  fo  by  his  weapons  :  keep  them  a- 

iunder:  here  comes  Doctor  Ca'ius. 
Page.  Nay  good  Mr.  Parfon,  keep  in  your  weapon. 
Shal.  So  do  you,  good  Mr.  Doctor. 
Hofi.  Difarm  therm,  and  let  them  queflion:  let  them 

keep  their  limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englifh. 

Cai.  I  pray  you  let-a-me  fpeak  a  word  with  your  ear ; 

wherefore  vill  you  not  meet-a  me  ? 
Evan.  Pray  youufe  your  patience  in  good  time. 
Cai.  By-gar,  you  are  de  Coward :  de  Jack  dog  :  John Ape. 

Evan.  Pray  you  let  us  not  be  laughing-ftocks  to  other 
mens  humours :  I  defire  you  in  friendfhip,  and  I  wiU  one 

way  or  other  make  you  amends :  I  will  knog  your  Urinal 

about  your  knaves  Cogs-combe. 
Cai.  Diable,Jack^Rtigby,minzHofl  de  Jartcer,  have 

I  net  ftay  for  him ,  to  kill  him  ?  have  I  not  at  de  place  I did  appoint  ? 

Evan.  As  I  am  a  Chriftians-foul ,  now  look  you  : 

this  is  the  place  appointed  ,  I'le  be  judgement  by  mine 
Hofi  of  the  Garter. 

Hofi.  Peace  ,  I  fay  ,  Gallia ,  and  Gaul,  French,  and 
Welch t  Soul-Curer,  and  Body-Curer. Cai  I 
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C*.  I,datisverygood,excellant. 

Hoft  Peace,  I  fay  hear  mine  Holt  of  the  Garter, 

Am  1  polit  ck  ?  am  I  fubtle  ? an  la  Machivell  ? 

i  Shall  I  loofe  my  Doctor  ?  No,  he  gives  me  the  Potions 

and  the  Morions.  Shall  I  loofe  my  ParfonPmy  Prieft?my 

Sir  Hugh  ?  No,  he  gives  me  the 'Proverbs,  and  the
  No- 

vcrbs.  Give  me  thy  hand  (Celeftial)  fo :  Boycs  of  Art, 

I  have  deceiv'd  you  boch  :  I  have  directed  you  to  wrong 

places:  your  hearts  are  mighty,  your  skins  are  whole,  and 

let  burn'd  Sack  be  the  lflue  :  come,  lay  their  fwords  to 

pawn  :  Follow  me,  Lad  of  peace,  follow,  follow,  follow. 

iia/.Truft  me,a  mad  Hoft :  follow  Gentlcmen,follow. 
Slen.  O  fweet  Anne  Page. 

Cai.  Ha'  do  I  perceive  dat  ?Have  you  make-a-de-fot 
of  us,  ha,  ha  ? 

Evan.  This  is  well,  he  has  made  us  his  vlowting-ftog : 

I  dduc  you  that  we  may  be  friends :  and  let  us  knogour 

P'ains  together  to  be  revenge  on  this,  fame  fcall  fcurvy- 

coq°ing  companion  the  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Cai.  By  ga-,  with  all  my  heart :  he  promife  to  bring 

me  where  is  Anne  Page  :  by  gar  he  deceive  me  too. 

Evan.  Well,-!  will  fmite  his  noddles:  pray  you  follow. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Mift.  Pag:,  Robin,  Ford,  Page,  Shallow,  Slender, 

Hoft,  Evans,  Cai  fa. 

Mift.  Page.  Nay  keep  ycur  way  (little  Gallant)  you 
were  wont  to  be  a  Follower,  but  now  •  ouare  a  Leader  : 
whether  had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes,  or  eye  your  ma- 

tters heels  ? 

Rob.  I  had  lather  (forfooth)  go  before  you  like  a  man, 
then  follow  him  like  a  dwarf e.  (Courtier. 

Mi. Pa.  O  you  area  flattering  boy,now  I  fee  ycu'l  be  i 
Ford.  Weil  met  Miff  efTe  Page,  whether  go  you. 
Mi.  Page,  Truly  Sir,  to  fee  your  wife,  is  fhe  at  home  ? 
Ford.  ]y  \  ,d  as  idle  as  fhe  may  hang  toge.her  for  wan 

of  company  :  I  think  if  your  husbands  were  dead,  you 
two  would  ma i  ry. 

CM  if.  Pag.  Be  fure  of  that,  two  other  husbands. 
Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-cock  ? 
CM.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  (the  dickens)  his  name 

is  my  husband  had  him  of,what  do  you  call  youvKn'ghts 
Rob.  Sir  lohn  Falftajfe.  (namedViha  ? 

M.Pa.  He,he,  I  can  never  hit  on's  name ;  there  is  Rich 
a  league  between  my  goodman»  and  he  :  is  your  Wifcr'- 

Ford.  Indeed  llie  is.  (home  indeed  ? 
M.  Pa.  By  your  leave  fir,  I  am  fick  till  I  fee  her. 
Ford.  Has  Page  any  brains?Hath  he  any  eyes  ?  Hath  he 

"ny  thinking  ?  Sure  they  fleep,  he  hath  no  nfe  of  them  : 
why  this  boy  will  carry  a  Letter  twenty  mile  as  cafie,as 
a  Canon  will  fhoot  ppint-blanck  twelve  fcore  :  he  pie- 

ces out  his  wives  inclination  :  he  gives  her  folly,  motion 

and  advantage:  and  now  fhe's  going  to  my  wife,and  Fal- 
stajfes  boy  with  her  :  A  man  may  hear  this  fhower  fing 
in  the  wind  ;  and  Falftaffes  boy  with  her  :  good  plots, 
ehey  arc  laid,  and  our  revolted  wives  fhare  damnation 
together.  Well,  I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my  wife, 
pluck  the  borrowed  vail  of  modefty  from  the  fp  fecm- 
ing  Mift.  Page,  divulge  Page  himfelf  for  a  fecure  and 
wilfull  Atleon,  and  to  thefe  violent  proceedings  all  rr.v 

neighbours  fh'a  11  cry  afine.  The  clock  gives' me  my  Qu, 

j  and  my  alTurance  bids  me  fearch,  there  I  lho.il  find  Fal- 

\ftaffe  :  I  fhall  be  rather  ptaifed  for  this»  then  mock'd,  for 
ic  is  as  po(fitive,as  the  earth  is  firm,  that  Falfiafe  is  there: I  will  go. 

Shal.  Page,  &c.  Well  met  Mr.  Ford. 
Ford.  Tiuft  me,  a  good  knot :  1  have  good  cheer  at 

home,  and  1  pray  you  all  go  with  me. 
Shal.  T  muft  excufe  my  felf  Mr.  Ford. 
Slen.  And  fo  muft  I  Sir , 

We  have  appointed  to  dine  with Miftreffe  Anne, 
And  I  would  not  break  with  her  for  more  money 
Then  Tie  lpeak  of. 

Shal.  We  have  linger'd  about  a  match  between  Anne 
Page,  and  my  Coufin  Slender,  and  this  day  we  fhall  have our  anfwer. 

Slender.  I  hope  I  have  your  good  will  father  Page. 
Page.  Y  )U  have  Mr.  Slender,  1  ftand  wholly  for  yoir, 

but  my  wife  (Mafter  Docto; )  is  for  you  altogether. 

Cai.  I  be-gar,  and  de  Maid  'is  luve-a-me  rmynitrfh- 
~-(LV  ickly  tell  me  fo  mufh. 

Hoft.  What  fay  you  to  young  M.  Pent  on  ?  He  capers, 
he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth:  he  Writes  terfes,  he 

fpeaks  holliday,  he  fmels  April  and  May, he  will  cav  y' 
he  will  carry't,'tism  his  buttons,  he  will  ca'  "v'c. 

Page.  Not  by  my  content  I  promife  you.  The  Gentle- 
man is  of  no  having,  he  kept  company- with  the  wild 

Prince,  and  Poinz, :  he  is  of  too  high  a  Region,  ht  knows 

'oo  much  :  no,  he  fhall  not  knit  a  knot  in  his  f< 
with  the  finger  of  my  fu;;ftance  :  if  he  take  her,  lei  hu  i 
take  her  limply  ;  the  wealth  I  have  waits  on  my  confent, 
and  my  confent  goes  not  that  way. 

Ford.  I  befeech  you  heartily,,  fome  of  you  go  home 
w;th  me  to  dinner  :  befides  your  cheer  you  fha  11  have 

fport,  I  will  fhew  you  a  Monfter :  Mr.  D<-cto<-,  you  fhall 
go,  fo  Oiall  you  M :.  Page,  and  you  Sir  Hugh, 

Shal.  WelL,  fare  you  well  : 
We  fhall  have  the  freer  wooing  at  Mr.  Pages. 

Cai.  Go  home  lohn  Rugby,  I  come  anon. 

Hoft.  Farewell  my  hearts,  1  will  to  my  honeft  Kr 

'■Ifi'iffe,  and  drink  Canary  with  him. 

i-ord.  I  chink  I  fhall  drink  in'  Pipe-wine  Rrfl  with 
him,  Pie  make  him  dance.  W.U  you  go,  Gentles  ? 

All. '  Have  with  you,  to  fee  this  Monfter,  Exennt. 

Scena  Tenia* 

Enter  Miftreffe  Ford,  (JMiftrrlfe Page,  Servant s,  Robin, 
Valftaffe,  Ford,  Page;  Cai  us,  Evans. 

(_M'tf.  Ford.  What  John,  wh&'t  Robert. 
Mif.Page.  Quickly,  quickly  :  Is  the  Buck-basket- — 
Mif.  Ford.  I  warrant.  What  Robin  1  fay. 

Mif.  Page.  Come,  come,  come. 
Mif.  Ford.  Here,fet  it  down. 
Mif.  Pa.  Give  your  men  the  charge,  wc  muft  be  brief. 

M.Ford.  Marry  as  I  told  you  fc  1 
be  ready  here  hard-by  in  the  Brew-hoi  f<  ,ahd  whi 
denly  call  yoa,  come  fot*th,  and  (without  any  paufe,  o 
ftaggcring)  take  this  basket  on  yom  Or.  wldcis :  thai  d 

trudge $ith  k  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  itarhoijg  the  Vv  • 
fters  in  Datchet  Mead,  and  there  empty  it  m  the  - 
ditch,  dofe  by  :he  Thames  fide; 

M.  Page.  You  will  doe  it? 
M.Yord.  I  ha  told  them  over  a  • 

.  ...  E  •  Re 
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 Be  gone,  aiul  come  when  you  arc  call'd. 

Mtf.  Page.  Here  epincs  lutle  Robin.        (with  you  ? ' i    Mif.  Ford.  How  now  my  Eyas-Musket,  what  news. 
\     Rob.  My  M.  Shjohn  is  come  in  at  your  back  door 
(Mitt.  Ford,)  and  vcqucfrs  your  company. 

Mif. Pa.  You  little  Jack-a-lent,have  you  bin  true  to  us? 

Rob.  I,  i'le  be  (worn  .*  my  Mafter  knows  riot  of  your 
being  here :  and  hatch  thrcatned  to  put  me  intoeverla- 

fting  liberty,  if  I  tell  you  of  it:  for  he  fwears  he'lturn v>e  away. 

Mif.  Page.  Thou'it  a  good  boy  :  this  fecrecy  of  thine 
fhall  be  a  Taylor  to  thec,  and  fhall  make  thee  a  new  dou- 

olet  and  hofc.  I'le  50  hide  me. 
Mif.  Ford.  Doc  fo  :  go  tell  thy  Mafter,  I  am  alone  : 

Miltrcile  P*gc,  remember  you  your  Qu. 

M'-f.  Page.  I  warrant  thcc,if  I  doe  not  act  it,hiffeme. 
Mif.  Ford.  Go  to  then  :  we'l  ufe  this  unwholfomc  hu- 

midity ,  this  grofle-watry  Pumpion  ;  we'l  teach  him  to 
know  Turtles  from  Jayes,  Enter  Fal. 

Fed.  Have  I  caught  thee,  my  heavenly  Jewell  ?  Why 

now  let  me  die,  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  This  is  the 
period  of  my  ambition  .•  O  this  bleiTed  hour; 

.Mif. Ford.  O  fweet  Six  John. 
Fa!.  Miltrcffe  Ford ,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate 

(Miftreffe  Ford)  now  fhall  I  fin  in  my  wifh ;  I  would  thy 

Husband  were  dead,  I'le  fpeak  it  before  the  beft  Lord,  I 
would  make  thee  my  Lady. 

Mif.  Ford.  I  your  Lady  Sir  Iohn>  Alafs, I  fhould  be 
a  pittifull  Lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  Court  of  France  fhewme  fuch  another  : 

I  fee  how  thine  eye  would  emulate  the  Diamond  •  Thou 
hart  the  right  arched-beauty  of  the  brow,  that  becomes 

the  Ship-tyre,  the  Tyre- valiant,  or  any  Tire  of  Venetian 
admittance. 

Mif.  Ford.  A  plain  Kcrchiffe,  Sir  Iohn 
My  brows  become  nothing  elfe,  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  tyrant  to  fay  fo :  thou  would 'ft  make 
an  abfolute  Courtier,  and  the  firm  fixure  of  thy  foot 
would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy  gate,  in  a  fern  i- 
.ii  cled  Farthingale.  I  fee  what  thou  Wert  if  Fortune  thy 
foe  were  notj  Nature  thy  friend ;  Come,  thou  canft  not 
hide  it. 

Mif.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch' thing  in  me. 
Fal.  What  made  me  love  thee  ?  Let  that  perfwade 

thee.  There's  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee  :  Come,  I 
cannot  cog,  and  fay  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a  many 

of  thefe  lilping  Haw-thorn  buds,  that  come  like  women 
in  mens  apparell,  and  fmell  like  Bucklers-berry  in  firr> 
plingtime :  I  cannot,  but  I  love  thee,  none  but  thee ;  and 

thou  deferv'ft  it. 
Mi. For. Do  not  betray  me  Sir,I  fear  you  love  M.Page. 

Fal.  Thou  might'ft  as  well  fay,  I  love  to  walk  by  th. 
Counter  Gate,  which  is  as  hatefull  to  me,  as  the  reek  of 
a  Lime-kill. 

CMif.  Ford.  Well  heaven  knowes  how  I  love  you  , 
and  you  fruil  one  day  find  it. 

Fal.  Keep  in  that  mind,  I'le  defcrvc  it. 
Mif.  tord.  Nay,  I  muft  tell  you,fo  you  doe,  or  dfel 

could  not  be  in  that  mind.  within 

Rob.  M  ftreffe  Ford,  Miftreffe  Ford,  here'*  Miftrefk 
page  at  the  door,  fwearing,  and  blowing,  and  looking 
wildely,  and  would  needs  fpeak  with  you  prefcntly. 

Fal.  She  fhall  not  fee  me,  I  will  eniconce  me  behind 
the  Arras. 

M.Ford.  Pray  you  doe  fo,  trie's  a  very  titling  woman. 
What's  the  matter  ?  how  now  ?  Enter  Mif. Page. 

Mif.  Page.  O  Miftreffe  F*rrf,what  have  you  done? 
You'r  fiiam'd,  y'are  overthrown,  y'are  undone  for  ever. 

M.  Ford.  What's  the  matter,  good  Miftreffe  Page  ? 
M.Page. O  wel!-a-day,Miftrefs  For</,having  an  honcft 

man  to  your  husband,  to  give  him  fuch  caufe  of  fufpition. 
Mif.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  fufpition  ? 
Mif.  Page.  What  caufe  of  fufpition  ?  Out  upon  you : How  am  I  miftook  in  you  ? 

Mif. Ford.  Why  (alas)  What's  the  matter  > 
Mif.  Page.  Your  husbands  comming  hither  (woman) 

with  all  the  Officers  in ,  windfor,  to  fearch  for  a  Gentle- 
man, that  he  fayes  is  here  now  in  the  houfe ;  by  your 

confent  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  abfence  :  you  are undone. 

Mif.  Fori.  'Tis  not  fo,  I  hope. 

Mif  Tage.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  fo,  that  you  have 
fuch  a  man  here :  but  'tis  moft  certain  your  husband's 
comming,with  wind  for  at  his  hcels,to  fearch  for  fuch 
a  one,  I  come  before  to  tell  you  :  If  you  know  your  felf 
clear,  why  I  am  glad  of  it  t  but  if  you  have  a  friend  here, 

convey,  convey  him  out.  Be  riot  amaz'd,  cal!  all  your 
fenfes  to  you,  defend  your  reputation*  or  bid  farcWell  to 
your  good  life  for  ever. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  fhall  I  doe  ? There  is  a  Gentleman 
my  dear  friend  :  and  I  fear  not  mine  own  fhamc  fo  much, 
as  his  perill.  I  had  rather  then  a  th»ufand  pound  he  were out  of  the  houfe. 

Mif.  Page.  For  fhame,  never  ftand  (you  had  rather, 

and  you  had  rather  : )  your  husband's  here  at  hand,  be- 
think you  of  fome  conveyance  :  in  the  houfe  you  cannot 

hide  him.  Oh,  how  have  you  deceiv'd  me  ?  Look,  here 
is  a  basket,  if  he  be  of  any  reafonable  ftatare,  he  may 
creep  in  here,  and  throw  foul  linnen  upon  him,  as  if  it 
were  going  to  bucking :  Or  it  is  whiting  time,  fend  him  by 
your  two  men  to  Datchet-Mcade. 

Mif.Ferd.He's  too  bi^to  so  in  there:  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
Fal.  Let  me  fee't,  let  me  fee'e,  O  let  me  fee't : 

i'le  in,  i'le  in  :  Follow  your  friends  counfell,  Tie  in. 
Mif.  Page.  What  Sir  John  Falflafe,  are  thefe  your 

Letters  Knight  ? 

"Fal.  I  love  thee,  help  me  away  :  let  me  creep  in  here  : i'le  never  

Mif.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  Mafter(boy:)  Call 
your  men  (Miftreffe  Ford)  You  diffembling  Knight. 

Mif.  Ford.  What  John,  Robert ,  John;  Go  take  up 

chefe  cloathes  here,  quickly:  Where's  the  Cowle-ftafFe  ? 
Look  how  you  drumble  ?  Carry  them  to  the  Landreffe  in 
Datchet-Mead :  quickly,  come. 

Ford.  'Pray  you  come  near  f  if  I  fufpeel:  without  caufe, 
Why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  jeft, 
I  deferve  it :  How  now  ?  Whether  bear  you  this? 

Ser.  To  the  Landreffe  forfooth  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  doe  whether  they 
ear  it  ?  You  were  beft  meddle  with  buck-wafhing. 
Ford.  Buck?  J  would  I  could  wafh  my  felf  >fthe  Buck: 

buck,  buck,  buck,  I  buck:  I  warrant  you  Buck,  and  of  the bafon  too  ;  it  fhall  appear. 

Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd  to  night ,  I'le  tell  you  my 
J  ream  :  here,  here,  here  be  my  keyes,  afcend  my 

Chambers,  feanh,  fecki  find  out :  I'le  warrant  vve'Jl 
inkenncll  the  Fox.  Let  mc  ftop  this  way  firft  :fos now ! 
mcape. 

Page.  Good  Mafier  Ford, be  contented: 
You  w:on?  your  felf  too  much. 

Ford.  True  (Mafter  Page)  up  Gentlemen  :  you  fhallj 
ice  iport  anon  :  follow  mc  Gentlemen. 

Evan. 
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Ev.m.  Th  s  is  ferry  fantalticall  humours  and  jealoufies. 

Cuius.  By  gar,  'trs  np-the  fafttion  of  France  ;  it  is  not 

n»!ou*in.France.--r- 

Nay  follow  him  (Gentlemen)  fee  the  lflu;  ot 
his  feacrh. 

Mif.  Page-  Ts  tncre  not  a  double  excellency  in  this  ? 

Mif.ford-  I  know  not  which  pleafcs  me  better,  that 

iny  Husband  is  deceived,  or  Sir  John. 

M'f.  Fage.  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your  hi's- 

band  ask't  who  was  m  the  basket  ? 

M',f.  Ford-  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  wa- 
rhin° :  fo  throwing  him  into  the  water  will  doe  him  a  be- 
nefit, 

Mif.  Page.  Hang  him  diirioheft  rafcall :  I  would
  all 

of  the  fame  ft  rain,  wtre  in  the  fame  diftrefle. 

Mif.  Tori.  I  think  my  husband  hath  fome  fpcciall 

fufpitio'n  of  Falflafe's  being  here:  I  never  faw  him  fo 
groffc  in  his  jealoufie  till  now.         .  •• 

Mif.  Vagi.  I  wilj  lay  a  plot  to  try  that ,  and  we  will 

yet  have  more  tricks  with  Falfiaffe  :  his  diffolute  difeaie 

will  fcarcc  obey  this  medicine. 

Mif.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifh  Carrion,  Mift. 

Ouitkjy  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  wa'ter, 
ami  give  him  another  hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  pu- nifhment .? 

Mif.  "Page.  wc'l  doe  lt  '•  lec  nun  be  fent  for  to  mor- 

row  by  eight  a  clock  to  have  amends.  Enter.  iA^- 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him  :  may  be  the  knave  bragg'd 
of  that  he  could  not  compaffe. 

Mif.  P*ge-  Heard  you  that  ? 
Mif.  Ford.  You  ufe  me  well,  Maft.  Ford  ?  doe  you  ? 
Ford.  I,  I,  I  doe  fo. 

Mif.P*geH&\cn  make  you  better  then  your  thoughts. 
Ford.  Amen. 

Mi.  Page.  You  doc  your  felf  mighty  wrong(M.  Ford) 
Ford.  I,I:Imuftbear  it. 
Ev.an  If  there  be,  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in  the 

chambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preffes :  heaven 

forgive  my  fins. 

Cains.  By  gar,  nor  I  too :  there  is  no-bodics. 

P<2£f.Fie,fie.,M.F0nf,are  you  notafham'dfWhatfpirit, 
j  what  devil  fuggefts  this  imagination  ?  I  would  not  ha 

your  diftemper  in  this  kind,for  the  wealth  of  W'wdfor  cafile 
Ford.  Tis  my  fault  (M.Page)  I  fuffer  for  it. 
Evan.  You  fuffer  for  a  pad  confciencc  :  your  wife  is 

as  honeft  a  o'mans,  as  I  will  defires  among  five  thoufand, and  five  hundred  too. 

(fai.  By  gar,  I  fee  'cisan  honeft  Woman. 
Ford.  Well, I  promis'd  you  a  dinner:  come  ,comc,walk 

in  the  Pa>k,  I  pray  you  pardon  me:I  will  hereafter  make 
known  to  you  why  I  have  done  this.  Come  wife,  come 

Mi.P*g*,I  pray  you  pardon  me.  Pray  hardy  pardon  me. 

PageXa's  go  in  Gentlemen,but  (truft  me)  we'l  mock 
him :  I  doc  invite  you  to  morrow  morning  to  my  houfc 

to  breakfaft :  after  we'll  a  Birding  together,  I  have  a  fine 
Hawk  for  the  bufh.  Shall  it  be  10  : 

Ford.  Any  thing. 
Ev.  If  there  is  one,  I  fhall  make  two  in  the  Company. 
Cai.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  fhall  make-a  the  turd. 
Ford.  Pray  you  go,  M.  Page. 
Evan.  I  pray  you  now  remembrance  to  morrow  on 

the  lowfie  knave,  mine  Hoft. 

C<*i.  Dat  is  good  by  gar,  with  all  my  heart. 
Evan.  A  lowfie  knave,  to  have  his  gibes,  and  his 

mockeries. 
Exeunt. 

S  cena  Quart  a. 
—  1 

Enter  lent  on,  Anne  Page,  Shallow,  Slender, 

Quickly,  Page>  Mif.  Page. 

Fen.  I  fee  I  cannot  get  thy  Fathers  love, 
Therefore  no  more,  turn  me  to  him  (fweet  Nan.) 

Anne.  Alafs,  how  then  ? 

fen.  Why  thou  mull  be  thy  felf. 
He  doth  object,  I  am  too  great  of  birth, 

And  that  my  Mate  being  gall'd  with  my  expencc , 
I  feek  to  heal  it  onely  by  his  wealth. 
Befides  thefe,  other  barrs  he  layes  before  me, 

My  Riots  pa  ft,  my  wild  Societies, 
And  tells  me  'tis  a  thing  impoffible 
I  lhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anne.  May  be  he  tells  you  true. 
Fen.  No,  heaven  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come , 

Albeit  I  will  confeffe,  thy  Fathers  wealth 

Was  the  firft  motive  that  I  woo'd  the  (Anne-.) 
Yet  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 

Then  ftamps  in  Gold,  or  fummes  in  fcaled  bags  • 
And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thy  felf, 
That  now  I  aim  at. 

An.  Gentle  M.  Venton, 

Yet  feek  my  Fathers  love,  ftill  feek  it  fir  ̂ 

If  oportunity  and  humbleft  fuit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then  hark  you  hither. 

Shal.  Break  their  talk  Miftreilc  Qmckfy, 

My  Kinfman  fhall  fpeak  for  himfelf. 

Slen.  Tie  make  a  (haft  or  a  bolt  on't,  'd'slid 'tis  but 
Shal.  Be  not  difmaid.  (venturing. 
Slen.  No,fhe fliall not difmay  me:  . 

I  care  not  for  that,  but  I  am  affeard. 

Qui.  Hark  ye,M.Slender  would  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 
An.  I  come  to  him.  This  is  my  Fathers  choiee 

O,  what  a  world  of  vilde  ill-favour'd  faults Looks  handfome  in  thixe  hundred  pounds  a  year  f 

Qui.  And  how  do's  good  Matter  ¥enton  > 
Pray  you  a  word  with  you. 

Shal.  She's  comming  :  to  her  Coz. 
O  boy,  thou  badft  a  Fnther. 

Slen.  I  had  a  Father  (M.  An.)  my  Uncle  caa  tell  you 

good  jefts  of  him  :  pray  you  Uncle,tell  M.^«.the  jeft  how 
my  Father  ftcle  two  Geefe  out  of  a  Pen,  good  Uncklc. 

Shal.  Miftreffe  Anne,  my  Coufin  loves  you. 
Slen.  I  that  I  doe,as  well  as  I  love  any  woman  in  Glo- 

cefterfhire. 

Shal.  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  Gentlewoman, 
Slen.  I  that  I  will,  eome  cut  and  long-tail,  under  the 

degree  of  a  Squire. 
Shal.  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 

Jointure, 
Anne.  Good  Mafter  Shallow ,1a  him  wooefor  him- 

felf. 
Shal.  Marry  I  thank  you  for  it :  I  thank  you  for  that; 

good  comfort :  fhe  calls  you  (Coz)  Tie  leave  you. 
Anne.  Now  Mafler  Slender . 
Slen.  Now  good  MiftreRe  Anne. 
Anne.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slen..  My  will  ?  OdVhcart-lings,  that's  a  pretty  jeft 
indeed  :  I  ne're  made  my  Will  yet,  ( I  thank  Heaven  :)  I 
am  not  fuch  a  fickly  creature  ;  I  give  Heaven  praife. 

E  2  Anne. 
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Anne.  1  mean  (M.  Slender)  what  would  you  with  mc? 

Slen.  Truly,  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or  no- 
thing with  you  :  your  Father  and  my  Uncle  hath  made 

motions:  if  it  be  my  luck,  Co  :  if  not  happy  man  be  his 
dole,  they  can  tell  you  how  things  go,  better  then  I  can  : 

you  may  ask  your  Father,  here  he  comes. 
Page.  Now  Mafter  Slender  (Lay  z  him  daughter  Anne. 

Why  how  now  ?  What  do's  Maftcr  Fenton  here  ? 
You  wrong  mc  Sir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  houfc. 

I  told  you  Sir,  my  daughter  is  difpos'd  of. 
fen.  Nay  Matter  Page,  be  not  impatient. 
Mtf. Page. Good  Maftcr  Fenton,  come  not  to.  my  child, 
Tage.  She  is  no  match  for  you.  . 
Fen.  Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Page.  No,  good  Maftcr  Benton. 
Come  Matter  Shallow  :  Come  Son  Slender,  in  ; 

Knowing  my  mind,  you  wrong  me,  Matter  Fenton. 
Qui.  Speak  to  Miftris  Page, 
Fen.  Good  Miftris  Page, to  that  I  love  your  daughter 

In  fuch  a  righteous  fafhion  as  I  doe , 
Perforce,  againtt  all  checks,  rebukes,  arid  manners, 
I  muft  advance  the  colours  of  my  love , 
And  not  retire.  Let  mc  have  your  good  will. 

Anne.  Good  Mother,  doe  not  marry  me  to  yon  fool. 
Mif.Page,  I  mean  it  not,  I  feek  you  a  better  huf 

band. 

Qui.  That's  my  Matter,  Matter  Do£tor. 
Anne.  Alafs  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'ch  earth , 

And  bowl'd  to  death  with  Turnips. 
Mif.  Fage.  Come,  trouble  not  your  fclf  good  Matter 

Fenton,  I  will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy  : 
My  daughter  will,  I  qucttion  how  fhe  loves  you, 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  affc&ed  : 
Till  then,  farewell  Sir,  fhe  muft  needs  go  in , 
Her  Father  will  be  angry . 

Fen.  Farewell  gentle  Miftris :  farewell  Nan. 
Qui. This  is  my  doing  nowsNay,faid  I,will  you  caft  a- 

way  your  child  on  a  Fool,  and  a  Phyfician  ? 
Look  on  Maftcr  Teuton,  this  is  my  doing. 

Fen.  I  thank  thee :  and  I  pray  thee  once  to  night , 

Give  my  fweet  Nan  this  Ringrthere's for  thy  pains.  Exit. 
Qui.  Now  heaven  lend  thee  good  fortune ,  a  kind 

heart  he  hath  :  a  woman  would  run  through  fire  and  wa- 
ter for  fuch  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,I  would  my  Maftcr  had 

Miftris  Anne,  or  I  would  Maftcr  Slender  had  her  :  or  (in 
footh)  I  would  Maftcr  Fenton  had  her ;  I  will  do  what  I 

can  for  them  all  three,  for  fo  I  have  promis'd,  and  Tie  be 
as  good  as  my  word,  but  fpecioufly  for  Mafter  Fenton. 
Well,I  muft  of  another  errand  to  Sir  John  Falflajfe  from 

my  two  Miftrefles :  what  a  beaft  am  I  to  flack  it.  Exit . 

brewage. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Faljlafe,  Bardolfcy  Qttickjy,  Ferd. 
Fal.  Bardolfe  I  lay. 
Bar.  Here  Sir. 

Fal.  Go,  fetch  me  a  quart  of  Sack  ,  put  a  toft  in't. 
Have  I  liv'd  to  be  carried  m  a  Basket  like  a  barrow  of 
butchers  Offall ;  and  to  be  thrown  in  the  Thames?  Well, 

if  I  be  fcrv'd  fuch  a  another  trick  ,  Tie  have  my  brains 
tane  out  and  butter'd ,  and  give  them  to  a  dog  for  a 
New-years  gift.  The  rogues  flighted  mc  into  the  river 

with  as  little  remorfe,  as  they  would  have  drown'd  a 

blind  bitches  Puppies,  fifteen  i'ch  litter :  and  you  may 
know  by  my  fize,  that  I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  fink- 

ing :  if  the  bottom  were  as  deep  as  hell,  I  fhould  down. 

I  had  been  drown'd,  but  that  the  fhorc  was  fhelvy  and fhallowra  death  that  Iabhorre.-  for  the  waterfwellsa 
man ;  and  what  a  thing  fhould  I  have  been,  when  I 
iad  been  fwell'd  ?  I  fhould  have  been  a  Mountain  of 
Mummy. 

'Bar.  Here's  Miftris  Quickly  Sir,  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Fal.  Come,  let  me  poure  in  fom  Sack  to  the  Thames 

water :  for  my  belly's  as  cold  as  if  I  had  fwallow'd  fnow- 
Dalls,  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.  Call  her  in. 
Bar.  Come  in  woman.  Enter  Quickly. 
Qui .  By  your  leave  :  I  cry  you  mercy  ? 

Give  your  worfhip  good  morrow. 
Fal,  Take  away  thefe  Challices : 

Go,  brew  me  a  pottle  of  Sack  finely. 
Band.  With  Egges,  Sir  t 

FaI.  Simple  of  it  fclf :  I'le  no  PuUet-Sperme  in  my How  now  ? 

Qjti. Marry  Sir,I  come  to  your  worfhip  from  M\.F*rd, 
Fal.  Miftris  Fori  ?  1  have  had  Ford  enough  :  I  was 

thrown  into  the  Ford  ;  I  have  my  belly  full  of  Ford. 
J^«/.Alafs  the  day  (good-heart)  that  was  not  her  fault 

fhe  do's  fo  take  on  with  her  men  ;  they  miftook  their  e 
reclion.  (promife, 

Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolifh  Womans 
Qui.  Well,  fhe  laments  fir  for  it,  that  it  would  yern 

your  heart  to  fee  it:  her  husband  goes  this  mornin^ 
birding ;  fhe  defires  you  once  more  to  come  to  her,  Be- 

tween eight  anJ  nine :  I  muft  carry  her  word  quickly , 

fhe'll  make  you  amends  I  warrant  you. 
Fal.  Well,!  willvifit  her,  tell  her  fp;  and  bid  her 

think  what  a  man  is :  Let  her  coafider  his  frailty,  and 
then  judge  of  my  merit. 

Qui.  I  will  tell  her. 
Fal.  Doe  fo.  Between  nine  and  ten  faift  thou  ? 

Qni.  Eight  and  nine  Sir. 
Fal.  Well,  be  gone  :  I  will  not  milfe  her. 
Qui.  Peace  be  with  you  Sir.  Exit. 
Fal.  I  marvell  I  hear  not  of  Mafter  Br0om  :  he  fent 

me  word  to  ftay  within  :  I  like  his  money  well. 
Oh,  here  he  comes.  Enter  F«rd. 

Ford.  BlefTe  you  Sir. 

Fal.  Now  Mafter  Brtom,  you  come  to  know  what 
hath  paft  between  me  and  Yards  wife. 

ford.  That  indeed  (Sir  John)  is  my  bufincfle. 
Fal.  Mafter  Broom  I  will  not  lie  to  you, 

I  was  at  her  houfe  the  hour  Jrie  appointed  mc. 
Ford.  And  fped  you  Sir  ? 

Fal.  Very  ill-fa vour'dly  Mafter  Broom. 
Ford.  How  Sir,  did  fhe  change  her  determination  ? 

Fal.  ltio(M..Broom)  but  the  peakmg  Cornutoher  huf- 
and  (M. Broom)  dwelling  in  a  continuall  larum  of  jelou- 

fie,  comes  me  in  the  inftant  of  our  encounter,  after  we  had 

:mbracsd,kis'd,protefted,&  (as  it  were)fpoke  the  prologue 
of  our  Comedy  :  and  at  his'heels,  a  rabble  of  his  compa- 

nions, thither  provoked  and  inftigated  by  his  diftemper, 
and  (forfooth)  to  feaich  his  houfe  for  his  wives  love. 

Fori.  What  ?  While  you  were  there  .? 
Fal.  While  I  was  there. 

FW.And  did  he  fearch  for  you,8c  could  not  find  you? 
Fal.  You  fhall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have  it,comes 

in  one  Miftris  JP^^gives  intelligence  of  Fords  approach: 
and  in  her  invention,  and  Fords  wives  diftra&ion,  thcyi 

convey 'd  me  into  a  Buck-basket. 

Ford.1 
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Ford.  A  Buck-basket?  , 

Fal.  Yea  r.a  Buck-basket:  ram'd  tne  in  with  foul 
Shirts  and  Smocks,  Socks,  foul  Stockings,  greafie  Nap- 

kins, that  (Matter  Broom)  there  was  the  rankcit  com- 

pound qf  viHanous  fmell,  that  ever  offended  noft'iiil. F.ord.  And  how  long  lay  you  there  ;  . 

f'gt.  Nay,  you  fhall  hear  (Mafter  Broom)  what  I 
have"  fuffered,  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil,  for  your 
good  :  Being  thus  cram'd  in  the  basket,  a  couple'of  t oris 
Knaves,  his  hindes  were  call'd  forth  by  their  Miltris,  to 
carry  me  in  the  name  of  foul  Cloathcs  to  Datchet4am  : 
they  took  me  on  their  fhoulder?:  met  the  jealous  Knave 

their. ■Waller  in  the  door ;  who  ask'd  them  once  or.  twice 

what  they  had  in  their  Basket  ?  I  quak'd  for  fear,  Ieaft 
the  Lunatick  Knave,  would- have  fearch'd  it :  but  Fate 
(ordaining he  fhould  be  a  Cuckold)  held  his  hand:  well, 
on  went  he  for  a  fearch  ,  and  away  went  I  for  foul 

Cloathes :  But  ma"rk  the  fequell  (Walter  Broom)  I  fuffer- 
ed  the  pangs  of  three  feverall  deaths :  firft,  an  intollera- 
ble  fright,  to  be  detected  wich  a  jealons  rotten.  Bell-wea- 

ther:  next,  to  be  compafs'd  like  a  good  Bilbo  in  the  cir, 
conference  of  a  Peckj  hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head.  And 
then  to  be  ftopt  in  like  a  ftrong  diftillation  with  {link- 

ing Cloathes,  that  fretted  in  their  own  greafe  :  think  of 
that^a  man  of  my  Kidney  ;  think  of  that  that  amasfub- 
jc6\  to  heat  as  Butter  :  a  man  of  conrinuall  diffolution, 

and  thaw :  it  was  a  miracle  to  fcape  fuffocation.  And  in 
the  height  of  this  Bath  (when  I  was  more  then  halfe 

ftew'd  in  greafe  (like  a  Dutch-difh)  to  be  thrown  into 
the  Thames,  and  cool'd,  glowing  hot,  in  that  ferge  like 
a  Horfcfboe  ;  think  of  that  :.  hiding  hot,  think  of  that 
(Afafter  Broom.) 

Ford.  In  good  fadnc.Te  Sir,  I  am  forry,  that  for  my 
fake  you  have  fuffered  all  this.  My  fuit  then  isdefperate  : 

You'll  undertake  her  no  more  ? 
Fal.  Rafter  Broom :  I  will  be  thrown  into  Etna,  as 

I  have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her  thus  ;  her 

husband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding  :  I  have  received 

from  her  another  ambaffie  of  meeting:  'cwixt  eight  and 
nine  is  the  hour  (/Wafter  Broom,) 

Ford.  'Tis  paft  eight  already  Sir. 
Fal.  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  addreffe  me  to  my  appointment : 

Come  to  rac  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you  fhall 
know  how  I  fpeed :  and  the  conclusion  fhall  be  crowned 

with  your  enjoying  her  a  adiew,  you  fhall  have  her 
(  (JWalter  Broom  )  Rafter  Broom ,  you  fhall  cuckold 
Ford.  Exit. 

Ford.  Hum  :  ha  ?  is  this  a  vifion  ?  is  this  a  dream  > 

doe  I  fleep  ?  -Wafter  Ford  awake,  awake  Rafter  Ford ; 

there's  a  hole  made  in  you  beft  coat  (  /t/after  Ford  : ;  this 
'tis  to  be  married ;  this  'tis  to  have  Linnen,  and  Buck- 
baskets:  Well,  I  will  proclaim  my  felf  what  I  am  :  I 
will  now  take  the  Leacher  the  is  at  my  houfe  :  he  cannot 

fcape  rac :  'tis  impoflible  he  fhould :  he  cannot  creep  into 
a  halfe-penny  purfe,  nor  into  a  Pepper-box  ?  But  leaf! 
the  Devil  that  guides  him,  fhould  aide  him,  I  will  fearch 
impoflible  places :  though  what  I  am,  I  cannot  avoid  ; 
yet  to  be  what  I  would  not,  fhall  not  make  me  tame :  If  I 
have  horns,  to  make  one  mad,  let  the  proverbe  go  with 
me,  Tie  be  horn-mad. 

Jbxemt. 

<iAUus  Quartm.  Scena  TrimL 

Enter  O^iiflris  Paget  Qui claj), Willi  am,  Evans. 

OMtf.  Page.  Is  he  at  M.'F o rdt  already  think'Tt  thou } Qui.  Sure  he  is  by  this ;  or  will  be:  prefently  ;  but  tru- 
ly he  is  very  couragious.  mad,  about  his  throwing  into  the 

water.  J/iftris  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fuddcnly. 

Mif  Page.  Pie  be  .with  her  by  and  by  1  lc  but  brin?i 

my  young  man  here  to  Schoole  :  look  '  where  his  Walter 

comes,  'tis  a  playing  day  I  fee  :  how  now  Sir  Hugh,  no; 
Schoole  to  day  ?  - 

.E^.NorMafter  Slender  is  let  the  Boyes  leave  to  play.' 
Qui.  'Bleffing  of  his  heart. 
Mif,  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  Husband  fayes  mySon; 

profits  nothing  in  the  world  at  his  Book  .*  I  pray  you; 
askc' him  fome  queftions  in  his  Accidence. 

£va.  Come  hither  William  ;  hold  up  your  head;  come. 
Mif.  Page.  Come  firrha ;  hold  up  your  head  ;  anfwer 

your  Mafter,  be  npt  afraid. 
Evan.  William,  how  many  Numbers  is  in  Nouns  ? 
Will.  Two. 

-  Qui.  Truly,  I  thought  there  had  been  one  Number 

more,  becaufe  they  fay  od's-Nowns. 
Evan,  Peace,  your  tailings.  What  is  (Fair)  willittm  ? 
Will.  Ptilcher. 

Qui.  Poulcats  ?  there  are  fairer  things  then  Poulcats,; fure. 

Evan.  You  are  a  Very  fimplicity  o'man  ;  I  pray  you. 
peace.  What  is  (Lapis)  William  } 

will.  A  Stone. 

Evan.  And  what  is  a  Stone  (  William  ?  ) 
Will.  A  Pceble. 

Evan.  No  ;  it  is  Lapis  :  I  pray  you  remember  in  your 

prain. 

Will.  Lapis. 

Evan.  That  is  a  good  William  :  what  is  he  (.William) 
that  do's  lend  Articles. 

Will.  Articles  arc  borrowed  of  the  Pronoun ;  and  be 
thus  declined,  Singutariter  nominativo,  hie,  h<sc,  hoc. 

Eva.  Nominativo  hig,  hag,  hog  \  pray  you  mark : 
Genitive  hu/us  :  Well,  what  is  your  Accufative  cafe. 

Will.  Accufative  hinc. 

Evan.  I  pray  you  have  your  remembrance  (child)  Ac- 
cufat'ivo,  king,  hang,  hog. 

Qui.  Hang-hog,  is  Latine  for  Bacon,  I  warrant  you. 

t  £va.  Leave  your  prabbles  (o'man)  What  is  the  Foca- tive  cafe  (  William  ?  ) 

Will.  O,  Vocative,  O. 
Evan.  Remember  Welllam,  Focative,  is  caret. 

Qui.  And  that's  a  good  root. 

Qui.  O'man,  forbear. 
Mif.  Page.  Peace. 
Evan.  What  is  your  Genitive  cafe  plurall  (williamf) 
Will.  Genitive  cafe  > 
Evan.  I. 

W ill.  Genitive  horum,  harum,  hortim. 

Qui.  'Vengeance  of  Ginycs cafe; 'fie  on  her; never 
name  her  (child)  if  fhe  be  a  whore. 

Eva.  For  fhame  o'man. 

Qui.  You  doe  ill  to  teach  the  child  fitch  word?  :  z 

teaches  him  to  hie,  andtohac;  which  they'll  doe  iaft 
enough  ©f  themfelvcs,  and  to  call  horum  ;  fie  upon  you.  . 

E  3  Eva. 
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Evan.  O'man,  ait  thou  Lunaties  ?  Haft  thou  no  un- 

derftandingsforthy  Cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the  Gen- 
ders? Thou  art  as  foolifh  Chriftian  creatures  as  I  would 

d  elites. 

Mif.  Page.  Prethee  hold  thy  peace. 
Ev an.  Shew  me  now  Qfilliam)  fome  dedenfions  of 

your  Pronouns. 
Will,  Forfooth,  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  It  is  Qui,  que,  quod ;  if  you  forget  your  Quies, 

your  Ques,  and  your  Quods,  you  muft  be  prceches ;  Go 
your  wayes  and  play,  go. 

M.  Pa.  He  is  abetter  Schollar  then  I  thought  he  was. 
Eva.  He  is  a  good  fprag-mjmcry  :  Farewell  M.Pa. 
Mif.  Page.  Adieu  good  Sir  Hugh. 

Get  you  home  boy,  Come  we  ftay  too  long.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Falftaffe.  Mif.  Ford,  Mif.  Page,  Servants,  Ford, 
Page,  Cat tu,  Evans,  Shallow. 

Fal.  Miftris  Ford,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  up  my  fuf- 
ferance  ;  I  fee  you  arc  obfequious  in  your  love,  and  I  pro- 
feffe requital!  to  a  hairs  breadth,  not  onely  Miftris  Ford, 
rujhe  fimplc  office  of  love,  but  in  all  the  accouftremcnt, 
complement,  and  ceremony  of  it :  but  are  you  furc  of 

your  husband  now  ? 

Mif.  Ford.  He's  a  birding  (fweet  fir  John) 
Mif.  Page.  What  hoa,  goffip  Ford  :  what  hoa. 

Mif.  Ford.  Step  into  th'chamber,  Sir  John.  Enter, 
Mif.  Page.  How  now  (fweet  heart)  who's  at  home 

befides  your  felf  ? 
Mif.  Ford.  Why  nohe  but  mine  own  people. 
Mif.  Page  Indeed  ?  • 
Mif.  Ford.  No  certainly;  fpeak  louder. 

Mif.  Page.  Truly,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have  no  body  here. 
Mif. Ford.  Why? 

Mif.  Tage.  Why  woman,  your  husband  is  in  his  old 
lines  again :  he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my  husband,  fo 
ails  againft  all  married  mankind  ;  fo  etirfes  all  Eves 
daughters,  of  what  complexion  foever ;  and  fo  buffets 
himfelf  on  the  forehead  :  crying  peerc-out,  peere-out , 

chat  any  madneffe  I  ever  yet  beheld,  feem'd  but  tame- 
n^ffe,  civility,  and  patience  to  this  hisdiftempcr  he  is  in 
now :  I  am  glad  the  fat  Knight  is  not  here. 

Mif.  Ford.  Why  do's  he  talk  of  him? 
Mif.  Page.  Of  none  but  him,  and  f wears  he  was  car- 

ried out  the  laft  time  he  feaich'd  for  him,  in  a  Basket  : 
Proteftstomy  husband  he  is  now  here,  and  hath  drawn 
him  and  the  reft  of  their  company  from  their  fport,  to 
rrcke  anctVer  experiment  of  his  fufpition :  But  I  am  glad 

the  Knight  is  not  here  ;  now  he  fhall  fee  his  own  foole- ry. 

Mif.  Ford.  How  near  is  he  Miftris  Page  > 
MifPage.H2.1d  by,at  ftreets  end,he  will  be  here  anon. 
Mif.  Ford.  Iam  undone,  the  Knight  is  here. 

Mif. Page.  Why  then  you  are  utterly  fham'd,  and  he's 
but  a  dead  man.  What  a  woman  are  you  ?  away  with 
him,  away  with  him  :  Better  fhame  then  murther. 

Mif.  Ford.  Which  wr.y  fhould  he  go  ?  How  fhould 
I  beftow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  basket  again  ? 

Fal.  No,  i'le  come  no  more  i'ch  Basket :  Enter. 
May  I  not  go  out  ere  he  come  ? 

Mif.Page.AMs  -.  three  of  Maftcr  l  ords  brothers  watch 
the  door  with  Piftolls,  that  none  fhall  iffue  out  .-other- 
wife  you  might  flip  away  ere  he  came  :  But  what  make 

you  here  ? Tal.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  Tie  creep  up  into  the  'chimney, 
Uttif.  Ford.  There  they  alwayes  ufe  to  difcharge  their 

Birding-pieces :  creep  into  the  Kill-hole. 
Fal.  Where  is  it  > 
UHif.  Ford.  He  will  feek  there  on  my  word :  Neither 

Prcffe,  Coffer,  Cheft,.  Trunk,  Well,  Vault ,  but  he  hath 
an  abftraft  for  the  remembrance  of  fuch  places,  and  goes 
to  them  by  his  Note :  There  is  no  hiding  you  in  the houfe. 

Fal.  Tie  go  out  then. 

Mif.  Ford.  Ifyoir-go  out  in  your  own  femblance,  you 

die  Shjohn,  unleffe  you  go  oQt  difguis'd.  How  might  we 
difguife  him  ?  '  ̂  

Mif.  Page.  Alafs-che-day  I  know  not,  there  is  no  wo- 
mans  Gown  big  enough  for  him :  otherwife  he  might  put 
on  a  Hat,  a  Muffler,  a  KerchifFe,  audio  efcape. 

Fal,  Good  hearts  devife  fomethinj  :  any  extremity, 
rather  then  a  mifchief. 

Mif. Ford,  My  Maids  Aunt,  the  fat  woman  of  Brain- 
ford,  has  a  Gown  above. 

Mif.  Page.  On  my  word  it  will  ferve  him  :  /he's  as 
big  as  he  is  :and  there's  her  thrum'd  Hat,  and  her  Muffler 
too  ;  run  up  Sir  John.  . 

(Jliif.  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  Sir  John :  Miftris  Page 
and  I  will  look  fome  linnen  for  your  head. 

Mif.  Page.  Quick  ,  quick  ,  we'll  come  dreffe  you 
ftraight :  put  on  the  Gown  the  while.  Exit. 

Mif.  Ford.  I  would  my  husband  would  meet  him  in 
this  fhape  :  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman  of  Brain* 

ford :  he  fwearsfhe's  a  Witch,  forbad  her  my  houfe,  anc hath  threatned  to  beat  her. 

Mif.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  husbands  cud- 
and  the  devil  guide  his  cudgell  afterwards. 

OMif.  Ford.  But  is  my  Husband  comming  ? 

Mif.  Page.  I  in  good  fadneffe  is  he,  and  talks  of  the 
Basket  too,  howfoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mif.  Ford.  We'll  try  that ;  for  Tie  appoint  my  men 
to  carry  the  basket  again,  to  meet  him  at  the  door  with 
it,  as  they  did  laft  time. 

Mif.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefently  :  let's  go dreffe  him  like  the  Witch  of  Brainford. 

Mif.  Ford.  Pic  firft  direct  my  men,  what  they  fhal 
doe  with  the  Basket :  Go  up,  Pie  bring  linnen  for  him 
ftraight. 

Mif.  Page.  Hang  him  difhoneft  Varlet, 

gcll: 

We  cannot  mifufe  him  enough : 

We'll  leave  a  proof  by  that  which  we  will  doe, 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too  : 
We  doe  not  a£r,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh, 

'Tis  old,  but  true,  ftill  Swine  eats  all  the  draugh. 
Mif.  Ford.  Go  Sirs,  take  the  Basket  again  on  your 

fhoulders :  your  Mafter  is  hard  at  door :  if  he  bid  you  fee 

it  down,  obey  him  :  quickly,  difpatch.  Enter  Ser 
I  Ser.  Come,  come,  take  it  up. 

a  Ser.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  full  of  the  Knight  again. 
I  Ser.  I  hope  not,  I  had  as  liefc  bear  fo  much  Lead. 
Ford.  I,  but  if  it  prove  true(Mafter  Page)  have  you  any 

way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ?  Set  down  the  Basket 
villain  :  fomcbody  call  my  wife :  Youth  in  a  Basket : 

Oh  you  Panderly  Rafcalls,  there's  a  knot:  a  ging,a  pack, 

a  confpiracy  againft  me  :  Now  fhall  the  devil  be  fham'd. 
What  Wife  I  fay  :  Come,  come  forth  :  behold  what  ho- 

neft 
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neli  clones  you  lend  for  to  bleaching. 

Page.  Why,  this  paffes  Mr.  Fori  :  you  are  not  to  go 

loofc  any  Ionger,you  rauft  be  pinnion'd. Evans.  Why,  this  is  Lunaticks :  this  is  mad  as  a  mad 
dog. 

^Shal.  Indeed  M.  Fori,  this  js^not  well  indeed. 
Firi.  So  fay  I  too  fir,  come  hither  Miftris  Fori,  Mi- 

ftris Foriy  the  honeft  woman,  the  modeft  wife,  the  vertu- 
ous  creature  ,  that  hath  the  jealous  fool  to  her  husband  : 

I  fufpeft  without  caufe  (Miftris)  do  J  ? 
Mlf.  Fori.  H:aven  be  my  witnefs  you  do  ,  if  you  fu- 

fpect  me  in  any  difhonefty. 
Fori.  Well  faid  brazen-face,  hold  it  out  i  Come  forth 

firrah. 

Page,  This  paffes. 

Mif.Fori.  Are  you  not  afham'd,let  the  cloathes  alone. 
Fori.  I  (hall  find  you  anon. 
Evans.  Tis  unreasonable;  will  you  take  up  your  wives 

cloathes?  Come, away. 
Fori.  Empty  the  basket  I  fay, 
Mlf.  Fori.  Why  man,  why  ? 
Fori.  Mafter  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was  one  con- 

vey'd  out  of  my  houfe  yefterday  in  this  basket :  why  may 
not  he  be  there  again  ?  in  my  houfc  I  am  fure  he  is :  my 

intelligence  is  true ,  my  jealoufie  is  reafonable ,  pluck  me 
out  all  the  linnen. 

Mif.  Fori.  If  you  find  a  man  there ,  he  {hall  die  a 
Fleas  death. 

Page.  Here's  no  man. 
Shal.  By  my  fidelity  this  is  not  well  Mr.  Fori :  This 

wrongs  you. 
Evan.  M.Fori,you  muft  pray,and  not  follow  the  ima- 

ginations of  your  own  heart :  this  is  jealoufies. 

Fori.  Well,  hee's  not  here  I  feek  for. 
Page.  No,  nor  no  where  elfe  but  in  your  brain.  . 
Fori.  Help  to  fearch  my  houfe  this  one  time :  if  I  find 

not  what  I  feek  ,  fhew  no  colour  of  my  extremity  :  Let 
me  for  ever  be  your  Table-fpott  :  Let  them  fay  of  me  as 

jealous  as  Fori ,  that  fearch'd  a  hollow  Wall-nut  for  his 
Wives  Lenaman.  Satisfie  me  once  more,once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mlf.  Fori.  What  hoa  (Miftris  Page  )  come  you  and 
the  old  Woman  down  :  my  husband  will  come  into  the 
Chamber. 

Fori.  Old  woman  ?  what  old  woman's  that  ? 
Mlf.  Fori.  Why  it  is  my  Maids  Aunt  of  Brainfori. 
Fori.  A  Witch,  a  Quean ,  an  old  cozening  Quean : 

Have  I  not  forbid  her  my  houfe?  She  comes  of  errands 

do's  (he  f  We  are  fimple  men ,  We  do  not  know  what's 
brought  to  pals  under  the  profeflion  of  Fortune-telling. 
She  works  by  Charmes ,  by  Spels,  by  th'Figure ,  and  fuch 
dawbry  ,  as  this  is,  beyond  our  Element :  we  know  no- 

thing. Come  down  you  Witch  ,  you  Hag  you ,  come down  I  fay. 

Mlf.  Fori.  Nay,  good  fweet  husband ,  good  Gentle- 
men, let  him  not  ftrike  the  old  Woman .        Enter  Fat. 

Mlf.  Page.  Come  Mother  Prat ,  Come  give  me  your hand. 

Fori.  Tie  Prat  her :  Out  of  my  door  you  Witch,  you 
Hag,  you  Baggage,you  Poulcat,you  Runnion,out;out:  I'le 
conjure  you,  I'le  Fortune-tell  you.  Sxlt  Fal. 

Mif  \P  age  Areyounotafham'd .? 
I  think  you  have  kill'd  the  poor  woman. 

Mlf.  Fori.  Nay  he  will  do  it ,  'tis  a  goodly  credit for  you. 

Fori.  Hang  her  Witch. 

Evans.  By  yea,  and  no,  I  think  the  o'man  is  a  Witch 
indeed :I  like  not  when  a  o'man  has  a  great  peard;  I  fpie  a 
great  peard  under  his  Muffler. 

Fori.  Will  you  follow  Gentlemen,  I  befcech  you  fol- 
low :  fee  but  the  iffue  of  my  jealoufie  :  If  I  cry  out  thus 

upon  no  trail,  never  truft  me  when  I  open  again. 

Page.  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further : Come  Gentlemen.  Exeunt 

Mlf.  Page.  Truft  me  he  beat  him  moft  pitifully. 

Mif.  Fori.  Nay  by  th'Mafs  that  he  did  not :  he  beat 
him  moft  unpitifully,  me  thought* 

.Ml ft.  Page.  Fie  have  the  cudgell  hallow'd ,  and  hung 
o're  the  Altar,  it  hath  done  meritorious  fervice-. 

Mlft.Fori.  What  think  you?  May  we  with  the  war- 
rant of  woman-hood  ,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  confid- 
ence, purfue  him  with  any  further  revenge  ? 

M.Page.  The  fpirit  of  wantonneffe  is  fure  fcar'd  out 
of  him ,  if  the  Devil  have  him  not  infee-fimple^with  fine 

and  recovery,  he  will  never",  I  think,  in  the  way  of  wafte, 
attempt  us  again.  .  . 

Mlft.  Fori.  Shall  we  tell  our  husbands  how  we  have ferved  him  ? 

Mlft.  Page.  Yes,  by  all  means:if  it  be  but  to  fcrapethe 
figures  out  of  your  husbands  brain  :  if  they  can  find  in 
their  hearts,  the  poor  unvertuous  fat  Knight  fhall  be  any 
further  affiled,  we  two  will  ftill  be  the  miniftcrs. 

Mlft.Fori.  I'le  warrant  they'l  have  him  publickly 
fham'd  ,  and  me  thinks  there  would  be  no  period  to  the 

jeft,  fhould  he  not  be  publickly  fham'd. 
Mlft.  Page.  Come  to  the  Forge  with  it,then  fhape  it : 

I  would  not  have  things  coole.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia* 

Enter  Holt  ani  Bariolfe. 

Bar.  Sir,  the  Germane  defires  to  have  three  of  your 
horfes :  the  Duke  himfclf  will  be  to  morrow  at  Court,  and 

they  are  going  to  meet  him. 
Holt.  What  Duke  fhould  that  be  comes  fo  fecretly  ? 

I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  Court  :  let  me  fpeak  with  the 
Gentlemen,  they  fpeak  Engllfh. 

Bar.  Sir  ?  I'le  call  them  to  you. 

Hoi~t .  They  fhall  have  my  horfes ,  but  Tie  make  them 
pay :  I'le  fawce  them ,  they  have  had  my  houfes  a  week  at 
command :  I  have  turn'd  away  my  other  guefts,  they  muft 
come  off,  I'le  fawce  them,  come.  Exennt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Page,  Fori,  Miftris  Page,  Miftris  Fori, 
ani  Evans. 

Evans.  'Tis  one  of  the  beft  difcretions  of  a  o'man  as 
ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefc  Letters  at  an  in- 

ftant .? Mlft.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
Fori.  Pardon  me  (wife)  henceforth  do  what  thou  wilt: 

I  rather  will  fufpect  the  Sun  with  gold, 
Then  thee  with  wantonnefs ;  Now  doth  thy  honor  ftand 

  ,  (In 
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(In  him  ch:u  was  of  late  an  Hcrctick) 
As  firm  ot  taich. 

Page.  Tis  well,  'cis  well,  no  more  f 
Be  notcxticam  in  lubmiiTion,  as  in  offence  , 
But  let  our  plot  go  forwa id  :  Let  our  Wives 
Yet  once  again  (to  make  iis  publick  frort) 
Appoint  a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow  r  [ 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  then  that  they  fpokc  of. 

Page.  How  ?  to  fend  him  word  they'll  meet  him  in  the 
Park  at  midnight  ?  Fie,  fie,  he'll  never  come. 

Mitem  You  lay  he  hathbeen  thrown,  into  the  River: 

and  has  been  svicvoufly  pcatcn,?s  an  old  .o'man  :  mc 
thinks  there  fhould  be  'tevrouis  in  him,  that  he  fbpuld  not 

come :  Me  thinks  his  fldh  is  punifh'd,  he  fhall  have  no 
defircs.  :  tadrttfl  in% A:\-tt  mid  aunifti  r9Uii 

Page.  So  think  I  too.  f 

^/.F^i.Devife  but  how  you'll  life  him  when  he  comes. 
And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring,  him  thither. 

M.  <T>age.  There  is  an  old  tale  goo?,  that  Heme  the 
Hunter  (fometime  a  Keeper  here  in  Windsor  Forreft) 
Doth  all  the  Winter  time  at  (till  of  midnight  ■ 

Walk  round  abouc  an  Oake,  with  great  ragg'd  horns , 
And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  Cattel,. 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  (hakes  a  chain 

In  a  moft  hideous  and  dreadfull  manner.  .' 
You  have  heard  of  fuch  a  fpirit,  and  well  you  know 

The  fuperftitious  id!e-headed-£/^ 

Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  Hunter  for  a  truth.  ■ 

Page.  Why  yet  there  want  not  many  that  doe  fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  walk  by  this  Hemes  Oake  : 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Mlf.  Ford.  Marry  this  is  our  device, 
That  Falsi  tffe  at  that  Oake  fliall  meet  with  vs. 

Page.  We!ly let  it  not  be  doubted  but  hc'l  come, 
And  in  this  fhape  when  you  have  brought  him  thither, 
What  fhall  be  done  with  him  ?  What  is  your  plot  ? 

M.  Page.  That  hkewife  have  we  thought  upon,  and 
Nan  Page  (my  daughter)  and  my  little  Son,         (thus  r 
And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'l  dreffe 
Like  Urchins, Ouphes,  and  Fairies,  green  and  white, 
With  rounds  of  waxen  Tapers  on  their  heads. 
And  Rattles  in  their  hands ;  upon  a  fudden, 
As  Falslajfe,  fhe,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 
Lc:  their:  from  forth  a  Saw-pit  rufh  at  once 
With  fomc  diffufed  fong  :  Upon  their  fight 
We  two, in  great  amazednefTe  will  flie  : 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about, 

And  Fairy-like  to  pinch  the  unclean  Knight ; 
And  aske  him  why  that  hour  of  Fairy  Revell, 
In  their  fo  facred  paths,  he  dares  to  tread 

In  fhape  prophan'e. 
Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth, 

Let  the  fuppofed  Fairies  pinch  him  found , 
And  burn  him  with  their  Tapers. 

M.  Pa.  The  truth  being  known , 

We'll  allprefcnt  our  fclves ;  dif-horn  the  fpirit  , 
And  mock  him  home  to  Wmdfor. 

Ford.  The  Children  muft 

Bepradhs'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne're  doe't. 
Evan.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours  rand 

I  will  be  like  a  Jack-a-napes  alfo,  to  bum  the  Knight 

with  my  Taber.    '  •  . 
1     Ford.  That  will  be  excellent, 
J 'lego  buy  them  vizards. 

Mifi.  Page,  My  Nan  fhall  be  the  Queen  of  all  the 
fairies,  finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  filk  would  I  go  buy,  and  in  that  time 
lrpll  M.  Slender  (real  my  Nan  away , 
And  marry  her  at  Eaton:  go,  fend  to  Falfiafe  ftraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  Tie  to  him  again  in  name  of  Broom, 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpofe :  furc  he'l  come. 
Ml.  Pa.  Fear  not  you  that :  Go  get  us  properties 
And  tricking  for  your  Fairies.  , 

Evans.  Let  us  about  it , 

It  is  admirable  pleafures,  and  ferry  honeft  knaveries. 
Mlf.  Page.  Go  Mifi.  Ford, 

Send  quickly  to  Sir  John,  to  know  his  mind  : 
Tie  to  the  Doctor,  he  hath  my  good  will, 
And  none  but  he  to  marry  with  N An  Page  : 
That  Slender  (though  well  landed)  is  anldeot : 

And  he,  my  Husband  beft  of  all  affe&s 
The  Do£tor  is  well  moneyed,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  Court :  he,  none  but  he  fhall  have  her , 
Though  twenty  thoufand  worthier  come  to  crave  her. 

Exit. 

Scena  Quinta* 

Enter  Hofi,  Simple,  Falfiafe,  Bardolfe,  Evatts, 
Calm,  Quickjy. 

Hofi.  What  would'fr.  thou  have  ?  (Boor)  what  ?  (thick 
1  skin)  fpeak,  breathe,difcuffc :  bncf,fliort,quick,fnap. 

Sim.  Marry  fir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Sir  John  Fal- 

\ftafe1xovn  M.  Slender. 
Hofi.  There's  his  Chamber,  his  Houfe,  his  Caflle,  his 

i  Standing-bed  and  Truckle-bed  :  'tis  painted  about  with 
:  the  ftory  of  the  Prodigall,  frclh  and  new  j  go,  knock  anc 

call :  he'll  fpeak  like  an  Anthropophaginian  unco  thee  ; 
Knock  I  fay. 

Stm.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman  gone  up 
into  his  Chamber:  I'le  be  fo  bold  as  ftay  fir  till  fhe 
come  down  :  I  come  to  fpeak  with  her  indeed. 

HoB.  Ha  ?  a  fat  woman  ?  The  Knight  may  be  robb'd 

I'le  call,  Bully-Knight,  Bully-Sir  John :  fpeak  from  thy 
Lungs  Military :  Art  thou  there  ?  It  is  thine  Hoft,  thine 

Ephefian  calls. 
Fal.  How  now,  mine  Hoft  ? 

Hofi.  Here's  a  Bthemlan-Tartar  tarries  the  comming 
down  of  thy  fat  woman  :  Let  her  defcend  (Bully)  let 
her  defcend  :  my  Chambers  are  honourable  :  Fie,  priva- 

cy ?  Fie. Fal.  There  was  (mine  Hoft)  an  old  fat  woman  even 

now  with  me,  but  flic's  gone. 
Sim.  Pray  you  fir ,  was't  not  the  wife  woman  of Bralnford  ? 

Fal.  I  marry  was  it  (Muffel-fhell)  what  would  you 
with  her  > 

Sim.  My  Maftcr  (Sir) my  Mafter  Slender  fent  to  her, 
feeing  her  go  through  the  ftreets,  to  know  (Sir)  whether 
one  Nlm  (Sir)  than  beguiled  him  of  a  chain,  had  the chain,  or  no. 

Fal.  I  fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 
Sim.  And  what  fayes  fhe,  I  pray  Sir  ? 

Fal.  Marry  fhe  fayes,  that  the  very  fame  man  that  be- 

guil'd  Mafier  Slender  of  his  Chain,  cozen 'd  him  of  it. 
Simp.  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  woman 

her 
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her  telle,  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with  her  too, 

from  him.  r.  y 
Fat.  What  are  they  ?  let  us  know. 

Heft.  I,  come  :  quick. 

Fat.  I  may  not  conceal  them  '(fir.) 

Hofi.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  di'ft. 
Sim.  Why  fir ,  they  were  nothing  but  about  Mifti  is 

i/fnnt  Page ,  to  know  if  it  were  my  Matters  fortune  to 
have  her  or  no. 

Fat.  Tis,  'tis  his  fortune. 
Sim.  What  Sir. 

Fat.  To  have  her ,  or  no :  go ;  fay  the  woman  told 
mefo. 

Sim.  May  I  be  bold  to  fay  fo  fir  > 
Fat.  I  fir :  like  who  more  bold. 

Sim.  I  thank  your  worfhip  :  I  fhall  make  my  mafter 

glad  with  thefe  tidings. 
Heft.  Thou  art  darkly  :  thou  art  darkly  (  Sit  John) 

was  there  a  wife  woman  with  thee  ? 

Fat.  I,  that  there  was  (  mine  Hofi  )  one  that  hath 

tau°bt  me  more  wit,  then  ever  I  learn'd  before  in  my  life: O  '  ••it  J 
and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither ,  but  was  paid  for  my 
learning.  Enter  Bardolfh. 

Bar.  Out  alas  (fir)  cozonage  :  mecr  cozonage. 

Heft.  Where  be  my  horfes  ?  fpeak  well  of  them  yar- 
letto. 

Bar.  Run  away  with  the  cozoners :  for  fo  foori  as  I 
came  beyond  Eaten ,  they  threw  me  of  from  behindc 
one  of  them  in  a  flow  of  myre  ;  and  fet  fpurres ,  and 

away;  like  three  Germane-Oey'ik ;  three  Doctor  Fau- 
Stutfes.  .  . 

Ho  St .  They  are  jjone  but  to  meet  the  Duke  (  villairte  ) 
do  not  fay  they  be  fled :  Germane  s  are  honeft  men. 

Enter  Svms. 

Evan.  Where  is  mine  Hofi  > 
Hofi.  What  is  the  matter  fir  > 
Evan.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments:  there  is  a 

friend  of  mine  come  to  town ,  tells  me  there  is  three  Co- 

zen- Jermans,  that  hascozen'd  all  the//*/?/  of  Read  ins ,o£ 
Maidenhead  •  of  Cole.Breokj ,  of  herfes  and  money  :  I 
cell  you  for  good  wil  (  look  you  )  you  are  wife,  and  full 

of  gibes,  and  vlouting-ftocks :  and  'tis  not  convenient 
you  fhould  be  cozoned.Fare  you  well.  Exit.  Enter  Cains, 

Cat.  Ver'ismine  Hofi  de  Jarteer  ? 
Hofi.  Here  (Mafter  Doctor)  in  perplexity  and  doubt- 

full  delemma. 

C*i.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  but  it  is  tcll-a-me,dat  you 

make  a  grand  preparation  for  a  Duke  de  Jamany  ■  by  my 

trot :  der  is  no  Duke  dat  the' Court  teknow,  to  come  :I 
tell  you  for  good  will :  adieu .  Exit. 

Hofi.  Huy  and  cry  (  villane  )  goe :  afTift  me  Knight ,  I 
am  undone :  flye,run :  hu  and  cry  (villaine)  I  am  undone Exit. 

Eat,  I  would  all  the  world  might  be  cozen' d  ,  for  I 
have  been  cozened  and  beaten,  too :  if  it  fhould  come  to 
the  ear  of  the  Cou.it ,  how  I  have  been  transform'd  ;  and 
how  my  transformation  hath  been  wafh'd  and  cudgel'd  , 
they  would  melt  me  but  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop ,  and  li- 

quor Fifhermcns  boots  with  me  :  I  warrant  they  would 
whip  me  with  their  fine  wits ,  till  I  were  as  creft-faln  as 

a  dri'd  Pear :  I  never  profper'd  ,  fince  I  forfwort  my  felf 
at  Primero :  well ,  if  my  wind  were  but  long  enough ;  I 
would  repent :  Now  ?  whence  come  you  ? Enter  Quickjj. 

Qui.  From  the  two  parties  forfooth. 
Fat.  The  Devill  take  one  party,  and  his  Dam  the 
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other :  and  fo  they  fhall  be  both  beftow  d  ;  1  hav.-  firffer'd 
more  for  their  fakes  ;  more  than  the  villanous  inconftan- 

cy  of  mans  difpofition  is  able  to  bear. 

Qui.  Arid  have  not  they  fuftct'd  >  Yes,  I  warrant , 
fpecioufly  one  of  then;  Mllhis  Ford  (good  heart)  is  beaten 
black  and  blew ,  that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  fpot  about 

her.  :  , .   ':  u'  ' 
Fat.  What  tell'ftthou  me  of  black  and  blew?  Iwas 

beaten  my  felf  into  all  the  colours  of  the  Rain- bow :  and 
I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  Witch  of  Brainford, 
but  that  my  admirable  dexterity  of  wit,  my  counterfeiting; 

the  action  of  an  old  Woman  deliver'dme,  the  Knave 
Conftable  had  fet  me  ith'  Stocks,  ith'  common  Stocks  for a  Witch. 

Qui.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  Chamber, 
you  fhall  hear  how  things  go ,  and  ( I  warrant  )  to  your 
content :  here  is  a  letter  will  fay  fonaewhat :  (good  hearts), 

what  a -do  here  is  to  bring  you  together  ?  Sure  one  of 

you  do's  not  ferve  heaven  well,  that  you  arefocrofs'd.: 
Fat.  Come  up  into  my  Chamber.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Fentony  HoSt. 

Hofi.  Mafter  F eaten  ,  talke  not  to  me,  my  minde  is 
heavy  \  L  will  give  over  all. 

Fen.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak  :  affijft  me  in  my  purpofe, 
And  (as I  am  a  Gantlcman)  Tie  give  thee. 
A  hundredpound  in  gold,  more  then  your  lofs. 

Hofi.  I  will  hear  you  (  Mafter  Fenton  )  and  I  will  (  at 
the  leaft)  keep  your  counfdl. 

Fen.  From  time  to  time,  I  have  acquainted  yoU 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  kA»nePagey 

Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwei'd  my;  affection, 
(  So  far  forth,  as  h«r  felf  might  be  her  chufer  ) 
Even  to  my  wiflb. ;  I  have  a  letter  from -her 
Of  fuch  contents,  as  you  will  wonder  at} 
The  mirth  whereof,  fo  larded  with  my  matter, 

That  neither  fingly  can  be  manifefted 
Without  the  fhew  of  both  :  fat  Sir  John  Falfiajfe 

Hath  a  great  Scene ;  the  image  of  the  ;eft 
Tie  fhew  you  here  at  large  (hark  good  mine  Hofi  : ) 

Tonight  at  Hemes  Oke,  juft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  Fairie  Queen : 
The  purpofe  why,  is  here :  in  which  difgmfe 
While  other  jefj?  ar*  fomething  rank  on  foot , 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 

Away  with  Slender,  and  with  him  at  Eaton 
Immediately  to  marry  :  She  hath  confented  :  Now  Sir, 

Her  mother-,  (even  ftrong  againft  that  match 
And  firmefor  DoAor  Cains)  hath  appointed 
That  he  fhall  likewife  fhuffle  her  away, 

While  other  fports  are  tasking  of  their  mindes, 

And  at  the  Deanry,  where  a  Pricft  attends 
Straight  marry  her:  to  this  her  Mothers  plot 
She  (feemingly  obedient)  likewife  hath 
Made  promife  to  the  Doctor :  Now,  thus  it  refts. 
Her  father  means  fhe  fhall  be  all  in  white  ; 

And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go , 
She  fhall  go  with  him  :  her  Mother  hath  intended 
(The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  DoRor  ; 

For  they  muft  all  be  tuask'd  and  vizarded) That 
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.That  quaint  in  green,  the  lhall  be  loofc  enroat'd, 
iWuh  Ribands-pendant, flaring  'bout  her  head  ; 
And  when  the  Doctor  fpics  his  vantage  ripe,  t 

To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and  on  that  token, 
The  maid  liach  given  confent  to  go  with  him. 

Host.  Which  means  Hie  to  deceive  ?  Father ,  or  Mo- 

ther ? 
Fen.  Both  (my  good  Hoft)  to  go  along  with  uk, 

And  here  it  refts,  that  you'l  procure  the  Vicar 
To  (by  for  me  at  Church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
And  in  the  lawfull  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hearts  united  ceremony. 

Ho  ft.  Well,  husband  your  device ;  I'le  to  the  Vicar, 
Bring  you  the  Maid, )  ou  fhall  not  lack  aPricft. 

Fen.  So  fhall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee  ; 

Befidcs,  Tie  make  a  prefent  rccompence.  Exeunt. 

(tABus  Quintus,  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Falftajfe ,  Quichjy-,  and  Ford. 
'»»>*    * \ji  *  i\*  VjO  • 

Fa/.  Prethceno  more  pratling  :  go,I'le  ho1d,this  is  the 
third  time:  I  hope  good  luck  liesinodde  numbers,  A- 

way,  go,  they  fay  there  is  Divinity  in  odde  numbers,  ei- 
ther in  Nativity,  chance,  or  death :  away. 

Qui.  Tie  provide  you  a  chain,  and  Tic  do  what  I  can 
to  get  you  a  pair  of  horns. 

Fal.  Away  I  fay,  time  wears,  hold  up  your  head  and 
mince.  How  now  M.  Broom  ?  Mafter  Broom,  the  mat- 

ter will  be  known  to  night ,  or  never.  Be  you  in  the 

.Parke  about  midnight ,  at  Hernes-Oake ,  and  you  thall 
|  fee  wonders.  < 
I  Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  ycfterday  (Sir)  as  you  told 

'  me  you  had  appoimted  ? 
>  Fal.  I  went  to  her  (  Mafter  Broom  )  as  you  fee,  like  a 
poor- old-man  ,  But  I  came  from  her  (  Mailer  B room  ) 
like  a  poor-old-woman;  that  fame  Knave  (Fordhev  hut- 
band)  bath  the  finert  mad  Devil  of  jealoufie  in  him  (Ma- 

fter Broom)  that  ever  govern'd  Frcnzie.  I  will  tel!  you, 
he  beat  me  grievoufly  ,  in  the  fhape  of  a  woman :  ( for  in 
the  fhape  of  a  man  (Mafter  B room)  I  fear  not  Goliah 
with  a  Weavers  beam ,  (becaufelknow  alfo ,  life  is  a 
Shuttle)  I  am  inhafte,  go  along  with  me  ,  Tie  tell  you  ali 
(Mafter  Broom:)  fince  I  plucktGeefe,  plaid  Trewam 

and  whipt  Top  ,  I  knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten ,  till 
lately.  Follow  me  I'le  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  this 
Knave  Ford,  on  whom  to  night  I  will  be  revenged,  and  I 
will  deliver  his  wife  into  your  hand.  Follow,  ftrange 
things  in  hand  (Mafter  Broom)  follow.  Exeunt, 

S cena  Secunda. 

— ,  

Enter  Page,  Shallow  Slender. 

Page.  Come ,  come  :  wee'll  couch  i'th  Caftle-ditch  , 
till  we  fee  the  light  of  our  Fairies.  Remember  fon  Slender, 
mv  daughter. 

Slen.  I  forfooth  ,  I  have  fpoke  with  her  ,  and  we  have 
a  nay- word  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come  to  her 
in  white ,  and  cry  Mum  ;  fhe  cryes  Budget ,  and  by  that 

we  know  one  another. 

Shal.  That's  good  too  :  but  what  needs  either  your 
Mum  ,  or  her  Budget  ?  The  white  will  decipher  her  well 

enough.   It  hath  (truck  ten  a'dock. 
Page.  The  night  is  daik  ,  .Light  and  Spirits  will  be- 

come it  well :  Heaven  profper  our  fport.  No  man  means 
evill  but  the  Devill,  and  we  fhall  know  him  by  his  horns. 

Let's  away  •  follow  nie.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Mitt.  Page,  Mitt.  Fordf  Caiuf. 

Mift.  Page.Mr.  Doctor,my  daughter  is  in  grecn,when 
you  fee  your  time ,  take  her  by  the  hand,  away  with  her 

to  the  D^amy  ,  and  difpatch  it  quickly :  goe  before  into 
the  Park  :  we  two  muft  go  together. 

Cal.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do,  adieu.  Exit. 

Mif.  Page.  Fare  you  well  (fir)  my  husband  will  not  re- 
joyce  fo  much  at  the  abufe  of  Falftajfe,  as  he  will  chafe  at 

the  Doctors  marrying  my  daughter :  But 'tis  no  matter; 
better  a  little  chiding ,  then  a  great  deal  of  heart-break. 

Mif.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now  ?  and  her  troop  of 
Fairies  ?  and  the  Welch  Devil  Heme. 

Mif. Page.  They  are  all  couch'd  in  a  pit  hard  by  Hemes 
Oak,  with  obfeur'd  Lights;  which  at  the  very  inftant 
of  Falftaffes  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once  difplay  to the  night. 

Mif.  Ford.  That  cannot  choofe  but  amaze  him. 

Mift.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd  he  will  be  mock'd :  If 
he  be  amaz'd,  he  will  be  mock'd. 

Mif.  Ford.  Wee'll  betray  him  -finely. 
Mif.  Page.  Againft  fuch  Lewdfters,and  their  Lechery, 

Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  trechery. 
UVtif,  Ford.  The  hour  drawes  on :  to  the  Oak,  to  the 
Oake.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Evans  and  Faints. 

Evans.  Trib,trib,  Fairies :  Come,and  remember  your 

parts :  be  pold  ( I  pray  you  )  follow  me  into  the  pit ,  and 

when  I  give  the  watch-'ords  :  do  as  I  bid  you  :  come, 
come,  trio,  trib.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Falftajfe,  Miftris  Tage,  Miftris  Ford,  Evans, 
tAnne  Page,  Fairies,  Page,  Ford,  Quickly 

Slender,  Fentont  Cains,  Piftoll, 

Fal.  The  windfor  Bell  hath  ftruck  twelve :  the  Mi- 
nute drawes  on  :  Now  the  hot-bloudied-^od  aifift  me  : 

Remember  Jove,  thou  waft  a  Bull  for  thy  Europa ,  Lovci 
fet  ©n  thy  horns.  O  pqwerfull  Love  ,  that  in  fome  rc- 
fpeits  mak3sa  Beaft  a^Man  :  in  feme  other, a  Man,a  Bcaft; 

You  were  alfo  (Jupiter)  a  Swan,  for  the  love  of  Leda  :  O 

omnipo- 
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;  omnipotent  Love  ,  how  nere  the  God  drew  co  the  com- 
plexion ©fa  Goofe  :  a  fault  done  fitft  in  the  forme  of  a 

Beaft ,  (  O  Jove ,  a  beaftly  fault:  )  and  then  another  fault, 

in  the  femblance  of  a  Fowle ,  think  on't  (Jove)  a  fowle- 
fault.  When  gods  have  hot  backs,  what  mall  poor 
men  doe  ?  Forme,  I  am  here  a  Windsor  Stag,  and  the 

fatteft  ( 1  think)  i'th  Forreft.  Send  me  a  coole  rut-time 
(  Jove  )  or  who  can  blame  me  to  pine  my  Tallow  ?  Who 
comes  here  ?  my  Doe  ? 

M.  Ford.  Sir  John  ?  Art  thou  there  (  my  Deer  ? ) 

My  male-Deer? 
Fal.  My  Doe  with  the  black  Scut  ?  Let  the  skic 

rain  Potatoes  :  let  it  thunder  ,  to  the  tune  of  Green- 

fleeves,  haU-kirfing  Comfits ,  and  fnow  Eringoes:  Let 
there  come  a  tempeft  of  provocation  ,  I  will  fhelter  me 
here. 

M.  Fori.  Miftris  Page  is  come  with  me  (fweetheart.) 

Fal.  Divide  me  like  a  Brib'd-Buck ,  each  a  Haunch  : 
I  will  keep  my  fides  to  my  felf ,  my  fhoulders  for  the 
fellow  of  this  walke  ;  and  my  homes  I  bequeath  your 
husbands.  Am  I  a  Woodman,  ha  ?  Speak  I  like  Heme 

the  Hunter  ?  Why,  now  is  Cupid  a  child  of  Confcience, 
he  makes  reftitution.  As  I  am  a  true  fpirit,welcome. 

M.  Page.  Alas,  what  noyfe  ? 
M.  F«rd.  Heaven  forgive  our  fins. 
Ful.  What  mould  this  be  ? 

M.  Ford.  M.  Page,  Away,  away. 

Fal.  1  think  the  Devil  will  not  have  me  damn'cf, 
Leaft  the  Oyle  that's  in  me  ihould  fee  hell  on  fire ; 
He  would  never  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Fairies.  » 

Qui.  Fairies,  black,  gray,  green,  and  white, 
Yci.  M  jon-fhine  Revellers,  and  fliadqgw  night,  * 
Yo  O  nhan  heirs  of  fixed  deftiny , 
A  ttend  your  office,  and  your  quality. 
Crier  Hob-goblin,  make  the  Fairy  Oyes. 

Pi  ft.  Elves,  lift  your  names :  Silence  you  airy  toyes. 
Cricket,  to  Windjor  Chimneys  fhalt  thou  leap : 

Where  fires  thou  find'ft  unrak'd'j  and  Hearths  unfwept', 
There  pinch  the  Maids-as  blue  as  Bilbery, 
Our  radiant  Queen  hates  Sluts  and  fluttery. 

~F al.  They  are  Fairies,he  that  fpeaks  to  them  fhall  die. 
Tie  wink  and  couch:  No  man  their  works  muft  eye. 

Ev.  Where's  Bede}Go  you,and  where  you  final  a  Maid 
That  ere  fhcfleep  has  thrice  her  prayers  faid, 
Raifc  up  the  Organs  of  her  fantafic, 

S'eep  me  as  found  as  carelels  infancy, 
But  thofe  as  deep  and  think  not  on  their  fins, 

Pinch  them,armes,  legs,  backs,  moulders,  fides  and  fhins. 
Qui.  About,  about  • 

Search  ff'iudfor  Cattle  (Elves,)  wiihin,  and  out. 
Strew  good  luck  (Ouphes)  on  every  facrcd  room , 
That  it  may  ftand  till  the  perpetuall  doomc, 

In  ftate  as  wholfome,  as  in  ftate  'tis  fit , ' 
Worthy  the  Owner,  and  the  Owner  it. 
The  feyeral  Chairs  of  Order,  lookc  you  fcowre, 
With  joyce  of  Balme ;  and  every  precious  flowre , 
Fach  fair  Inftalment ,  Coat  and  fev'ral  Creft, With  loyal  Blazon  evermore  be  bleft. 
And  Nightly-medow-Fairies,  lookc  you  fing 
Like  to  the  (wr<?r-Compafs  in  a  Ring, 
Th*  expreflure  that  it  bears :  Green  let  tc  be, More  fertile-frem  then  all  the  field  to  fee  : 
And,  Hofty  Soit  Qui  Mal-y-Panfe,  write 
In  E-nroid-uiflfes,  Flowers,  purple,  blue,  and  white, Like  Saphne-pearle,and  rich  Embroiderie, 

Buckled  below  fair  Knight-hoods  bending  knee ; 
Fairies  ufc  Flowers  for  their  Chara6lenc, 

Away,  difperfe  :  But  till  'tis  one  a  clock, Our  dance  of  cultomc  round  about  the  Okc 

Of  Heme  the  Hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 
Ev.  Pray  you  lock  hand  in  hahd,your  felves  in  order  fct: 

And  twenty  Glow- worms  iliall  our  Lant-horns  be 
To  guide  our  Meafurc  ronnd  about  the  tree. 
But  flay,  I  fmell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  Faifie^ 
Left  he  transforme  me  to  a  peece  of  Cheefe. 

Tift.  Vilde  worm  j  thou  waft  ore-look'd  even  in  thy birth. 

Qui.  With  triall-firc  touch  me  his  finger  end ; 
If  he  be  chafte,  the  flame  will  back  defcend 
And  turn  him  to  no  pain :  but  if  he  ftart, 
It  is  the  fielh  of  a  corrupted  heart. 

A  triall,  come. 

Evans.  Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 
Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Qui.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  defire. 
About  him  (Fairies)  fing  a  fcornfull  Rime, 
And  as  you  trip,  ftill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

The  Song. 

Fie  on  (infutlphantajit:  Fie  on  Lust  and  Luxurie : 
Luft  is  but  a  bloudy  fire,  kindled  with  unchaft  dejire. 

Fed  in  heart  whofe  flames  afpire, 

As  thoughts  do  blow  them  higher  and  higher. 
Pinch  him  {Fairies)  mutually:  pinch  him  for  his  Villame. 

Pinch  him,  and  burn  him,  and  turn  him  about, 

Till  Candles ,and  Star-light,  and  Moon-fhine  be  out. 

Page.  Nay  do  not  flye,  I  think  I  have  watcht  you 
now  :  Will  none  but  Heme  the  Hunter  ferve  ycur 

turn  > 
M.  Page.  I  pray  you  come,  hold  ud  the  jeft  no  higher. 

Now  (good  Sir  Joh»)  how  like  you  Wmdftr  Wives  ? 
See  you  thefe  husbands?  Do  not  thefe  fair  Okes 
Become  the  Forrcft  better  then  the  Town  ? 

*  .  Ford.  Now  Sir,  who's  a  Cuckold  now  ? 

Mr.  Broom,  Falftaf's  a  Knave*  a  Cuckoldly  Knave, 
HerejUe  his  horns  Mafter  Broom  : 
And  Mafter  Broom  ,  he  hath  enjoyed  nothing  of  Fords, 
but  his  buck-basker,  his  Cudgell  ,  and  twenty  pounds  of 

money  ,  which  muft  be  paid  to  Mr.  Broom,  his  horfes  are 
arrefted  for  it,M.  Broom. . 

M.  Fori.  Sir  Johnyvit  have  had  ill  luck  :  We  could  ne- 
ver meet :  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  Love  again  ,  but 

I  will  mlwayes  count  you  my  Deer. 
Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive  that  I  am  made  an  Afle. 
Ford.  I ,  and  an  Oxe  to  :  both  the  proofes  are  ex- tant. 

Fal.  And:  thefe  are  not  Fairies  i 

I  was  three  or  four  times  in  the  thought  they  were  not 

Fairies  ,  and  yet  the  guiltincfs  of  my  minde  ,  the  fodain 

furprize  of  my  powers,  drove  the  grofsnefle  of  th:  fop- 

pery into  a  receiv'd  belief,  indefpighr  oftheteech  of  a! 
rime  and  reafon  ,  that  they  were  Fairies.  See  now  how 

wit  may  be  made  a  Jack-a-Lent ,  when  'tis  upon  ill  im- 

ployment. Evan.  Sir  John  Falftnfe  ,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your 
defircs,  and  Fairies  will  not  pinfeyou. 

Fori.  Well  faid  Fairy  Hugh. 

Evan.  And  leave  you  ycur  jealouzics  too ,  I  pray 

you. 

Ford.  \ 



60 The  merry  IViyes  of  Wind  lor. 

FwiL  1  witl  never  nvftu-ftmy  wife  again,  ci'U  thou  art 
able  to  wooe  her  in  goal  Etglifh. 

Fal.  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  the  Sunnc  and  dri'J  it, 
that  it  wanes  matter  to  prevent  fo  groffe  ore- reaching  as 
:h;s  ?  Am  I  ridded  with  a  Welch  Goat  too  .?  Shall  I  have 

a  Coxrcombe  of  Fnzc  ?  'Tis  time  I  were  choak'd  with  a 
piece  of  toafted  Chcefc. 

Evans.  Seefc  is  not  good  to  give  putter  ;  your  pelly  is 
all  putter. 

Fal.  Seefc  and  Putter  >  Have  I  Iiv'd  to  ftand  at  the 
tsunt  of  one  that  mak.s  Fritters  of  Englifh?  This  is  e- 

nough  :o  be  the  decay  of  Luft  and  late-walking  through 
the  Realm. 

Mifl.  P,!gew  Why  Sir  John,  dn  you  think ,  though  we 
would  have  thrutt  vertuc  out  of  our  hearts  by  the  head 
and  fhoulders,  and  hive  given  our  felvcs  without  fcruple 
to  SH^II ,  that  ever  the  Devii  could  ha ve  m?Az  you  cur  de- 

light ? 

ford.  What,  a  Hodge-pudding?  A.  bag  of  Flax  .? 
Mifl.  Page.  A  pi  if  c  man  ? 

Page,  Old,  cold,wichei'd,  and  of  intollerable  entrails  ? ford.  And  one  that  is  as  fhnderous  as  Sachan  ? 

Page.  And  as  poor  2%  Job. 
ford.  And  as  wicked  r.s  his  wife? 

Evan.  And  given  to  Fo<nic  uions,and  to  Taverns,and 
Sack,  and  Wine,  and  MechcgUn,  and  to  drinkings,  and 

fwearings,  and  flaring  ?  Priobles  and  p rabbles-.? 
fa/.  Well,  I  am  your  Theame  s  you  have  the  ftart  of 

me,  I  am  dejected  :  I  am  not  a^le  to  anfwer  the  Welch 
Flannel,  Ignorance  it  fclf  is  a  Plummet  ore  me,  ufeme  as 

youvvi  11. 

ford.  Marry  fir,  wec'l  bring  you  to  fVindfor  to  one 
My. Broom: ,  that  you  have  cozon'd  of  money,  to  whom 
you  fhould  have  been  a  Pander  :  over  and  above  that  you 

have  u  ftVd,  I  think,  to  repay  that  money  will  be  a  bi- 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then,  you  took  the  wrong. 
Slen.  What  need  you  tell  me  that  ?  I  think  fo,  when 

I  took  a  Boy  for  a  Girlc  :  If  I  had  been  married  to  him, 
(  for  all  he  was  hi  womans  apparel )  I  would  not  have  had 
him. 

Page.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly, 
Did  not  I  tell  you  how  you  fhould  know  my  daughter 

By  her  garments } Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  green ,  and  cryed  Mum ,  and 

fhe  cry'd  Budget, as  Anneznd  I  had  appomtedj  and  yet 
it  was  not  Anne,  but  a  Pofl-maftcrs  Boy. 

Mifl.  Page.  Good  George  be  not  angry, I  knew  of  your 
purpofe:  tum'd  my  daughter  into  white,  and  indeed  fhe 
is  now  with  the  Doctor  at  the  Deanry,and  there  married. Enter  Cajus. 

Caj.  Ver  is  Miftris  Pige:  by  gar  I  am  cozoned  ,  I  ha 
married  one  Garfoon,  iB)e;  oonPcfanr,by  gar.  A  Boy, 
c  is  not  An  Page,  by  gar,  I  am  cozoned. 
CM.  Pa.  Why  ?  did  you  take  her  in  white  ? 

Caj.  I  be  gar,and  'tis  a  Boy :  be  gar,Ueraifeall/^/W- 

for. 

ingafflicTior 

Page.  Yet  be  cheerefull  Knight,  thou  fhalt  eat  a  PoiTet 

to  night  at  my  houlc ,  where  I  will  defire  thee  to  laugh  at 
my  wife,  th?t  now  hughes  at  thee  ;  Tell  her  Mr.  Slender 
hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mifl.  Page.  Dolors  doubt  that  J 
If  Anne  Page  be  iny  daughter,  fhe  is  (  by  this  )  .Doctor 
Cajus  wife.  .  ̂ 

Enter  Slender. 

Slen.  Whoa  hoe,  hoc,  Father  Page. 
Pag.  Son  ?  How  now  ?  How  now  fon, 

Have  you  difpatch'd  ? 
Slen.  Difpatch'd?  lie  make  the  beft  in  Glofierfhire  chae'd. 

know  on'c :  would  I  vfert  hang'd  la,  elfe.  j     Mi.  Pa.  Well,  I  will  mufe  no  further  :  M.  fenton, 
Page.  Of  what,  fon  ?  Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  dayes  : 
Slen.  I  came  yonder  at  Eaton  to  marry  Miftris  Anne  Good  husband,  let  us  every  one  go  home, 

Page,  and  fhee's  a  great  lubberly  Boy.  If  it  had  not  been  And  laugh  .hisfport  ore  by  a  countrey  fire, 
ith'  Church,  I  would  havefwing'd  him,or  he  fhould  have  Sir  Johnznd  all. 
fwing'd  mee.    If  I  did  not  chink  it  had  been  Anne      ford.  Let  it  be  fo  (  Sir  John  ? ) 

Page,  would  I  might  never  ftir ,  and  'tis  a  Poft-mafters  ToMafter  Broom'  you  yet  ihall  hold  your  word, 
Boy.  For  he,  to  night,  iball  lye  with  Miftris  fird.  Exeunt; 

ford.  This  is  ftrange:  Who  hath  got  the  right  Anne 

Tage.  My  heart  milgives  me,  here  comes  M.  fenton 
Hew  now  M.  fenton  > 

An.  Pardon  good  father,  good  my  mother  pardon. 
Page.  Now  Miftris : 

How  chance  you  vent  not  with  M.  Slender  ? 
Mi.  Pa.  Why  went  you  not  with  Mr.  Doctor  Maid  ? 
fen.  You  do  amaze  her  :  hear  the  truth  of  it, 

You  would  have  mar;ied  her  moft  fhamefully, 

VVhere  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love : 
The  truth  is,  fhe  and  I  (  long  fince  contracted  ) 
Are  now  fo  fureCjat  nothing  can  diffoWe  us  : 

Th'ofFence  is  holy  that  fhe  hath  committed, 
And  this  deceit  lofes  the  name  of  craft, 
Of  difobedience,  or  unduteous  title, 
Since  therein  fhe  doth  evicate  and  fhim 

A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  homes 
Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her. 

ford.  Stand  not  anrz'u,  he\  e  is  no  remedy  : 
In  Love,  the  heavens  thcmfelves  do  guide  rve  ftate, 
Money  buyes  Lands, and  wives  are  fold  by  fate. 

fal.  lam  glad,  though  you  have  tane  a  lpccial  ftand 

to  ftr.ke  at  me,  that  your  Arrow  hath  glanc'd. 
Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  Fenton,  heaven  give  thee 

joy,  what  cannot  be  cfchew'd,  mufl  be  tmbrae'd. 
fal.  When  night  -dogs  runne  ,  all  forts  of  Deere  are 

FINIS- 
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For  Meafure 

<*ABus  *Primm0  Scoria  Prima. 

Enter  Dnke,  Bfcalnsy  Lords, 

Duke. 

Efca.  My  Lord. 

Dw^.Of  government,che  properties  to  unfold, 

Would  feemin  me  t*affe&  fpeech  and  difcourfe. 
Since  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your  own  Science 
Exceeds  ( in  that )  the  lifts  of  all  advice 

4y  ftrength  can  give  you  :  Then  no  more  remains 
But  that,  to  your  fufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
And  lec  them  work:  The  nature  of  our  people, 
Our  Cities  inflitutions,  and  the  Tearms 

\  -or  Common  Juftice ,  y'are  as  pregnant  in 
As  Art,  and  praclifc  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember:  There  is  our  Commillion, 

From  which,  we  would  not  have  you  warp  j  call  hither, 

I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo: 
What  figure  of  us  think  you,  he  will  bear. 
For  you  muft  know ,  we  have  with  fpeciall  foul 
Elected  him  our  abfence  to  fupply  ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dreft  him  with  our  love, 

And  given  his  Deputation  all  the  Organs 
Of  our  own  power :  what  think  you  of  it  ? 

Efc.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 

Toundergoe  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  Lord  Angela. 

Enter  Angelo, 

Duke.'Lodk  where  he  comes. 

Ang.  Alwayes  obedient  to  your  Graces  will, 1 
I  come  to  know  your  Graces  pleafure. 

Duke.  Angelo: 
There  is  a  kinde  of  Character  in  thy  life, 

That  to  th'obfcrver,  doth  thy  hiftory 
Fully  Enfold :  Thy  felf  and  thy  belongings  I 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  waffe 
Thy  felf  upon  thy  vertues ;  they  on  thee : 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  Torches  do, 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves :  For  if  our  venues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not :  Spirits  are  not  finely  touch'd But  to  fine  iffuos :  nor  Nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  fcruple  of  her  excellence, 
But  like  a  thrifty  goddefle ,  fhc  determines 
Her  felf  the  glory  of  a  creditour, 
Both  thanks  and  ufe ;  but  I  do  bend  my  fpeech 

To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertife  j 
Hold  therefore  Angelo  : 
In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full,  our  felf: 
Mortality  and  Mercy  in  Vienna 

Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Efcalxs 
Though  firrt  in  queftion,  is  thy  fecondary. 
Take  thy  Commiliion. 

Aug.  Now  good  my  Lord 
Let  there  be  fome  more  teft,  made  of  my  mettle, 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 
Be  ftampt  upon  it. 

Duk.  No  more  evafion  : 

We  have  with  a  leaven'd,  and  prepared  choyce 
Proceeded  to  you  j  therefore  cake  your  honours : 
Our  hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  condition, 

That  it  prefers  it  felf,  and  leaves  unqutftion'd 
Matters  of  needfull  value :  We  (lull  write  to  you 
As  time,  and  our  comcemings  fhall  importune, 
How  it  goes  with  us ,  and  do  look  to  know 

What  doth  befall  you  here.  So  fare  you  well : 
To  th'hopefull  execution  do  I  leave  you, 
Of  your  Commitfion. 

Ang.  Yet  give  leave  (my  Lord,  ) 

That  we  may  bring  you  fqmething  on  the  way. 
Duke.  My  hade  may  not  admic  ir, 

Nor  need  you  (  on  mine  honour )  have  to  do 
With  any  fcruple :  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own, 
So  to  inforce ,  or  qualifie  the  L-ws, 
As  to  your  foul  fecms  good  :  Give  me  your  hand, 
He  privily  away :  I  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  eyes : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  rellifh  well 
Their  loud  appiaufe,  and  aves  vehement : 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion 

That  do's  affeft  it.  Once  more  fare  you  well. 
Ang.  The  heavens  give  fafety  to  your  purpofes. 
Efc.  L;ad  forth  and  bring  you  back  in  happineffe. 
Duke.  I  thank  you,  fare  you  well.  Em* 
Efc.  I  fhall  defire  you,  Sir,  to  give  me  leave 

To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottome  of  my  place: 

A  power  I  have,  but  of  what  ftrength  and  nature, 
I  am  not  yet  infirudted. 

Ang.  'Tis  fo  with  me  :  Let  us  with-draw  together3 And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfa&ion  have 
Touching  that  point.. 

Efc.  He  wait  upon  your  honour. Exeunt* 

    F  Sedna 



6z Meafure  for  Adeafure. 

Sc*ena  [ecundd. 

Enter  Lucio,  and  two  other  Gentlemen. 

Luc.  It  the  Duke,  with  the  other  Dukes,  come  not  to 

compolition  with  the  King  of  Hungary  ,  why  then  all  the 
Dukes  fill  upon  the  King. 

1  Gm.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  King  of 
Hungaries. 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Luc  Thou  conclud'ft  like  the  Sanctimonious  Pyrat, 
that  went  co  Se.i  with  the  ten  Commandements,  but 

fcrap'd  one  out  of  the  Table. 
2  Gem.  Thou  {halt  not  {leale  ? 

Luc.  I,  that  he  rjz'd. 
1  Gent.  Wi?y  ?  'twas  a  Comrmndement  to  command 

the  Captain  and  all  the  reft  frcm  their  functions :  they 

put  forth  to  fteale  :  There's  not  a  Souldier  of  us  all ,  that 
in  the  thankfgtvitig  before  meat,  do  rellifh  the  petition 
well  that  prays  for  peace. 

2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  Souldier  diflike  it. 
Luc.  I  believe  thee  :  for  I  think  chou  never  waA 

where  Grace  wis  faid. 
2  Gem.  No?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft. 
i  Gem.  What  Pin  mecter  ? 

Luc.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 
i  Gem.  I  think,  or  in  any  Religion. 
Luc.  I,  why  nor  ?  Grace,  is  Grace,  defpight  of  all  con- 

troverlie :  as  for  example  j  Thou  thy  felf  art  a  wicked 
villain,  defpight  of  all  Grace. 

i  Gem.  Well :  there  went  but  a  pairc  of  fheers  be- tween us. 

Luc.  I  grant  :  as  there  may  between  the  Lifts  and' the  Velvet.  Thou  art  the  Lilt. 

i  pern.  And  thou  the  Velvet ;  thou  art  good  Velvet ; 

thou  rt  a  three  pil'd-piece  I  warrant  thee  :  J  had  as  liefe 

be  a  Lift  of  an  Englifh  Kerfey,as  be  pil'd,  as  thou  artpil'd, 
for  a  French  Velvet.  Do  I  fpeak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lkc.  I  think  thou  dott  :  and  indeed  "with  mod  pain- 
full feeling  of  thy  fpeech  :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  con- 

feflfion,  learn  to  begin  thy  health  j  but  whilft  I  live,  for- 
get ro  drink  after  thee. 

1  Gem.  I  think  I  have  done  my  felf  wrong,  have  I  not  ? 
2  Gem.  Yes,  that  thou  haft  ;  whether  thou  art  tainted, 

or  free.  E„ter  Bawd. 

Luc.  Beho!d,behold,where  Madam  Mitigation  comes. 

T  have  purchas'd  as  many  difeifes  under  her  Roofe, As  come  to- 

2  Gem.  To  what  T  pray  ? 
Luc.  Jud^e. 

2  Gem.  To  three  thoufand  Dollours  a  year. 
i  Gem.  I,  and  more. 
Luc  A  French  crown  more. 

i  Gent.  Thou,  art  alwayes  figuring  difeafes  in  me  ;  but 
thou  art  full  of  errour,  I  am  found. 

Luc.  Nay,  not  (as  one  would  fay)  healthy:  but  fo 
found,  as  things  that  are  hollow  ;  thy  bones  are  hollow ; 
Impiety  has  made  a  feat*  of  thee. 

1  Gem.  Mow  now,  which  of  your  hips  has  the  rr.oft profound  Sciatica  ? 

"Bawd.  Well,  well :  There's  one  yonder  arretted,  and 
carried  to  prifon,  was  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all. 

2  Gem.  Who's  that  I  prethee  ? 

"Bawd.  Mirry  fir,  that's  Claudio,  Signior  Claudio. I 

1  Gem.  Clattdio  to  prifon  ?  'tis  not  fo. 
Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  fo  :  I  faw  him  arretted  ; 

faw  him  carried  away  :  and  which  is  more,  within  thele 
three  dayes  his  head  to  be  chopt  off. 

Luc.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have  it  fo  : Art  thou  fure  of  this  ? 

"Bawd.  I  am  too  fure  of  ir :  and  it  is  for  getting  Ma- 
dam fulietta  with  child. 

Luc.  Believe  me  this  may  be  i  he  promifed  to  meet 
me  two  hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  promife- 
keeping. 

2  Gem.  Befides  you  know  ,  it  draws  fomething  neere 
to  the  fpeech  we  had  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 

i  Gem.  But  mott  of  all  agreeing  with  the  Proclamation. 

Luc.  Away,  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  ir.  Exeunt. 
Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war;  what  with  the  fweae, 

what  with  the  gallowes,  and  what  with  poverty,  I  am 

cuttome-fhrunke .  How  now  ?  what's  the  newes  with 
you  ?  Enter  Clowne. 

Clow.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prifon. 
Baw.  Well :  what  has  he  done  ? 
Clow.  A  woman. 

Baw.  But  what's  his  offence  ? 

Clow.  Groping  for  Trowts,  in  a  peculiar  River. 
Baw.  What  ?  is  there  a  Maid  with  child  by  bim  ? 

Clow.  No :  but  there's  a  woman  with  Maid  by  him  i 
you  have  not  heard  of  the  Proclamation,  have  you  ? 

Baw.  What  Proclamation,  man  ? 
Clow.  All  houfes  in  the  Suburbes  of  Vienna  mutt  be 

pluck'd  down. 
Baw.  And  what  fhall  become  of  thofe  in  the  Citie  ? 

Clow.  They  fhall  ftand  for  feed  :  they  had  gone  down 
too,  but  that  a  wife  Burger  put  in  for  them. 

Baw.  But  fhall  all  our  houfes  of  refort  in  the  Suburbes 

be  pull'd  down  ? 
Clow.  To  the  ground  Mittris. 

Baw.  Why  here's  a  change  indeed  in  the  Common- wealth :  what  fhall  become  of  mc  ? 

Clow.  Come  :  feare  not  you :  good  Counfellours  lack 

no  Clients :  though  you  change  your  place ,  you  need  not 

change  your  Trade :  He  be  your  Taptter  ltil!;courage,there 

will  bepitty  taken  on  you  ;  you  that  have  worn  your  eyes 

almoft  out  in  the  fervice,  you  will  be  confidered. 

"Bawd.  What's  to  do  her^Thowas  T ap/ler  ?  let's  with- 
draw. 

Clow  Here  comes  Signior  Claudio,  led  by  the  Provott 

to  prifon  :  and  there's  Madam  Juliet.  Exeunt. 

Selena  tenia. 

Enter  Pr9vo(l£lattdio,Juliet,0$cen,Luciosyid two  Gent. 

Cla.  Fellow,  why  dolt  thou  {how  me  thus  toth'world  ? Beare  me  to  prifon,  where  I  am  committed. 
Pro.  I  do  it  not  in  evill  difpofition, 

But  from  Angelo  by  fpeciall  charge. 
Clau.  Thus  can  the  demy-°od  ( Authority  ) 

Make  us  pay  down,  for  our  offence,  by  waight 
The  words  of  heaven  j  on  whom  it  will, it  will, 

On  whom  it  will  not(  fo  )  yet  ttii-1  tis  jutt.        (  ftrainr. 

Luc.  Why  how  now  Claudio  ?  whence  comes  this  rc- Clau.  From  too-much  liberty,  (  my  Lucio )  liberty, 
As  furfet  is  the  father  of  much  faff, 

So  every  fcope  by  the  immoderate  ufe 
Turnes  to  rettraint :  our  Natures  do  purfue 

Like 
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Like  Rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper 
 Bane, 

A  chirlty  eviil ,  and  when  we  drink,  
we  die. 

Luc  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely,  under  an 
 arrelf,  I 

would  fend  for  certain  of  my  Creditors :  and  yet,  to  fay 

the  truth  ,  I  had  as  liefe  have  the  foppery  of  fr
eedome, 

as  the  mortality  of  imprifonrnent  :  whac's  thy
  offence, 

CUttdio  ?  . 

CU.  What  (but  to  fpeak  of ) would  offend  againe. 

Luc.  What  is't  murder  ? 
CU.  No. 

Luc .  Lechery  ? 
CU.  Call  it  fo. 

Pro.  Away,  fir,  you  muft  go. 
Cla.  One  word  ,  good  friend  :  r 

Lttcio,  a  word  with  you. 
Luc.  A  hundred: 

!,  If  they'l  do  you  any  good  :  Is  Lechery  fo  look  d  after  ? 
\    CU.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me :  upon  a  true  contract 

I  °ot  poffeffion  of  Juliet  t  a' i  bed, You  know  the  Lady  ,  foe  is  faft  my  wife, 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  Order.  This  we  came  not  to, 

Only  for  propagation  of  a  Dowre 

Remaining  in  the  Coffer  of  her  friends, 

From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  Love 
Till  Time  had  made  them  for  us.  But  it  chances 

The  Health  of  our  molt  mutuall  entertainment 

With  Character  too  groffe,  is  writ  in  Juliet* 
Luc.  With  Childe,  perhaps  ? 
Cla.  Unhappily ,  even  fo. 

And  the  new  Deputy  ,  now  for  the  Duke, 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newneffe, 
Or  whether  that  the  body  publique,  be 
A  horfe  whereon  the  Governour  doth  ride, 

Who  newly  in  the  feat ,  that  ic  may  know 
He  can  command ;  lets  ic  ttraic  feel  the  fpur : 
Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 
Or  in  his  eminence  that  fits  it  up 

I  ftagger  in :  But  this  new  Governour 
Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties 

Which  have  ( like  unfcowr'd  Armour )  hung  by  th'wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  Zodiacks  have  gone  round, 
And  none  of  them  been  worn ;  and  for  a  name 

Now  puts  the  drowfie  and  neglected  Act 

Frefhly  on  me : 'tis  furely  for  a  name. 
Luc.  I  warrant  ic  is :  and  thy  head  ftands  fo  tickle  on 

thy  fhoulders  ,  that  a  Milk-maid,  if  fhe  be  in  love,  may 
figh  it  off :  Send  after  the  Duke  and  appeale  to  him. 

Cla.  I  have  done  fo,but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
I  prethee(  Lucio  )  do  me  this  kinde  fervice : 
j  This  day,  my  fifter  fhould  the  Cloyfter  enter, 

'  And  there  receive  her  approbation, 
i  Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  ftate, 
Implore  her,  in  my  voyce,  that  fhe  make  friends 
To  the  ftnd  Deputy :  bid  her  felf  aflay  him, 
I  have  great  hope  in  that  :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  fpeechleffe  Dialect, 
Such  as  move  men  :  befide  fhe  hath  profperous  Arc 
When  fhe  will  play  with  reafon,  and  difcourfe> 
And  well  fhe  can  perfwade. 

Luc.  I  pray  fhe  may;  as  well  for  the  encouragement 
of  the  like,  which  elfe  would  ftand  upon  grievous  impo- 
fition :  as  for  th«  en  joving  of  thy  life,  who  I  would  be  lor- 

ry fhould  be  thus  foolifhly  loft ,  at  a  game  of  Tick-tack  ; He  to  her. 

CU.  I  thank  you  good  friend  Lucio, 

Lac.  Within  two  houres. 
CU.  Come  Officer,  away. Exeunt- 

Scctna  Quarta. 

Enter  Duke  and  Frier  Thomas. 

Duke.  No  :  holy  Father,  throw  away  that  thought, 

Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 

Can  pierce  a  compleac  bofome :  why,  I  defire  thee 

To  give  me  fecrec  harbour,  hath  a  purpofe 

More  grave  and  wrinkled,  than  the  aimes  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Fri.  May  your  Grace  fpeak  of  it. 

Duke.  My  holy  fir,  none  better  knows  than  you 

How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'd 
And  held  in  idle  price,  to  taunt  affemblies 

Where  youth  and  coft,  and  witleffe  bravery  keeps. 
I  have  delivered  to  Lord  Angela 

(  A  man  of  ftriclure  and  firme  abftinence  ) 

Vly  abfolute  power ,  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 

And  he  fuppofes  me  travail'd  to  Poland, 
( For  fo  I  have  ftrew'd  ic  in  the  common  eare  ) 
And  fo  ic  is  receiv'd  :  Now  (  pious  fir ) 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this. 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  We  have  l\n&  Statutes,  and  moft  biting  Laws, 

(  The  ncedfull  bits  and  curbs  for  head-ftrong  weeds, ) 

Which  for  this  fourteen  years',  we  have  let  flip, 
Even  like  an  ore-grown  Lyon  in  a  Cave 

That  goes  not  ouc  to  prey :  Now,  as  fond  Fathers, 
Having  bound  up  the  threatning  twigs  of  Birch, 
Only  to  flick  it  in  their  children*  fight, 

For  errour,  not  to  ufe :  in  time'  the  rod 
More  mock'd  than  fear'd :  fo  our  Decrees, 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  rhemfelves  are  dead, 

And  liberty  plucks  Jufiice  by  the  nofe  j 
The  Baby  beats  the  Nunc,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  It  reffed  in  your  Grace 

To  unloofe  this  tyde-up  Tuftice,  when  you  pleas'd  : 

And  it  in  you  more  dreadful!  would  have  feem'd Than  in  Lord  Angela. 
Duke.  1  do  feare,  too  dreadfull  : 

Sith  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  fcope, 
'T would  be  my  tyranny  to  flrike  and  gall  them, 
For  what  I  bid  them  do :  For  we  bid  this  be  done 

When  evill  deeds  have  their  permiffive  paiTe, 
And  not  the  punifhment :  therefore  indeed  (  my  father) 

I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  office, 
Who  may  in  th' ambufh  of  my  name,  flrike  home> 
And  yet,  my  nature  never  in  the  fight 
To  do  in  flander :  And  to  behold  his  fway 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  Order, 
Vifit  both  Prince  and  people :  Therefore  I  prethec 

Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  inftruct  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  perfon  beare 
Like  a  true  Frier :  Moe  reafons  for  chis  action 

At  your  more  leifure,  (hill  I  render  you ; 
Only  this  one  :  Lord  Angela  is  precife, 
Stands  at  a  guard  with  Envie :  fcarce  confeffes 
That  his  blood  flowes :  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  (lone  :  hence  fhall  we  fee 

If  power  change  purpofe:  what  our  Seemersbe.  Exeunt. 
F  2  Scam  ! 
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Scxna  Quwta. 

Enter  Ifakell,  and  Francifca  a  Nun. 

I  ft.  And  have  you  Nuns  no  farther  priviledges  ? 
Nun.  Are  noc  thefe  lart?e  enough  ? 

Ifa.  Yes  cruly  j  I  fpeak  noc  as  defiring  more, 
But  rather  wifhing  a  more  ftrifi  reftraint 
Upon  the  Sifterhood,  the  Vocarifts  of  Saint  QAre' 

Lucio  withm. 

Luc.  Hoa  ?  peace  be  in  this  place. 

J  fa.  Who's  that  which  cals  ? 
Nun.  It  is  a  mans  voyce,  gentle  Ifabella, 

Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufineffe  of  him ; 
You  may  j  I  may  not :  you  are  yet  unfworn  : 

When  you  have  vow'd,  you  mult  not  fpeak  with  men, 
But  in  the  prefence  of  the  Prior effe  ; 
Then  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  fhew  your  face ; 
Or  if  you  fhew  your  face,  you  muft  not  fpeak : 
He  cals  again:  I  pray  you  anfwer  him. 

1     Jfa.  Peace  and  profperity :  who  is'c  chat  cals  ? 
Luc.  Haile  Virgin,  ( if  you  be  )  as  thofe  cheek- Rofes 

Proclaime  you  are  no  leffe :  can  you  fo  Heed  me, 
As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  faire  Sifter 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ? 

Ifa.  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  Let  me  aske, 
The  rather  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella,  and  his  Sifter. 

Luc.  Gentle  and  faire  :  your  brother  kindly  greets  you ; 

Not  to  be  weary  with  you ;  he's  in  prifon. 
Ifa.  Woe  me ;  for  what  ? 

Luc.  For  that,  which  if  my  felf  might  be  his  Judge, 

'  He  fhould  receive  his  punifhment  in  thankes : 
i  He  hath  got  his  friend  with  Childe. 

:     Jfa.  Sir,  mike  me  not  your  ftory. 

Luc.  'Tis  true  ;I  would  nor,though  'tis  my  familiar  fin, With  Maids  to  feem  the  Lapwing,  and  cojeft 
1  Tongue,  farrefrom  heart :  play  with  all  Virgins  fo  ; 

I  hold  you  as  a  thing  en-skied  and  fainted, 
By  your  renouncement ,  an  immortall  fpiric 

And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  fincerity,  '  ( As  with  a  Saint. 

Ifa.  You  do  bhfpheme  the  good,  in  mockin°  me. 
Luc.  Do  not  believe  it :  fewneffe,  and  truth  j  tis  thus 

Your  brother  and  his  Lover  have  imbrac'd  ; 
As  thofe  that  feed  ,  grow  full :  as  blofloming  Time 
That  from  the  feednefte ,  the  bare  fallow  brings  1 
To  teeming  foyfon  :  even  fo  her  plenteous  vvombe 

;  Exprelfetb  his  full  Tilth  and  Husbandry. 
Ifa.  Some  one  with  child  by  him  ?  my  Cofen  Juliet  ? 
Luc.  Is  fhe  your  Cofen  ? 

Ifa.  iVdoptedly  ,  as  fchool-maids  change  their  names 
i  By  vaine,  though  apt  affection. 
;     Luc.  She  it  is. 

Ifa.  Let  him  marry  her. 
Luc.  This  is  the  point. 

The  Duke  is  very  ftrangely  gone  from  hence  ; 
Bore  many  Gentlemen  (  my  felf  being  one  ) 

j  In  hand,  and  hope  of  action  :  but  we  do  leirne, 
j  By  thofe  that  know  the  very  Nerves  of  State, 
;  His  giving-out,  were  of  ?.n  Infinite  diftance 

j  From  his  true  meant  defigne  :  upon  his  place, t 

(  And  with  full  line  of  his  authority  ) 

Governs  Lord  Angelo\  A  man,  whole  blood 
Is  very  fnow-broth  :  one,  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  flings,  and  motions  of  the  fenfe ; 
But  doth  rebate,  and  blunt  his  naturall  edge 
With  profits  of  the  minde :  Study,  and  faft. 
He  (to give  feare  toufe,  and  liberty, 

Which  have,  for  long,  run-by  the  hideous  Law, 
As  Myce  by  Lyons  )  hath  pickt  out  an  a£t, 
Under,  whofe  heavy  fenfe,  your  brothers  life 
Fals  into  forfeit :  he  arrefts  him  on  it, 

And  follows  clofe  the  rigour  of  the  Statute 
To  make  him  an  example  :  all  hope  is  gone, 
Unlefle  you  have  the  grace,  by  your  faire  prayer 

To  foften  Angelo:  And  that's  my  pith  of  bufineffe 
'Twixc  you,  and  your  poor  brother. 

Ifa.  Doth  he  fo, 
Seek  his  life? 

Luc.  Has  cenfur'd  him  already, 
And  as  I  heare,  the  Provoft  hath  a  warrant For's  execution. 

Ifa.  Alas :  what  poor 

Abilitie's  in  me ,  to  do  him  good  ? 
Luc.  Alfay  the  power  you  have. 

Ifa.  My  power  ?  alas,  I  doubt. 
Luc.  Our  doubts  are  traytors 

And  makes  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go  to  Lord  Angelo^ 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  Maidens  fue 

Men  give  like  gods :  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  petitions,  are  as  truly  theirs 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them. 

Ifa.  He  fee  what  I  can  do. 
Luc.  But  fpeedily. 

Ifa.  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 

No  longer  flaying,  but  to  give  the  Mother 
Notice  of  my  affaire :  I  humbly  thank  you : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother :  foon  at  night 
He  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  fuccefle. 

Luc.  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ifa.  Good  fir,  adieu.  Exeunt. 

<^Aclm  Secundums  Saena  ̂ rima. 

Enter  Angelo,  EfcalwiUnd  fervants,  Juflice. 

Ang.  We  muft  not  make  a  fear-crow  of  the  Law, 
Setting  it  up  to  feare  the  Birds  of  prey, 
And  let  it  keep  one  fhape,  till  cuftome  make  it 
Their  Pearch,  and  not  their  terrour. 

Efc.  I,  but  yet 
Lec  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  death  :  alas,  this  Gentleman 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moft  noble  father,  1 Let  but  your  honour  know 

(  Whom  I  believe  to  be  moft  ftrait  in  vertue  ) 
Th  at  in  the  working  of  your  own  affections, 
Had  Time  co-heard  with  Place,  or  place  with  wifhing^ 
Or  that  the  refolut-e  acting  of  our  blood 
Could  haveattain'd  th*effe£t  of  your  own  purpofe, 
Whether  you  had  not  fometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point,  which  now  you  cenfure  him, And  pull'd  the  Law  upon  you. 

Ang.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted  (  Efcalm  ) 
  Another 
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Another  thing  to  fall :  I  not  deny  i 

The  Jury  pafling  on  the  prifoners  life 

May  in  rhefworn-twelve  have  a  thecf,  or  two 

Guiltier  than  him  they  try ;  what's  open  made  to  Jufticc, 
Tharjufticeceizes;  What  knows  the  Laws 

That  theeves  do  paffe  ontheeves  ?  'Tis  very  pregnant, 

The  Jewel  that  we  finde,  we  ftoop,  and  take't, Becaufe  we  fee  it ;  buc  what  we  do  nor  fee, 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  ir. 
You  may  not  fo  extenuare  his  offence, 
Fot  I  have  had  fuch  faults ;  buc  rather  tell  me 
When  I,  that  cenfure  him ,  do  fo  offend, 

Let  mine  own  Judgement  pattern  out  my  death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partiall.  Sir,  he  muft  die. 

Enter  Provofl. 

Efc.  Be  it  as  your  wifdome  will. 
Ang.  Where  is  the  Preveft  f 
Pro.  Here  if  it  like  your  Honour. 

Ang.  Sec  that  Clandi$ 
Be  executed  by  nine  tomorrow  morning, 

Bring  him  his  ConfefTor,  let  him  be  prepai'J, 
For  that's  the  utmoft  of  his  Pilgrimage. 

Efc.  Well :  heaven  forgive  him  ;  and  forgive  us  all  : 
Some  rife  by  ftnr.e ,  and  fome  by  verms  fall : 
Some  Run  from  brakes  of  Ice^  and  anfwer  none, 
And  fome  condemned  for  af;uttalone. 

Enter  Elbow,  Frothy  Clowne,  Officers. 
Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away  :  if  thefe  be  good  people 

in  a  Common-weale ,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their  a- 
bufes  in  common  houfes,  I  know  no  law :  bring  them  a- 
way. 

Ang.  How  now  fir,  what's  your  name  ?  And  what's the  matter  ? 

Elb>  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor  Dukes 

Conftable,  and  my  same  is  Elbow ;  I  do  leane  upon  Ju- 
ftice  fir ,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  honour, 
two  notorious  Benefactors. 

Ang.  Benefactors  ?  Well :  What  Benefactors  are  they  ? 
Are  they  not  Malefactors  ? 

Elb.  If  i.t  pleafe  your  honour  ,*I  know  not  well  whit 
they  are ;  But  precife  villaines  they  are,  that  I  am  fure  of, 
and  voyd  of  all  prophination  in  the  world  ,  that  good 
Chriftians  ought  to  have. 

Efc.  This  comes  off  well :  here's  a  wife  Officer. 
Ang.  Go  to  :  What  quality  are  they  of  ?  Elbow  is 

your  name  ?. 

Why  do'tt  thou  not  fpeak  Elbow  ? 
Clo.  He  cannot  fir:  he's  out  at  Elbow. 
Ang.  What  are  you  fir  ? 
Elb.  He  fir,  a  Tapfterfir  :  parcell  Bawd:  one  that 

fcrves  a  bad  woman  :  whofe  honfe  fir  was  (  as  they  fay  ) 
j  pluck  down  in.  the  Suburbs  :  and  now  fhe  profeffes  a 
hot-houfe ;  which,  I  think  is  a  very  ill  houfe.  too. 

Efc.  How  know  you  that  ? 
Elb.  My  wife  Sir ,  whom  I  deteft  before  heaven  and 

your  honour. 
Efc.  How  ?  thy  wife  ? 
Elb.  I  Sir  :  whom  I  thank  heaven  is  an  honeft  Wo- 

man. 

Efea.  Do'ft  thou  detett  her  therefore? 
Elb.  I  fay  fir,  I  will  dereft  my  felf  alfo,  as  well  as  fhe 

that  this  houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  Bawds  houfe,  it  is  piety  of  her 
life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe. 

Efea,  How  do'tt  thou  know  that,  Confiable  ? 
Elb.  Marry  fir,  by  my  wife,  who,  if  fhe  had  been  a  wo- 

man Cardinally  gven,  might  have  been  accus'd  in  forai- 

cation,  adultery,  and  all  uncieannefie  there. 

Efc.  By  the  womans  means  ? 
Elb.  I  fir,  by  Miftris  Over-doris  means  :  but  as  fhe  fpit 

in  his  facej  fo  fhe  defi'd  him. 
Clo.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour,  this  is  not  fo. 
Elb.  Prove  it  before  thefe  Varlets  here,  thou  honoura- 
ble man,  prove  it. 

Efc.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 
Clo.  Sir,  fhe  came  in  great  with  child  ;  and  longing 

(  faving  your  honors  reverence  )  for  ftew'd  Prewynes ;  fir, 
we  had  buc  two  in  the  houfe  ,  which  at  that  very  inftant 
time  flood,  as  it  were  in  a  fruit  difh,  (  a  difh  of  fome  three 
pence  j  your  honours  have  feen  fuch  di flies )  they  are  not 
China-difhes,  but  very  good  difhes. 

Efc.  Go  too,  go  too  :  no  matter  for  the  difh  fir. 
Clo.  No  indeed  fir  not  of  a  pin  ;  you  are  therein  in  the 

righr :  but,  to  the  point :  as  I  fay,  this  jMiftris  is/£w,being 
(as  I  fay  )  with  child,  and  being  great  pellied,  and  longing 
( as  I  faid)  for  Prewynes :  and  having  no  more  in  the  difh 
(as  I  faid  )  Matter  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eaten 
the  reft  (as  I  faid  )  and  (as  I  fay  )  payifeg  for  them  very  ho- 
neftly:  for,  as  you  know  Matter  Fr<?/4,  *  could  not  give 
you  three  pence  again. 

Fro.  No  indeed* 

Clo.  Very  well :  you  being  then  (if  you  be  remembred) 
cracking  the  ftones  of  thefarefaiu  PitvVyns. 

Fro.  I,  fo  I  did  indeed.  \ 

Clo.  Why,  very  well  :  I  telling  youthen  (if  you  be 
remembred  )  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fucB  raae,  were  pal< 
cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  uiuelTe  chey  kW  very  good 
dyet,  as  I  <:o!d  you. 

Fro.  All  this  is  true. 

Clo.  Why  very  well  then. 

€fc.  Come :  you  are  a  tedious  fool  :  to  the  j  urpofe  s 
what  was  done  to  Elbows  wife,  that  be  hath  c^ufe  to  com- 

plain of?  Come  me  to  what  Was  done  co  her, 

Clo.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 
Efc.  No  fir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 
Clo.  Sir,  buc  you  fhall  come  co  it ,  by  your  Honours 

leave:  And  1  befeech  yoa ,  look  into  Matter  Frock  here 

fir,  a  man  of  four-fcore  pound  a  year  ;  whofe  Father 

dyed  ac  Hallowmas  :  Was't  not  at  Hallowmas  Matter Froth  ? 

Fro.  All-haliond-Eve* 

Clo.  Why  very  well  :  I  hope  here  be  truths  :  he  Sir, 

fitting  (as  I  fay )  in  a  lower  Chaire,  Sir,'cwas  in  the  bunch 
of  Grapes,  where  indeed  you  have  a  delight  to  fit ,  have 

you  noc  ? Fro.  I  have  fo,  becaufe  it  is  an  open  100m  ,  and  good 
for  Winter. 

Clo.  Why  very  vyel!  thea  :  I  hope  here  be  truths. 
Ang.  This  will  latt  pur,  a  nipht  in  Raffia, 

When  nights  are  longett  thete :  1.  cake  my  le^ive, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe; 

Hoping  you'l  find  good  caufe  to  whip  them  all.  Exit* 
Efc.  I  think  no  leffe  :  good  rroprxc  w  t  •  w>ur  Lc  dfhip. 

Now  fir,  come  ori :  What  was  done  to  Elbo».  "fe,  once 
more  ? 

Ch.  Once  fir  ?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her  once. 
Elb.  I  befeech  you  fir ,  ask  him  what  this  man  did  to 

my  wife. Clo.  I  befeech  your  honour,  ask  m«< 

Efc.  Well  fir,  what  did  this  Gentleman  <-o  her? 
Clo.  I  befeech  you  fir,  look  in  this  Gentlemans  face : 

good  Matter  Froth  look  upon  his  honour;  'tis  for  a  good 
pucpofe ;  doth  vour  honour  mark  his  face  ? 

  F  3  Efc.  I 
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Sfc.  I  fir,  very  nell. 
Ch.  Nay,  I  befeech  youmarke  it  well. 
Efc.  Well,  I  tibe  fo. 
Ch.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harme  in  his  face  ? 
Efc  Why  no. 

Ch.  He  be  fuppos'd  upon  a  booke,  his  face  is  the  worft 
thing  about  him  :  good  then  :  if  his  face  be  the  worft 

thing  about  him,  how  could  Mafter  Frotb  doe  theConfta- 
bles  wife  any  harme  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your  ho- 
nour. 

Efc .  He's  in  the  right  ( Conftable)  what-  fay  you  ro  it  ? 
Elb.  Firft,  and  it  like  you ,  the  houfe  is  a  refpected 

houfe  $  next,  this  is  a  refpected  fellow ;  and  his  Miftris 
is  a  refpected  woman. 

Clo.  By  this  hand  fir,  his  wife  is  a  more  refpedted  per- 
fon  then  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  lyeft ;  thou  lyeft  wicked  Varlet :  the 
time  is  yet  to  come  that  fhee  was  ever  refpeeted  with 
man,  woman,  or  childe. 

Clo.  Sir,  fhe  was  refpected  with  him  before  he  marri- 
ed with  her. 

Efc.  Which  is  the  wifer  here  j  Jttftice,  or  Iniquity  ?  Is 
this  true  ? 

Elb.  O  thou  Caytiffe  :  O  thou  Varlet :  O  thou  wic- 
ked Hannibal;  I  refpected  with  her,  before  I  was  married 

to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  refpected  with  her,  or  fhe  with  me, 
let  not  your  Worfhip  thinkeme  the  poore  Dukes  Offi- 

cer :  prove  this,  thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  He  have  mine 
aftion  of  battery  on  thee. 

Efc.  If  he  tooke  you  a  box  'oth'earc ,  you  might  have your  action  of  flander  too. 

Elb.  Marry  I  thanke  your  good  Worfhip  for  it :  what 

is*t  your  Worfhips  pleafure  I  fhall  doe  with  this  wicked 
Caytiffe  ? 

'*  Efc.  Truely  Officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  offences  in 
him,  that  thou  wouldft  difcover,  if  thou  couldft,  let  him 

continue  in  his  courfes,  till  thou  know'ft  what  they  are. 
Elb.  Marry  I  thanke  your  Worfhip  for  it  :  Thou  feeft 

thou  wicked  Varlec  now,  what's  come  upon  thee.  Thou 
art  to  continue  now  thou  Varler,  thou  art  to  continue. 

Efc.  Where  were  you  borne,  friend  ? 
Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  Sir. 
Efc.  Are  you  of  fourefcore  pounds  a  yeare  ? 

Frotb.  Ye>,  and't  pleafe  you  fir. 
Efc.  So  :  what  trade  are  you  of,  fir  ? 

Clo.  A  Tapfter,  a  poore  Widdowes  Tapfter. 
Efc.  Your  Miftris  name  ? 
Clo.  Miftris  Over-dsn. 

Efc.  Hath  fhe  had  any  more  then  one  husband  ? 
Clc.  Nine, fir :  Over-don  by  the  laft. 
Efe.  Nine  ?  come  hither  to  me,  Mafter  Froth ;  Mafter 

Froth,  I  would  not  hive  you  acquainted  with  Tapfters  ; 
they  wifl  draw  you  Mafter  Frothed  you  will  hang  them  : 
get  you  gone,  and  le:  me  heare  no  more  of  you. 

Fro.  I  thanke  your  Worfhip  :  for  mine  owne  parr,  I 
never  come  into  any  roome  in  a  Tap-houfe ,  but  I  am 
drawne  in. 

Efc.  Well :  no  more  of  it  Mafter  Froth :  farewell  : 

Come  you  hither  to  me,  M.  Tapfter :  what's  your  name 
M.  Tapfter  ? 

Ch.  Pompey. 

Efc.  Whacdfe? 
Ch.  Bum,  Sir. 

Sfc.  Troth ,  and  your  Bum  is  the  greateft  thing  about 

•    ,  fothat  in  the  beaftheft  fenfe  ,  you  are  Pompey  the 

great;  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a  Bawd,  Pompey  ;  howfoe- 
ver  you  colour  it  being  a  Tapfter,  are  you  not  ?  come,  tell 
me  true,  it  fhall  be  the  better  for  you. 

Clo.  Truely  fir,  I  am  a  poore  fellow  that  would  live. 
Efc.  How  would  you  live  Pompey  ?  by  being  a  Bawd  ? ; 

what  doe  you  thinkeof  the  Trade  Pompey  ?  is  it  a  iawfull  I Trade  ? 

Ch.  If  the  Law  would  allow  it,  fir. 

Efc.  But  the  Law  will  not  allow  it  Pompey,noi  it  fhall  | 
not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clo.  Do's  yout  WorflYip  meane  to  geld  and  fplay  all the  youth  in  the  Citie? 
Efc.  No,  Pompey. 

Qo.  Truely  Sir,  in  my  poore  opinion  they  will  too't then :  if  your  Worfhip  will  take  order  for  the  Drabs  and 

Knaves,  you  seed  not  to  feare  the  Bawds. 
Efc.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning  I  can  tell  you : 

It  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clo.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way  but 

for  ten  yeare  together ;  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a  Com- mifllon  for  more  heads  :  if  chis  Law  hold  in  Vienna  ten 

yeares,  He  rent  the  faireft  houfe  in  it  after  three  pence  a 
Bay :  if  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pafle,  fay  Pompey  told 

you  fo. 
Efc.  Thanke  you  good  Pompey  ;  and  in  requitall  of 

your  Prophefie,  harke  you :  I  advife  you  let  me  not  finde 
you  before  me  againe  upon  any  complaint  whatfoever: 

no,  not  for  dwelling  where  you  doe  :  if!  I  doe  Pompey,  I 
fhall  beat  you  to  your  Tent ,  and  prove  a  fhrewd  C<ejar  to 
you :  in  plaine  dealing  Pompey,  \  fhall  have  you  whipc;  fo  j 
for  this  time,  Pompey,  (are  you  well. 

Clo.  I  thanke  your  Worfhip  for  your  good  counfell; 
but  I  fhall  follow  it  as  the  flefh  and  fortune  ftiall  better 

determine.  Whip  me  ?  no,  no,  let  Carman  whip  his  Jade, 

The  valiant  heart's  not  whipr  out  of  his  Trade.  Exit. 
Efc.  Come  hither  to  me,  Mafter  £/£<w :  come  hither 

Mafter  Conftable :  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  place of  Conftable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  yeare  and  a  halfe  fir. 
Efc.  I  thought  by  the  readineffe  in  the  office,  you  had 

continued  in  it  fome  time  :  you  fay  feaven  yeares  toge ther. 

Elb.  And  a  halfe  fir. 

Efc.  Alas,  it  hath  been  great  paines  to  you  :  they  doe 

you  wrong  to  put  you  fo  oft  upon't.  Are  there  not  men in  your  Ward  fufneient  to  ferve  it  ? 

Elb.  'Faith  fir,  few  of  any  wit  in  fuch  matters :  as  they 
are  chofen,  they  are  glad  tochoofe  me  for  them  ;  I  doe  it 
for  fome  peece  of  money,  and  goe  through  with  all. 

Efc.  Looke  you  bring  me  in  the  names  of  fome  fixe 
or  feven,  the  moft  fufficient  of  your  Parifh. 

Elb.  To  your  Worfhips  houfe  fir  ? 

Efc.  To  my  houfe  :  fare  you  well  :  what's  a  clocke, thinke  you  ? 

Jnfl.  Eleven,  fir. 
Efc.  I  pray  yougoe  home  to  dinner  with  me^ 
Jufl.  I  humbly  thanke  you. 
Efc .  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claadio, 

But  there's  no  remedy. 

ju(l.  Lord  Angela  is  fevere. 
Efc.  It  is  but  needfull.  j 

Mercy  is  not  it  felfe,  that  oft  lookes  fo, 
Pardon  is  ftill  the  nurfe  of  fecond  woe: 

But  yet,  poore  Claudio ;  there  is  no  remedy. 
Come  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Sctna 
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Enter  Proyofii  Servant* 

Ser.  Hee's  hearing  of  aCaufe  ;  he  will  come  ftraighr, 
I'le  cell  him  of  you. 

Pro.  Pray  you  do  j  lie  know 
His  pleafurc,  may  be  he  will  relent ;  alas 
He  hath  buc  as  offended  in  a  dream, 

All  Sects-,  all  Ages  fmack  of  this  vice,  and  he 

To  dye  fort'c  / 
Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter  Provofl  ? 
Pro,  Is  it  your  will  Claudia  (hall  dye  to  morrow  ? 

Ang.  Did  not  I  tell  thee  yea  ?  hadlt  thou  not  order  ? 

Why  do'ft  thou  ask  again  ? 
pro.  Left  I  might  be  too ra(h : 

Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen 
When  after  execution,  Judgement  hath 
Repented  ore  his  doom. 

Ang.  Go  to  :  let  that  be  mine, 
Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  Place, 

And  you  lhall  well  be  fpar'd. Pro.  I  crave  your  Honors  pardon : 
What  {hall  be  done  fir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ? 
Shees  very  neer  her  houre. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitter  place  s  and  that  with  fpeed. 

Ser.  Here  is  the  lifter  of  the  man  condemn'd, 
Defires  acceffe  to  you. 

Aug.  Hath  he  a  fitter  ? 
Pro.  I  my  good  Lord,  a  very  vertuous  maid, 

And  to  be  lhortly  of  a  Sifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Aug.  Well :  let  her  be  admitted, 

See  you  the  Fornicatreffe  be  remov'd, 
Let  her  have  needfull,  but  not  lavifh  mean?, 

There  lhall  be  order  for't. 
Enter  Lhcio,  and  Ifabella. 

Pro.  'Save  your  Honor, 

%Ang.  Stay  a  little  while :  y'are  welcome :  what's  your 
I  fab.  I  am  a  wofull  Sutor  to  your  Honor,        (  will  f 

'Pleaie  buc  your  Honor  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well :  what's  your  fuite? 
Jfab.  There  is  a  vice  that  moft  I  do  abhorre, 

And  moft  defire  fhould  meet  the  blow  of  juftice ; 

For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  muft, 
For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  warre,  twixc  will,  and  will  not. 

Ang.  Well :  the  matter  ? 

Jfab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemn'd  to  dyej 
I  do  befeech  you  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Pro.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces. 
Aug.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  a£tor  of  it, 

Why  every  fault's  condemn'd  ere  it  be  done  : 
Mine  were  the  very  Cipher  of  a  Function 
To  fine  the  faults,  whofe  fine  (lands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  Aftor. 

Jfab.  Ohjuft,  but  fevere  law: 

I  had  a  brother  then ;  heaven  keep  your  honor. 

Luc.  Give 't  not  crefo  :  to  him  again, entreat  him, Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown, 
You  are  too  cold  :.if  you  fhould  need  a  pin, 

You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  defire  it  i To  him,  I  fay. 

Jfab.  Muft  he  needs  dye  ? 
Ang.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Jfab.  Yes :  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  man  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Ang.  I  will  not  do'r. 
/fab.  But  can  you  if  you  would  ? 
Ang.  Look  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  dp; 

Jfab.  But  might  you  do't  and  do  the  world  no  wrong 
If  fo  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorfe, As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang.  Hee's  fentenc'd,  tis  too  late. Lttc.  You  are  too  cold. 

Jfab.  Too  late  ?  why  fo :  I  that  do  fpeak  a  wordj 
May  call  it  back  again  :  well,  believe  this 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  longs, 

Noc  the  Kings  Crown ;  nor  the  deputed  fword, 
The  Marfhals  Truncheon,  nor  the  Judges  Robe 
Become  them  with  one  half  fogood  a  grace 
As  mercy  does :  If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  he, 
you  would  have  flipt  like  him,  but  he  like  you 
Would  not  have  been  fo  ftern. 

Ang.  Pray  you  be  gone. 
Jfab.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency, 

And  you  were  Jfabell:  fhould  it  then  be  thus  ? 

No :  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  what  apriloner. 

Luc.  I  touch  him :  there's  the  veine. 
Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  Law, 

And  you  but  wafte  your  words. 

Jfab.  Alas,  alas : 
Why  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once, 
And  he  that  might  the  vantage  beft  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy  j  how  would  you  be, 

If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgement,  fhould 

But  judge  you,  as  you  are  ?  Oh,  think  on  that, 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips 
Like  man  new  made.  j 

Ang.  B;  you  content,  (  faire  Maid  ) 
Ir  is  the  Law,  not  I,  condemn  your  brother, 
Were  he  my  kinfman,  brother,  or  my  foji  j 
It  fhould  be  .thus  with  him ;  he  muft  dye  to  morrow, 

Jfab.  To  morrow  ?  oh,  that's  hidden, 
Sparc  him,  fpare  him  : 

Hee's  not  prepar'd  for  death  ;  even  for  our  kitchins We  kill  the  fowle  of  feafon :  (hall  we  ferve  heaven 

With  leffe .refpeft  then  we  do  minifter 

Toourgroffe-felves  ?  good,  good  my  Lord, bethink  you  ; 
Who  is  it  that  hath  di'd  for  this  offence  ? 

There's  many  have  committed  it. 
Lue.  I ,  well  faid. 

Ang.  The  Law  hath  not  been  dead,thoughithath  flept 

Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil 
[f  the  firft,  that  did  th'Edict  infringe 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  deed.  Now  'tis  awake, 
Tak^s  note  of  what  is  done,  and  like  a  Prophet 
Looks  in  a  glaffe  that  (hews  what  future  evils 

Either  now,  or  by  remifsnefs,  new  conceiv'd, 
And  fo  in  progrefs  to  be  hatch'd,  and  born, 
|  A  -e  now  to  have  no  fucceffive  degrees, 
But  here  they  live  to  end. 

Jfab.  Yet  fhow  fome  piety. 

Ang.  I  fhew  it  moft  of  all ,  when  I  (hew  Juftice  • 
For  then  I  pitty  thofe  I  do  not  know, 

Which  a  difmis'd  offence  would  after  gaule 

Ancl 
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1  And  do  him  right ,  that  anfwering  one  foul  wrong 
Lives  not  to  act  another.  Be  fatisfieJ; 

Yous  Brother  dies  to  morrow  ;  he  content. 

If  a.  So  you  mult  be  the  firit  thu  gives  this  fentence, 
And  he,  thaciurfers :  Oh,  it  is  excellent 

To  h  ve  aGiancs  Arength  :  but  ic  is  tyrannous 
To  ufe  it  like  a  Giant. 

Luc.  That's  well  did. 
lfab.  Cauld  great  men  thunder 

\s  foi/e  himlelf  do's,  Jove  would  ncre  be  quiet, 
Tor  every  pelting  petty  OhScer 
Would  ufe  his  heaven  for  thunder  j 
Nothing  but  thunder :  Merciful!  heaven, 
Th>xi  rather  with  thy  fharp  and  fulphurous  bole 
Splitft  the  un-wedgable  and  gnarled  Oke, 
Then  the  fofc  Merrill :  OBut  man  I  proud  man  / 
Drell  in  a  little  brief  authority, 

Mo(t  ignorant  of  what  he's  molt  affur'd, 
( His  gbflie  Efience  )  like  an  angry  Ape 
Playes  fuch  phantafiiquc  tricks  before  high  heaven, 
As  makes  the  Angels  weep:  who  with  our  fpleens 
Would  all  the  r.felves  laugh  mortal!. 

Ltdc'i.  Oh,  to  him,  to  him  wench :  he  will  relenr, 
He's  comming  :  I  perceive'r. 

Pro.  Pray  heaven  lhc  win  him. 
lfab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  our  felf, 

Great  men  may  jell  with  Saints :  tis  wit  in  them, 
But  in  the  lelle  foul  prophanation. 

Luc  Thou're  i  right  (Gir'e)  moreo'chat 
lfab.  That  in  the  Captain's  but  a  chollcrick  word, 

Which  in  the-  Souldier  is  flat  blafphemy.  . 

Luc  Art  advif  d  o'that?  moreon't. 
Ang.  Why  do  you  put  thefefayings  upon  me  ? 
I  fab.  Becaufe  Authority,  though  it  erre  like  others, 

Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  it  felf 

That  skins  the  vice  o'th  top  j  go  to  your  bofom, 
Knock  there,  and  ask  your  heart  what  it  doth  know 

That's  like  my  brothers  fault:  if  it  confefle 
A  naturallguikineffe,  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Agnnff  my  brothers  life. 

Ang.  She  fdeaks,  and  'tis  fuch  fence 
That  my  fence  breeds  wiih  it ;  fare  you  well. 

lfab.  Gentle  my  Lord ,  turn  back. 
Aug.  I  will  bethink  me  :  come  again  to  morrow. 
Jfab.  Hark,  how  He  bribe  you  :  good  my  Lord  turn 
Ang.  How  ?  bribe  me  ?  (  back. 
lfa.  I,  with  fuch  gifts  that  heaven  fhall  fhare  with  you. 

Lhc.  You  had  mar'd  all  elfe. 
lfab.  Not  with  fond  Sickles  of  the  tefted-gold, 

Or  Hones,  whofe  rate  are  either  rich,  or  poore 
As  fancy  values  them  :  but  with  true  prayers, 
Th't  fhall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there 

Ere  Sunnerife:  prayers  from prefe-rved  fouls, 
From  f.-fting  Muds,  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  remporall. 

Ang.  Well :  come  to  me  to  morrow. 

Luc  Co  to :  'tis  well ;  away. 
lfab.  Heaven  keep  your  honor  fafe. 
A  Kg.  Amen. 

For  I  am  that  way  goirg  to  temptation, 
Where  prayers  crofle. 

lfab.  At  what  houre  to  morrow, 
Shali  I  attend  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Aug.  At  any  time  'fore-noone. 
lfab.  'Save  your  Honor.  Exeunt. 

Ang.  From  thee  :  even  from  thy  vertue. 

What's  this  ?  What's  this  ?  is  this  her  fault,  or  mine? 
The  Tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  fins  moft  ?  ha  ? 
Not  flic  :  nor  doth  fhe  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 

That,  lying  by  the  Violet  in  theSunne, 

Do  as  the  Carrion  do's ,  not  as  the  flowre, 
Corrupt  with  vertuous  feafon  :  Can  it  be, 

That  Modefty  may  more  betray  our  fence 
Then  womans  lighrneffe  ?  having  wafte  ground  enough, 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  theSancluary 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  oh  fie,  fie,  fie : 
What  doft  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou  Angelo  ? 
Doft  thou  defire  her  fowly,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good  ?  oh,  let  her  brother  live : 
Theeves  for  their  robbery  have  authority, 

When  Judges  fteal  thcmfelves :  what .'  do  I  love  her, 
That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak again? 

And  feaft  upon  her  eyes  ?  what  is»t  I  dream  on  ? 
Oh  cunning  enemy,  that  to  catch  aSainc, 
With  Saints  doft  bait  thy  hook:  moft  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation  ,  thac  doth  goad  us  on 

To  fin,  in  loving  vertue :  never  could  the  Strumpcc 
With  all  her  double  vigor,  Art,  and  Nature 
Once  ftir  my  temper :  but  this  vertuous  Maid 
Subdues  me  quite  :  Even  till  now 
When  men  were  fond,  I  fmild,  and  wondred  how.  Exit, 

Selena  Tenia. 

Enter  Duke ,  and  Prwoft. 

D*l>.  Haile  to  you,  Prov&ft,  fo  I  think  you  are. 

Pro.  I  am  the  Provoft :  what's  your  v.  til,  good  Frier ; 
Dukj  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blelt  order  j 

I  come  to  vific  the  affiicTed  fpirks 
Here  in  the  prifon  :  do  me  she  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them :  and  to  make  me  know 

The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Pro.  I  would  do  more  then  that,if  more  were  needfull. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Look  here  comes  one :  a  Gentlewoman  of  mine, 

Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  youth, 

Hath  blifterd  her  report :  She  is  with  child,  11 
And  he  that  got  it,  fentens'd :  a  yong  man, 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  offence, 

Then  dye  for  this. 
Dnk-  When  muft  he  dye  ? 
Pro.  As  I  do  think  to  morrow. 

I  have  provided  for  you,  itay  a  while 
And  you  fhall  be  conducted. 

Du\.  Repent  you  (  faire  one  )  of  the  fin  you  carry  ? 
Jul.  I  do ;  and  bear  the  fhame  moft  patiently. 
Dh.Wz  teach  you  how  you  fhall  araign  your  conference, 

And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  found, 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Jul.  He  gladly  learne. 

Dak.  Love  you  the  man  thatwrong'd  you? 
Jul.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 
T>ukz  So  then  it  feems  your  moft  offencefull  a£t 

Was  mutually  "committed. 
Jul.  Mutually. 

Dul^.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 
Jul.  I  do  confeffe  it,  and  repent  it  (  Father. ) 

Dn\.  'Tis 
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Duk>  'Tis  meet  fo  ( daughter )  but  leaft  you  do  repent 
As  thai  the  finne  hath  brought  you  to  this  lhame, 

Which  forrow  is  alwayes  coward  our  felves,  not  heaven, 

Showing  we  would  not  fpare  heaven,  as  we  love  it, 
But  as  we  ftand  in  feare. 

Jul.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil!, 
And  take  the  fhame  with  joy. 
D*k  There  reft : 

Your  partner  (  as  I  heare  )  muft  dye  to  morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  inftru&ion  to  him : 

Grace  go  with  you,  "Bene  Alette.  Exit. 
frJ.  Muft  dye  to  morrow  ?  oh  injurious  love 

That  refpirs  me  a  life,  whofe  very  comforc 
Is  ftill  a  dying  horror. 

Pro.  'Tis  pitty  of  him.  Exettnt. 

Scana  Quarta. 

Enter  Angelo. 
An.  When  I  would  pray,  and  think,  I  think,  and  pray 

To  feverall  fubjects  :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words, 
Whilft  my  Invention,  hearing  not  my  Tongue, 
Anchors  on  Ifabell:  heaven  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name, 
And  in  my  heart  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  evil! 
Of  my  conception :  the  ftate  whereon  Iftudied 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read 
Growne  feard,  and  tedious :  yea,  my  Gravity 
Wherein  (  let  no  man  heare  me  )  I  take  pride, 
Could  I,  with  boote,  change  for  an  idle  plume 

Which  the  ay  re  beats  for  vainc :  oh  place .'  oh  form 
How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe ,  thy  habit 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  eye  the  wifer  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  Blood,  thou  art  blood, 

Lei's  write  good  Angell  on  the  Devills  home, 
'Tis  not  the  devills  Creft :  how  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant* 

Ser.  One  Ifabell,  a  filter,  defires  acceffe  to  you, 
-dug.  Teach  her  the  way  :  oh,  heavens 

Why  doe's  my  blood  thus  mufter  to  my  heart, 
Making  both  it  unable  for  it  felf, 
And  difpoffeftlng  all  my  other  parts 
Of  neceffary  fitneffe  ? 
So  play  the  foolifh  throngs  with  one  that  fvvounds, 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  flop  the  ay  re 
By  which  he  fliould  revive :  and  even  fo 

The  general  fubject  to  a  wel-wifht  King 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  fondneffe 

j  Crowd  to  his  prefence,  where  their  untaught  love 
I  Mult  needs  appeare  offence :  how  now  faire  Maid  ? 

Enter  Ifabe/la. 
If  a.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleafure.  (  me, 
An.  That  you  might  know  ir,would  much  better  pleafe 

Then  to  demand  what  'tis  :your  brother  cannot  live. 
Ifa.  Even  fo :  heaven  keep  your  Honor. 
An.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while  :  and  it  may  be 

As  long  as  you,  or  I :  yet  he  muft  dye. 
lfab.  Under  your  Sentence  ? 
A»g.  Yea. 

J  fab.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  Reprieve 
( Longer,  or  (hotter )  he  may  be  fo  fitted 
That,  his  foul  ficken  not. 

Aug.  Ha  ?  fie,  thefe  filthy  vices :  It  were  as  good 

To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  ftolne 
A  man  already  made  ,  as  to  remit 

Their  fawcy  fweetneffe,  that  do  coyne  heavens  Image 

In  ftamps  that  are  forbid  :  'tis  all  as  eafie, 
Falfely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  reftrained  means 
To  make  a  falfe  one. 

lfab.  'Tis  fetdown  foin  heaven,  but  not  in  earth. 
Ang.  Say  you  fo  :  then  I  fhall  poze  you  quickly. 

Which  had  you  rather,  that  the  moft  ;uft  Law 
Now  took  your  brothers  life,  and  to  redeem  him 

Give  up  your  body  to  fuch  fweet  undeanneffe, 
As  fhe  that  he  hath  ftaind  ? 

I  fab.  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  body,  than  my  foul. 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  foul :  our  compcl'd  finnes 
Stand  more  for  number,  than  for  accompr. 

J  fab.  How  fay  you  ? 

Ang.  Nay  He  not  warrant  that :  for  I  can  fpeak 
Againft  the  thing  I  fay :  Anfwer  to  this, 
I  (  now  the  voyce  of  the  recorded  Law  ) 
Pronounce  a  fenttnee  on  your  brothers  life, 
Migbt  there  not  be  a  charity  in  finne, 
To  fave  this  brothers  life  ? 

lfab.  Pleafe  you  to  do't,  y*- He  take  it  as  a  perill  to  my  foul,  1 
It  is  no  finne  at  all,  but  charity. 

Ang.  Pleaf'd  you  to  do'r,  at  perill  of  your  foul 
Were  equall  poize  of  finne,  and  charity. 

lfab.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  finne 
Heaven  let  me  beare  it ;  you  granting  of  my  fuir, 
If  that  be  finne,  He  make  it  my  Morne-prayer, 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faulcs  of  mine, 

And  nothing  of  your  anfwer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
Your  fence  purfues  not  mine :  either  you  arc  ignorant,  „ 

Or  feem  fo  crafty  ;  and  that's  not  good. 
lfab.  Lec  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 

But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 
Ang.  Thus  wifdome  wifhes  to  appear  moft  bright, 

When  it  doch  tax  it  felf :  As  thefe  black  Mafques 
Proclaime  an  en-fhield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  difplaycd  :  But  mark  me, 
To  be  received  plain,  He  fpeak  more  groffe: 
Your  brother  is  to  dye. 

lfab.  So. Ang.  And  his  offence  is  fo,  as  it  appeares, 
Accountant  to  the  Law,  upon  that  paine. 

lfab.  True. Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  life 
(  As  I  fubferibenot  that,  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  loffe  of  queftion  )  that  you,  his  Sifter, 

Finding  your  felf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  perfon, Whofe  credk  with  the  Judge,  or  ovfn  great  place, 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  Mannacles 

Of  the  all-building  Law  :  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  muft  lay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body, 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  elfe  to  let  him  fuffer : 
What  would  you  do? 

lfab.  As  much  for  my  poor  Brother,  as  my  felf; 
That  is:  were  I  under  the  cearmesof  death, 

Th'impreffionof  keen  whips,  I'ld  wear  as  Rubies, 
And  ftrip  my  felf  to  death,  as  to  a  bed, 

That  longing  have  been  fick  for ,  ere  I'ld  yeeld 

My  body  up  to  fhame. 

^   '   Aug.  Then 
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Ang.  Then  muft  your  brother  dye. 

//*.  And  'iwer  the  cheaper  way  r 
Bcter  it  were  a  brother,  di'd  at  once, 
Then  that  a  lifter  by  redeeming  him 
Should  dye  tor  ever. 

Aug.  Were  not  you  then  as  crtiell  as  the  Sentence, 

That  you  have  flander'd  To  ? 
Jf.i.  Ignominy  in  ranfome,  and  free  pardon 

Are  of  two  houfes :  lawfull  mercy, 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  Law  a  tyrant, 
And  rather  prov'u  the  Hiding  of  your  brother 
A  merrimehc,  than  a  vice. 

Jfa.  Oh  pardon  me  my  Lord,  it  oft  fals  out 
To  have,  what  we  would  have, 

We  fpeak  not  what  we  mean  ; 
I  fomething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

tAng.  We  are  all  fraile. 
Jfa.  Elfe  let  my  brother  dye, 

If  not  a  feodary  but  only  he 
Owe,  and  fucceed  thy  vveaknefle. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  fraile  too. 
Jfa.  I,  as  the  glaffes  where  they  view  themlelves, 

Which  are  as  eafie  broke  as  they  make  formes : 
Women  ?  Help  heaven  ;  men  their  creation  marre 
In  profiting  by  them :  Nay,  call  us  ten  times  fraile, 
For  we  are  foft,  as  our  complexions  are, 
And  credulous  to  falfe  prints. 

Ang.  I  think  ic  well : 
And  from  this  teftimony  of  your  own  fex 

(  Since  I  fuppofe  we  are  made  to  be  no  ftronger 
Then  faults  may  fhake  our  frames )  lee  me  be  bold ; 
I  do  arreft  your  words ;  Be  that  you  are, 

That  is,  a  woman  ;  if  you  be  more,  you'r  none. 
If  you  be  one  (  as  you  are  well  expreft 
By  all  externall  warrants  )  fhevv  it  now, 

By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  Livery. 
Jfa.  I  have  no  tongue  but  one ;  gentle  my  Lord, 

'  Let  me  entreat  you  fpeak  rhe  former  language, 
Ang.  Plainly  conceive  I  love  you. 
Jfa.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet. 

And  you  tell  me  that  he  fhall  dye  for V. 
Ang.  He  fhall  not  Jfabell  if  you  give  me  love. 

Jfa.  I  know  your  verrue  hath  a  licence  in'c, 
Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others.  , 
Aug.  Believe  me  on  mine  Honor, 

My  words  expreife  my  purpofe. 

Jfa.  Ha  ?  Little  honor,  to  be  much  believ'd, 
And  molt  pernitious  purpofe:  Seeming, feeming. 

I  will  proclaime  thee  A.igdo,  look  for't. 
Signe  me  a  prefent  pardon  for  my  brother, 
Or  with  an  out-ftretchc  throate  lie  tell  the  world  aloud 
What  man  thou  arr. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee  Jfabell? 
My  unfoild  name,  thaullereneffeof  my  life, 

My  vouch  agnnft  you,  and  my  place  i'th  State, 
Will  fo  your  accufation  over-weigh, 
That  you  fhall  ftifle  in  your  own  report, 
And  fmcll  of  cilumny.  I  have  begun, 
An  J  now  I  give  my  I  en  fa  all  race,  the  reine, 
Fit  thy  confent  to  my  fharp  appetite, 
L?y  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blulhes 

'  That  banifh  whit  they  fue  for :  Redeem  thy  brother, J  By  yeelcing  up  thy  body  to  my  will, 

Or  elfe  he  muft  not  only  dye  the  death, 
But  thy  unkindnefle  fhall  his  death  draw  out 

To  lingring  fuffe ranee :  Anfwer  me  to  morrow, 
Or  by  the  affection  that  now  guides  me  raoft, 
He  prove  a  Tyrant  to  him.  As  for  you, 

Say  what  you  can  ,  my  falfe,  ore-weighs  your  true;  Exit. 
Jfa.  To  whom  fhould  I  complain  ?  Did  I  tell  this, 

Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouthes 
That  bear  in  them,  one  and  the  felf-fame  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation,  or  approofe, 

Bidding  the  Law  make  curtfie  to  their  will, 

Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  th'appetite, To  follow  as  it  draws.  He  to  my  brother, 

Though  he  hath  falne  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 
Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  mind  of  Honor, 

That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  hee'ld  yeeld  them  up, Before  his  After  fhould  her  body  ftoop 

To  fuch  abhord  pollution. 
Then  Jfabell  live  chafte,  and  brother  dye  j 

R  More  than  cur  Brother,  is  our  Chaftky. 

He  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  requeft, 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  fouls  reft.  Exit. 

<&AcIh$  *Tertius0  >Sc*ena  ̂ rirna. 

Enter  Duke,  Claudio,  and  Provoft. 

Du\.  So  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord  Angelo  ? 
Clau.  The  miferable  have  no  other  medicine 

But  only  hope :  l'have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prcpar'd  to 

dye. 
Duke.  Be  abfolutefor  death :  either  death  or  life 

Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.  Rcafon  thus  with  life  : 
If  I  do  loofe  thee ,  I  do  loofe  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  thou  arr, 
Servile  to  all  the  skyie-influences, 
That  doft  this  habitation  where  thou  keepft 
Hourely  afflict :  Meerely,thon  art  deaths  fool, 
For  him  thou  labourft  by  thy  flight  to  fhun, 
And  yet  runft  toward  him  Hill.  Thou  art  not  noble, 

For  all  th'accommodations  that  thou  bearft, 
Are  nurfi  by  bafeneffe :  Thou'rtby  no  means  valiant, For  thou  doft  feare  the  fofc  and  tender  fork 

Of  a  poor  worm  :  thy  beft  of  reft  is  fleep, 
And  that  chou  oft  provoakft,  yetgroflely  fsarft 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.  Thou  art  not  thy  felf, 
For  thou  exifts  on  many  a  thoufand  graines 

That  ifl'ue  out  of  duft.  Happy  thou  art  nor, 
For  what  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get, 
And  what  thou  haft,  forgetft.  Thou  art  not  certain, 
For  thy  complexion  fhifts  to  ftrange  effects, 

After  the  Moone  :  if  thou  art  rich,  thou'rt  poor, 
Tor  like  an  Affe,  whofe  back  with  Ingots  bowes ; 
Thou  bearft  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey, 
And  death  unloads  thee ;  Friend  haft  thou  none. 
For  chine  own  bowels  which  do  call  thee,  fire 
The  meere  effufion  of  thy  proper  loynes, 
Do  curfe  the  Gout,  Sarpego,  and  the  Rheume 
For  ending  thee  no  fooner.  Thou  haft  nor  youth,  norage 
But  as  it  were  an  after-dinners  fleep 
Dreaming  on  both,  for  all  thy  bleffed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  almes 
Of  palfied-Eld  •:  and  when  chon  rrt  old,  and  rich 
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Thou  hall  neither  heat,  affca.otv,  limb,  nor  bea
uty 

To  make  thy  riches  pleafanr :  vyhat's  yet  i
n  this 

That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  Yet  in  this  li
fe 

Lye  hid  mod  thoufand  deaths ;  yet  death  we  feare 
That  makes  thefe  oddes,  all  even. 

Clan.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

1  To  foe  to  live ,  I  find  I  feek  to  dye, 

And  feeking  death,  find  life :  Let  it  come  on. 
Enter  lfabetta. 

/fab.  What  hoa  ?  Peace  here ;  Grace,  and  good  com- 

Prc.  Who's  there  ?  Come  in,  the  wtfh  defecves  a  wel- 
come. 

Bah.  Dear  fir,  ere  long  He  vihe  you  again. 

0*.~  Mo   -o!y  fir ,  I  thank  you. 
I  fa.  M;  biifineffeis  a  word  or  two  mthClaadto. 

Pro.  And  very  welcome  :  look  Signior,  here's  your# fifter. 

D»k.  Provoft,  a  word  with  you. 
Pro.  As  many  as  you  plcafe. 

Duk-  Bring  them  to  fpeak,  where  I  may  be  conceal  d, 

yet  hear  them.  Exeunt. 

CI*.  Now  nfter,  what's  the  comfort  ? 
J  fa.  Why, 

R    W  comforts  are :  moll  good,  raoft  good  indeed, 

Lord  Angelo  having  affaires  to  heaven 

Intends  you  for  his  fwift  Ambaffador, 

Where  you  fhall  be  an  everlafting  Leiger ; 

Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed, 
To  Morrow  you  fct  on. 

Clm.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

if  a.  None  but  fuch  remedy,  as  to  fave  t  head 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twaine : 

Cla.  But  is  there  any  ? 

If  a.  Yes  brother,  you  may  live ; 
There  is  a  devillifh,  mercy  in  the  Judge, 

If  you'r  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life, 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Cla.  Perpetuall  durance 

/fa.  I  juft,  perpetuall  durance,  a  reftraint 
\  Through  all  the  worlds  vaftidity  you  had 

To  a  determin'd  fcope. Clan.  But  in  what  nature? 

J  fab.  In  fuch  a  one ,  as  you  confenting  tob'r, 
Would  bark  your  honor  from  that  trunk  you  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 
Clan.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

If  a.  Oh,  I  do  feare  thee  Clattdio,  and  I  quake, 
Leaft:  thou  a  feavorous  life  fhouldft  entertain, 
And .  fix  or  feven  winters  more  refpeft 

Than  a  perpetuall  honor.  Dar'ft  thou  dye  > 
The  fence  of  death  is  mod  in  apprehenfion, 
And  the  poor  Beetle  that  we  tread  upon 

In  corporall  fuiferance,  finds  a  pang  as  great, 
As  when  a  Giant  dyes. 

Cla.  Why  give  you  me  this  fhame  ? 
Think  you  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flovvry  tenderneffe?  If  I  muft  dye, 
I  will  encounter  darkneffe  as  a  bride» 
And  hugge  it  in  mine  armes. 

Ifa.  There  fp?.ke  my  brother :  there  my  fathers  grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voyce.  Yes,  thou  muft  dye : 
Thou  art  too  noble,  to  confer ve  a  life 
In  bafe  appliances.  This  outward  fainted  Deputy, 
Whofe  fecled  vifage,  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youch  i'th  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew 

As  Falcon  doth  the  fowie :  is.  yet  a  dsvill : 
His  filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Cla.  The  Princely,  Anqelo* 

Ifa.  Oh 'tis  the  cunning"^ Livery  of  hell, 
The  damned  body  to  inveft ,  and  cover 

In  Princely  gardes ;  doft  thou  think  £"5W/?, If  I  would  yeeld  him  my  virginity 

Thou  might'ft  be  freed  ? 
Cla.  Oh  heavens,  i't  cannot  be. 

Ifa.  Yes,  he  would  giv't  thee  ;  from  this  ranke  offence 
So  to  offend  him  ftiil.  This  night's  the  time That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhorre  to  name, 
Or  elfe  thou  dieft  to  morrow, 

Cla.  Thou  fhalt  not  do'r. 
Ifa.  O,  were  it  but  my  life,  t 

Tie  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Clan.  Thanks  dear  Ifabell. 

Ifa.  Be  ready  Clmdio%  for  your  death  to  morrow. 
Clan.  Yes.  Has  he  affections  in  him. 

That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  Law  by  th'nofe, 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  fure  it  is  no  finne. 

Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft, 
Ifa.  Which  is  the  leaft  ? 
Clan.  If  it  were  damnable,  he  being  fo  wife, 

Why  would  he  for  the  momentany  trick 

Be  perdurably  fin'de  ?  Oh  Ifabell. 
Ifa.  What  fayes  my  brother  ? 
Cla.  Deuh  is  a  fearfull  thing. 
Ifa.  And  fhamed  life,  a  hateful!. 

Cla.  I,  but  to  dye,  and  go  we  know  not  where. 
To  lye  in  cold  obflruction,  and  to  rot* 
This  fenfible  warme  motion,  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  fpiric 

To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refidc 

In  thrilling  region  of  thick-ribbed  Ice, 

To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewleffe  windes And  blown  with  reftleffe  violence  round  about 

The  pendant  world  :  or  to  be  vvorfe  than  worft 
Of  thofe,  that  lawleffe  and  incertain  thoughr, 

Imagine  howling ,  'tis  too  horrible. The  wearieft,  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life 

That  Age,  Ache,  penury,  and  imprifonmenc 
Can  lay  on  nature ,  is  a  Paradife 
To  what  we  feare  of  death. 

ifa.  Alas,  alas. 
Cla.  Sweet  Sifter,  let  me  live. 

What  finne  you  do,  to  five  a  brothers  life, 

Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fo  farre,  ~**\ That  it  becomes  a  vertue. 

Ifa.  Oh  you  beoft  ! 
Oh  faithleffe  Coward .'  oh  difhoneft  wretch, 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  ,  out  of  my  vice  ? 

Is't  not  a  kind  of  inceft ,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  fillers  fhame  ?  What  fhould  I  think, 
Heaven  fhield :  my  Mother  plaid  my  Father  faire: 

For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  vvildernefle 

Nere  iffu'd  from  his  blood.  Take  my  defiance, 
Dye,  perifh :  Might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  fhould  proceed, 

lie  pray  a  thoufand  prayers  for  thy  death  j 
No  word  to  fave  thee. 

Cla.  Nay  hear  me  Ifabell. 
Ifa.  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie, 

Thy  finn's  not  accidental!,  but  a  Trade  • 
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Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  it  felf  a  Bawd, 

'Tis  belt  that  thou  dieft  quickly. 
Cla.  Oh  hear  me  1  [delta.  Duke  fteps  in. 

Dak.  Vouchfafea  word,  yong  filter,  but  one  word, 
If*.  Whacis  your  Will? 

Dul^  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  leifure  ,  I  would 
by  and  by  have  foine  fpeech  with  you  :  the  fatisfac-tion  I 
would  require,  is  likewife  your  own  benefit. 

I[a.  I  have  no  fuperfltious  leifure,  my  ftay  muft  be 
ftolen  out  of  other  affaires :  but  1  will  attend  you  a  while, 

DhI^.  Son ,  I  have  over-heard  what  bath  paft  between 
you  and  your  fifter.  Angela  had  never  the  purpofe  to  cor- 

rupt her ;  only  he  hath  made  an  affay  of  her  venue,  to 
pra&ife  his  judgement  with  the  difpofition  of  natures. 
She  (  having  the  truth  of  honor  in  her )  hath  made  him 

th^t  gracious  deniall,  which  he  is  mort  glad  to  receive  :  I 
am  ConfelTor  to  Angela,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true,  there- 
fore  prepare  your  felf  to  death :  do  aot  fatisfie  your  re- 
folution  with  hopes  thac  are  fallible,  tomorrow  you  mult 
dye,  go  to  your  knees,  and  make  ready. 

Cla.  Let  me  ask  my  fifter  pardon  ,  I  am  fo  out  of  love 
with  life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  ir.  Exit. 

DhI^  Hold  you  there :  farewell:  Provoft>  a  word  with 

you. Pro.  What's  your  will  (father  ? ) 
Duk^  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone  :  leave 

me  a  while  with  the  Maid ,  my  mind  promifes  with  my 
nabit,  no  loffe  fhall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Pro.  In  good  time.  Exit. 
Dukj  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  faire  ,  hath  made 

you  good  :  the  goodneffe  that  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes 
beauty  brief  in  goodneffe  ;  but  grace  being  the  foul  of 
your  complexion  ,  (hall  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  faire : 
the  affault  chat  Angelt  hath  made  to  you  ,  Fortune  hath 

convai'd  to  my  undemanding  ;  and  but  that  frailty  hath 
examples  for  his  falling,  I  fhould  wonder  at  Angela :  how 
will  you  do  to  content  this  Subftitute  ,  and  to  fave  your 
brother? 

l[ab.  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him :  I  had  rather  my 
brother  dye  by  the  Law ,  than  my  fonne  fhould  be  un- 

lawfully born.  But  (oh)  how  much  is  the  good  Duke 

deceiv'd  in  Angelo :  if  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak 
to  him,  I  will  open  my  lips  invaine,  or  difcover  his  go- 
vernment. 

Duk.  That  fhall  not  be  much  amiffe :  yet  as  the  mat- 
ter now  ftands,  he  will  avoyd  your  accufation  :  he  made 

triall  of  you  only.  Therefore  fallen  your  care  on  my  ad- 
vifings,  to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good  j  a  remedy  pre- 
fents  it  felf.  I  do  make  my  felf  beleeve  that  you  may 

moft  uprighteoufly  do"[a  poor  wronged  Lady  a  merited 
benefit  :  redeem  your  brother  from  the  angry  Law;  do 
no  ftaine  to  your  own  gracious  perfon,  and  much  pleafe 

the  abfent  Duke",  if  peradventure  he  fhall  ever  returne  to 
have  hearing  of  this  bufineffe. 

Ifab.  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak  farther ;  I  havefpirit  to 
co  any  thing  that  appears  not  foule  in  the  truth  of  my 
fpirir. 

Duke.  Vertue  is  bold  ,  and  goodneffe  never  fearfull : 

Have  you  not  heard  fpeak  of  Marian*  the  lifter  of  Fre- 
dericke  the  great  Souldier,  who  mifcarried  at  Sea  ? 

Ifab.  I  have  heard  of  the  Lady,  md  good  words  went 
with  her  name  / 

Duke.  She  fhould  this  Angela  have  married ;  was  affi- 
anced to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed :  between 

which  time  of  the  contract ,  and  limit  of  the  folemnity, 
her  brother  Frederick^  was  wrackt  at  Sea ,  having  in  that 

perhhed  veffell,  the  dowry  of  his  fifter :  but  mark  how 
heavily  this  befell  to  the  poor  Gentlewoman,  there  lhe 
loft  a  noble  and  renowned  brother ,  in  his  love  toward 

her,  ever  mcft  kind  and  naturall  :  with  him  the  portion 
and  finew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage  dowry  :  with 

both,  her  combynate-husband  ,  this  well  feeming  An- 

gela. 

J[ab.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  did  Angela  fo  leave  her  ? 
Left  her  in  her  tcares,and  dried  not  one  of  them 

with  his  comfort ;  fwallowed  his  vows  whole,  pretending 

in  her,difcoveries  of  difhonor:  in  few  words,*  eltow'd  her 
on  her  own  lamentation,  which  lhe  yet  wears  for  his  fake : 
and  he,  a  marble  to  her  earcs,  is  walhcd  with  them  but relents  not. 

J[ab.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death  to  take  this  poor 
maid  from  the  world  ?  what  corruption  in  this  life,  that 
it  will  let  this  man  live  ?  But  how  out  of  this  can  fhe  a- vaile? 

Dak.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  eafily  heal :  and  the 
cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  brother ,  but  keeps  you 
from  dilhonor  in  doing  it. 

Jfd.  Shew  me  how  (good  father. ) 
Duk.  This  forenamed  Maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  con- 

tinuance of  her  firft  affe&ion  :  his  unjuft  unkindneffe 

(  that  in  all  reafon  fhould  have  quenched  her  love  )  hath 

(like  an  impediment  in  the  Current)  made  it  more  vio 
lent  and  unruly  ;  Go  you  to  Angela ,  anfwer  his  requi- 

ring with  a  plaufible  obedience ,  agree  with  his  demands 
to  the  point  :  only  referre  your  felfe  to  this  advantage; 
fiift,  that  your  flay  with  him  may  not  be  long;  that  the 
time  may  have  all  Ihadow  ,  and  filence  in  it :  arid  the  place 
anfwer  to  convenience  :  this  being  gtanted  rn  courfe, 

and  now  follows  all  :  we  fhall  advife  this  wronged  Maid' to  fteed  up  your  appointment ,  go  in  your  place  :  if  the 
encounter  acknowledge  it  felfe  hereafter,  it  may  com- 
pell  him  to  her  recompence;  and  here,  by  this  is  your 
brother  Dved  ,  your  honor  untainted  ,  the  poor  Maria- 

na advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  Deputy  fcaled.  The  Maid 
will  1  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his  attempt  :  if  you  think 

well  to  carry  this  as  you  may  ,  the  doubieneffc  of  the  be- 
nefit defends  the  deceit  from  reprocfe.  What  think  you 

of  it? 
Ifab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already,  and  I 

truft  it  will  grow  to  a  moft  profperous  perfection. 
Duk:  It  lyes  much  in  your  holding  up  :  hafte  you  fpee- 

dily  to  Angelo ,  if  for  this  night  he  intreat  you  to  his  bed, 
give  him  promifeof  fatisfa£tion  :  I  will  prefently  to  Sc. 
Lukes ,  there  at  the  moated-Grange  rehdes  this  dejected 
Mariana  \  at  that  place  call  upon  me,  and  difpatch  with 

Angela,  thzt'n  may  be  quickly. 
1[a.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort  :  fare  you  well  good 
father.  Exit. 

Enter  Elbow,  Clowne,  Outers. 

El.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it ,  bur  that  you 
will  needs  buy  and  fell  men  and  women  like  bcafts ,  we 
(hall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and  white  baftard. 

Dak.  Oh  heavens,  what  ftuffe  is  here  ? 
Clow.  'Twas  never  merry  world  fince  of  two  ufuries 

the  merrieft  was  put  downe,  and  the  worfer  allow'd  by 
order  of  Law ;  a  fur'd  gowne  to  keep  him  vvarme  ;  and 
fur'd  with  Fox  and  Lamb-skins  too,  to  fignifie,  that  craft 
being  richer  than  innocency,  ftands  for  the  facing. 

Elbow.  Come  your  way  Sir  ̂   'bleffe  you  good  father Frier. 

Dnk.  And  you  good  brother  father :  what  offence  bath 
this  man  made  you,  Sir  ? Elb-  Marrv  j 
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Elbo.  Marry  fir,  he  hath  offended  the  Law ;  and  Sir, 

we  cake'  him  co  be  a  Theefe  too  fir  :  for  we  have  found 

upon  him  Sir,  a  ftrange  Pick-lock,  which  we  have  fent  to 
the  Deputy. 

Dh\.  Fye,  firrah,  a  Bawd,  a  wicked  bawd, 

The  evill  that  thou  caufe'ft  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live.  .Do  thou  but  think 

What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  cloach  a  back 
From  fuch  a  filthy  vice :  fay  to  thy  felf, 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftly  touches 

I  drink ,  I  eat  away  my  felf,  and  live  : 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 

So  ftinkingly  depending?  Go  mend,  go  mend. 

Clo.  Indeed,  ic  do's  Mink  in  fome  fort, Sir : 
But  yet  Sir  I  would  prove  

Duk.  Nay,  if  the  devill  have  given  thee  proofes  for  fin 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.  Take  him  to  prifon  Officer  ; 
Correction,  and  inftruction  muft  both  work 

Ere  this  rude  heaft  wiil  profit.  • 

Elb.  He  mult  before  the  Deputy  Sir ,  he  ha's  given 
him  warning :  the  Deputy  cannot  abide  a  Whore-ma- 
fter:ifhe  be  a  Whore- monger,  and  comes  before  him, 
he  were  as  good  goe  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duk;  That  we  were  all  ,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be 
Free  from  our  faults,  as  faults  from  feeming  free. 

Entir  L".cio. 
Elk  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waft,  a  Cord  fir. 

Clo.  I  fpy  comfort,  I  cry  baile :  Here's  a  Gentleman, and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Luc.  How  now  noble  Pompey  ?  What,  at  the  wheels 
of  C&{xr  ?  Art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  What  is  there  none 

of  Pigmalioxs  Images  newly  made  woman  to  be  had  now, 

for  putting  the  hand  in  the  pocket,and  extracting  clucch'd? 
What  reply  ?  Ha  ?  What  faift  thou  to  this  Tune,  Mat- 

ter, and  Method  ?  Is't  not  drown'd  'i'th  laft  raine  ?  Ha  ? 
Whac  faift  choi^Tret  ?  Is  the  world  as  it  was  Man? 
Which  is  the  way  ?  Is  it  fad  ,  and  few  words  ?  Or  how  ? 
The  trick  of  it  ? 

Dub-  Still  thus,  and  thus :  ftill  wo*fe  ? 

Luc.  H--W  doth  my  dear  Morfell  ?  thy  Miftris  ?  Pro- cures fhe  Hill  ?  Ha  ? 

Clo.  Troth  fir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  Beefe,  and  fhe 
is  her  felf  in  '.he  tub. 

Luc.  Why  'tis  good  :  It  is* the  right  of  it  :  it  muft  be 
fo.  Ever  your  frefh  Whore ,  and  your  poudet'd  Baud,  an 
unfhun'd  confequence ,  it  muft  be  fo.  Art  going  to  pri- fon Pompey  t 

Clo.  Yes  faith  fir. 

Luc.  Why  'tis  not  amiffe  Pompey  :  farewell  :  go  fay 
I  fent  thee  thither :  for  debt  Pompey  ?  Or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  baud,  for  being  a  baud* 
Lhc.  Well,  then  imprifon  him  :  If  imprifonment  be 

the  due  of  a  baud,  why  'tis  his  right.  Baud  is  he  doubt- 
leffe,  and  of  antiquity  too :  Baud  born.  Farewell  good 
Pompey  :  Commend  me  to  the  prifon  Pompey ,  you  will 
turn  good  husband  now  Pompey ,  you  will  keep  the houfe. 

Clo.  I  hope  Sir,  your  good  Worfhip  will  be  my  baile  ? 
Luc  No  indeed  will  1  not  Pompey,  it  is  not  the  wear : 

I  will  pray  (  Pompey  )  to  encre:fe  your  bondage  if  you  take 
it  not  patiently  :  Why,  your  mettle  is  the  more  :  Adieu 
rrufty  Pompey. 
Bleffe  you  Friar. 

Duk.  And  you. 

Lac.  Do's  Bridget  paint  ft  ill ,  Pompey  ?  Ha  ? Elb.  Come  your  wayes  fir,  come. 

Qo,  You  will  not  baile  me  then  Sir? 

Luc.  Then  Pompey,  nor  now  :  what  news  abroad  Frl- 1 
er  f  What  news  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  wayes  fir,  come. 
Luc.  Go  to  kennel  I  (  Pompey  )  go :  Exeunt. 

What  news  Fryer  of  the  Duke  ? 
Duke.  I  know  none  :  can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 
Luc.  Some  fay  he  is  with  the  Emperour  of  Rujjla  t 

other  fome,  he  is  in  Rom  :  but  where  is  he  think  you-? 
Duke.  I  know  not  where  :  but  wherefoever ,  I  wifh. 

him  well. 
Luc.  It  was  a  mad  fantafiicall  trick  of  him  to  fteal 

from  the  State,  and  ufurp  the  beggery  he  was  never 
born  to  :  Lord  Angelo  Dukes  it  welt  in  his  abfence :  he 

puts  cransgreflion  too'r. 
Duke.  He  do's  well  in'r. Lnc.  A  little  more  lenirie  to  Lechery  would  do  no 

harm  in  him  :  Something  too  crabbed  that  w'ay,  Fryer. 
Duke.  It  is  too  general!  a  vice,  and  feverity  muft  cure  it. 
Luc.  Yes  in  good  footh,  the  vice  is  of  a  great  kindred  ; 

it  is  well  allied  ,  but  it  is  impoflible  to  extirp  it  quite, 
Frier,  tilJ  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They  fay 
this  Awelo  was  not  made  by  Man.  and  Woman ,  after 
this 

you  ? 

down- right way  of  Creation 
is  it  true ,  think 

Dd 

;  and  he  is  a  motion 

O 

How  mould  he  be  made  then  ? 

Luc.  Some  report ,  a  Set-mud  fpawn'd  him.  Some, 
that  he  was  begot  between  two  Stock-fifhes.  But  it  is 
certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his  Urine  is  con- 

geal'd  ice,  that  I  know  to  be  true 
generative,  that's  infallible. 

Duk.  You  are  pleafant  fir,  and  fpeak  apac 

Luc.  Why  ,  what  a  ruthlefle  thing  is  this  in  him,  for 
the  rebellion  of  a  Cod-piece,  to  cake  away  the  life  of  a 
man  ?  Would  the  Duke  that  is  abfent  have  done  this  ? 

Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hun- 
dred Biftards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  Nurfing  a 

thoufand.  He  had  fome  feeling  of  the  fport ,  he  knew 
thefetvice,  and  that  inftructed  hinf  to  mercy. 

Duk.  1  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  detected 

for  Women,  he  was  not  enclin'd  that  way. 

Luc.  Oh,  Sir,  you  .ire  deceiv'd. 
'Dul^.  Tis  not  polfible. 
Lac  Who,  not  the  Duke  ?  Yes,  your  beggar  of  .fifty  : 

and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  ducket  in  her  Chck-difh  ;  the 
Duke  had  Crochets  in  him.  He  would  be  drunk  too, 
that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duk-  You  do  him  wrong,  furely. 
Luc.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his  :  a  fhye  fellow  was 

the  Duke,  and  I  believe  I  know  the  caufe  of  his  with- drawing. 

Duke.  What  (I  prethee  )  might  be  the  caufe  ? 

Lhc.  No,  pirdon:  'Tis  a  fecrec  mull  be  loeke  with- 
in the  teeth  and  the  lips :  but  this  I  can  let  you  under- 

ftand,  the  greater  file  of  the  fubject  held  the  Duke  to  be 
wife. 

Duk.  Wife  ?  Why  no  queftion  but  he  was. 
Luc.  A  very  fuperficiall,  ignorant,  unweighing  fellow. 
Dukj  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mifhking: 

The  very  ftream  of  his  life ,  and  the  bufinefte  he  hath 
helmed,  muft  upon  a  warranted  need,  give  him  a  better 
proclamation.  Let  him  be  but  tejlimonied  in  his  own 
bringings  forth ,  and  he  fhall  appear  to  the  envious,  a 
Scholler,  a  Statefman,  and  a  Souldier :  therefore  you  fpeiK 
unskilfully:  or,  if  your  knowledge  be  more  ,  ic  is  much 

darkned  in  your  malice. 
G  Luc- 
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Luc.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  know- 
ledge with  dear  love 

Lhc.  Come  Sir,  1  know  what  I  know. 

Dptki  I  can  hardly  believe  that ,  fince  you  know  not 
whac  you  fpeak.  Bur  if  ever  the  Duke  returne  (  as  our 
prayers  are  he  may  )  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  an 
fwer  before  him  :  if  it  be  honeft  you  have  fpoke  ,  you 
have  courage  to  maintain  it  j  I  am  bound  to  call  upon 
you,  and  1  pray  you  your  name? 

Luc.  Sir  my  name  is  Ltscio,  well  known  to  the  Duke. 
Dul^.  He  (hall  know  you  better  Sir,  if  I  may  live  to 

report  you. 
Lhc.  I  feare  you  nor. 
T>uk.  O,  you  hope  the  Duke  will  returne  no  more : 

or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtfull  an  oppofite :  but  indeed 

I  can  do  you  little  barme  s  You'il  for-fwear  this  a- 

Lac.  lie  be  hang'd  firff  :  Thou  art  deceiv'd  in  me Friar.  Buc  no  more  of  this.  Canft  thou  tell  if  Claudio 

dye  to  morrow,  or  no  ? 

B'A.  Why  fhould  he  dye  Sir  ? 
Lhc.  Why  ?  For  filling  a  bottle  with  a  Tun-difh : 

gam 

I  would  the  Duke  wetalke  of  were  return'd  again  :  this 

ungenuur'd  Agent  will  un-people  the  Province  with 
Continency.  Sparrows  muft  not  build  in  his  houfe-eeves, 
becatife.  they  are  lecherous  :  The  Duke  yet  would  have 
dark  deeds  darkly  anfwered ,  he  would  never  bring  them 

to  light  :  would  he  were  return'd.  Marry  this  Claudio 
is  condemned  for  untrufling.  Farewell  good  Friar,  I 
prethee  pray  for  me :  The  Duke  ( I  fay  to  thee  againe  ) 

worfld  eat  Mutton  on  Fridayes.  He's  now  paft  ir,  yet 
(  and  I  fay  to  thee)  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  though 
fhe  fmelt  brown-bread  and  Garlick :  fay  that  I  faid  fo : 
Farewell.  Exit. 

Duke.  No  might,  nor  greatneffe  in  mortality 
Can  cenfure  fcape  :  Back-wounding  calumny 

,  The  white!*  vertue  ftrikes,  What  King  foftrong, 

j  Can  tye  the  gall  up*in  the  flanderous  tongue? 
]  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Efcalut,  Provofi,  and  "Baud. 
Efc.  Go  ,  away  with  her  .  to  prifon. 

Band.  Good  my  Lord  be  good  to  me  ,  your  Honor  is 
accounted  a  mercifull  man :  good  my  Lord. 

Efc.  Double,  and  trebble  admonition,  and  ftill  forfeit 

1  in  the  fame  kind  ?  This  would  make  mercy  fwear  and 
play  the  Tyrant. 

Pra.  A  Baud  of  eleven  years  continuance  ,  may  it 
pleafe  your  Honor. 

Band'  My  Lord, this  is  one  Lucio's  information  againft 
me ,  Miftris  Kate  Keep-dome  was  with  child  by  him 

in  the  Dukes  time ,  he  promis'd  her  marriage  :  his 
1  Child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old  come  Philip  and  Jacob : 
I  have  kept  it  my  felf ;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to 
abufe  me.. 

Efca.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  Licenfe:  Let 

him  be  call'd  before  us.  Away  with  her  to  prifon :  Go 
to,  no  more  words.  Provoft,  my  Brother  Angel*  will  not 

be  nlter'd,  C.Lhd'w  muft  dye  to  morrow :  Let  him  be  fur-^ 

Efca.  Of  whence  are  you? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  Country,  though  my  chance  is  now 
To  ufe  it  for  my  time :  1  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  Order,  late  come  from  the  Sea, 
In  fpeciall  bufinefle  from  his  Holineffe. 

Efca.  What  newes  abroad  i'ch  World  ? 
Dnk.  None  ,  buc  that  there  is  fo  great  a  Feavor  on 

goodneffe,  that  the  diflolution  of  it  muft  cure  it.  Novel- 

ty is  only  in  requeft  ,  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged 
in  any  kind  of  courfe ,  as  it  is  vertuous  to  be  conftanc 

in  any  undertaking.  There  is  fcarce  truth  enough  alive  to 
make  Societies  fecure,  but  Security  enough  to  make  Fel- 

lowfhips  accurft.  Much  upon  this-  riddle  runs  the  wif- 
dome  of  the  world  :  This  newes  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is 

every  dayes  newes.  I  pray  you  Sir,  of  what  difpofition was  the  Duke  ? 

Efca.  One,  that  above  all  other  ftrifes, 
Contended  efpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Dulf.  What  pleafulfc  was  he  given  to  ? 
Efca.  Rather  rejoydng  to  fee  another  merry ,  than 

merry  at  any  thing  which  profeft  to  make  him  rejoyec. 
A  Gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  leave  him  to  his 
events,  with  a  prayer  they  may  prove  profperous  ;  and 

let  me  defire  to  know ,  how  you  find  Claudia  prepar*d  ? 
I  am  made  to  underftand,  that  you  have  lent  himviftta- tion. 

Dak;  He  profefles  to  have  received  no  finifter  meafure 
from  his  Judge,  butmoft  willingly  humbles  himfelf  to 
the  determination  of  Juftice  :  yet  had  he  framed  to  him- 

felf (  by  the  inftru&ion  of  his  frailty )  many  deceiving 
promifes  of  life,  which  I  (  by  my  good  leifure  )  have  dif- 

credited  to  him,  and  now  is  he  refolv'd  to  dye. 
Efca,  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  Function^  and 

the  prifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  Calling.  I  have  la- 

bour'd  for  the  poor  Gentleman,  to  the  extremeft  fhore 
of  my  modefty,  buc  my  Brother- Juftice  have  I  found  fo 

fevere,  that  he  hath  fore'd  me  to  tell  hift,  he  is  indeed 

Juftice. 
Dak'  If  his  own  life, 

Anfwer  the  ftraitnefle  of  his  proceeding, 

Ic  fhall  become  him  well  :  wherein  if  he  chance  to  faile, 

fie  hath  fentene'd  himfelf. 
Ef.  I  am  going  to  vifk  the  prif6ner,Fare  you  well.  Exit, 
Duk.  Peace  be  with  you. 

He  who  the  fword  of  Heaven  will  beare, 
Should  be  as  holy,  as  fevere : 
Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 

Grace  to  ftand ,  and  Vertue  go  : 
More,  nor  lefle  to  others  paying, 

Then  by  felf-effences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruell  ftriking, 
Kils  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  : 
Twice  trebble  fhame  on  Angelo, 

To  weed  my  vice ,  and  let  his  grow. 
Oh,  what  may  Man  within  him  hide, 

Though  Angell  on  the  outward  fide  ? 
How  may  likenefle  made  in  crimes, 

Making  practife  on  the  Times, 
To  draw  with  idle  Spiders  firings 

riith'd  with  Divine?,  and  hive  all  charitable  preparation.  JMoft  ponderous  and  fubftantiall  things 1  Craft  againft  vice,  I  muft  apply. 
With  Angela  to  night  fhall  lye 
His  old  betroathed  (  but  defpifed : ) 

So  difguife  fhall  by  th'difguifed 
Pay  with  falfhood,  falfe  exacting^ 
And  performe  an  old  contracting. 

It  my  brother  wrought  by  my  piety ,  it  fhould  not  be  fo 
!  with  him. 

I  Pro.  So  pleafe  you,  this  Friar  hath  been  with  him,  and* 

|  advis'd  him  for  th'emerp'nment  of  death. 
Efca.  Goo  1  even  ,  good  father. 

\     Duk.  Bliife,  and  goodneife  on  you. 

L 
 

' 

Exit, 
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<;JlBus  Quanta,  Sc*
na  Wrima. 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Boy  ftnging. 

Sono.    Take  ,  oh  take  thofe  Hp  awayy 

that  fo  {weedy  were  forfmrny 

And  thofe  eyes  :  the  break  of  day 

lights  that  do  mtftad  the  Morn ; 

But  my  klfes  bring  again ,  bnng  again. 

Seals  of  love  >  bat  fed' dm  vain,  fealdmvam. 
Enter  Duke. 

Marl  Break  off  thy  fong,and  halte  thee  quick  away 

Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  adviie 

Hath  oftca  ftill'd  my  brawling  difcontent. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  and  well  could  wifh 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  muficall. 

Let  me  excufc  me,  and  believe  me  fo, 

My  mirth  ic  much,  difpleaf 'd,  but  pleaf  d  my  wo. 
Dt*kz  Tis  S00^  :  cnough  Mufick  oft  hath  fuch  a  charm 

To  make  bad,  good  ;  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 

I  pray  you  tell  me,  hath  any  body  enquir'd  for  me  here 

to  day  ?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promif'd  here  to' meer. 

Mori.  You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after :  I  have  fit 
here  all  day. 

Enter  IfabeU, 

D*k;  I  do  conllantly  believe  you  :  the  time  is  come 
even  now.  I  fliall  crave  your  forbearance  a  little,  may  be 

I  will  call  upon  you  anon  for  fome  advantage  co  your 
felf. 

Mari.  I  am  alwtyes  bound  to  you.  Exit. 
D»k.  Very  wel\  met,  and  well  come : 

What  is  the  newes  from  this  good  Deputy  ? 

I  fa.  He  hath  a  Garden  circummur'd  with  Brick, 
Whofe  weltern  fide  is  with  a  Vineyard  back'c ; 
And  to  that  Vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 

!  That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  Key : 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door, 

Which  from  the  Vineyard  to  the  Garden  leads, 
There  have  I  made  my  promife,  upon  the 

I  Heavy  middle  of  the  night,  to  call  upon  him. 
Dukj  But  fhall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way  ? 

I     lfa.  I  have  tane  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't, 
With  wbifpering,  and  moft  guilty  diligence, 

1  In  action  all  of  precept ,  he  did  (how  me 

j  The  way  twice  ore. 
|    Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you'greed,  concerning  her  obfetvance  ? 
lfa.  No:  none  but  only  a  repair  ich' dark, 

And  that  I  havepoffeft  him  ,  my  moft  ftay 
Cm  be  but  brief  :  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  Servant  comes  with  me  along, 
That  ftays  upon  me ,  whofe  perfwafion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother, 

Duk.  'Tis  well  born  up. I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana. 
Enter  Mariana. 

A  word  of  this  j  what  hoa ,  within  ;  come  forth, 
I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  Maid, 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

lfa.  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duk.  Do  you  perfwade  your  felf  that  I  refpe<a  you  ? 

Mari.  Good  Fryer,  I  know  you  do,  and  have  found  it. 
Duk*  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 

Who  hath  a  ftory  ready  for  your  eare  : 

I  fhall  attend  your  leifure ,  but  make  hafte 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mari.  Wile  pleafe  you  Walk  afide?  Exit* 

Duk.  Oh  Place,  and  greatnefs :  millions  of  falfe  eyes 
Are  (hick  upon  thee  :  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  thefe  falfe,  and  modcontrarious  Clefts 

Upon  thy  doings  :  thoufand  efcapes  of  wic 

Make  thee  the^father  of  their  idle  dream, 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies.  Welcome,  how  agreed  ? 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Ifabell. 

lfa.  She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father, 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duk.  It  is  not  my  confent,* 
But  my  entreaty  too. 

lfa.  Little  have  you  to  fay 

When  you  depart  from  him,  but  foft  and  low* 
Remember  now  my  brother, 

Mar.  Feare  me  not. 

Dul>.  Nor  gentle  daughter,  feare  you  not  at  all : 
He  is  your  husband  on  a  pre-contract : 

To  bring  yon  thus  together  'tis  no  finne, 
Sith  that  the  Juitice.of  your  title  ro  him 
Doth  flourifh  the  deceir.  Come*  let  us  go, 

Our  Corn's  to  reap,  for  jet  our  Tithes  to  f0w.  Exeunt. 

Scoria  Secunda. 

Enter  Provofl^  and  Clown. 

Pro.  Come  hither  firrha ;  can  you  cut  off  a  mans  head  ? 

Clo.  If  tb/'e  man  be  a  Bachelor  Sir,  I  can  : 

But  if  he  be  a  married  man,  he's  his  wives  head, And  I  can  never  cut  off  a  woman?  head. 

Pro.  Come  fir,  leave  me  your  fnatches,  and  yeeld  me 

a  direct  anlwer.  To  morrow  morning  are  to  dye  Clau- 
dto,  and  Bamardine :  here  is  in  our  prifon  a  common  exe- 

cutioner, who  in  his  office  lacks  a  helper,  if  you  will  take 
it  on  you  to  ailift  him ,  it  fhall  redeem  you  from  your 

Gyves :  if  not,  you  fhall  have  your  full  time  of  imprifon- 
ment,  and  your  deliverance  with  an  unpittied  whipping ; 

for  you  have  been  a  notorious  baud. 
Clo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawfull  baud ,  time  out  of 

mind ,  but  yet  I  will  be  concent  to  be  a  lawfull  hangman  : 
I  would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  inftrucYion  from  my  fel- 

low partner. pro.  What  hoa,  Abhorfon  :  Where's  Abhorfon  there  ? Enter  Abhorfon. 

Abho.  Do  you  call  fir  ? 

Pro.  Sirrha,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to  morrow 
in  your  execution :  if  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with 
him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you,  if  not, 
ufe  him  for  the  prefent ,  and  difmiffe  him ,  he  cannot 

plead  his  eftimation  with  you  :  he  hath  been  a  Baud. 
Abho.  A  Baud  Sir  ?  fie  upon  him,  he  will  difcredic  our 

myllery. 
Pro.  Go  too  Sir ,  you  waigh  equally  ;  a  feather  will 

turn  the  Scale.  Exit. 

Clo.  Pray  fir,  by  your  good  favour  :  for  furely  fir ,  a 
good  favour  you  have ,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  look : 
Do  you  call  fir ,  your  occupation  a  Myfiery  ? 

G  a  Abho.  t 
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Abho.  I,  Sir,  a  Myftcry. 

Clo.  Painting  Sir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  aMyftery  :  and 

your  Whores  fir ,  being  members  of  my  occupation ,  ti- 
ling pointing,  do  prove  my  Occupation,  a  Myftcry :  but 

what  Myltery  there  thould  be  in  hanging,  if  I  fhould  be 

hang'd,  I  cannot  imagine. 
Abho.  Sir,  it  is  a  Myftery< 
Clo.  Proofc. 

Abh».  Every  true  mans  apparell  fits  your  Theefe. 
Clo.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  Thccfe,  your  true  man 

thinks  it  big  enough.  If  it  be  too  big  for  your  Theefe, 
your  Theefe  thinkes  it  little  enough :  So  every  true  mans 
apparell  fits  your  Theefe* 

Enter  Provofi. 

Pro,  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  Aim :  For  I  do  find  your  Hang- 
man is  a  more  penitent  Trade  than  your  Baud :  he  doth 

oftner  ask  forgivenefle. 

Pro.  You  firrha ,  provide  your  Block  and  your  Axe 
to  morrow,  foure  a  clock. 

Abho.  Come  on  (  Baud )  I  will  inftruct  thee  in  my 
Trade :  follow. 

Clo.  I  do  defire  to  learne  fir :  and  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turne ,  you  fhall  find 

me  y'are.  For  truly  Sir ,  for  your  kindneffe,  I  owe  you  a 
good  turne.  '  Exit. 

Pro.  Gall  hither  Btrnardlw  and  flaud'io  : 
Th'one  has  my  piety ;  not  a  ;ot  the  other,- 
Being  a  Murtherer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

Enter  CUudlo. 

Look,  here's  the  Warrant  CUudlo,  for  thy  death, 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to  morrow 
Thoumuft  be  made  immortall.  Where's  Barnardint  ? 

Cla.  As  faft  IocVd  up  in  flcep,  as  guiltleffe  labour, 
When  it  lyes  ftarkely  in  the  Travellers  bones. 
He  will  not  swake. 

Pro.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  your  felf.  But  hark,  what  noife? 
Heiven  give  your  fpirics  comfort :  by,  and  by, 
I  hope  it  is  fome  pardon,  or  reprieve 
For  the  moft  gentle  CI  audio.  Welcome  father. 

Enter  DttkS' 

Duke.  The  beft,and  wholfomft  fpirits  of  the  night, 

Invellop  you,  good  Provofi :  who  call'd  here  of  late  ? 
Pro.  Now  lince  the  Curphew  rung. 
Duk.  Not  ifabett. 
Pro.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then  er't  be  long.  . Pro.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudia  ? 

Duke.  There's  fome  in  hope. 
Pro.  It  is  a  bitter  Deputy. 

Dul{.  Not  fo,  not  fo :  his  life  is  paralel'd 
Even  with  the  itroke  and  line  of  his  great  Jufticc  : 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf,  which  he  fpurres  on  his  power 

To  qualifie  in  others  :  were  he  me  a  I'd  with  that 
Which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyrannous, 

But  this  being  fo  ,  he's  juft.  Now  are  they  come. 
This  is  a  gentle  Provofl,  fildome  when 
The  Reeled  Gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men: 

How  now  ?  what  noife  ?  That  fpirit's  poffeft  with  hafte, 
That  wounds  th'unfifting  Poftern  with  thefe  ftrokes. 

Pro.  There  he  muft  ftay  until)  the  Officer 

Arife  to  let  him  in :  he  is  call'd  up. 
Duk.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  CUudlo  yet  ? 

But  he  mutt  dye  to  morrow  ? 
Pro.  None  Sir ,  none. 

Duk.  As  hedr  the  dawning  Prwoft,  as  it  is, 
You  fhall  hear  more  ere  Morning. Pro.  Happily. 

You  fomething  know  :  yet  I  believe  there  come* 
No  countermand  :  no  fuch  example  have  we: 
Befidcs ,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  Jufticc* 
Lord  Angela  hath  to  the  publike  eare, Profeft  the  contrary; 

Enter  a  Meffenget. 

Duk.  This  is  his  Lords  man. 

Pro.  And  here  comes  Claudia's  pardon. 
Mcjf.  My  Lord  hath  fenc  you  this  note, 

And  by  me  this  further  charge : 
That  you  fwervc  not  from  the  fmalleft  Article  of  it, 
Neither  in  time,  matter,  or  other  circumftance. 

Good  morrow :  for  as  I  take  it,*  it  is  almoft  day. 
Pro.  I  fhall  obey  him. 

Duk.  This  is  his  Pardon  purchas'd  by  fuch  finne, For  which  the  Pardoner  himfelf  Is  in : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity, 

When  it  is  born  in  high  Authority. 

When  Vice  makes  Mercy  j  Mercy's  fo  extended, 

That  for  the  faults  love,  is  th 'offender  friended. 
Now  Sir ,  what  newes? 

Pro.  I  told  you  : 

Lord  Angelo  (  be-like  )  thinking  me  remiffe 
In  mine  Office ,  awakens  me 

With  this  unwonted  putting  on ,  mcthinks  ftrangely  : 
For  he  hath  not  us'd  it  before. 

Duk.  Pray  you  let's  hear. The  Letter. 

Whatfoever you  may  hear  to  the  contrary  ̂   let  CUudlo  be  exe- 
cuted by  four  of  the  clock.,  and  In  the  after  wane  Harnar- 

dlne  :  For  my  better  fatisfatlion,  let  me  have  Claudia's 
head  fern  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duely  performed  with  a 

I  thought  that  more  depends  on  it ,  than  we  muflyet  deliver. 

Thus  faile  not  to  do  your  office ,  as y oh  will  anfwer  it  at  your 

periH. 

What  fay  you  to  this  Sir  ? 
Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardlne,  who  is  to  be  execu- 

ted in  th'afternoone  ? 
Pro.  A  Bohemian  born  :  But  here  nurft  up  and  bred, 

One  that  is  a  prifoner  nine  years  old. 
Duk.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  Duke  had  not  either 

deliver 'd  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed  him?  I  have 
heard  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Pro.  His  friends  ftill  wrought  Reprieves  for  him : 
And  indeed  his  fadt  till  now  in  the  government  of  Lord 

Angelot  came  not  to  an  undoubtful!  proof. 

Duk;  Ic  is  novv  aPP3rcnt  ? 
Pro.  Moft  manifelt,  and  not  denied  by  himfelf. 
Duk.  Hath  he  born  himfelf  penitently  in  prifon  ? 

How  fecms  he  to  be  touch 'd? Pro.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dreadfully, 
but  as  a  drunken  fleep ,  careleffe,  wreakleffe,  and  feare- 

lefife  of  what's  paft,  prefenr,  or  to  come  :  infenfible  of 
mortality,  and  defperately  mortall. 

Duk-  He  wants  advice. 
Pro.  He  will  hear  none  :  he  hath  evermore  had  the  li- 

berty of  the  prifon  :  give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence ,  he 
would  not.  Drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not  many  dayes 

entirely  drunk.  We  have  very  oft  awak'd  him,  as  if  to 

carry  him  to  execution,  and  fhew'd  him  a  feeming  War- 
rant for  it ,  it  hath  not  moved  him  at  all. 

 P*h* 
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D»k.  More  of  him  anon  s  There  is  written -in  your 

brow  Prtvoft,  honefty  and  conftancy;  if  I  readeit  not 

truly,  my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me  :  but  in  the  boldncfle 

of  my  cunning ,  I  will  lay  my  fe!f  in  hazard :  C/audio, 

whom  here  you  have  warrant  to  execute ,  is  no  greater 

forfeit  to  the  Liw,  than  Angela  who  hath  fenrenc'd  him. 
To  make  youunderftand  this  in  a  manifefted  effect,  1 

crave  but  four  dayes  refpit :  for  the  which,  you  are  to  do 

me  both  a  prefent,  and  a  dangerous  courtelic. 

Pro.  Pray  Sir,  in  what  ? 
Dnk.  In  the  delaying  death. 

Pro.  Alack ,  how  may  I  do  it  ?  Having  the  hour  li- 

mited, and  an  exprefle  command,  under  penalty,  to  de- 
liver his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ?  I  may  make  my 

cafe  as  Claudes,  to  croffe  this  in  the  fmalleft. 

Ditkj  By  the  vcw  of  mine  Order,  I  warrant  you, 

If  my  inftru&ions  may  be  your  guide, 
Let  this  Barnardine  be  this  morning  executed, 

And  his  head  born  to  Angelo. 

Pro.  Angelo  hath  fecn  them  both, 
And  will  difcover  the  favour. 

Dttk.  Oh ,  death's  a  great  difguifer ,  and  you  may 
addc  to  it ;  Shave  the  head,  and  tye  the  beardrand  fay  it 

wasthedelire  of  the  penitent  to  be  fo  bar'de  before  his 
death :  you  know  the  courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing 

fall  to  you  upon  this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  for- 

tune,  by  the  Saint  whom  I  profeffe,  I  will  plead  againft 
it  with  my  life. 

Pro.  Pardon  me,  good  father,  it  is  againft  my  oarh. 

D*k;  Were  you  fworn  to  the  Duke,  or  to  the  Depu- 
ty? 

Pro.  To  him,  and  to  his  Subftitutes. 

D*k.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  offence  ,  if 
the  Duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing  ? 

Pro.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Dftk-  Not  a  refemblancc,-  but  a  certainty  ;  yet  fince 
I  fee  you  fearfull,  that  neither  my  coate,,  integrity,  nor 
perfwafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  I  will  go  further 
than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you.  Look  you 
Sir,  here  is  the  hand  and  Seale  of  the  Duke :  you  know 

the  Character  I  doubt  nor,  and  the  Signet  is  not  ttr'ange 
to  you.  •  •  I  •  •  1  .'  ( 

Pro.  I  know  them  both.  ■    .    •  • 
Dukj  The  Contents  of  this,  is  the  return  of  the  Duke  j 

you  fhalt  anon  over-reade  it  at  your  pleafure  :- ''where  you (hall  find  within  thefe  two  dayes,  he  will  be  here.  This 

is  a  thing  that  Angelo  knows  not,  for  he  this  very  day  re- 
ceives Letters  of  ftrange  tenor  ,  perchance  of  the  Dukes 

death,  perchance  entering  into  fome  Monaftery ,  but  by 
chance  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  th?unfolding 
Starre  calls  up  the  Shepheard  ;  put  not  your  felf  into 
amazement,  how  thefe  things  fhoold  be  5  all  difficulties 
are  but  eafte  when  they  are  known.  Call  your  executio- 

ner, and  off  with  Barnardine:  head :  I  will  give  him  a  pre- 
fent fhrift,  and  advife  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet  you 

.areamazd,  but  this  fhall  abfolutely  refolve  you  :  Come 
away ,  it  is  almoft  clear  dawn.  Exit. 

is  coming 
frfl  sriT  } 

I  hear  his 

•A 

Selena  Tenia. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 
houfe  of  profefllon  :  one  would  think  it  were  Miftris 

Over-dont  own  houlc ,  for  here  be  many  of  her  old 

Cutlomers.  Firft  ,  here's  young  Mr.  Rajh ,  he's  in  for  a 
commodity  of  brown  paper,  and  old  Ginger,  ninefcore 
and  feventeen  pounds  ,  of  which  he  made  five  Marks 

ready  money :  marry  then ,  Ginger  was  not  much  in  re- 
queft ,  for  the  old  Women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there 

here  one  Mr.  Caper,  at  the  fuit  of  Mafter  Three-Pile  the 

Mercer ,  for  fome  four  fuits  of  Peach-colour 'd  Satten, 
which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  rnve  we  here, 

young  Dixy,  and  young  Mz.Deep-vovr,  and  W-Cofperfpure, 
and  Mailer  Starve  Lackey  the  Rapier  and  dagger  man,and 

young  Drop-heire  that  kild  lufty  Pudding  ,  and  Mr.  Forth- 
light  the  Tilcer,  and  brave  Mr.  Shootj  the  great  Traveller, 

and  wilde  Halfe that  ftabb'd  Pots ,  and  I  think  for- 
ty more ,  all  great  doers  in  our  Trade,  and  are  now  for 

the  Lords  fake. 

Enter  Abhorfon: 
Abhe.  Sirrha,  bring  Barnardine  hither. 

Clo.  Mafter  Barnardine,  you  mull  rife  and  be  harig*d, Mafter  'Barnardine. 

lAbh.  What  hoa  Barnardine. 
Barnardine  within. 

Bar.  A  pox  o'your  throats  :  who  makes  that  noyfe there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clo.  "Your  friend  Sir,  the  Hangman  : 
You  muft  be  fo  good  Sir  to  rife,  and  be  put  to  death. 

Bar.  Away  you  Rogue,  awiy,  I  am  fleepy. 
Abh.  Tell  him  he  muft  awake, 

And  thar  quickly  too. 

'Clo.  Pray  Mafter  Barnardine,  awake  till  you  are  execu«> 
ted ,  and  fleep  afterwards. 

Abh.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 
Clo.  He  is  coming  Sir  ,  he 

Straw  rusfle. 

Enter  'Barnardine. 
Abh.  Is  the  Axe  upon  the  Block,  Sirrha  ? 
Clo.  Very  teady  Sir. 

Bar.  How  HOW  Abhorfon? 

What's  the  newes  with  you?  ; 
Jbh.  Truly  Sir ,  1  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 

prayers :  for  look  you,  the  Warrant's  come. 
Bar.  You  Rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night, 

I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clo.  Oh,  the  better  Sir: 'for  he. that  drinks  all  night 
and  is  hanged  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  fleep  me 

founder  all  the  next  day.  ' 
Enter  *Duke. 

Abh.  Look  you  Sir ,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  father  : 
do  we  jeft  now  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity  ,  and  bearing  how 

haftily  you  arc  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  you,  corii- 
f6rt  you,  and  pray  with  you, 

"Bar.  Friar,  not  I :  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all  nigjit 
and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they  fhal 
beat  out  my  brains  with  billets  :  I  will  not  confent  to 

dye  this  day,  that's  certain. 
2)<4_.  Oh  fir,  you  muft :  and  therefore  I  befeech  you 

look  forward  on  the  journey  you  fhall  g0. 

•  Bar.  I  fwcarl  will  not  dye  to  day  for  any  mans  per- fwafion. 

Duk-  But  hear  you  : 

Bar.  Not  a  word  :  if  you  have  any  thing  t6  fay  to  me, 

come  to  my  Ward  :  for  thence  will  not  I  to  day. 

Exit. 

Enter  Provofl. 

*Dh\.  Unfit  to  live,  or  dye :  oh  gravell  heart, 
G  3  Afce* 
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After  him  (  Fellows )  bring  him  to  the  block. 
Pro.  Now  fir,  how  do  you  finde  the  prifoncr  ? 

Dnk.  A  creature  unpre-pat'd,  unmeet  for  death, 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  minde  he  is. 
Were  damnable. 

Pro.  Here  in  the  prifon  *  father, 
There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruell  Feaver, 
One  Rago^ine ,  a  moft  notorious  Pirate, 
A  man  of  dandles  years :  his  beard,  and  head 
Juft  of  colour.  What  if  we  do  omit 

This  Reprobate,  till  he  were  well  enclin'd, 
And  fatisfie  the  Deputy  with  the  vifage 
Of  RagozAnc ,  more  like  to  Claudio  t 

Duke.  Oh,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides  : 
Difpatch  it  prefently,  the  houre  draws  oa 
Prefixt  by  Angelo  :  See  this  be  done, 
And  fent  according  to  command,  whiles  I 
Pcrfwadc  this  rnde  wretch  willingly  to  dye. 

Pro..  This  (hall  be  done  (good  father  )  prefently  : 
But  Bxrwdiue  muft  dye  this  afternoone, 
And  how  {hall  we  continue  Claudia, 

To  fave  me  from  the  danger  chat  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duk.  Let  chis  be  done. 

Puc  chem  in  fecret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and  CUudio, 
Ere  twice  the  Sun  hath  made  his  journall  greeting 

To  yond  generation  ,  you  fhall  finde 
Your  fafety  manifefted. 

Pro.  I  am  your  free  dependant.  ,  Exit. 

*Dukz  Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  head  to  Angelo. 
^ow  will  I  write  Letters  to  Angelo, 
[  The  Provoft  he  fhall  bear  them  )  whofe  contents 
Shall  witnefle  to  him  I  am  neer  at  home : 

And  that  by  great  injunctions  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly  :  him  lie  defire 
To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  Fount, 

A  League  below  the  City :  and  from  thence, 

iy  cold  gradation,  and  weale-ballancd  forme, 
We  fhall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Enter  Provoft.  ̂ 
Pro.  Here  is  the  head,  He  carry  it  myfelf. 

*Dnk>  Convenient  is  it :  Make  a  fwifc  return, 
F<ar  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things, 
That  want  no  earc  but  yours. 

Pro.  He  make  all  fpeed.  Exit. 

Jf shell  within. 
Ifa.  Peace  hoa,  be  here. 

'Dnk-  The  tongue  of  IfabeH.  She's  come  to  know, 
If  yet  her  brothers  pardon  be  come  hither : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good, 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpaire, 
When  it  is  leaft  expected. 

Enter  IjakeUa. 

'  Ifa.  Hot,  by  your  leave.  I  j;r; 
Dnk.  Good  morning  to  you,fairc,  and  gracious  daugh- 

ter. 

Ifa.  The  better  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  man, 

Hath  yet  the  Deputy  fent  my  brothers  pardon  > 

Dukj  He  hath  releaf'd  him,  lfabell,  ftom  the  world, 
His  head  is  off,  and  fenc  to  Angelo. 

J  fa.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 
Dnk.  It  is  no  other. 

Shew  your  wifdome  daughter  in  your  clofe  patience. 
If*.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 
Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight. 
Ifa.  Unhappy  CUttdic,  wretched  Jfafalf. 

Injurious  world,  moft  damned  Angelo. 

Dnl^  'Fhis  nor  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jor. 
Forbear  it  therefore,  give  your  caufe  to  heaven, 
Mark  What  I  fay,  which  you  fhall  find 
By  every  fillable  a  faitbfull  verity. 
The  Duke  comes  home  to  morrow  :  nay  dry  your  eyes, 
One  of  our  Covcnt ,  and  his  Confellbr 

Gives  me  this  inftancc :  Already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Efcaltu  and  Angelo, 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates,       (  dome, 

There  to  give  up  their  power :  if  you  can  pace  your  wif- 
In  that  good  path  that  I  would  vvifh  it  go, 
And  you  lhall  have  your  bofomc  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  Duke,  revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  generall  Honor. 

Ifa.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Dnl(.  This  Letter  then  to  Friar  Peter  give, 

'Tis  that  he  fent  me  of  the  Dukes  return : 
Say,  by  this  token ,  I  defire  his  company 

At  Mariana's  houfc  to  night.  Her  caufe,  and  yours 
He  perfect  him  withal  I,  and  he  fhall  bring  you 
Before  the  Duke ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accufc  him  home  and  home.  For  my  poor  felf, 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  Vow, 
And  fhall  be  abfenr.  Wend  you  with  this  Letter : 
Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart ;  truli  not  my  holy  Order 

If  I  pervert  your  courfe  :  who's  here  ? Enter  Lnci. 

Lttc.  Good 'even; 
Fryer,  where 's  the  Provoft  ? 

Dnke.  Noc  within  Sir. 

Lnc.  Oh  pretty If  dell*,  lam  pale  at  mine  heart,  to 
fee  thine  eyes  fo  red :  thou  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  faine 
to  dine  and  fup  with  water  and  bran :  I  dare  noc  for  my 
head  fill  my  belly.  One  fruitfull  Meale  would  fct  me 

too'c,:  but  they  fay  chc  Duke  will  be  here  to  Morrow. 

By  my  troth  IfM  I  lov'd  thy  brother,  if  the  old  fan- 
taflicall  Duke  of  dark  corners  had  been  at  home ,  he  bac 

lived. 
Duke.  Sir,  che  Duke  is  marvellous  little  beholding  to 

your  reports,  but  the  beft  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 
Lnc.  Friar, thou  knoweft  not  the  Dukefo  well  as  I 

do  :  he's  a  better  woodman  than  thou  tak*ft  him  for. 
Dnke.  Well :  you'll  anfwer  this  one  day.  Fare  ye  well. 
Lnc.  Nay  tarry,  He  go  along  with  thec» 

I  can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  Duke. 
Dnke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already  fir, 

if  they  be  true :  if  not  true,  none  were  enough. 
Lnc.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  Wench  with 

child.  ;  qn  'Ah'j  'r.  %  ?, 
Dnk.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 
Lnc.  Yes  marry  did  I  ;  bur  I  was  fain  to  forfwear  it, 

They  would  elfe  have  married  me  to  the  rotten  Medler. 

Dnke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honeit,  reft  you 

well. 

Lnc.  By  my  troth  He  go  with  thee  to  the  lanes  end  : 

ifbaudy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it :  nay 
Friar  I  am  akinde  of  aBurre,  I  lhall  ttiek.  Exeunt. 

Scana  Quarta. 

■  Enter  Jrgelo,  and  Efcaltt*.         -,  , 

Efc.  Every  Letter  he  ivihwrir,  hath  difvouch'd  other. 



Medfure  for  Meafure.  79 

Aug.  In  molt  uneven  and  diltra&ed  manner,  his  acti- 
ons {hew  much  like  to  madncfle ,  pray  heaven  his  wif- 

dome  be  nor.  tainted :  and  why  meet  him  at  chc  gates  and 
deliver  our  authorities  there  ? 

Efc.  I  gueffe  not. 

Ang.  And  why  fhould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  houre 
before  his  entring,  that  if  any  crave  redreffc  of  injuftice, 
they  fhould  exhibite  their  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

Efc  He  fhews  his  reafon  for  that  :  to  have  a  difpatch 
of  Complaints ,  and  to  deliver  us  from  devices  hereafter, 
which  fhall  then  have  no  power  to  ftand  againft  us. 

Aug-  Well  :  I  befeech  you  let  it  be  proclaim'd  be- times uh  morne,  He  call  you  at  your  houfe  :  give  notice 
to  fuch  men  of  fore  and  fuit  as  are  to  meet  him. 

Efc.  I  fhall  fir:  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

Aug.  Goodnight. 
This  deed  imfhapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.  A  defloured  Maide, 

And  by  an  eminent  Body  ,  that  enfore'd 
The  Law  againft  it  ?  But  that  her  tender  fhamc 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  Maiden  loffe, 
How  might  fhe  tongue  me  ?  yec  reafon  dares  her  no, 
For  my  Authority  bears  of  a  credent  bulk, 
That  no  particular  fcandall  once  can  touch 

Bat  it  confounds  the  breather.  He  fhould  have  liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth  with  dangerous  fenfe, 

Might  in  the  times  rocome  have  ta'nc  revenge 
By  fo  receiving  a  difhonour'd  life, 
With  ranfome  of  fuch  fhamc  :  would  yec  he  had  liv'd. 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothing  goes  right,  we  would)  and  we  would  nor.  Exit. 

/fa.  Bcfides^  he  tels  me  ,  that  if  peradventure 
He  fpok  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 

I  ihould  not  think  it  ftrange,  for  'cis  a  Phyfick 
That's  bitter,  to  fweet  end. 

Enter  Peter. 

Mar.  I  would  Fryer  Peter.—— 
J  fab.  Oh  peace,  the  Fryer  is  come. 
Peter.  Come  I  have  found  you  out  a  ftand  mbft  fit, 

Where  you  may  have  fuch  vantage  on  the  Duke 
He  fhall  not  paffe  you  : 
Twice  have  the  Trumpets  founded. 

The  generous  and  graveft  Citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  neer  upon 
The  Duke  is  entring : 
Therefore  hence  away.  Exeunt. 

qAcIm  Quintus,  Selena  ̂ Prirna. 

Enter  Duke,  Varrlus,  Lards,  Angtlo,  Efcalus,  Lue'ioy 
Citizens  at  feverall  doors. 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  Cofen ,  fairly  mer, 
Our  old  and  faithfull  friend,  we  are  glad  to  fee  you. 

Aug.  Efc.  Happy  return  be  to  your  Royall  Grace. 
Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thinkings  be  to  you  both : 

We  ruve  made  enquiry  of  you,  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnelfe  of  your  Juftice,  that  our  foul 
Cannot  but  yeeld  you  forth  to  publikc  thanks 
Forerunning  more  requicall. 

A  rig.  You  make  my  bonds  ftill  greater. 
Dm.  Oh  your  defert  fpeaks  loud,  and  I  fhould  wrong 

To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofome 
When  it  deferves  with  Characters  of  Braffe 

A  forted  refidence  'gainft  the  tooth  of  time, 
And  razurc  of  oblivion  :  Give  me  your  hand 

And  let  the  fubjec"t  fee,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  curtefies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within :  Come  Efcalue, 
You  mull  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand : 

And  good  fupporters  are  you. 
Enter  Peter  and  IfaheHa. 

Peter.  Now  is  your  time 

Speak  loud,  and  kneel  before  him. 
lfab.  Juftice ,  O  Royall  Duke,  vaile  your  regard 

Upon  a  wrong'd  ( I  would  fainc  have  faid  a  Maid  ) Oh  worthy  Prince  difhonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object, 
Till  you  have  heard  me,  in  my  true  complaint, 
And  given  me  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice,  Juftice. 

Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs  ; 

In  what,  by  whom?  be  brief: 
Here  is  Lord  Angelo  fhall  give  you  Juftice, 
Reveal  your  felf  to  him. 

lfab.  Oh  worthy  Duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  redemption  of  the  Devill, 
Hear  me  your  felf :  for  that  which  I  muft  fpeak 

Muft  either  punifh  me ,  not  being  bclicv'd, 
Or  wring  redreffe  from  you  : 
Hear  me  :  oh  hear  me,  here. 

A»g.  My  Lord,  her  wits,  I  feare  me.  are  not  firm  • 
She  harh  been  a  fuitor  to  me,  for  her  brother 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  Juftice. 

lfab.  By  courfe  of  Juftice 
Ang.  And  fhe  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly. 

lfab.  Moft 

Selena  Qninta. 

E#er  Du\te  and  Fryer  Peter, 
D»^»  Thcfe  Letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

The  Provoft  knows  our  purpofe  and  our  plot, 
The  matter  being  afoot ,  keep  your  inftru&ion, 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpeciall  drift, 
Though  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that 
As  caufe  doth  minifter :  Go  call  at  FUvia's  houfe, And  tell  him  where  I  ftay :  give  the  like  notice 
To  Mv,  Rutland,  and  to  Craffm, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  Trumpets  to  the  gate : But  fend  me  Flavlut  firft. 

Peter*  It  fhall  be  fpeeded  well. 

Emcr  Varrins. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee  ramus,  thou  haft  made  good  haft, 
Come,  we  will  walk:  There's  other  of  our  friends 
v»  111  greet  asncreanon  :  my  gentle  ramus.  Exeunt. 

ScxYHX  Sexta. 

Emr  JMelu  **d  Maria**. 

■   lfab.  To  fpeak  fo  indiredly  1  am  loath, I  would  fay  the  truth  ,  but  to  accufe  him  fo 
That  is  your  part,  yet  lamadvis'dto  do  it, He  fays,  to  vaile  full  purpofe. 

Mar.  Be  rul'd  by  him. 
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lfab.  Molt  Itrange  :  but  yet  molt  truly  will  1  fpeak, 
That  Angelo\  forfworne,  is  it  not  llrange? 

That  Ang<lo\  a  murtherer,  is'c  not  ftrange? 
Th,;t  Angela  is  an  adulterous  theefe, 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin  violator, 
Is  ic  not  (trange  ?  and  ftrange  ? 

Du.  N.iy  it  is  ten  thr.es  Itrange  ? 
Ifa.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angela, 

Than  this  is  all  as  true,  as  it  is  Itrange  ; 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true,  for  truth  is  truth 

To  th'end  of  reckoning. 
Du.  Away  with  her :  poor  foul 

She  fpeaks  this,  in  th'infirmity  of  fenfe. 
lfab.  Oh  Prince,  I  conjure  thee , as  thou  beleev'ft 

There  is  another  comfort,  than  this  world, 
Thic  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 

That  I  am  touch'd  with  midnefle :  make  not  impojlible 
That  which  but  feems  unlike ,  'tis  not  impoffible 
But  one ,  the  wickedft  Caitiffe  on  the  ground 

May  feem  as  {hie,  as  grave,  as  ju(t,  as  abfolute  : 
As  Angela ,  even  fo  may  Angela 
In  all  his  dreffings,caracts,  titles,  formes. 
Be  an  arch-villaine  :  Believe  it,  royall  Prince, 

If  he  be  leffe,  he's  nothing,  but  he's  more, Had  I  more  name  for  Badneffe. 

Du.  By  mine  honefty 
If  fhe  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other, 
Her  madneffe  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of  fenfe, 

Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing 
As  ere  I  heard  in  madneffe. 

I  fab.  O  gracious  Duke 
Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  not  banifh  reafon, 
For  inequality,  but  let  your  reafon  fervc 
To  make  the  truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid, 
And  hide  the  falfe  feems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad 
Have  fure  more  lack  of  reafon : 
What  would  you  fay  ? 

lfab.  I  am  the  filter  of  one  Claudia, 

Condemn'd  upon  the  act  of  Fornication 

To  lofe  his  head  ,  condemn'd  by  Angela ': I,  (  in  probation  of  a  Sifterhood  ) 
Was  fent  to  by  my  brother ;  one  Lucia 
As  then  the  Meflcnger. 

Luc.  That's  I ,  and't  like  your  Grace  : 
I  came  to  her  from  Claudia,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  Lord  Angela: 
For  her  poor  brothers  pardon. 

Jfab.  That's  he  indeed. 
Du.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak. 
Luc.  No,  my  good  Lord, 

Nor  wifh'd  to  hold  my  peace. 
Dm.  I  with  you  now  then, 

Pray  you  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  bufinefie  for  your  felf :  pray  heaven  you  then 
Be  perfect. T  T  L 

Luc,  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Dm.  The  warrant's  for  your  felf :  take  heed  to't. 
Jfab.  This  Gentlemin  told  fomcthing  of  my  Tale. 
Luc.  Right. 

Du.  It  may  be  right,  bur  you  are  i'th  wrong To  fpeak  before  your  time,  proceed. 
lfab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  Caitiff  Deputy. 

Du.  That's  fomewhat  madly  fpoken. lfab.  Pardon  ic. 

rsrlupyjl*' 
:  fi3V)9  ba 

The  phrafe  is  to  the  matter. 

Du,  Mended  again  :  the  matter :  proceed. 
lfab.  In  brief,  to  fet  the  needleffe  by  : 

How  I  perfwaded,  how  I  praid»  and  kneel'd, How  he  refeld  me,  and  how  I  rcplide 

(  For  this  was  of  much  length )  the  vilde  conclufion 
I  now  begin  with  griefe  and  fhame  to  utter. 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chaflc  body 
To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  luft 
Releafe  my  brother  j  and  after  much  debatemenr, 
My  fifterly  remorfe,  confutes  mine  honour, 
And  I  did  yeeld  to  him  :  But  the  next  morne  betimes. 
His  purpofe  furfctting,  he  fends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brothers  head. 

Du.  This  is  molt  likely. 

lfab.  Oh  that  it  were  as  like  as  it  is  true.     (  fpeak'ft, 

Du.hy  heaven(fond  wretch)thou  know'ft  not  what  thou 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  againft  his  honour 
In  harefull  practife  :  firft  his  Integrity 
Stands  without  blemifh :  next  it  imports  no  reafon,  | 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  fhould  purfue 

Faults  proper  to  himfelf :  if  he  had  fo  offended 

He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himfelf, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off :  fome  one  hath  fet  you  on  : 
Confeffe  the  truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  advice, 

Thou  cam'tt  here  to  complain. 
lfab.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Then  oh  you  bleffed  MinifterS  above, 

Keep  me  in  patience,  and  with  ripened  time 
Unfold  the  evill  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance  :  heaven  fhield  your  Grace  from  Wo* 

As  I  thus  wrong'd ,  hence  unbclieved  go. 

Du.  I  know  you'ld  fain  be  gone  :  An  Officer : 
To  prifon  with  her :  Shall  we  thus  permjc 

A  blafting  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall-, 
On  him  fo  neer  us  ?  This  needs  muft  be  a  practife  j 
Who  knew  of  your  intent  and  coming  hither  ? 

lfab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  Fryer  Ltdowick. 

'Du.  A  ghoflly  Father  belike : Who  knows  that  LodamckJ 

Luc.  My  Lord,  I  know  him,  'tis  a  medKng  Fryer, 
I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  Lay,  my  Lord, 
For  certain  words  he  fpakc  againft  your  Grace 

In  your  retirement,  I  had  fwing'd  him  foundly. 
Du.  Words  againft  me  ?  this  'a  good  Fryer  belike And  to  fet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 

Againft:  our  Subftitute :  Let  this  Fryer  be  found. 

Luc.  Butyefternight  my  Lord,  fhe  and  chat  Fryer 
I  faw  them  at  the  prifon :  a  fawcy  Fryer, 
A  very  fcurvy  fellow. 

Peter.  Bleffed  be  your  Royall  Grace  : 
I  have  flood  by  my  Lord,  and  I  have  heard 

Your  Royall  eare  abus'd :  firft  hath  this  woman 

Molt  wrongfully  accus'd  your  Subftitute, 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch,  or  foyle  with  her 
As  fhe  from  one  ungot. 

Du.  We  did  believe  no  leffe. 

Know  you  that  Fryer  Lido\Uk^ which  •fhe'i'peaks  of  ? JPeter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  Divine  and  holy, 
Not  fcurvy ,  nor  a  temporary  medler 

As  he's  reported  by  this  Gentleman : 
And  on  my  truff,  a  man!  that  never  yet   :  . 
Did  (as he  vouches)  mifreport  your  Grace. 

Lhc.  My  Lord,  molt  villanoufly,  believe  it. 
Peter.  Well :  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  himfelf  j 

5ut  at  this  inftant  he  is  fick  ,  my  Lord  : 
Of 
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Of  a  ftrange  Fcaver :  upon  his  mcer  requeft 

Being  come  to  knowledge,  that  there  was  complaint 

Intended  againft  Lord  Angela,  came  I  hither 

To  fpeak  as  from  his  mouch ,  what  he  doth  know 

Is  true  and  falfe :  and  what  he  with  his  oath 

And  all  probation  will  make  up  full  clears 

Whenfoever  he  is  convented  :  Firft,  for  this  woman, 

To  juflific  this  worthy  Nobleman, 

So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd, :  Her  fhall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eye?, 

'  Till  (lie  her  lelf  confeffe  it. 

Dnke.  Good  Fryer  let's  hear  it : 
Do  you  not  fmile'  at  this,  Lord  Angela  ? 
Oh  heaven ,  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools. 
Give  us  fome  feats  ,  Come  Cofen  Angela, 
In  this  He  be  impartial!  :  be  you  Judge 
Of  your  own  Caufe:  Istrusthe  Witneffe  Fryer? 

Enter  Mariana. 

Firft ,  let  her  fhew  her  face,  and  afcer  fpeak. 
Mar.  Pardon  my  Lord,  I  will  not  fhew  my  face  ■  t 

Untill  my  hushjnd  bid  me. 

D*ke.  What,  are  you  married  > 
Mar.  No,  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Are  you  a  Maid  ? 
Mar.  No,  my  Lord. 
Dnke.  A  Widdow  then  ? 
Mar.  Neither  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Why  are  you  nothing  then :  neither  Maid,  Wid 

dow,  nor  Wife  ? 
Luc.  My  Lord ,  (he  may  be  a  Punk  :  for  many  of 

them,  arc  neither  Maid,  Widdow,  nor  Wife. 
Duke.  Silence  that  fellow :  I  would  he  had  fome  caufe 

to  prattle  for  himfclf. 
Luc,  We!!  my  Lord. 
Mar.  My  Lord,  I  do  confeffe  I  nere  was  married, 

And  I  confeffe  befides,  I  am  nc  Maid, 

I  have  known  my  husband ,  yet  my  husband  - 
Knowes  not  that  ever  he  knew  me. 

Luc,  He  was  drunk  then,  my  Lord,  it  can  be  no  better. 
Duk.  For  the  benefit  of  filence,  would  thou  wcrt  fo  too* 

Luc.  Well  my  Lord. 
Du.  This  is  no  Witneffe  for  Lord  Angela. 

Mar.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  Lord. 
She  that  accufes  him  of  Fornication, 
In  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  husband, 
And  charges  him,  my  Lord,  with  fuch  a  time, 
When  He  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  Artr.es 
With  all  th'effectofLove. 

Ang.  Charges  fhe  moc  than  me  ? 
Mar.  Noc  that  I  know.  " 
Du.  No  ?  you  fay  your  husband. 

Afar.  Why  juft  my  Lord,  and  that  is  Angela, 
Who  thinks  he  knows,  that  he  neere  knew  my  body, 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Jfabels. 

Ang,  This  is  a  ftrange  abufe  :  Let's  fee  thy  face. 
M«r.  My  husband  bids  me,  now  I  will  unmask. 

Tj»?  is  that  face,  thou  cmell  Angela 
Which  once  thou  fworft,  was  worth  the  looking  on  : 
This  is  the  hand,  which  with  a  vow'd  contract 
Was  faft  belockt  in  thine:  This  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Ifabell, 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  Garden-houfe 
In  her  Imagin'd  perfon. 

Du.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

■  Luc.  Carnally  fhe  fays. 

Du.  Sirrha ,  no  more. 

Luc.  Enough  my  Lord. 

Ang.  My  Lord,  I  muft  confeffe,  I  know  this  woman, 
And  five  years  fince  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  my  felf  and  her :  which  was  broke  off, 

Partly  for  that  her  promts 'd  proportions 
Came  fhort  of  Compofition  :  but  in  chief 

For  that  her  reputation  was  dif-valued 
In  levity  :  Since  which  time  of  five  years 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  her 

Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 
Mar.  Noble  Prince, 

As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,and  words  from  breath, 
As  there  is  fenfe  in  truth ,  and  truth  in  vertue, 
1  am  affianced  this  mans  wife,  as  ftrongly 
As  words  could  make  up  Vowes :  And  my  good  Lord, 

But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in  s  Garden-houfe 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife.  As  this  is  true, 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees, 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  here 
A  Marble  Monument. 

Ang.  I  did  but  fmile  till  now. 
Now,  good  my  Lord-  give  me  the  fcope  of  Jtsftice, 

My  patience  here  is  touch 'd  :  I  do  perceive 
Thefe  poor  informall  women,  are  no  more 
But  inlirurr.ents  of  fome  more  mightier  member 
That  fets  them  on.  Let  me  have  way,  my  Lord, 
To  finde  this  pra&ife  our. 

Duke.  I,  with  my  heart, 

And  punifh  them  to  your  height  of  pleafure. 
Thou  foolifh  Fryer,  and  thou  pernicious  woman 

Compact  with  her  that's  gone :  think'ft  thou  thy  oaths, 
Though  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular  Saint, 

Were  teftimonies  'gainft  his  worth,  and  credit 
That's  feald  in  approbation  ?  you,  Lord  Efcaltts, 
Sit  with  my  Cofen,  lend  him  your  kinde  pains 

To  finde  out  this  abufe,  whence  'tis  derivd. 
There  is  another  Fryer  that  fet  them  on, 

Let  him  be  fent  for. 
Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  Lord,  for  he  indeed 

Hath  fet  the  women  on  to  this  complaint ; 
Your  Provojl  knows  the  place  where  he  abides, 

And  he  may  fetch  him. 
Duke.  Go ,  do  it  inftantly  : 

And  you  my  Noble  and  well-warranted  Cofen 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  beft 

In  any  chalhfement ;  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you  ;  but  ftirre  not  you  till  you  have 

Well  determin'd  upon  thefe  Slanderers.  Exit. 
Efc.  My  Lord,  wee'll  do  it  throughly  :  Signior  Lucia, 

did  not  you  fay,  you  knew  that  Fryer  Lodomc}^  to  be  a 
difhoneft  perfon  ? 

Luc.  Cucttllta  non  facit  Monachum  ,  honeft  in  nothing 
but  in  his  Cloaths ,  and  one  that  hath,  fpoke  moft  villa- 

nous  fpeeches  of  the  Duke. 
Efc.  We  fhall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he  come, 

and  inforce  them  againft  him  :  we  fhall  finde  this  Fryer  a 
notable  fellow. 

Luc.  As  any  in  Vienna  on  my  word. 
Efca.  Call  that  fame  Ifabell  here  onceagaine,  I  would 

fpeak  with  her  :  pray  you  ,  my  Lord  ,  give  me  leave  to 
queftion,  you  fhall  fee  how  He  handle  her. 

Luc.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

Efca.  Say  you  ? 
Luc.  Marry  Sir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  her  privately 

She 
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She  fliould  fooner  confefte,  perchance  publikcly  ftic'Ubc 
afliam'd. 

Enter  Q*ke,  Provoft,  lfubtlU, 

Efc.  I  will  go  darkly  co  work  with  her. 

Luc.  That's  the  way  :  for  women  are  light  at  mid- night 

Efc.  Come  on  Miftris,  here's  t  Gentlewoman  Denies 
all  that  you  have  laid. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  here  comes  che  Rafcall  I  fpoke  of, 
Here  with  the  Proio/t. 

Efc.  In  very  good  time  :  fpeak  not  you  to  him,  till  w 
call  upon  you. 

Luc.  Mum. 

Efc.  Come  fir,  did  you  fet  thefe  women  on  to  flander 

Lord  A«gelo  ?  they  have  confes'd  you  did. 
'Duke.  'Tisfalfe. 
Efc.  How  ?  know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Duke.  Refpeft  to  your  great  place  ;  and  let  the  Devil 

Be  fometime  honour 'd,  for  his  burning  throne. 
Where  is  the  Duke  ?  'tis  he  fhould  hear  me  fpeak. 

Efc.  The  Duke's  in  us :  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak, 
Look  you  fpeak  juftly. 

'Duke.  Boldly  at  leaft.  But  oh  poor  fouls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  Lamb  here  of  the  Fox  ? 

Good  night  to  your  redrefle :  is  the  Duke  gone  ? 

Then  is  your  caufe  gone  too  :  The  Duke's  unjuft, 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  appeale, 
And  put  your  tryall  in  the  villaines  mouth, 
Which  here 'you  come  to  accufe. 

Lhc.  This  is  the  Rafcall :  this  is  he  I  fpoke  of. 
Efc.  Why  thou  unreverend  and  unhallowed  Fryer : 

Is'c  not  enough  thou  hart  fuborn'd  thefe  women, 
To  accufe  this  worthy  man  ?  but  in  foul  mouth, 
And  in  the  witneffe  of  his  proper  eare, 
To  call  him  villaine ;  and  then  to  glance  from  him* 

To  th'Duke  himfelf,  to  tax  him  with  Injuftice  ? 
Take  him  hence;  to  th 'rack  with  him :  we'll  towze  you 
Joynt  by  joynt,  but  we  will  know  his  purpofe: 
What  ?  unjuft  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  fo  hot :  the  Duke  dare 

No  more  ftretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  :  his  Subject  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  Provinciall :  My  bufinefle  in  this  State 
Made  me  a  lcoker  on  here  in  V\enm, 

Where  I  have  fcen  corruption  boyl  and  bubble, 
Till  it  ore-run  the  Stew:  Laws  for  all  faults, 

But  faults  fo  countenane'd,  that  the  ilrong  Statutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  Barbers  fhop, 
As  much  in  mock ,  as  mark. 

Efc.  Slander  to  th'State : 
Away  with  him  to  prifon. 

Ang.  Whit  can  you  vouch  againft  him  Signior  Luclo  ? 
Is  this  the  man  thar  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lhc.  Tis  he,  my  Lord:  come  hither  goodman  bald- 
pate,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you  fir  by  the  found  of  your  voyce, 
I  met  you  at  the  prifon  in  the  abfence  of  the  Duke  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  die/  you  fo?  and  do  you  remember  what  you 
t  faid  of  the  Duke  ? 

Duke.  Moft  notedly  fir  ? 
\     Luc  Do  you  fo  fir :  And  was  the  Duke  a  flefh-mon- 
j  ger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported  him  to 
be  ? 

Duke.  You  nauft  (  fir) change  perfons  with  me,  ere  you 
make  rhat  my  report  :  you  indeed  fpoke  fo  of  him,  and 

much  more ,  much  worfe. 

Lhc.  Oh  thou  damnable  fellow  :  did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  nofe,  for  thy  fpeeches  ? 

Duke.  I  prorefr,  1  love  the  Duke  as  I  love  my  felf. 
Aug.  Hark  how  the  villaine  would  clofe  now ,  after his  treafonable  abufes. 

Efc.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withall  i  Away 
with  him  to  prifon  :  Where  is  the  Provoft  ?  away  with 

him  to  prifon :  lay  bolts  enough  upon  him :  let  him  fpeak  I 
no  more  :  away  with  thofe  Giglets  too  ,  and  with  the  o- 
ther  confederate  companion. 

'Duke.  Stay  fir,  (lay  a  while. 
Ang.  What,  refills  he  ?  help  him  Luclo. 
Luc.  Come  fir,  come  fir,  come  fir  :  foh  fir ,  why  you 

baldpated  lying  Rafcall :  you  muft  be  hooded  muft  you  ? 
fhow  your  knaves  vifage  with  a  pox  to  you :  fhow  your 

fheep-biting  face ,  and  be  hang'd  an  houre    wile  not off  ? 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firft  knave  that  ere  mad'ft  a  Duke. 
Firft  Provoft ,  let  me  bayle  thefe  gentle  three  : 
Sneak  not  away  fir ,  for  the  Fryer  and  you, 
Mult  have  a  word  anon :  lay  hold  on  him. 

Luc.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 

Duke.  What  you  have  fpoke,  I  pardon :  fit  you  down. 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him  ;  Sir,  by  your  leave : 
Ha'ft  thou  or  word  or  wit,  or  impudence, 

That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?  If  thou  ha'ft, 
Rely  upon  it ,  till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  our. 

Ang.  Oh  my  dread  Lord, 
fhould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltinefle, 

To  think  I  can  be  undifcernable, 

When  I  perceive  your  Grace  ,  like  power  Divine, 

■lath  look'd  upon  my  paffes.  Then  good  Prince, 
SJo  longer  Sefiion  hold  upon  my  fhamc, 

But  let  ray  tryall  be  mine  own  Confeffion  : 
Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequenc  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither  Mariana, 

Say :  was't  thou  ever  contracted  to  this  woman  ? 
Ang.  I  was  my  Lord. 
Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly. 

Do  you  the  office  ( Fryer )  which  confummate, 
Return  him  here  again  :  go  with  him  Provoft.  Exit, 

Efc.  My  Lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  difnonor, Than  at  the  ftrangeneffe  of  it. 
Duke.  Come  hither  lfabel, 

Your  Fryer  is  now  your  Prince  :  As  I  was  then 
Advertifing,  and  holy  to  your  bufineffe, 
(  Not  changing  heart  with  habic)  I  am  ftill> 
Atturnied  at  your  fervice. 

Jfab.  Oh  give  me  pardon 

That  I,  your  vaflaile,  have  imploy'd  and  pain'd, Your  unknown  Soveraignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardon'd  Jfabeh 
And  now  dear  Maid ,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brothers  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heart  : 

And  you  may  marvaile,  why  I  obfeur'd  my  felf, 
Labouring  to  fave  his  life  j  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rafh  remonfirance  of  my  hidden  power, 
Then  let  him  fo  be  loft  :  Oh  moft  kinde  Maid, 
It  was  the  fvvift  celerity  of  his  death, 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on, 

That  brain'd  my  purpofe  :  but  peace  be  with  him, 
That  life  is  better  life  paft  fearing  death, 
Then  that  which  lives  to  feare :  make  it  your  comfort, 

Sol 



Medfare  for  Meafure. 

So  happy  is  your  Brother. 

Enter  Angelo,  Maria,  Peter,  Provofi. 

Jf4.  I  do  my  Lord. 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  man4  approaching  here, 

Whofe  fait  imagination' yec  hath  wrong  d 
Your  well  defended  honour ;  you  muft  pardon 

For  Marian's  fake :  But  as  he  ad  judg'd  your  Brother, 

Being  criminally  in  double  violation 

Of  facred  chaftitie,  and  of  promife-breach, 

Thereon  dependant  for  your  brothers  life, 

The  very  mercy  of  the  Law  cryes  out 

Moft  audible ,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 

An  Angelo  for  Clattdio,  death  for  death : 

Hafte  ftill  payes  hafte,  and  leafure  anfwers  leafure ; 

Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  ftill  for  Meafure : 

Then  Axgelo  thy  fault's  thus  manifefted : 
Which  though  thou  wouldft  deny  ,  denyes  thee  vantage. 

We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  Block 

Where  Claadio  ftoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like  hafte. 
Away  with  him. 

Mar.  Oh  my  moft  gracious  Lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  husband  ? 

Duke.  It  is  your  husband  mock'dyou  with  a  husband, 
Gonfenting  to  the  fafe-guard  of  your  honour, 

I  thought  your  marriage  fit :  elfe  Imputation, 

For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 

And  choak  your  "good  to  come  -.for  his  poffeffions> 
Although  by  confifcation  they  are  ours ; 

We  do  enftate,  and  widdow  you  withall, 

To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 
Mar.  Oh  my  dear  Lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Dttke.  Never  crave  him ,  we  are  definitive. 
Mar.  Gentle  my  Liege. 
Dttke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour. 

Away  with  him  to  death :  Now  fir,  to  you. 

Mar.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  fweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part, 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come, 
He  lend  you  all  my  life  to  do  you  fervice. 

Dttke.  Againft  all  fenfe  you  do  importune  her, 
Should  fhe  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fa£t, 
Her  brothers  ghoft  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mar.  Ifabel  t 

Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me, 

Hold  up  your  hands,  fay  nothing :  Tie  fpeak  all. 
They  fay  beft  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults, 
And  for  the  moft,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad  :  So  may  my  husband* 
Oh  Ifabel :  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dyes  for  Claudia's  death. 
lfab.  Moft  bounteous  Sir. 

Look,  if  it  pleafe  you ,  on  this  man  condemn'd, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd  :  I  partly  think, 
j  A  due  fincerity  governed  his  deeds, 
j  Till  he  did  look  on  me  :  Since  it  is  fo, 
Let  him  not  dye :  my  brother  had  but  Juftice, 

In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  di'd. 
For  Angelo,  his  aft  did  not  ore-take  his  bad  intent, 
And  mutt  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 

That  perifh'dby  the  way  :  thoughts  are  no  fubje&S Intents,  but  meerely  thoughts. 
Mar.  Meerely  my  Lord. 

Dttke.  Your  fuit's  unprofitable  :  ft  uad  up  I  fay  : I  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault. 
Provofi ,  how  came  it  Claudia  was  beheaded 

At  an  unufuall  houre  ? 
Pro.  It  was  commanded  fo* 

Duk'  Had  you  a  fpcciall  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Pro.  No  my  good  Lord,  it  was  by  private  mefiige. 
Duke.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  ofh  ce, Give  up  your  keys, 

Pro.  Pardon  me,  Noble  Lord. 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  nor, 
Yet  did  repent  me  after  more  advice, 
For  teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon  . 

That  fhould  by  private  order  elfe  have  dy'd, 
I  have  referv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 
Pro.  His  name  is  'Bamardine. 
Dttke.  I  would  ft  thou  hadft  done  fo  by  f/audio  ■ 

Go  fetch  him  hither,  let  me  look  upon  him- 
Efc.  I  am  forry,one  fo  learned,  and  fo  wife 

As  you,  Lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appear'd, Should  flip  fo  grofiy,  both  in  the  heat  cf  blood 

And  lack  of  temper'd  judgement  afterward. 
Aug.  I  am  forry,  that  fuch  forrovv  I  procure, 

And  fo  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy, 

'Tis  my  deferv'mg,  and  I  do  intreat  it. 
Enter  'Bamardine  and  Provofi,  Claudia,  fulietta* 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barmrdme  f 
Pro.  This  my  Lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  Fryer  told  me  of  this  man, 

S'rrha,  thou  art  faid  to  have  aftubborn  foul, 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world, 

And  fquar'tt  thy  life  according  :  Thou'rt  condemn'd, 
But  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all, 
I  pray  thee  take  this  mercy  to  provide 
For  better  times  to  come :  Fryer,  advife  him, 

I  leave  him  to  your  hand.  What  muffled  fellow's  that  ? 
Pro.  This  is  another  pnfoner  that  I  fav'd, 

Who  fhould  have  dy'd  when  Claudia  loft  his  head, 
As  like  almoft  to  CLiudio,  as  himfelf. 

D*ke.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  fake 

Is  he  pardon'd,  and  for  your  lovely  fake 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine, 
He  is  my  brother  too :  But  fitter  rime  for  that : 

By  this  Lord  Angelo  perceives  hee's  fafe, Methinks  I  fee  a  quickning  in  his  eye : 

Well  Angelo,  your  evill  quits  you  well. 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife :  her  worth,  worth  yours* 

I  finde  an  apt  remiffion  in  my  felf : 

And  yec  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon, 
You  firrha,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  Coward, 
One  all  of  Luxurie  ,  an  Affe,  a  mad  man: 
Wherein  have  I  fo  defervd  of  you 

That  you  extoll  me  thus? 

Luc.  'Faith  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  ro  the 
trick :  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it ,  you  may  :  but  1  had  ra- 

ther it  would  pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whipt. 

Duke^  Whipt  firft  fir,  and  hang'd  after. Proclaime  it  Provofi  round  about  the  City : 

If  any  woman  wrong 'd  by  this  lew'd  feliow 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf  there's  one 
i  Whom  he  begot  with  childe)  let  her  appear, 

And  he  fhall  marry-her  :  the  nuptiali  finilh'd, 
Let  him  be  whip'd  and  hang'd. 

Luc.  I  befeech  your  Htghneffe,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
Whore  :  your  Highneffe  faid  even  now ,  I  made  you  a 
Duke,  good  my  Lord  do  not  recompence  me,  in  making 
me  a  Cuckold. Duke.  Upon 
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Upon  mine  honor  thou  (halt  marry  her ; 
Thy  flanders  I  forgive,  and  therewithal! 
Hemic  thy  other  forfeits:  take  htm  coprifon, 
And  fe^  our  pleafute  herein  executed. 

Luc.  Marrying  a  punk  my  Lord,  is  preffing  to  death, 
Whipping  and  hanging. 

D.<i%  Slandering  a  Prince  deferves  it. 

She  Claudio  that  you  wrong'd  ,  look  you  rcftore. 
]oy  ro  you  Mariana,  love  her  Angelo  : 

i  have  confes'd  her ,  and  I  know  her  vertue. 
Thanks  good  friend,  Efcaliu,  for  thy  much  goodneffe, 

There's  more  behind  that  is  more  gratulate, 
Thanks  Provofi  for  thy  care ,  and  fecrecy, 
We  fhall  imploy  thee  in  a  worthier  place. 
Forgive  him  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 

The  head  of  Ragoz,ine  for  Claudio' s, 
Th'offence  pardons  it  felf.  Dear  Jfabell, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good, 

Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  earc  incline  j 
What's  mine  is  yours ,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine, 

So  bring  us  to  our  Pallace,  where  wee'll  {how 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  fhould  know. 

Ibe  Sc<tm  ViennA, 

Names  of  all  the  Aftors. 

Vincentio :  the  Duke. 

Angelo,  the  Deputy. 
Efcaltti,  an  ancient  Lord. 
Claudio,  a  young  Gentleman.  i 
Lttcio,  afantaftique. 
z.  Other  like  Gentlemen, 
Provofi, 

Thomas.  1  '  -  . 

Peter.     j2  
FrterS' 

Elbow,  a  Jimple  Conjiable. 
Froth,  a  foolifh  Gentleman* Cloxvne. 

Abhorfon,  an  Executioner. 
Bar nar dine ,  a  dijfolute  prifoner* 

Ifabella,  fifier  io  Claudio. 
Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 

Juliet  ,.fieloved  of  Claudio. 
Francifca,  a  Nun. 

Miftris  Over-don ,  a  Band. 

FINIS 
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&4&m  TritntiSs  Scoria  Tri 

rima. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Ephefui,  with  the  Merchant  of Sjractffa, 
faylor ,  and  other  attendants. 

Merchant.  \ 

Rocccd  Sallnta  to  procure  my  fall, 
And  by  the  doom  of  death  end  woes  and  all. 
Duke.  Merchant  of  Slracttfa,  plead  no  more. 

I  am  not  partiall  to  infringe  our  Lawes ; 
The  enmitie  and  difcord  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  Duke, 
To  Merchants  our  well-dealing  Countrimen, 
Who  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 

Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  blouds, Excludes  all  piety  from  our  threatening  looks : 
For_  fmce  the  mortall  and  interne  jarres 
Twixt  rhy  feditious  Countrimen  and  us, 
It  hath  in  folcmn  Synods  been  decreed, 
Both  by  the  Siracftjians  and  our  felves, 
T'admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  Towns ; Nay  more ,  if  any  born  at  Ephefw  . 
Be  feen  at  any  Siracufiau  Marts  and  Faires : 
Again  ,  if  any  Siracttfian  born 
Come  to  the  Bay  of  Ephefns,  he  dies : 
His  goods  confiscate  to  the  Dukes  difpofe,  i Unletie  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  ranfom  him  : 
Thy  fubftance ,  valued  at  the  higheft  rate, 

j  Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  Marks, 
j  Therefore  by  Law  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 
|     Mer.  Yet  this  my  comfort,when  your  words  are  done, 
1  My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  evening  Sunne. 
I    Dak.  Well  Siracttfian ;  fay  in  brief  the  caufe 
Why  thou  departedft  from  thy  native  home  ? 
Ani/°r  whaccaufe  thou  cam'ft  to  Ephefas  ? 

Mer.  A  heavier  task  could  not  have  beenimpos'd, 
ihen  Ito  fpeak  my  grief  unfpeakable: 
*ec  that  the  world  maywitneffe,  that  my  end 
Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
jie  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave. In  SyracufA  was  I  born ,  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman ,  happy  but  for  me ; 
w^mTe,-?-hadri0C  our  haP  bee»  bad: witn  her  I  liv  d  in  joy,  our  wealth  incrcaft 
}>y  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 
lohtidmium,  till  my  fadors  death : 

Drew  me  from  kmde  emblements  of  my  fpoSfe  ■ 

Before  her  felf  (  almoft  at  fainting  under 

Had'  &g  pun^me"c  'A*  women  bear ) 
AnW  r      Pr?lfl0n  for  her  following  me, 

A  jovfull  mrfl        5eenl0
D-  bllC Andl  ?othern<*  Wo  goodly  fonnes : 

AS  cC.dICnnrWK  S  ft**  &  °*  *>  ̂   **  Otter, 

Tha  verv  Z    '  but  by  name.. 

A  poor  Lp     '  Chc  felf-fame  Innc, 

Thofc  for  rt    Cn'  m"-^  both  alike  : I '  Jk  P*TS  vvere  «eedtog  poor, 

My  wfe '  TJiTf' UP  ̂   atCecd  ̂ y  Xonnel 

MLrecf',v°n      niypr°ud  6f  wofuch'  boys,. 

UnwHliniyTm0tT  for  Dur  ̂ ^e  return 

Befor?  thl  ?  £^m™  bad  we  fayld 

fictore  the  alwayes  winde-obeyiV  deep G^ve  any  tragick  Inftance  of  Jtf 

l«       lnccHanc  weeping  of  my  wife Weeping  before  for  wba?  foe  faw  muft  come 
And  puteous  plaint  of  the  owl  » 
That  mourn»d  for  f3rk;«„  •     *     ̂   aoes 

And  le£  the  Ship  then  •  ' 
HadMened  him  unto  X  f 
Such  as  Sca-foing  men  ̂ de  fefeS  ■ 

Fanned  our  fetes  2C  either  end \t  S 

And  floaanc  ffraiohr  ̂ k^-        1 V 

Was  carried  
t0  ch?  ftresme' 

Difperii  rhofe  v,pou.» 
And  by  the  benefit  of  his  wiiVd  tl  '  N The  Seas  wax-  calme,  and  we  difaS  P 
T.voSh,os from  farre,  making  SSS  . 

Gather  gM'bf&SS^ ^•Nay.orwardo.d  man,  do  nor  break  offfo, H  For 
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For  we  may  pitty ,  though  not  pardon  thee. 

Merck.  Oh  had  the  gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 

Worthily  tearm'd  the  n  mercileffe  to  us : 
For  ere  the  Ships  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues, 
We  were  encountred  by  a  mighty  rock, 
Which  being  violently  born  up  upon, 
Our  helpfull  Ship  was  fplitted  in  the  midft  ; 
So  that  in  this  unjuft  divorce  of  us, 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike, 

What  to  delight  in ,  what  co  forrow  for, 

Her  parr,  poor  foul,  feeming  as  burdened, 
With  Jeffer  weight,  but  not  with  leffer  woe, 
Was  carried  with  more  fpeed  before  the  winde, 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 

By  Fifhermen  of  Corinth ,  as  we  thoughr.  ' 
At  length  another  Ship  had  feiz'd  on  us, 
And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave, 
Gave  helpfull  welcome  to  their  Shipwrackt  guefts, 
And  would  have  reft  the  Fiihers  of  their  prey, 
Had  not  their  Bark  been  very  flow  of  fail ; 
And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  courfe. 

Thus  have  you  heard  mefever'd  from  my  bliffe, 
That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolong'd, 
To  tell  fad  (lories  of  my  own  mifhaps. 

Duke.  And  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forroweft  for, 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full, 
Whac  hath  befaln  of  them  and  thee  till  now. 

Merch.  My  yongeft  boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  care, 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 

After  his  brother  ;  and  importun'd  me 
That  his  attendant,  (  for  his  cafe  was  like, 

Reft  of  his  brother,  but  recain'd  his  name, ) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  the  queft  of  him : 

Whom  whil'ft  I  laboured  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  loife  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  Sommers  have  I  fpenc  in  fartheft  Greene, 
Roming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Afiay 
And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus : 
Hopelefie  to  finde,  yet  loath  to  leave  unfoughc 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men  : 
But  here  muft  end  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death, 
Could  all  my  travells  warrant  me  they  live. 

D«^.  Hapleue  Egeon  whom  the  fates  have  markc 

To  bear  th'extremitie  of  dire  m'lfhap  : 
Now  truft  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  Lawes, 
Againft  myCrowne,  my  oath ,  my  dignity, 
Which  Princes  would,  they  may  not  difanull, 
My  foul  fhould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee : 
But  though  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death, 

And  paffed  fentence  may  not  be  recal'd 
But  to  our  honours  great  difparagement : 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can, 
Therefore  Merchant,  He  limit  thee  this 

To  feek  thy  help  by  beneficiall  help, 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  halt  in  Ephe[usy 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  the  fumme, 

And  live :  if  no,  then  thou  arc  doomed  to  die  : 
Jaylor  take  him  to  thy  cuftodie. 

Jaylor.  I  will  my  Lord. 

Merch.  HopeletTe  and  helpleffe  do'.h  Egeon  wend, 
But  to  procraftinate  his  livelelle  end.      *  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antlpholisy  EroteSj  a  Merchant,  and  Dromio. 

Mer.  Therefore  give  out  you  are  of  Epldamiumt 
Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confifcate : 

day 

This  very  day  a  Sjracufan  Merchanc 
Is  apprehended  for  arrivall  here, 
And  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life, 
According  to  the  ftatute  of  the  Town, 

Dies  ere  the  weary  Sunne  fee  in  the  Weft  j 
There  is  your  money  that  I  had  to  keep. 

Am.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaure,  where  we  holt, 
And  ftay  there  Dromio,  till  I  come  to  thee  ; 
Till  that  He  view  the  manners  of  the  Town, 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinnertime: 

Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings, 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  Inne, 
For  with  long  travaile  I  am  flifTe  and  weary. Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word, 

-And  go  indeed ,  having  fo  good  a  means. Exit  Dromio. 

Ant.  A  trufty  villain  fir ,  that  very  oft, 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholly, 
Lightens  my  humor  with  his  merry  jefts : 
What,  will  you  w-ilk  with  me  about  the  Town, 
And  then  go  to  the  Inne  and  dine  with  me  ? 

E.  Mer.  I  am  invited  fir  to  certain  Merchants, 

Of  whom  1  hope  to  make  much  benefit : 
I  crave  your  pardon  ,  foon  at  five  a  clock, 
Pleafe  you,  He  meet  with  you  upon  the  Mart, 
And  afterward  confort  you  till  bed  time: 

My  preient  bufineffe  cals  me  from  you  now. 
Am,  Farewell  till  then  :  I  will  go  loofe  my  life, 

And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  Citie. 
£.  Mer.  Sir  I  commend  you  to  your  own  content. 

Exeunt. 

Ant.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content, 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get : 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water, 
That  in  the  Ocean  feeks  another  drop, 

Who  falling  there  to  finde  his  fellow  forth, 
(  Unfeen,  inquifitive  )  confounds  himfclf, 
So  I,  to  finde  a  Mother  and  a  Brother, 

Inqueft  of  him  (  unhappie )  loofe  my  felf. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefm. 

Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date: 

What  now  ?  How  chance  thou  art  return'd  fo  foon, 

E-Dro.  Return'd  fo  foon,  rather  approachc  too  late  : 
The  Capon  burnes,  the  Pig  fals  from  the  fpit ; 
The  clock  hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell : 
My  Miftris  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek : 
She  is  fo  hot  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold : 

The  meat  is  cold  becaufe  you  come  not  home ; 
You  come  not  home,  becaufe  you  have  noftomack : 
You  have  no  ftomack,  having  broke  your  faft : 
But  we  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray, 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to  day. 

*Ant.  Stop  in  your  winde  fir,  tell  me  this  I  pray, 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  gave  you  ? 

E.  Dro.  Oh  >  fix  pence  that  I  had  a  wenfday  laft, 
To  pay  the  Sadler  for  my  Miftris  crupper : 
The  Sadler  had  it  Sir,  I  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humor  now  : 
Tell  me,  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  money  ? 

We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  truft So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftodie. 
E.  Dro.  I  pray  you  jeft  fir  as  you  fit  at  dinner : 

I  from  my  Miftris  come  to  you  in  port  : 
If  I  return  I  lhall  be  poft  indeed. 

For 
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For  ihe  will  fcoure  your  fault  upon  my  pace  s 

Methinks  your  maw,  like  mine,  fhould  be  your  cook, 

And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  meffenger. 

Ant.  Come  Dr««/*,come}  chefe  jefts  are  out  of  feafon, 

Referve  them  till  a  merrier  houre  than  this : 

Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  me  fir  ?  why  you  give  no  gold  to  me  ? 

Ant.  Come  on  fir  knave,  have  done  your  foolifhncfs, 

And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpof'd  thy  charge. 
E.  Dro.  M/  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the  Mart 

Home  to  your  houfe,  ( the  Phoenix  fir )  to  dinner ; 

My  Miftris  and  her  filler  ftaies  for  you. 
Ant.  Now  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  anfwer  me,  , 

In  what  fafe  place  you  have  beftow'd  my  money : 
Or  I  fhall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours 

That  ftands  on  tricks,  when  I  am  undifpos'd  : Where  is  the  thoufand  Marks  thou  hadft  of  me  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate  : 
Some  of  my  Miftris  marks  upon  my  fhoulders : 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both. 
If  I  fhould  pay  your  worlhip  thofe  again, 
Perchance  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Ant.  Thy  Miftris  marks  ?  what  miftris  Have  haft  thou  ? 
E.  Dro.  Your  worships  wife>my  miftris  at  the  Phoenix  3 

She  that  doth  faft  till  you  come  home  to  dinner : 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Ant.  What  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face 

Being  forbid  ?  There  take  you  that  fir  knave. 
E.Dro.  What  mean  you  fir,  for  God  fake  hold  your 

Nay,  and  you  will  not  fir,  He  take  my  heels.     (  hands : 
Exit  Dromlo  Ep. 

Ant.  Upon  my  life  by  fome  device  or  other. 
The  villain  is  ore-wrought  of  all  my  money. 
They  fay  this  Town  is  full  of  cofenage  :• 
As  nimble  Juglers  that  deceive  the  eye : 

Dark-working  Sorcerers  that  change  the  minde  : 
Soul-killing  Wicches,  that  deforme  the  body : 
Difguifed  Cheaters ,  prating  Mountebanks  ; 
And  many  fuch  like  liberties  of  finne : 
If  it  prove  fo ,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner : 
lie  to  the  Centaure  to  go  feek  this  flave* 
I  greatly  feare  my  money  is  not  fafe. Exit 

<&ABux  Secunda. 

Enter  Adriana,  rvlfe  to  Antipholis  Sereptm^ 
with  LttclanA  her  Sifter, 

Air.  Neither  my  husband  nor  the  flave  return'd^ That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fcnt  to  feek  his  Mafter  ? 
Sure  Luclana  it  is  two  a  clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps  fome  Merchant  hath  invited  him, 

And  from  the  Mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner : Good  Sifter,  Let  us  dine,  and  never  fret ; 
A  man  is  Mafter  of  his  libertie  ; 
Timers  their  Mafter,  and  when  they  fee  time, 

They'll  go  or  come ;  if  fo,  be  patient  Sifter. Air.  Why  fhould  their  libertie  than  ours  be  mofe  ? 
Luc.  Bccaufe  their  bufiheffe  ftill  lyes  out  adore. 
Air.  Look  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ill. 
Luc.  Oh,  know  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 
Air.  There's  none  but  affes  will  be  bridled  fo« 

Luc.  Why,  headftrong  liberty  is  lafht  with  woe: 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  heavens  eye, 
But  hath  his  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,  in  skL*. 
The  beafts,  the  fifhe?,  and  the  winged  fowlcs 
Are  their  males  fubjects,  and  at  their  controules : 
Man  more  divine,  the  Mafter  of  all  thefe, 
Lord  of  the  wide  world,  and  wide  watry  feas, 
Indued  with  intellectuall  fence  and  foul, 

Of  more  prehcminence  than  fifh  and  fowle. 
Are  mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  Lords : 

Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 
Airi.  This  fervicude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 
Lucl.  Not  this  but  troubles  of  the  marriage  bed. 
Air.  But  were  you  wedded,you  would  bear  fome  fway. 
Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love,  He  pra£tife  to  obey. 
Air.  How  if  your  husband  Hart  fome  other  where? 
Lac.  Till  he  come  home  again  ,  I  would  forbeare. 

Air.  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvell  though  fhepaufe, 
They  can  be  m«k  ,  that  have  no  other  caufe : 

A  wretched  foul  bruis'd  with  adverfirie,' 
We  bid  be  quiet  when  we  hear  it  crie. 
5ut  were  we  burdned  with  like  waighc  of  pain, 
As  much, or  more,  we  fhould  our  felves  complain: 
So  thou  that  haft  no  unkinde  mate  to  grieve  thee, 

With  urging  helpleffe  patience  would  relieve  me;  - 
But  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  berefr, 

This  fool-beg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 
Luci.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  trie : 

Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  husband  nie. 

Enter  Dromlo  Eph. 

Air.  Say, is  your  tardie  mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that  my 
two  eares  can  witneffe. 

Air.  Say>  didlt  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  knowft  thou 
his  minde  ? 

E.  Dro.  I",  I,  he  told  his  minde  upon  mine  eare^ 
Befhrew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  ic. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  couldft  not  feel 
his  meaning. 

E.Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well 
feel  his  blows ;  and  withall  fo  doubtfully ,  that  I  could 

fcarce  underftand  them* 
Airi.  But  fay,  I  prethee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 

It  feems  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 
E.  Dro.  Why  Miftreffe,  fure  my  Mafter  is  horn  mad. 
Airi,  Horn  mad,  thou  villain  ? 
E.  *Dro.  I  mean  not  Cuckold-mad4 

But  fure  he  is  ftark  mad  : 

When  I  defir'd  him  t©  come  home  to  dinner ; 
He  ask'd  me  for  a  1000.  marks  in  gold  : 
Tis  dinner  time,  quoth  I :  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I :  my  gold,  quoth  he : 

Will  you  come,  quoth  I :  my  gold,  quoth  he ; 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee  villain  ? 

The  Pigge, quoth  I,  is  burn'd :  my  gold,  quoth  he : 
My  miftreffe,  fir,  quoth  I :  hang  up  thy  miftreffe  ; 
I  know  not  thy  miftreffe,  out  on  my  miftreffe. 

Lttc,  Quoth  who? 
E.  Dro.  Quoth  my  Mafter,  I  know,quoth  he,  no  houfe, 

no  wife,  no  miftreffe  :  fo  that  my  arrant  due  unco  my 

tongue,  I  tlfank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  fhoulders : 
for  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Air.  Go  back  again  thou  flave ,  and  fetch  him  home. 
Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 

For  Gods  fake  fend  fome  other  meffenger. 
H  2  Airl.Kick 
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Adri.  Back  flave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pare  acrotfe.  j 

Dro.  And  he  will  blefle  ihac  crotfe  with  other  beating : 

Between  you,  I  fhall  have  a  holy  head. 

Atari.  Hence  prating  pefant,  fetch  thy  matter  home. 
Dro.  Am  I  lb  round  with  you,  as  you  with  me, 

That  like  a  fooi-bali  you  do  fpurn  me  thus :  _  . 

You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither, 

If  I  lall  in  this  fervicc,  you  mult  cafe  me  in  leather.  Exit. 

Luci.  Fie  how  impatience  lowrethin  your  hce  : 
Adri.  His  company  muft  do  his  minions  grace, 

Whil'ft  I  at  home  ftarvc  for  a  merry  look  : 

Hath  homely  ige  th'alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then  he  hath  walled  it. 
Are  my  difcourfes  dull  ?  Barren  my  wit, 

If  voluble  and  fharp  difcourfe  be  mat'd, Unkindnefle  blots  it  more  than  marble  hard. 

Do  their  gay  veftmcnts  his  affections  bake  ? 

That's  not  my  fault,  he's  mafterof  myftate. What  ruines  are  in  me  that  can  be  found, 

By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  Then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures.  My  decayed  faire, 
A  funny  look  of  his,  would  foon  rcpaire. 
But  ( too  unruly  Deer,)  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home ;  poor  I  am  but  his  ftale. 

Lttci.  Self-harming  jealoulie,  fie  beat  it  hence. 
Ad.  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  dtfpence : 

I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  other-where, 
Or  elfe,  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know  he  promifed  me  a  chain, 
Would  that  alone,  alone  he  would  detain, 

So  he  would  keep  faire  quarter  with  his  bed.- 
I  fee  the  Jewel  beft  enamaled 

Will  lofe  his  beanty :  yet  the  gold  bides  ftill 
That  others  touch,  and  often  touching  will : 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eie. 

He  weep  (  what's  left )  away  and  weeping  die. 
Luc.  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  Jealoufie  ? 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Ant'ifholU  Erotes. 

|    *Ant.  The  gold  I  give  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 
Safe  ar  the  Centaur,  and  the  heedfull  flave 
Is  wandred  forth  in  care  to  feek  mc  out 

By  computation  and  mine  hofts  report. 
I  could  nor  fpeak  with  Dromio,  fince  at  firft 
I  fent  him  from  the  Mart :  fee  here  he  comes. 

Enter  'Dromio  Siracufau. 

How  now  fir,  is  your  merry  humor  alter'd  ? 
As  you  love  ftrosks,  fo  jeft  withime  again : 

You  know  no  Centaur  f  you  receiv'd  no  gold  ? Your  miftris  fenc  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 

My  houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix  ?  Waft  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didll  anfwer  me  ? 

S.  Dro.  Whac  anfwer  fir  ?  when  fpake  I  fuch  a  word  ? 
E.  Ant.  Even  now,even  here,not  half  an  houre  fince. 
S.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 

Home  to  the  Centaur  with  the  gold  you  gave  me  ? 
Ant.  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  golds  receit, 

And  toldft  me  of  a  Miftris,  and  a  dinner. 

For  which  I  hope  thou  fcltft  I  was  difpleas'd. 
S.  Dro.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  veine, 

What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you  Mafter  tell  me  ? 

Ant.  Yea,do'ft  thou  jeer  and  flowt  me  in  the  teeth  ? 
Thinkft  thou  I  jeft?hold,  take  thou  that,  &  that.  Beats  Dro. 

S.  Dro.  Hold  fir,for  Gods  fake,  now  your  jeft  is  carneft, 

Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 
Antiph.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes 

Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  you, 
Your  fawcineffe  will  jeft  upon  my  love, 

And  make  a  Common  of  my  ferious  houres. 
When  the  Sunne  fhines,  let  foolifh  gnats  make  fporr, 
But  creep  in  crannies,  when  he  hides  his  bearnes  j 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  afpe&, 
And  fafhion  your  demeanor  to  my  looks, 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

S.  Dro.  Sconce  call  you  it  ?  fo  you  would  leave  batte- 
ring, I  had  rather  have  it  a  head ,  and  you  ufe  thefe  blows 

long ,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head ,  and  Infconce  it 
too,  or  elfe  I  (hall  feek  my  wit  in  my  fhouldcrs,  but  I  pray 
fir,why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant.  Doft  thou  not  know? 

S.  Dro,  Nothing  fir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 
Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  fir,  and  wherefore  j  for  they  fay ,  every  why hath  a  wherefore. 

Am.  Wh)  firft  for  flouting  me,  and  then  wherefore 
for  urging  it  the  fecond  rime  to  mc. 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of 
feafon,  when  in  the  why  and  the  wherefore,  is  neither 
rime  nor  reafon.  Well  fir,  I  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  me  fir,  for  what  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry  fir,  for  this  fomething  that  you  gsve  me for  nothing. 

Ant.  He  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  nochino 
for  fomehing.  But  fay  fir,  is  it  dinner  time  ? 

S.  Dro.  No  fir,  I  think  the  meat  wants  that  I  have. 

Am.  In  good  time  fir,  what's  that  ? S.Dro.  Bafting. 

Ant.  Well  fir,  then  "twill  be  dry. 
S.  Dro.  If  it  be  fir,  I  pray  you  eat  not  of  ir. 
Ant.  Your  reafon  ? 

S.  *Dro.  Left  it  make  you  chollerick,  and  purchafe  Sie 
another  dry  bafting. 

Ant.  Well  fir ,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time,  there's  a 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  I  durft  have  denied  that  before  you  were  fo 
chollerick. 

Aniu  By  whit  rule  fir  ? 
S.  Dro.  Marry  fir,  by  a  rule  as  plain  as  the  plain  bald 

pate  of  Father  time  himfelf. 

Ant.  Let's  hear  it. 
S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his  haire 

that  grows  bald  by  nature. 
Ant.  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery? 
S.  Dro.  Ye<f,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  perewig,  and  recover 

the  lott  haire  of  another  man. 

Ant.  Why,  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  haire,  being  (  as 
it  is )  fo  plentifull  an  excrement  ? 

S.  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  blefling  that  he  beftows  on 
beafts,  and  what  he  hath  fcanted  them  in  haire,  he  hath 
given  them  in  wit. 

Am.  Why ,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  haire than  wit. 

S .  Dro.  Not  a  man  of  thofe  but  he  hath  the  wit  to  lofe 
ais  haire. 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men  plain  dea- lers without  wit. 

S.  Dro.  The  plainer  dealer,  the  fooner  loft ;  yet  he  loo- 
feth  it  in  a  kind  of  jollkie. 

Ant.  For  what  reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. An.  Nay 
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An.  Nay  not  found  ones  I  pray  you. 
S.  Dre.  Sure  ones  then. 

An.  Nay,  no:  fure  in  a  ching  falling. 
S.Dro.  Certain  ones  chen. 
An.  Name  them. 

S.  Dro.  The  one  to  fave  the  money  that:  he  fpehds  in 

crying  •  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  fhould  noc  drop  in 
his  porrsge. 

An.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there  is  no 
time  for  all  things. 

S.Dro.  Marry  and  did  fir:  namely,  no  time  to  reco- 
ver haire  loft  by  Nature. 
An.  But  your  reafon  was  not  fubftantiall ,  why  there 

is  no  time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it  :  Time  himfelf  is  bald ,  and 
therefore  to  the  worlds  end,  will  have  bald  followers. 

An.  I  knew  'twould  be  a  bald  conclufion  :  but  foft, 
who  wafts  us  yonder  ? 

Enter  Adrian*  and  Luciana. 

Adrl.  I,  I,  Antipholts,  look  ftrange  and  frowne, 
Some  other  Miftrefie  hath  fome  fvveet  afpe&s : 
I  am  not  Adrianay  nor  thy  wife. 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou  un-urg'd  wouldft  vow, 
That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  eare, 
That  never  object  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 
Thac  never  touch  well  welcome  to  thy  hand  ; 

That  never  meat  fweet-favour'd  in  thy  tafte  ; 
Unleffe  I  fpake,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd  or  carv'd  to  thee. 
How  comes  it  now,  (  my  Husband  )  oh  how  comes  it, 
That  thou  art  then  eftranged  from  thy  felf  ? 
Thy  felf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me  : 
That  undividable  Incorporate 
Am  better  than  thy  deer  felfs  better  pare. 
Ah  do  not  tear  away  thy  felf  from  me  ; 
For  know  my  love :  as  eafie  maift  thou  fall 
A  drop  of  watet  in  the  breaking  gulfe, 
And  take  unrningled  thence  thac  drop  a»ain 
Without  addition  or  diminifhing, 
As  take  from  me  thy  felf,  and  hoc  me  too. 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick 
Shouldft  thou  hear  I  were  licencious  ? 
And  that  this  body  confecrate  to  thee, 
By  Ruffian  Luft  fhould  be  contaminate  ? 
Wouldft  thou  not  fpitat  me,  and  fpurn  at  me, 
And  hurl  the  name  of  husband  in  my  face, 
And  tear  the  ftiin'd  skin  of  my  Hirlot  brow, And  from  my  falfehand  cue  the  wedding  rini 
And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcin^  vow  ?  ° I  know  thou  canft,  and  therefore  fee  thou  do  ic. 
I  am  pofleft  with  an  adulterate  blot, 
!  My  bloud  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  luft  : 
For  if  we  too  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 
1  do  digeft  the  poyfon  of  my  flefh, 
Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 
Keep  then  faire  league  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed, I  live  diftain  d  ,  thou  undifhonoured. 

xA"Tr  PlCad  y?U  co  me  faire  dame  ?  1  know  you  not : in  Efheftu  I  am  but  two  houres  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town,  as  to  your  talk, 
Who  every  word  by  all  my  wic  being  fcan'd, Wants  wit  m  all,  one  word  M  undertand. 
Lua.  he  brother,  how  the  world  is  chang'd  with  you  : When  were  you  wont  toufe  my  fitter  thus?  * She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner. 

Ant.  By  Dromio  ?  Drom.  By  me. 
Adr.  By  thee,  and  thus  thdu  didft  return  from  him. 

That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and  in  his  blows, 
Denied  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

Ant.  Did  you  converfe  fir  with  this  Gentlewoman  : 
What  is  the  courfe  and  dritt  of  your  compact  ? 

S.  Dro.  I  fir  ?'  I  never  faw  her  till  this  time. 
Ant.  Villain  thou  lieft,  for  even  her  very  words, 

Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  Marc. 

S.  Dro.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  life. 
Ant.  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  names  ? 

Unleffe  it  be  by  infpiration. 

Adr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  yourgravitie, 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofely  with  your  flive, 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  moode ; 
Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt, 
But  wrong  not  thac  wrong  with  a  more  contempt. 
Come  I  will  faften  on  this  fleeve  of  thine : 

Thou  art  an  Elme  my  husband,  I  a  Vine  : 
Whofe  weakneffe  married  to  thy  ttranger  ftate, 
Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  : 
If  oughc  poifeffe  thee  from  me,  it  is  droffe, 
Ufurping  Ivie,  Brier,  or  idle  Mofle, 
Who  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  mcrufion, 
Infect  thy  Sap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

Ant.  To  me  fhe  Tpeaks ,  fhe  moves  me  for  her theame ; 

Whir,  Was  I  married  to  her  in  my  dreame  ? 
Or  deep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  eares  amiffe  ? 
Untill  I  know  this  fure  uncertaintie, 

He  entertain  the  free'd  fallacie. 
Luc.  Dromio^  Go  bid  the  fcrvants  fpred  for  dinner. 
S,  Dro.  Oh  for  my  beads,  I  croffe  me  for  a  finner. 

This  is  the  fairy  land,  oh  fpice  of  fpights, 
We  talk  with  Goblins,  Orvles  and  Elves  Sprights  3 
If  we  obey  them  nor,  this  will  infue : 

They 'I  fuck  our  bre  ath,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blew. 
Luc .  Why  prat'it  thou  to  thy  felf, 

Dromio,  thou  Dromio,  fnaile,  thou  Aug,  thou  for. 
S.  Dro.  I  am  transformed  Maftcr,  am  I  not  ? 
Ant.  I  think  thou  art  in  minde,  and  fo  am  I. 
S.  Dro.  Nay  Matter,  borh  in  minde,  and  in  my  fhape. 
Anu  Thou  haft  thine  own  forme. 
S-  Dro.  No,  I  am  an  Ape. 

Luc.  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  ough:.  'tis  to  an  Affe. 
S.  Dro.  'Tis  true  fhe  rides  me,  and  Hong  forgraffe. 

'Tis  fo,  I  am  an  Affe,  elfe  it  could  never  be, But  I  fhould  know  her  as  well  as  fhe  knows  me. 
Adr.  Come,  come5  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool, 

To  put  the  finger  in  chy  eye  and  weep ; 
Whil'ft  man  and  matter  laughs  my  woes  to  fcorn  : 
Come  fir  co  dinner,  <Dromio  keep  the  gate : Husband  He  dine  above  with  you  co  day, 
And  ihrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks  : 
Sirra,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  Matter, 
Say  he  dines  forch,  and  let  no  creature  enter: 
Come  fitter,  Dromio  play  the  Porter  well. 

Ant.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking,  mad  or  well  advifde  : 
Known  Untothefe,  and  to  my  felf  difguifde  I 
He  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfever  fo: 
And  in  this  mift  at  all  adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  fhall  I  be  Porrer  at  the  care  ? 

Adr.  I,  and  let  none  enter,  Ieatt  I  break°your  pate. Luci.  Come,  come,  Antipho/is,  we  dine  too  late. H  *  A$w 
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Et.hr  A  -it  'fholii  of  Ephefa  ,  his  man  Dromlo,  Angela  the 

Goldjmitby  and  Baltha^r  the  Merchant. 

E.  Ant.  Good  fignior  Anget»yw  muft  excufc  us  all, 
My  wife  is  fluevvilli  when  I  keep  no:  hourcs, 

Say  that  I  lingerd  with  you  at  your  (hop 

To  fee  the  mak'mg  of  her  Carkaner, 
And  that  to  morrow  you  will  bring  ic  home. 

But  here's  a  villaine  chac  would  fate  me  down  ■ 
He  met  me  on  the  Mart,  and  thac  I  beat  him, 

Andcharg'd  him.  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold, 
And  chat  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe; 

Irunkird  thou,  what  didtt thou  mean  by  this  ? 

E.  Dro,  Say  what  you  will  fir,  but  I  know  what  I  know, 

That  you  beat  me  at  the  Mart  I  h  \\<c  your  hand  to  fhow  ; 
if  c  he  skin  were  pirchmec,&  the  blows  you  gave  were  ink, 
Your  hand-writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 

E.  Ant.  I  think  thou  art  an  afle. 

E.  Dro.  Marry  fo  it  doth  appear 

By  the  wrongs  I  fuffer ,  and  the  Mows  I  bear : 
i  inoald  kick  being  kickt,  and  being  at  that  pafie, 

You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  fend  beware  of  an  afle. 

E.  An.  Y'are  fad  fignior  'Balthazar,  pray  God  our  cheer 

M  ;y  anfwer  my  good" will,  and  your  good  welcom  here. 
Sail  hold  your  dainties  cheap  ■  fir  ,8c  your  wclcom  deer. 
E.  Ant.  Oh  fignior  Balthazar,  either  at  flefhor  fifh. 

A  table  full  of  welcome,  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  difh. 

Bd.  Good  meit  fir  is  common  that  every  churle  affords. 

Ant.  And  welcome  more  common,  for  that's  nothing hue  words. 

"Sal.  Small  chcere  and  great  welcome,  makes  a  mer- 
ry feaft. 

Ant.  I,  to  a  niggardly  Hbft,  and  morefparing  gueft; 

Rut  though  my  Cites  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part, 
Better  cheere  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  hart.  ( 

But  foft,  my  door  is  loeke  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 

E . Dro.  Maud,  Briget,  Marian,  Ctfljr,  Gillian,  G'mn. 
S.Dro.  Mome,  Malt-horfe,  Capon,  Coxcombe,  Idi- 

ot, Patch. 

Either  gee  thee  from  the  door  j  or  fit  down  at  the  hatch  : 

Doft  thou  conjure  for  wenches.thac  thou  caltt  for  fuch  fiore, 

When  one  is  one  too  many,  go  get  thee  from  the  doore. 

E.Dro.  What  parch  is  made  our  porter  ?  .my  Matter 
ftays  in  the  Itreet. 

S.  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left  he 

catch  cold  on's  feet. 
E.Ant.  Wno  t:i',;s  within  there  ?  ho:,  open  the  door. 

S.  Dro.  Right  fir ,  He  cell  you  when,  and  you'll  tell me  wherefore. 

zAnt.  Wherefore  ?  for  my  dinner :  I  have  not  din'd  to dav. 

S.Dro.  Nor  to  day  here  you  mutt  nor, come  again 
when  you  may. 

Ant.  Whac  arr'chou  that  keep'tt  me  out  from  the houfe  I  owe  ? 

S.  D^.  The  Porter  for  this  time  Sir,  and  my  name  is 
Drew  is. 

E.  Dro.  O  villaine  ,  thou  haft  flolne  both  mine  office 
and  my  mine. 

The  one  ne're  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame  : 
:f  thou  had/ibid  Dromlo  today  in  my  place, 

Thou  wouldft  have  chang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,  or  thy name  for  an  afle. 
Enter  Luce. 

Luc.  What  a  coile  is  there  Dromlo  ?  who  arc  rhefe 
at  the  gate? 

E.Dro.  Let  my  Matter  in  Luce. 
Luc.  Faith  no,  he  comes  too  late  ,  and  fo  tell  your Matter. 

E.Dro.  O  Lord  I  mutt  laugh,  have  at  you  with  a  Pro- 

verb. Shall  I  fee  in  my  ftatfe. 

Luc.  Have  at  you  with  another,  that's  when?  can  you tell?  . 

S.Dro.  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luce  ihou  haftan- 
fwer'd  him  well. 

Ant.  Do  you  hear  you  minion ,  you'il  let  us  in  I 

hope  ? Luce.  I  thought  to  have  askt  you. 
S.  D  o.  And  you  faid  no. 
E.  Dro.  So  come  help ,  well  ttruck  ,  there  was  blow 

for  blow. 

Ant.  Thou  baggage  let  me  in. 
Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 
E.  Drom.  Matter,  knock  the  door  hard. 
Luc.  Let  him  knock  till  ic  ake. 

Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this  minion,  if  I  beac  the  door 

down. Lac.  What  needs  all  that  ,  and  a  paire  of  flocks  in  the 

Town  ? • Enter  Adriana. 
Adr.Who  is  tint  at  the  door  that  k;eps  all  this  noife? 

S.  Dro.  By  my  troth  your  Town  is  troubled  with  un- 

ruly boys.- And.  Are  you  there  Wife  ?  you  might  have  come 
before. 

Adr.  Your  wife  fir  knave  ?  go  gee  you  from  the  door. 
E.  Dro.  If  you  went  in  paine  Matter,  this  knave  would 

go  fore. 
Angeb.  Here  is  neither  cheer  fir ,  nor  welcome ,  we 

would  faine  have  either. 

Baltz,.  In  debating  which  was  belt ,  we  fhall  pare 
with  neither. 

E.  Dro.  They  ftand  ac  the  Door,  Matter ,  bid  chem 
welcome  hither. 

Ant.  There  is  fomething  in  the  winde ,  thac  we  can- 
not get  in. 

E.Dro.  You  would  fay  fo  Matter,  if  your  garments 
were  thin. 

Your  Ccke  here  is  warme  within  :  you  ftand  here  in  the cold. 

It  would  make  a  man  as  mad  as  a  Buck  to  be  fo  bought and  fold. 

Ant.  Go  fetch  me  fomething,  He  break  ope  the  gate. 

S.  Dro.  Break  any  breaking  here  ,  and  lie  break  your 
knaves  pate. 

E.  Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you  fir ,  and 
words  are  but  winde  ; 

I  and  break  it  in  your  f'ce,  fo  he  break  it  not  behinde. 

S.  Dro.  It  feems  rhou  want'tt  breaking,  out  upon  thee 
hinde. 

E.Dro.  Heer's  too  much,  out  upon  thee,  I  pray  thee  let 
me  in. 

S.  Dro.  I,  when  fowles  have  no  feathers  and  fifh  have nc  fin. 

Ant.  Well,  lie  break  in  :  go  borrow  me  a  crow. 
E.  Dro.  A  crow  without  feather,  Matter  mean  you  fo  ; 

For  i 
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For  a  ftfh  without  a  fin,  there';,  a  fowle  without  a  feather, 

If  a  crow  help  us  in  firra,  wee'll  pluck  a  crow  together. 
Ant.  Go, get  thee  gon,  fetch  me  an  iron  Crow. 

'Balth.  Have  patience  fir,  oh  let  ic  not  be  fo, 

,  Herein  you  warre  againft  your  reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compaffe  of  fufpeft  , 

Th'  unviolated  honour  of  your  wife, 
j  Once  this  your  long  experience  of  your  wifdome, 
Her  fober  vercue,  years  and  modefty, 

Plead  on  your  pare  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown  ; 

And  doubt  not  fir ,  but  fhe  will  well  excufe 

Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  made  againft  you. 

Be  rul'd  by  me  ,  depart  in  patience, 
And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner, 
And  about  evening  come  your  felf  alone, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  this  ftrange  reftrainc  : 

If  by  llrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in 

Now  in  the  ftirring  paffage  of  the  day? 
A  vulgar  comment,  will  be  made  of  ic ; 
And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  rowc 

Againft  your  yet  ungalled  eftimacion. 
That  may  with  foule  intrufion  enter  in, 

And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead  ; 
For  flander  lives  upon  fucceffion  j 

For  ever  houf'd,  where  it  once  gets  poffeffion. 

Ant.  You  have  prevail'd,  I  will  depart  in  quiet, 
And  in  defpight  of  mirth  mean  to  be  merry  : 

1 1  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe, 
Pretty  and  witty  ;  wilde,  and  yen  too  gemle  ; 
There  will  we  dine :  this  woman  that  I  mean 

My  wife(  but  I  proteft  without  defert ) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  wirhall : 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner,  get  you  home  .  | 

And  fetch  the  chaine,  by  this  I  know  'tis  made, 
Bring  it  I  pray  you  to  the  Porpentlne, 
For  there's  the  houfe :  That  chain  I  will  beftow 
(  Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpight  my  wife) 

Upon  my  hofieffe  there,  good  fir  make  haile  : 
Since  mine  own  doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 

He  knock  elfe-where,to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 
A»g.  lie  meet  you  at  that  place  fome  houre  fir  hence. 
Ant.  Do  fo,  this  jeft  fhall  coft  me  fome  expence. 

Exeunt. 
Eater  Luciano. ,  with  Antifholis  of  Siracuft. 

Jail*.  And  may  ic  be  that  you  have  quite  forgoc 
A  husbands  office  ?  fhall  Antipholls 

Even  in  the  fpring  of  Love,  thy  Love-fprings  rot  ? 
Shall  love  in  buildings  grow  fo  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  fifter  for  her  weilth, 

j  Then  for  her  wealths-lake  ufe  her  with  more  kindnefle : 
i  Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  Health, 
i  Muffle  your  falfe  love  with  fome  fhew  of  blindnefk : 

j  Let  not  my  filler  reade  it  in  your  eye  : 
j  Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  fhames  Orator : 
Look  fweet,  {peak  faire,  become  difloyaltie : 
Apparel!  vice  like  vertues  harbenger : 
Beare  3  faire  prcfence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted, 
Teach  finne  the  carriage  of  a  holy  Sainc, 
Be  fee  ret  falfe:  whac  need  fhe  be  acquainted  ? 
What  fimple  thiefe  brags  of  his  own  actaine  ? 

'Tis  double  wrong  to  tru  rm  with  your  bed, And  let  her  reade  ic  in  thy  looks  at  boord  : 
Shame  hath  a  baftard  fame,  well  mannaged, 
III  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evill  word : 

Atas  poor  women,  make  us  not  beleeve 

(  Being  comptSt  of  credit )  that  you  love  us, 

Though  others  have  the  arme,  ("hew  us  the  fieevc  : 
We  in  your  motion  turne ;  and  you  may  move  u>. 

Then  gentle  brother  get  you  in  .-.-pain  5 
Comfort  my  filler,  cheere  her,  call  her  wife  j 

'Tis  holy  fporc  ro  be  a  little  vain, 
When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ftiife, 

S>  *Ant.  Sweet  Miftris  :  whac  your  name  is  cife  I know  not ; 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hie  of  mine  : 
Lefie  in  your  knowledge  ,  and  your  grace  you  fhow  nor, 
Then  our  earths  wonder,  more  than  earth  divine. 
Teach  medeerc  creature  how  to  think  and  f^eak  :  . 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofle  conceit : 
Smothr .:c  in  errors,  feeble,  fhaddow,  we?.k, 
The  foil  Idea  meaning  of  your  words  deceit ; 

Againft  my  fouls  pure  truth,  why  labour  you, 
To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 

Are  you  a  god  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 
Transforme  me  then,  and  to  your  powre  lie  yeeld« 
Bur.  if  that  1  am  1,  then  well  I  know, 

Your  weeping  filler  is  no  wile  of  mine, 
Nor  to  her  bed  a  homage  do  I  owe  : 
Far  more,  far  more,  to  you  do  I  decline  : 
Oil  traine  me  not  fweet  Mermaide  with  thy  note 
To  drown  me  in  thy  fillers  floud  of  tea  res  5 
Sing  Siren  for  thy  felf,  and  I  will  dote  : 
Spied  ore  the  fi! ver  waves  thy  golden  h aires ; 
And  as  a  bed  lie  take  thee,  and  there  lie: 
And  in  that  glorious  fupp?fition  think, 
He  giins.by  death,  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die  : 
Let  Love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  fhe  finke. 

hue.  What  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 
Ant.  Notunad,  but  mated,  how  I  do  not  kgow. 
Luc.  Ic  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

A  fit.  For  gazing  on  your  beames,  faire  Sun  being  by. 

L'ic.  Gaze  when  you  fhould,  and  that  will  cleere  y&ur 

fight. 
A»t.  As  good  to  wink  fweet  love,  as  look  on  nighr. 
Luc.  Why  call  you  me  love  ?  call  my  filler  fo. 
Ant.  Thy  fillers  fifler. 

Luc.  That'smy  filler. 
Ant.  No :  ic  is  thy  felf,mine  own  felfs  better  part : 

Mine  eyes  cleere  eye,  my  deere  hearts  dearer  heart, 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hopes  aime ; 
My  fole earths  heaven,  and  my  heavens  claime. 

Luc.  All  this  my  filler  is,  or  elfe  fhould  be. 
Ant.  Call  thy  felf  fifler  fweet,  for  I  am  thee  : 

Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  j 
Thou  haft  no  husband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife  ; 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc.  Oh  fofc  fir,  hold  you  ft  III : 

lie  fetch  my  fifter  to  get  her  good  will. 
Enter  Dromio  ̂   Siracujia. 

Ant.  Why  how  now  Dromio ,  where  run'ft  thou  fo fill. 

S.  Dro.  Do  you  know  me  fir  ?  Am  I  Dromio  ?  Am  I 
your  man  ?  Am  I  my  felf  ? 

Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio,  thou  arc  my  man  ,  thou  arc 
thy  felf. 

'Dro.  I  am  an  affe ,  I  am  a  womans  man,  and  beiidrs 

my  felf. Ant.  What  womans  man  ?  and  how  befides  thy felf? 

Dro.* Marry  fir, befides  my  felf,  I  am  due  to  a  woman  : 
One  that  claimes  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one  char  will 
have  me. 

A*t.  W&r 
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Ant.  What  claime  layes  fhe  to  thee? 

Dro.  Marry  fir ,  fuch  claime  as  you  would  lay  to  your 
horle,  and  fine  would  have  me  as  a  heart  ;  noc  that  I  be- 

ing a  beart  fhe  would  have  me,  but  that  fhe  being  a  ve- 
ry beaftly  creature  lays  claime  to  me. 
Ant.  What  is  fhe  ? 

Dro.  Avery  reverent  body:  T  fuch  a  one  ,  as  a  man 
may  not  fpeak  of,  without  he  fay  fir  reverence  :  I  have 
but  leanc  luck  in  the  match  ,  and  yet  is  the  a  wondrous 
fat  marriage. 

Ami.  How  doft  thou  mean  a  fat  marriage  ? 

Dro.  Marry  fir,fhe's  the  Kitchin  wench,and  allgreafe, 
and  I  know  not  what  ufe  ro  put  her  too,  but  to  make  a 
Lamp  of  her ,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light.  I 
warrant,  her  ragges  and  the  Tallow  in  them,  will  burne 

a  Poland  Winter :  If  fhe  lives  till  doomefday,  fhe'l  burne 
a  week  longer  than  the  whole  World. 

Ant.  What  complexion  is  fhe  of  ? 
Dro.  Swart  like  my  ihooe,  but  her  face  nothing  like 

fo  cleane  kepr :  for  why  ?  fhe  fweates  a  man  may  goe  o- 
ver-fhooes  in  the  grime  of  it. 

Ant.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 
Dro.  No  fir ,  us  in  graine ,  Noahs  flood  could  not 

do  it. 

Ant.  What's  her  name  ? 

Dro.  AM  Sir  :  but  her  name  is  three  quarters,  that's 
an  Ell  and  three  quarters,  will  not  meafurehcr  from  hip 
to  hip. 

Ant.  Then  fhe  beares  fome  bredeb  ? 

Dro.  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  then  from  hip 
to  hip  :  fhe  is  fphericall  like  a  globe :  I  could  find  out 
Countries  in  her. 

Am.  In,  what  part  of  her  body  ftands  Ireland? 
Dro.  Marry  fir  in  her  buctockes ,  I  found  it  out  by 

the  bogges. 
Ant.  Where  Scotland? 

Dro.  I  found  it  by  the  barrennaffe,  hard  in  the  pairne 
of  the  hand. 

Ant.  Where  Trance  ? 

Dro.  In  her  forehead ,  arm'd  and  reverted ,  making 
warre  againft  her  haire. 

Ant.  Where  England  ? 

Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  Cliffes,  but  I  could  find 
no  whiteneffe  in  them.  But  I  guefte,  it  ftood  in  her  chin 
by  the  fait  rheurrie  chat  ran  between  France,  and  it. 

Ant.  Where  Spdne  ? 
Dro.  Faith  I  law  it  not :  but  I  felt  it  hoc  in  her  breath. 

Ant.  Where  Americans.  Indies  ? 
Dro.  Oh  fir,  upon  her  nofe,  all  ore  embellifhed  with 

Rubies,  Carbuncles,  Saphires,  declining  their  rich  Af- 
pect  to  the  hot  breach  of  Sp4ne ,  who  lent  whole  Ar- 
madoes  of  Carrots  to  be  ball  art  at  her  nofe. 

Ant.  Where  (loo  J  Itelgia,  the  Netherlands  ? 
Dro.  Oh  fir ,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude, 

this  drudge  or  Diviner  layd  claime  to  me,  call'd  me: 
Dromio,  fwore  I  was  affur'd  to  her ,  told  me  what  privie  I 
marks  I  had  about  me ,  as  the  marks  of  my  fhoulder,  { 
the  Mole  in  my  neck  ,  the  great  Ware  on  my  left  arme,  I 

jthac  I  amaz'd  ran  from  her  as  a  Witch.  And  I  ihi:ik,  ifj 
nv  breft  had  not  been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of, 

fleel,  fhe  had  transform'd  me  co  a  Curcalldog,  and  made 
rne  turn  i'th  wheel. 

Ant.  Go  hie  thee  prefently,  port  to  the  rode, 

And  if  the  winde  blow  any  way  from  Chore,  9 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  Town  to  nighr. 
If  any  Bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  Mart, 

Where  I  will  walk  till  thou  return  to  me  : 
If  every  one  knows  «s ,  and  we  know  none, 
Tis  time  I  think  to  trudge,  pack,  and  be  gone. 
Dro.  As  from  a  Bear  a  man  would  run  for  life, 

So  fhe  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  Exit. 
<tA»t.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabite  here, And  therefore  'tis  hie  time  that  I  were  hence  : Shethac  doth  call  me  husband,  even  my  foul 

Doth  for  a  wife  abhorrc.  But  her  faire  lifter 
Poflert  with  fuch  a  gentle  foveraigne  grace, 

Of  iuch  inchancing  prefence  and  difcourfe,' Hath  rflmort  made  me  Traytor  to  my  felf: 
But  lead  my  felf  be  guilty  to  felf-wfong, 
Ileftop  mine  eares  sgainrt  the  Mermafds  fong. 

Enter  Angelo  with  the  Chain. 

Ang.  M.  Antlpholu.  ' Ant.  I  that's  my  name. 

Ang.  I  know  ic  well  fir,  loe  here's  the  Chain, A  thought  to  have  tane  you  at  the  Porpentiney 
1  he  Chain  unfinifht  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

Ant.  What  is  your  will  thar  I  Hull  do  with  this  ? 
Ant.  What  pleafe  your  felf  fir  :  I  have  made  it  for 

you. 

Ant.  Made  it  for  me  fir .'  I  befpoke  it  not. 
Ang.  Not  once ,  nor  twice ,  but  twentie  times  you 

have  : 

Go  home  with  it,*  and  pleafe  your  Wife  withall, And  foon  at  fupper  time  He  vifk  you, 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  Chain. 

Ant.  I  pray  yon  fir  receive  the  money  now, 
For  fear  you  ne're  fee  Chain,  nor  money  more. 

Ang.  You  are  a  merry  man  fir',  fare  you  well.  Exit. Dro.  Whac  I  fhculd  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell  : 

But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain,  « 
That  would  refufe  fo  faire  an  offer'd  Chain. 
I  fee  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by.  fhifts, 
When  in  the  ftrects  he  meets  fuch  Golden  gifts  : 
He  to  the  MaXr„  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay, 
If  any  Ship  put  out ,  then  ftrait  away.  Exit. 

<*y{&m  Quar'tm.  Selena  'Prima. 

Enter  a  Merchant,  Goldfmith,  and  an  Officer. 

Mer.  You  know  fince  Pentecoft  thefumisdue, 

And  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you, 
Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  I  am  bound 

To  Perjia,  and  want  Gilders  for  my  voyage  : 
Therefore  m:ke  prefent  latisfa£tion, 
Or  He  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 

Gold.  Even  juft  the  fum  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Anupholis, 
And  in  the  inftant  that  I  met  with  you, 
He  had  of  me  a  Chain  :  at  five  a  clock 

I  lhall  receive  the  money  for  the  fame  : 
Pleafeth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 

I  will  discharge  my^  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

Enter  Antipholis  Ephef.  Dromio  from  the  Court  lz,ans. 

Offi.  That  labour  may  you  fave :  See  where  he  comes, 
Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  Goldfmiths  houfe,  go  thou 

And 
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And  buy  a.  ropes  end,  that  will  I  beftow 
Among  my  wife ,  and  their  confederates, 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  by  dafy  : 
But  foft  I  fee  the  Goldfmith  5  get  thee  gone, 
Buy  thon  a  rope  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

Dro.  I  buy  a  choufand  pound  a  yeare,  I  buy  a  rope. 
Exit  Dromio 

Efh.  A*t.  A  man  is  well  holp  up  that  trufts  to  you, 
I  promifed  your  pretence ,  and  the  Chain, 
But  neither  Chain  nor  Goldfmith  came  to  me: 

Belike  you  thought  our  love  would  lift  too  long 

If  it  were  chain 'd  together :  and  therefore  came  not. 
Cold.  Saving  your  merry  humor,  here's  the  note 

How  much  your  Chain  weighs;  to  the  utmoit  Raccat, 
Thefinenefleof  the  Gold,  and  chargefull  fafhion, 
Which  doth  amount  to  three  odde  Duckets  more 

'  Then  I  ftand  debted  to  this  Gentleman* 

j  I  pray  you  fee  him  prefenrly  difcharg'd, For  he  is  bound  to  Sea,  and  itays  but  for  ir. 

Anti.  I  am  not  furnifh'd,  .with  the  prelenc  money : Belides  I  have  fome  bufincffe  in  the  Town, 
Good  Signior  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe,  ' 
And  with  you  cake  the  Chain,  and  bid  my  wife 
Dtsburfe  the  fummc,  on  the  receit  thereof, 
Perchance  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you. 

'  Cold,  Then  you  will  bring  the  Chain  to  her  your fclf. 

Ant.  No,  bear  it  with  you,  leaft  I  come  noc  time 
enough. 

Gold.  Well  fir,  I  wfll  ?  Have  you  the  Chain  about 
you  ? 
Ant.  And  if  I  have  noc  fir,  I  hope  you  have : 

Or  elfc  you  may  return  without  your  money. 
Gold.  Nay  come  I  pray  you  fir,  give  me  the  Chain: 

Both  winde  and  tide  ftays  for  the  Gentleman, 
And  I  to  blame  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

Ant.  Good  Loral,  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to%xcufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porpemine, 
I  fhould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  ic, 
But  like  a  fhrew  you  firft  begin  to  bnwle. 

Mer.  The  houre  fteals  on,  I  pray  you  fir  difpatch. Gold.  You  hear  how  he  importunes  me,  the  Chain  • 
Ant.  Why  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch  your  money. 
Gold.  Come,  come,  you  know  I  gave  ic  you  even  now. fcither  fend  the  Cham,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 
Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  humor  out  of  breath' 

Ceme  Where's  the  Chain,  I  pray  you  let  me  fee  ic Mer.  My  bufineffe  cannoc  brook  this  dalliance, 
Good  fir  fay,  whe  r  you'I  anfwer  me,  or  no  : If  nor,  He  leave  him  to  the  Officer. 

nlj  Unfwer  you  ?  why  ̂ d  1  anfwer  you  ? 
Gold.  The  money  that  you  owe  me  for  rhe  Chain. Ant.  I  owe  you  none  cill  I  receive  the  Chain. 
Gold.  You  know  I  gave  ic  you  half  an  houre  fincc. 

fay  fo.'       glVC  mC  n°ne'  y°U  Wron§  mc  much  t0 
Gold.  You  wrong  me  fir  in  denying  it : Confider  howic  fiands  upon  my  credit. 
Mr-  Well  Officer,  arrcft  him  ac  my  fuice, 

bey  me.      *  andcharSc  you  in      Dukes  name  to  0- 
Gold.  This  touches  me  in  reputation. 

Either  confenc  to  pay  the  fum  for  me, Ur  I  attach  you  by  this  Officer. 
A»t.  Confent  to  pay  that  I  never  had  - 

Arrcft  me  foolifh  fellow  if  thou  darU  ' 

9} 

Gold.  Here  is  thy  fee,  arreft  him,  Officer. 
I  would  nor  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe, 
If  he  fhould  fcorn  me  fo  apparantly. 

Offi.  I  do  arreft  you  fir,  you  hear  the  fuirc. 
A»t.  I  do  obey  thee,  till  I  give  thee  baile. 

but  firrah  you  fhall  buy  this  fport  as  deer, 
As  all  the  mettall  in  your  fhop  will  anfwer. 

Gold.  Sir,  fir,  I  fhall  have  Law  in  Epbe[w% 
0  y°ur  notorious  fhame,  I  doubc  ic  not. 

Enter  Dromio  Slra.  from  the  'Bay. 

Dro.  Mafter,  there's  a  Bark  of  EfMmirw, That  ftays  but  till  her  Owner  comes  aboord, 
Then  fir  flie  bears  away.  Our  fraughtage  fir, 
I  have  convey 'd  aboord,  and  I  have  brought TheOyIe,  the3^w*w,  and  Aqua-vitar. 
The  Ship  is  in  her  trim ,  the  merry  winde 
Blows  fire  from  land  :  they  ftay  for  noughcar  all, 
But  for  their  Owner,  Mailer,  and  your  felf. 

,xr^W;S0VV  ?ow  1  a  Madman  •  Why  thou  peevifh  fheep, What  Ship  of  Epdtmmm  ftays  for  me  > 

Sl  Dr%^  Ship  you  fcnt  me  t0» t0  hicr  waftage. 
*  j    ,7?ou  drunken  ̂ »ve,  I  fenc  rhee  for  a  rope, And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe  and  what  end. 
S.  Dro.  You  fenc  me  for  a  ropes  end  as  foon, You  fent  me  to  the  Bay  fir ,  for  a  Bark. 

»i l  *l<*®  debate  tliis  macrer  ac  more  leifure, And  teach  your  eares  to  lift  me  with  more  heed  : 
To  Adrian*  Villain  hie  thee  Sraight: 
Give  her  chis  key ,  and  cell  her  in  the  Desk 
Thacs  covered  o're  with  Turkifh  Tapillry,^ There  is  a  purfe  of  Duckets,  let  her  fend  ic : 

a  u     1  am  arrefted  in  thc  ftreec, And  that  fhall  baile  me :  hie  thee  flave,  be  gone, 
On  Officer  to  prifon,  till  ic  come.  Extmt. 

twu         To  Aeir'lM^  tnat  is  where  we  din'd, Where  2Wifci  did  daime  me  for  her  husband, 
we  is  too  big  I  hope  for  me  to  compafTe, 
Thither  I  muft ,  although  againft  my  will  : tor  fervanrs  muft  their  Matters  minds  fulfill. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Lttciana. 

*jftL  Ah  LuciaH4>  did  he  cempc  thee  fo, Might  ft  thou  perceive  aufteerely  in  his  eye, 
That  he  did  plead  in  earneft,  yea  or  no  : 
Look'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fad  or  merrily  ? Whac  obfervacion  mad 'ft  chou  in  chis  cafe  ? 
Of  his  hearts  Meteors  tilting  in  his  free? 

Lus.  Firft  he  denied  you  had  in  him  no  right. 
Adr.  He  meant  he  did  me  none :  the  more  my  fpight. 
Lnc.  Then  fwore  he  that  he  was  a  ftranger  here. 
Adr.  And  true  he  fwore ,  though  yec  forfworne  he 

were.  
3 Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 

Adr.  And  whit  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  me. Adr.  With  what  perfwafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  > Luc.  With  words,  that  in  an  honeft  fuic  mighc  move. 
1  he  did  pnife  my  beaurie,  then  my  fpeech. Adr.  Did  ft  fpeak  him  faire  ? 

Luc.  Have  patience  I  befeech. 
Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  hold  me  ftil!, 

My  tongue,  though  noc  my  heart,  fhall  have  his  will He  is  deformed ,  crooked,  eld  and  fere 
Ill-fac'd,  worfe  bodied,  fhapelefle  every  where  - Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkinde, 

—     Stigma- 

i 
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Stigrmticall  in  making,  worfe  the  minde. 

Luc .  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  ene  ? 

Nocvilllott  is  wa'n'd,  when  it  is  gone. 
Adr.  Ah  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay  : 

And  yet  would  herein  others  eyes  were  worfe  : 
Far  from  hcrnellthe  Lapwing  cryes  away; 

My  heart  pra\s  for  him,  though  my  tongue  do  curfc. 

Enter  S-  Dromio. 

Dro.  Here,  go  :  the  desk,  the.purfc,  fweec  now  make 
hafte. 

Lhc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ? 
S.  Dro.  By  running  fatt. 
Mr.  Where  is  thy  Matter  Dromio  ?  Is  he  well  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  he's  in  Tartar  limbo,  worfe  chan  hell : 
A  devill  in  an  cverlafting  girment  hath  him  ; 

One  whofe  Jriard  heart  is  buttoned  up  with  fteel :. 
A  Feind,  a  Fairie,  pittileffe  and  rurfe c  • 
A  Wolfe,  nay  worfe,  a  fellow  all  in  buffe, 

A  back  friend,  a  fhoutder- clapper,  one  that  countermands 

The  paffages  of  allies,  creeks,  and  narrow  lands : 
A  hound  that  runs  Counter,  and  yet  draws  drifoot  well, 

One  that  before  the  Judgement  carries  poor  fouls  to  hell. 

Adr.  Why  man,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
S.Dro*  I  do  not  know  the  matter ,  he  isreftcd  on  the 

cafe. 

Adr.  Wjjat'js  he  arretted  ?  tell  me  at  whofe  fuite  ? S.  tiro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  fuite  he  is  arretted,  well  J 

but  he's  in  a  fuite  of  buffe  which  retted  him,that  l  ean  tell : 
Will  you  fend  him  Mittris  redemption,  the  money  in  his 
desk? 

*Adr.  Go  fetch  it  Sitter :  this  I  wonder  at. 
Exit  Luciam. 

That  he  unknown  to  me  fhould  be  in  debt : 

Tell  me,  was  he  aretted  on  a  band  ? 
S.  Dr».  -  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  ttronger  thing : ; 

A  chain,  a  chain,  do  you  not  heat  it  ling  ? 
Adrit,  Wha,t ,  the  chain  ?       .  - 

S.  Dro.  No,  no,  the  bell,  'cis  time  that  t  were  gone  ; 
It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  ftrikes  one. 

Ad'.  The  hours  come  back  /  that  did  I  never  hear. 

S.  Dro.  Oh  yes ,  if  any  hour  meet  a  Sergeant,  a  turns 
back  for  very  fear. 

Adrl.  As  if  time  were  in  debt :  how  fondly  do'tt  thou reafon  ? 

S.Dro.  Time  is  a  very  bankrour,  and  owes  more  than 

he's  worth  to  feafon. 

Nay,  he's  a  tbeef  too :  have  you  not  heard  men  fay, 
That  time  comes  ttealing  on  by  night  and  day? 
If  I  be  in  debt  and  t^efc,  and  a  Sergeant  in  the  way, 
Hath  he  nor  reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 

Enter  Lucictna. 

Luc.  Go  Dromio,  there's  (the: money,  bear  itftxaight, 
And  bring  thy  Matter  home  immediately. 
Come  filler,  I  am  prett  down  with  conceit  : 

Conceit,  my  comfort  and  my'injurie.  Exit. 
Entor  Anuykolii  Siracufian. 

An.  s.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet  but  doth  faluteme, 
As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  friend, 
And  every  one. doth  call  me  by  my  name: 
Some  tender  money  to  me ,  fome  invite  me ; 
Some  other  give  me  thank3  for  kindneffes  j 
Some  offer  me  Commodities  to  buy. 

Even  now  a  "tailor  call'd  me  in  his  fhop, 

And  fhow'd  me  Silks  that  he  had  bought  for  me, And  therewithal!  took  meafute  of  my  body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 
And  Lapland  Sorcerers  inhebite  here. 

Enter  Dromio ,  Sir, 

S.  Dro.  Mstter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for:  what 
have  you  got  the  pitfure  of  old  Adam  new  apparel'd  ? 

Ant.  What  goM  is  this ,  ?  What  Adam  do'it  thou mean  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  that  Adam  that  kept  the  Paradife.-but 
that  Adam  that  keeps  the  prifon ;  he  that  goes  in  the 
calves-skin,  that  was  kil'd  for  the  Prodigall  :  he  that 
came  behinde  you  fir,  like  an  evill  Angel,  and  bid  you  for- : fake  your  liberty. 

Ant.  1  underftand  thee  nor. 

S.  Dro.  No  ?  why  'tis  a  plain  cafe :  he  that  went  like  i 
a  Bafe  Viole  in  a  cafe  of  leather ;  the  man  fir,  that  when  j 
Gentlemen  are  tired  gives  them  a  fob ,  and  refts  them:; 
he  fir,  that  takes  piety  on  decayed  men,  and  gives  them 

fuits  of  durance  :  he  that  fets'up  his  reft  to  do  more  ex- ploits with  his  Mace,  than  a  Moris  Pike. 

Ant*  What thou mean'ft  an  Officer? 
S.  Dro.  I  Sir,  the  Serjeant  of  the  Band :  he  that  brings 

any  man  to  anfwer  it  that  breaks  his  Band  :  one  that 
thinks  a  man  alwayes  going  to  bed,  and  faith  *  God  give 
you  good  reft.  « 

Ant.  Well  fir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery: 
Is  there  any  Ship  puts  forth  to  night  ?  may  we  be  gone  ? 

S.  Dro.  ; Why  fir ,  I  broight  you  word  an  houre  fincc 
that  the  Bark  Expedition  put  forth  to  night ,  and  then, 
were  you  .hundred  by  the  Serjeant  to  tarry  for  the  Hoy 
Delay ;  Here  are  the  angels  that  you  fent  for  to  deliver 

you. 

Ant.  The  fellow  is  diftra&,  and  fo  am  I, 
And  here. we  wander  in  illufions: 

Some  bleffed  power  deliver  us  from  hence. 

Enter  a  Cmti^xn. 

Cur.  Well  met,  well  mer,  Matter  Ar.t'ifhlU  : 
I  fee  fir,  you  have  found  the  Goldfm'uh  now : 
Is  that  the  Chain  you  promis'd  me  to  day  ? 

Ant.  Sathanavoide,I  charge  thee  tempt  me  not. 
S.Dro.  Matter,  is  this  Mittris  Satbin? Ar.t.  Ic  is  the  devil!. 

S.  'Dro.  Nay,  fhe  is  worfe,  fhe  is  the  devils  dam  : 
And  here  fhe comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench,  and 

thereof  comes  that  the  wenches  fay  God  dam  me,  That's 
as  much  to  fay,  God  make  me  a  light  wench  :  It  is  writ- 

ten, they  appeare  to  men  like  angels  of  light,  light  is  an 
effect  of  fire,  and  fire  will  burne  :  ergo,  light  wenches  will burnejcome  not  neere  her. 

Cur.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvcilous  merry  fir. 

Will,  you  go  with  me,  wee'll  mend  our  dinner  here  ? 
S.  Dro.  Matter,  if  you  do,  expect  fpoon-meate,  or  be- 

fpeak  a  long  fpoon.  > 
Ant.  Why  Dromio  ? 

S.  Dromio.  Marry  he  mutt  have  a  long  fpoon  that  mutt eat  with  the  devill. 

Ant.  Avoid  then  fiend,  what  tel'ft  thou  me  of  fup- 
Thou  art ,  (  as  you  are  all,  )  a  forcereffe  ?  (pi^  • 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gon. 

Cur.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner, 

Or  for  my  Diamond  the  chain  you  promis'd, 
And  He  be  °on  fir ,  and  hot  trouble  you. 

S.  Dro.  Some  devils  ask  buc  the  parings  of  ones  mile, •W  a 
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aru{h,  a  hiire,  a  dro?  of  bloud,  a  pin, 
 a  iiat,*  Ctoy- 

ftone:  butlhe  more  covetous,  would  h
ave  a  chain  :  Mi- 

ller be  wife,  and  if  you  give  ic  her,the  devill  
will  {hake  her 

Chain,  and  frighc  us  with  it.  ... 

C*r.  I  pray  you  fir,  my  Ring,  or  elfe
  the  Cham, 

I  hope  you  do  no:  mean  to  cheat  me  fo  ?  < 

Ant  Avant  thou  witch  :  Come  <Dromio  let  us  go.
 

c  Dro.  Flie  pride  fays  the  Pea-cock,  Mtft
ris  that 

"i  Exeunt. you  know.  .  . 

C*r.  Now  out  of  doubt  Anttpholts  is  mad, 

Elie  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf, 

A  Rirv  he  hath  of  mine  worth  fortie  Duckets, 

And  for  the  fame  he  promis'd  me  a  Chain, 
Both  one  and  other  he  denies  me  now : 

The  reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 

(  Befides  this  prefenc  inftance  of  his  rage, ) 

Is  a  mad  tale  he  told  to  day  at  dinner. 

Of  his  own  doors  being  (hut  agiinft  his  entrance, 

Belike  his  wife  acquainted  with  his  fits, 

On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 

My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe, 
And  tell  his  wife  thit  being  Lunatick, 

He  rcfh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  rook  perforce 

My  Ring  away.  This  courfe  I  fitteft  choofe, 

For  forty  Duckets  is  too  much  to  loofe.  Exit. 

Enter  Antipholus  Efbef.  with  a  Jaylor. 

An,  Fear  me  not  man,  I  will  not  break  away, 

He  give  thee  ere  I  leaye  thee  fo  much  money 
To  warrant  thee  as  I  am  refted  for. 

My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to  day, 
And  will  not  lightly  trull  the  Meffenger, 

That  I  fhould  be  attach'd  in  Epheftts, 

I  tell  you  'twill  found  harfhly  in  her  eares. 

Enter  Dromlo  Efh.  with  a  ropes  end. 

Here  comes  my  Man,  I  think  he  brings  the  money. 
I  How  now  fir  ?  Have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

!    E.  Dro.  Here's  chat  I  warrant  you  will  pay  chem  all. 
Am.  But  where's  the  Money  ? 
E.  Dro.  Why  fir,  I  gave  the  Money  for  the  Rope. 

|    Ant,  Five  hundred  Duckets  villain  for  a  rope? 
E.  Dro.  He  fetve  you  fir  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 
Art.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home  ? 

E,  Dro.  To  a  ropes  end  fir,  and  to  that  end  am  I  re- 

;  turn'd. j    Ant.  And  to  that  end  fir,  I  will  welcome  you. 
\    Cffi.  Good  fir  be  patient. 

I    E.  Dro.  Nay  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient,  I  am  in  adver- fitie. 

I    Offi.  Good  now  hold  thy  tongue. 
£  •  Dro.  Nay,  rather  perfwade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 
Ann.  Thou  whorfon  fenfeleffe  Villain. 

E.'Dro.  I  would  I  were  fenfeleffe  fir,  that  I  might  not feel  your  blows. 

Ami.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows ,  and 
fo  is  an  Affe. 

E.Dro.  Iam  an  Affe  indeed,  you  may  prove  it  by 
my  long  cues.  I  have  ferved  him  from  the  hour  of  my 
Nativitie  to  this  intlant ,  and  have  nothing  at  his  hands 
for  my  fervice  buc  blows.  When  I  am  cold  ,  he  heats 
me  with  beating ;  when  I  am  warms ,  he  cools  me  with 

beating  :  Iam  wak'd  with  it  when  I  fleep  ,  rais'd  with 
it  when  I  fit ,  driven  out  of  doors  with  ic  when  I  go 
from  home ,  welcom'd  home  with  ic  when  I  return,  nay 

I  bear  it  on  my  fhoulders ,  as  a  beggar  woont  her  brat, 

and  I  think  when  he  hath  lam'd  me,  I  fhall  begge  with it  from  door  to  door. 

Enter  Adriana,  Lttciana ,  Cittrtizifin,  and  a  Schoole- 

mafier ,  called  Pinch. 

tsint.  Come  ge  along,  my  wife  is  comming  yon- der. 

E.Dro.  Miftris  refpieefinem,  refpeft  your  end,  or  fa- 
ther the  prophetic  like  the  Parrot,  beware  the  ropes  end. 

Anti.  Wilt  thou  Rill  talke  ?  Beats  Dro. 

Cur.  How  fay  you  now  ?  Is  not  your  husband  mad  ? 
Adri.  His  incivility  confirmes  no  lelfe  : 

Good  Doctor  Pinch  ̂   you  are  a  Conjurer, 
Eftablifh  him  in  his  true  fence  againe, 

And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 
Luc  Alas  how  fiery  and  how  fharp  he  looks, 
Cur.  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extafie. 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  lec  me  feel  your 

pulfe. Ant.  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  eare. 

Pinch.  I  charge  thee  Sathan,  hous'd  within  this  man 
To  yeeld  poffetfion  to  my  holy  prayers, 

And  to  thy  ftateof  darkneffehie  thee  ftraighr, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Saints  in  heaven. 

Ant.  Peace  doting  wizard,  peace ;  I  am  not  mad, 

Adr.  Oh  that  thou  wer't  nor,  poor  diftreffed  foul. 
Ant.  You  M  mion  you ,  are  thefe  your  Cuftomers  ? 

Did  this  companion  with  the  faffron  face 
Revell  and  feaft  ic  at  my  houfe  to  day, 

Whil'ft  upon  me  the  guiltie  doors  were  fhut, And  I  denied  to  enter  in  my  houfe. 

Adr.  O  husband,  God  doth  know  you  din'd  at  home, Where  would  you  hadremaind  untill  this  time, 
Free  from  thefe  flanders,  and  this  open  fhame. 

Ant.  Din'd  ac  home  ?  Thou  Villain ,  whac  fay  eft 
thou  ? 

Dro.  Sir  footh  to  lay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 
Ant.  Were  not  my  doors  lock  up,  and  I  Ihuc  ouc  ? 
Dro.  Perdie ,  your  doors  were  Jockc ,  and  you  fhut ouc. 

Anti.  And  did  not  (he  her  felf  revile  me  there  ? 

Dro.  Sans  Fabfc,  flie  her  felf  revil'd  you  there. 
Ant.  Did  not  her  Kitchen  maide  raile,  taunt,  and 

fcorne  me  ? 

Dro.  finis  (he  did,  the  Kitchen  veftall  fcorn'd  you : 
Ant.  And  did  not  I  in  rage  depart  from  thence? 
Dro.  In  vericie  you  did,  my  bones  bear  witneffe, 

That  fince  have  felt  the  vigor  of  his  rage. 

Adr.  It's  good  to  fmooth  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 
Pinch.  It  is  no  fhame,  the  fellow  finds  his  veine, 

And  yeelding  to  him,  humors  well  his  frenfie. 

Ant.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  Gcldfmith  to  arreft 
me. 

Adr.  Alas,  I  fent  you  l^loney  to  redeem  you, 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  haft  fcr  it. 

Dro.  Money  by  me  ?  Heart  and  good  will  you  might, 
Buc  furely  Mailer  not  a  ragge  of  Money. 

Am .  Went'ft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  Duckets  ? 
Adri.  He  came  to  me  and  I  deliver 'd  it. 
Luci,  And  I  am  witneffe  with  her  that  fhe  did  : 

Dro.  God  and  the  Rope-maker  bear  me  witneffe, 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  buc  a  rope. 

Pinch.  Miftris,  both  Man  and  Mafter  is  poffeft, 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks. 

  They 
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They  mutt  be  bound  arl  i  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 
Ant.  Say  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forch  to  day, 

And  why  doit  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold? 
Adr.  I  did  not  gentle  husband  lock  thee  forth. 

Dro.  And  gentle  M.  I  receiv'd  no  gold  i 
Bur  I  confefle  (Ir,  thac  we  were  lock'd  our. 

Adr.  Diffembling  Villain,  thou  fpeak'tt  falfe  in  both. 
Ar.t.  Diffembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all, 

And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathfomeabjeci  fcom  of  me : 
But  with  thefe  nails  lie  pluck  out  thefe  falfe  eyes, 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  flu  r.efull  fport. 

Enter  three  or  foure,  and  offer  to  binde  him  : 

He  privet. 
Adr.  Oh  binde  him ,  binde  him,  let  him  not  come 

neer  me. 

Pinch.  More  company,  the  fiend  is  ftrong  wkhin  him. 
Luc.  Aye  me  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wanlP  looks. 
Ant.  What,will  you  murther  me,  thou  Jjylor  thou  ? 

I  am  thy  prifoner  ,  wilt  thou  fuffer  them  to  make  a  ref- 
cue  ? 

Off.  Mailers  let  him  go  :  he  is  my  prifoner,  and  you 
ffnll  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go  binde  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 
Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  ihou  peevifh  Officer  ? 

Halt  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf? 

Offi.  He  is  my  prifoner,  if  I  let  him  go, 

The  debr  he  owes  will  be  requir'd  of  me. 
Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee  ere  I  go  from  thee, 

Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  Creditor, 

And  knowing  how  the  debt  grows  I  will  pay  ir. 

Good  Mailer  Doctor  fee  him  fafe  convey 'd 
Home  to  my  houfe,  oh  moll  unhappy  day. 

Ant.  Oh  mod  unhappy  lirumper. 
Dro.  Mailer,  I  am  here  entred  in  bond  for  you. 
Ant.  Out  on  thee  Villain,  wherefore  doll  thou  mad 

me  ? 

Dro.  Will  you  Le  bound  for  nothing,  be  mad  good 
matter,  cry  the  devill. 

Luc.  God  help  poor  fouls,  how  idlely  do  they talk. 

Adr.  Go  bear  him  hence,  lifter  go  you  with  me : 
Say  now  ,  whofe  fuite  is  he  arretted  at  ? 

Exennt.  Manet  Offic.  Adri.  Luci.  Coxrtizttn. 

Off.  One  Angclon  Goldfniith,  do  you  know  him? 
Adr.  I  know  the  man  :  what  is  the  fumme  he  owes? 

Off-  Two  hundred  Duckecs. 
Adr.  Say,  how  grows  it  due. 
Of.  Due  for  a  Chain  your  husband  had  of  him. 
Adr.  He  did  befpeak  a  Chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not. 
Cour.  When  as  your  husband  all  in  rage  to  day 

Came  to  my  houfe ,  and  took  away  my  Ring, 
The  Ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now, 
Straight  afrer  did  I  meet  him  with  a  Chain, 

Adr.  Ic  maybe  fo,  but  I  did  never  ftsfrir. 

Come  Jaylor,  bring  me  where  the  Goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Antipholis  Siracuftan  with  his  Rapier  drawn, 
and  Dromio  Sirac. 

Luc.  God  for  thy  mercy,  they  are  loofe  again. 
Adr.  And  come  with  naked  (words, 

Let's  call  more  help  to  have  them  bound  again. Run  all  out. 

Of.  Away,  they'l  kill  us. 
Exennt  omnesy  as  f aft-  at  may  be ,  frighted. S.  Ant.  1  fee  thefe  Witches  are  atfraid  of  fwords. 

S.  Dro.  She  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran  from 

you. 

Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaure,  fetch  our  fluffc  from thence  i 

I  long  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboord. 

Dro.  Faith  flay  here  this  night ,  they  will  furely  do 
us  no  harm  :  you  faw  they  fpake  us  faire  ,  give  us  gold  : 
me  thinks  th^y  are  fuch  a  gentle  Nation,  that  but  for 
the  Mountain  of  mad  flefh  that  claims  mariage  of  mc, 
I  could  finde  in  my  heart  to  ftay  here  flill ,  and  turn Witch. 

Ant.  I  will  not  ftay  to  night  for  all  the  Town, 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  tluffe  aboord.  Exeunt. 

<$ABm  Quintus.  Selena  ̂ rima. 

Enter  the  Merchant  and  the  Goldfmith* 

Geld.  Iam  forry  Sir  that  I  have  hindred  you, 
But  1  proteft  he  had  the  Chain  of  mc, 
Though  mod  difhoneftly  he  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  man  edeem'd  here  in  the  Cide  ? 
Cold.  Of  very  reverent  reputation  fir, 

Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd. Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  Citie : 

His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer.  Speak  foftly,  yonder  as  I  think  he  walks. 

Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  again. 

Gold.  'Tisfo:  and  that  felf-chain  abouG  his  neck, 
Which  he  forfwore  (  mod  monftroufly  )  to  have. 

Good  fir  dr.^w  neer  ro  me,  He  fpeak  to  him : 
Signior  Antipholis  ,  I  wonder  much 
That  you  would  nut  me  to  this  fhame  and  trouble, 
And  not  without  fome  fcandall  to  your  fclf, 
With  circumftaace  and  oaths,  fo  to  deny 

This  chain,  which  now  ycu  wear  fo  ope-ily, 
Befide  the  charge,  the  fhame,  imprilbnmenr, 
You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeft  friend, 
Who  but  for  flaying  on  our  Controverfie, 
Had  hoifted  fail ,  and  put  to  fea  to  day  : 
This  chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you.  deny  it  ? 

Ant.  I  think  I  had,  I  never  did  deny  it. 

Mer.  Yes  that  you  did  fir,  and  forfwore  it  too" Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it  or  forfweare  it  ? 
Mer.  Thefe  e.-  res  of  mine  thou  knowft  did  hear  thee  : 

Fie  on  thee  wretch,  'tis  pitry  that  thou  liv'tt 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  men  reforr. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  Villain  to  impeach  methu?, 

He  prove  mine  honour ,  and' mine  honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently  ,  if  thou  dar'ft  ftand : Mer.  I  dare  and  do  defie  thee  for  a  villain. 

They  d>  aw.  Enter  Adr'tana^  Luciana,  Courtezan,  and  others, 
Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not  for  Gods  fake,  he  is  mad, 

Some  get  within  him ,  take  his  fword  away  : 
Binde  Dromio  too,  aud  bear  them  to  my  houfe. 

S.  Dro.  Run  matter  run,  for  Gods  fake  take  a  houfe, 

This  is  fome  Priorie,  in,  or  we  are  fpoyl'd. 
Exeunt  to  the  Priorie. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady  AbbeRe. 

Abb.  Be  quiet  people,  wherefore  throng  you  hither .? 
Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diftiadled  husband  hence; 

Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faff, 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Gold.  I  knew  he  was  not  in  his  perfect  wits. 
Mer,  I  am  forry  now  that  I  did  draw  on  hira. 

Ab.  How  long  hath  this  poffellion  held  the  man .? 
Adr.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,fower,  fad, 

And  much  much  different  from  the  man  he  was: 

But  till  this  afternoon  his  palTion 

Ne're  brake  into  extremity  of  rage. 
Ab.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wrack  at  Sea , 

Buried  fome  dear  friend,  hath  not  elfe  his  eye 

Stray 'd  his  affection  in  unlawful!  love  , 
A  fin  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men , 

Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubject  to  ? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe  except  it  be  the  laft , 

Namely,  fome  love  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 
Ab.  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 
Ad.  Why  fo  I  did. 
iAb.  I,  but  no:  rough  enough. 
Ad.  As  roughly  as  my  modefty  would  let  me. 
Ab.  Haply  in  private. 
Ad.  And  inafiembliestoo. 

Ab.  I,  but  not  enough. 
Ad.  It  was  thecopie  of  our  conference. 

In  bed  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it, 
At  board  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it : 
Alone^  it  was  the  fubject  of  my  Theam : 
In  company  I  often  glanced  it 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vildeand  bad. 

Ab.  And  thereof  came  it  that  the  man  was  mad, 

'  *he  venomous  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman  , 
?oyfons  more  deadly  then  a  mad  dogs  tooth, 
it  teems  his  fleeps  were  hindred  by  thy  railing, 
And  thereof  comes  it  that  his  head  is  light. 

Thou  fai'ft  his  meat  was  fawe'd  with  thy  upbraiding?, 
Unquiet  meals  makes  ill  digeftions, 

Thereof  the  raging' fire  of  feaver  bred  , 
And  what's  a  Feaver  but  a  fit  of  Madneffe  ? 

Thou  fay'ft  his  fports  were  hindred  by  thy  brawles. 
Sweet  recreation  bari'd,what  doth  enfue 
But  muddy  and  dull  melancholly , 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortleffe  defpair, 
And  at  her  heels  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  diftcmperatures,  and  foes  to  life  1 
In  food,  in  fport,  and  life-preferving  reft 

To  be  diftuib'd,  would  mad  or  man  orbeaft  s 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 

Have  fcar'd  thy  Husband  from  the  ufe  of  wits. 
Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildely, 

When  he  demean'd  himfelf  rough,  rude,  and  wildely. 
Why  hear  you  thofe  rebukes,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

iAd.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof, 
Good  people  enter  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

Ab.  No,  not  a  creature  enters  in  my  houfe. 
Ad.  Then  let  your  fervants  bring  my  husband  forth. 
Ab.  Neither :  he  took  this  place  for  fan&uary, 

And  it  fhall  priviledge  him  from  your  hands, 
Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  affaying  it. 

Ad.  I  will  attend  my  Husband,  be  his  Nurfe, 

Dice  his  fickneffe,  for  it  is  my  OrHce, 

And  will  have  no  Attourncy  but  my  felf, 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

Ab.  Be  patient,  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftirrc,  f' 
Till  I  have  us'd  the  approved  means  I  have, 
With  wholfome  Sirrups,  Drugs,  and  holy  Prayers 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again : 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcell  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order, 

Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 
Ad.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  Husband  here  ; 

And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holineffe 
To  feparate  the  Husband  and  the  Wife. 

Ab.  Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  fhalt  not  have  him. 

Luc.  Complain  unto  the  Duke  of  this  indignity. 
Ad.  Come  go,  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  feet, 

And  never  rife  untill  my  tears  and  prayers 

Have  won  Jjiis  Grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither, 
And  take  perforce  my  husband  from  the  Abbeffe.  Exeunt 

Enter  Merchant  and  Goldfmith. 

Mer.  By  this  I  think  the  Diall  points  at  five : 

Anon  I  'me  fure  the  Duke  himfelf  in  perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  Melancholly  vale ; 
The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution, 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  Abbey  here. 

Gold.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufian  Merchant  I 

Who  put  unluckily  into  this  Bay 
Againft  the  Lawes  and  Statutes  of  this  Town, 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  offence. 

Geld,  See  where  they  come,  we  will  behold  his  death. 
Enter  Adriana  and  Lucio. 

Luc.  Kneel  to  the  Duke  before  he  paffe  the  Abbey. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Ephefmy  and  the  Merchant  of  Syr a- 
tufe  bareheaded j  with  the  Headfmanf  and. 

other  Officers, 

I    Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly, 

If  any  friend  will  pay  the  fumme  for  him, 
He  fhall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Enter  Adriana. 

Adr.  Juftice  moft  facred  Duke  againft  the  Abbeffe. 
Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  Lady, 

It  cannot  be  that  fhe  hath  done  thee  wrong.  • 

Ad.May  it  pleafe  yom- Gnce,  Antipholis  my  husband, 
Whom  I  made  Lord  of  me,  and  all  I  had, 

(At  your  impotent  Letters)  this  ill  day, 
A  moft  outragious  fit  of  madneffe  took  him, 

That  defp'ratcly  he  hurried  through  theftreeti 
With  him  his  bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he, 

Doing  difpleafure  to  the  Citizens , 
By  nifhing  in  their  koufes :  bearing  thence 

Rings,  Jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,and  fent  him  home^ 
WhiPft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went, 
That  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed, 
Anon,  I  wot  not,  by  what  ftrong  efcape 
He  broke  from  thole  that  had  the  guard  of  him , 
And  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himfelf, 

Each  one  with  ireful!  paflion,  with  drawn  Swords 
Met  us  again,  and  madly  bent  on  us, 

Chac'd  us  away :  till  raifing  of  more  aid, 
We  came  again  to  bind  them  :  then  they  fled 

Into  this  Abbey,  whether  we  purfu'd  them, 
And  here  the  Abbeffe  fhuts  the  gates  on  us, 
And  Will  not  fuffer  us  to  fetch  him  out, 

Nor  fend  him  forth  that  we  may  bear  him  thence. 

I  Therefore 
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therefore  moft  gracious  Duke  with  thy  command, 
Let  him  be  brought  forth,  anil  borne  hence  for  help. 

t)nke.  Long  fince  thy  husband  fciv'd  me  in  rny  War*, 
I  And  I  to  thee  ingag'd  a  Princes  word, 
When  t'nou  didyft  make  him  maftcr  of  thy  bed  , 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Go  fomc  of  you  knock  at  the  Abbey  gate, 
And  bid  the  Lady  Abbefs  come  to  me  : 
I  will  determine  this  before  I  ftir. 

Enter  a  Mtffenger. 

Meff.  O  Miftiis,  Miftiis,  lhifc  and  favc  your  felf, 
My  Mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe, 
Beaten  the  Maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  Doctor, 

Whofe  beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  brands  of  fire, 
And  ever  as  it  Ihfc'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  pudled  myre  to  quench  the  hair  ; 
My  Mr.  preaches  patience  to  him,  and  the  while 
His  man  with  Sciffors  nicks  him  like  a  fool :  t 

And  fure  (unlefs  you  fend  fome  other prefent  help) 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  Conjurer. 

Ad.  Peace  fool,  thy  Matter  and  his  man  arc  here, 
And  that  isfalfe  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

Meff.  Miftris,  upon  my  life  I  tell  you  true, 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft  fince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  cryes  for  you,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you, 
To  fcorch  your  face,  and  to  disfigure  you : 

Cry  within. 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him  Miftris:  flic,  be  gone. 

Duks.  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing  :  guard  with 
Halberds. 

tsfd.  Ay  me,  it  is  my  husband  :  witnefs  you, 
That  he  is  borne  about  invifible, 

Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  Abbey  here, 

And  now  hee's  there,  paft  thought  of  humane  reafon. 

Enter  £.  Antiphdi»\  and  E.  DromioefEfhefus. 

S.Ant.JuQkc  moft  gracious  Duke,oh  grant  me  Juftice, 
Even  for  the  fervice  that  long  fince  I  did  thee, 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 

Deep  skars  to  fave  thy  life  ;  even  for  the  bloud 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  Juftice. 
m   Mer.  Fat.  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me 

dote,  I  fee  my  fon  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 
E.Ant.  Juftice  (  fweet  Prince  )  agamft  that  woman 

She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife ;        (there : 
That  hath  abufed  and  difhonoured  me, 

Even  in  the  ftrength  arid  height  of  lh;ury  : 
Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong 
That  She  this  day  hath  fhamclefs  thrown  on  me. 

Dttkf.  Difcorer  how,  and  thou  fhalt  find  me  j'uft. 
E.Ant.  This  day  (great  Duke)  fhe  flaut  the  dears  up- 
on me. 

Whilft  fhe  with  Harlots  feafted  in  my  houfe. 

'Duke.  A  grievous  fault :  fay  woman  didft  thou  fo  ? 
Ad.  No,my  good  Lord.  My  felf,  he,  and  my  Sifter, 

To  day  did  dine  together :  fo  befall  my  foul, 
As  this  is  falfehe  burthens  me  withall. 

Luc.  Ne're  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  fleep  on  night, 
But  fhe  tells  to  your  Highnefs  fimple  truth. 

(fold.  O  perjur'd  woman  /  They  are  both  forfworn, 
In  this  the  Mad  man  juftly  chargeth  them. 

S.Ant.  My  Liege,  I  amadvifed  what  I  fay, 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  effecl:  of  Wine, 
Nor  heady-rafh  provok'd  with  raging  ire, 
Albeit  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 

This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner ; 
That  Goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  her, 
Could  witnefs  it :  for  he  was  with  me  then, 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  Chain, 
Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porpentine, 
Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
I  went  to  feek  him.  In  the  ftreet  I  met  him, 
And  in  his  company  that  Gentleman. 

There  did  this  perjur'd  Goldfmith  fwear  me  down, 
That  I  this  day  from  himreceiv'd  the  Chain, 
Which  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not.  For  the  which, 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  Officer. 

I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  Pefant  home 

For  certain  Duckets :  he  with  none  return'd. 
Then  fairly  I  befpokethe  Officer 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 

By'th'way ,  we  met  my  wife,  her  fifter  and  a  rabble  more 
Of  vilde  Confederates :  Along  with  them 

They  brought  one  Pinchrz  hunpry  lean-fae'd  Villain  j A  meer  Anatomy,  a  Mountebank, 

A  thred-bare  Jugler,  and  a  Fortune-teller, 

A  needy-hollew-ey'd-iharp-looking- wretch  5 
A  living  dead  man.  This  pernicious  flave, 
Forfooth  took  on  him  as  a  Conjurer : 
And  gazing  in  mine  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe, 

And  with  no-face  (as  t'were)  out-facing  me, 
Cryes  out,  I  was  poffeft.  Then  altogether 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence, 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home 

There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  togetherj 

Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  afunder, 

I  gain'd  my  freedome ;  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  Grace,  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  fatisfa£tion 
For  thefe  deep  {Karnes,  and  great  indignities. 

(j old.  My  Lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with  him : 

That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 
Dtikj.  But  had  he  fuch  a  Chain  of  thee,  or  no  ? 

Geld.  He  had  my  Lord,  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  faw  the  Chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer.  Betides,  I  will  be  fworn  thefe  ears  of  mine, 
Heard  you  confefs  you  had  the  Chain  of  him } 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  Mart, 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  fword  on  you  ̂  
And  then  you  fled  into  this  Abbey  here, 

From  whence  I  think  you  are  come  by  miracle. 
E.Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  Abbey  walls, 

Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me : 
I  never  faw  the  Chain,  fo  help  me  heaven : 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burthen  me  withall. 

Duke.  Why  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ? 
I  think  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circes  Cup : 

If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been. 
If  he  were  mad  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly : 

You  fay  he  din'd  at  home,  the  Goldfmith  here 
Denies  that  faying.  Sirra,  what  fay  you  ? 

S.Dro.  Sir  he  din'd  with  her  there,  at  the  Porpen- 
tine. 

Cur.  He  did,  and  frottimy  finger  fnatch't  that  Ring. 
S.  Ant.  'Tis  true  (myLicge)  this  Ring  I  had  of  her. 
Dnke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  A  u jcy  here  ? 
Cur.  As  fure  (my  Liege)  as  I  do  fee  your  G  race. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  ftr-nge  :  Goc  call  the  Abbeife  hi- 
ther. 

I I  think  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad. j  nt. 
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Enter  one  to  the  Abbess. 

Fa.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  vouchftfe  me  fpeake  a  word  : 

Haply  I  fee  a  friend  will  fave  my  life, 

And  pay  the  fumme  that  may  deliver  me. 
Duk*.  Speak  freely  Sjre.cy.fan  what  thou  Wilt. 

1 4th.  Is  not  your  name  fir  call'd  Antipholis  ? 
And  is  not  that  your  bond-man  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dro.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bondman  fir, 

But  he  I  thank  him  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords, 
Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  man  unbound. 

Path.  Iamfureboch  of  you  remember  me. 
Dro.  Our  felves  we  doe  remember  fir  by  you : 

For  lately  we  were  bound  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinches  Patient,  are  you  Sir  ? 

Father.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?  you  know  me 
well. 

E.Ant.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life  till  now. 

Fa.  Oh  /  grief  hath  chang'd  me  fince  you  faw  me  laft, 
And  carefull  hours  with  times  deformed  hand, 

Have  written  ftrange  defeatures  in  my  face  : 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  voyce  ? 

Ant.  Neither. 

Fat.  Dromio,  t\or:  thou. 
Dro .  No  truft  me  fir,  nor  I. 
Fat.  I  am  fure  thou  doft  ? 

E.  Dromio.  I  fir,  but  I  am  fure  I  doe  not,  and  whatfo- 
ever  a  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  him. 

,  Tat.  Not  know  my  voyce .' oh  times  extremity, 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplittcd  my  poer  tongue 
In  feven  fhort  yeares,  that  here  my  onely  Son 

Knowes  not  my  feeble  Key  of  untun'd  cares  f 
Though  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 

In  fap-confuming  Winters  diizled  fnow, 
And  all  the  Conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up  : 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory  : 
My  wafting  lamps  fome  fading  glimmer  left ; 
My  dull  deaf  eares  a  little  ufe  to  hear  : 
All  thefe  old  wknefies,I  cannot  errc. 

Tell  me,  thou  art  my  Son  Antipholis. 
Ant.  I  never  faw  my  Father  in  my  life. 
Fa.  But  feven  yearcs  fince,  mSyracufa  Boy, 

Thou  know'tt  we  patted,  but  perhaps  my  Son, 
Thou  fham'ft  to  acknowledge  mc  in  mifery. 

Ant.  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  City, 
Can  witneffc  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo. 

I  ne're  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 
Duke.  I  tell  thee  Syrzcufan,  twenty  yeares 

Have  I  been  Patron  to  Antipholis  , 

During  which  time  he  ne're  faw  Syracufa : 
I  fee  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  dote. 

Enter  the  Abbejfe  with  Antipholis  Syracufany 
and  Dromio  Si  tae. 

Abbefe.  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  man  much 
wrong 'd. 

All  gather  to  fee  them. 
Adr.  I  fee  two  husbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 
Duke.  One  of  thefe  men  \s  genius  to  the  other  : 

And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  naturall  man  , 
And  which  thefpirit  ?  who  deciphers  them  ? 

S.  Dromio.  1  Sir  am  Dromio,  command  him  away. 
E.  Dro.  I  Sir  am  Dromio,  pray  let  me  ftay. 
S.  Ant.  Egeon  ar:  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghoft. 

S.  Drom.  Oh  my  old  Mafter,  who  hath  bound  him 
here?  , 

Abb.  Who  ever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  bonds, 
And  gain  a  husband  by  his  liberty  : 

Speak  old  Egeon,  if  chou  b'e'il  the  man 
That  had'ft a  Wife  once  call'd  Emilia,  ■ 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burthen  two  fair  Sons  ? 

Oh  if  thon  be'ft  the  fame  Egeon,  fpeak  : 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  Emilia. 

Duke.  Why  here  begins  this  Morning  ftory  right : 
Thefe  two  Antipholis,  thefe  two  fo  like, 

And  thofe  two  Dromio 's,  one  in  femblance ; 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wrack  at  Sea, 
Thefe  are  the  Parents  to  thefe  children, 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

Fat.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  art  Emilia^ 
If  thou  art  fhe,  tell  me,  where  is  that  Son 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatall  rafte. 

Abb.  By  men  oi'Epidamium,  he,  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio  ,all  were  taken  up ; 

But  by  and  by,  rude  Fifhermen  of  (forinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  Son  from  them, 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamium. 
What  then  became  of  them  I  cannot  tell, 

T,to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 
Duke.  Antipholis  thou  carrfftfrom  Corinth  firft. 
S .  Ant.  No  fir,  not  I,  I  came  from  Syracufe. 

Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 
E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 
E.  Dro.  And  I  with  him. 

E.Ant.  Brought  to  this  Town  by  that  moft  famous Warriour, 

Duke  Menaphon.  yGur  moft  renowned  Uncle. 
Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to  day? 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  Miftris. 
Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  husband  ? 
E.  Ant.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 
S.  Ant.  And  fo  doe  1,  yet  did  flic  call  me  fo : 

And  this  fair  Gentlewoman  here 

Did  call  me  Brother.  What  I  told  you  then, 

I  hope  I  fhall  have  leifurc  to  make  good, 
If  rhis  be  not  a  dream  I  fee  and  hear. 

Goldfmith.  That  is  the  Chain  Sir,  which  you  had  of 
me. 

S.  Ant.  I  think  it  be  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 
E.  Ant.  And  you  fir  for  this  Chain  arretted  me, 
Gold.  I  think  I  did  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 
Adr.  1  fent  you  money  Sir  to  be  your  bayle 

By  Drswis>,  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 
E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S.  Ant.  This  purfe  of  Duckets  I  received  from  you, 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me: 
I  fee  we  (till  did  meet  each  others  man, 
And  I  was  tane  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 

And  thereupon  thefe  errours  are  arofe. 
E.  Ant.  Thefe  Duckets  pawn  I  for  my  Father  here. 

Duk_.  k  fhall  not  need,  thy  Father  hath  his  life. 
Cur.  Sir,  Imuft  have  that  Diamond  from  you. 
E.  Ant.  There  take  it,  and  much  thanks  for  my  gocc! cheer. 

Abb.  Renowned  Duke,  vonchfafe  to  take  the  pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  Abbey  here, 

And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes, 
And  all  that  are  affembied  in  this  place : 

That  by  this  fimpathized  one  dayes  error , 
Have  fuffercd  wrong.  Go,  keep  us  company. 

I  2  And 



IOO The  Comedy  of  Errors 

And  we  (halt make  full  fatisfa&ion. 

Thirty  three  ycarcs  have  I  been  gone  in  travcll 
Of  you  my  Sons,  and  rill  this  prelent  hour 
My  heavy  burthens  are  delivcicd: 
The  Duke  my  Husband, and  my  children  both  , 
And  you  the  Kalcndcrscf  their  Nativity, 
Go  to  a  Goilips  fcaft,  and  go  with  me, 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  Nativity. 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart  1'le  Golflp  at  this  feaft. 

Exeunt  omnes.  Mannet  the  two  Drome's  and 
two  Brothers. 

S.  Dro.  Mart,  fhall  I  fetch  your  ftuffe  from  fhipboord? 

E.An.DromloffA^t  ftuffe  of  mine  haft  thou  imbark'd. 
S.  Dro.  Your  goods  that  lay  at  hoft  fir  in  the  Centaur. 
S.Ant.  He  fpeaks  to  me,  I  am  your  Mafter  Dromlo. 

Come  go  with  us,  we'l  look  to  that  anon, Embrace  thy  Brother  there,  rejoyce  with  him.  Exit 

S.  Dro.  Thercis  a  fat  friend  at  your  Mafters  houfe  ' 1  hat  kitchin'd  me  for  you  to  day  at  dinner  : She  now  fhall  be  my  fifter,  not  my  wife. 
E.  D.  Me  thinks  you  are  my  glaffe,  and  not  my  bro- 

I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  lweet-fac'd  youth,  (thCr  ■ Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  Goflippin°  ? 
S.  Dro.  Not  I  Sir,  you  are  my  Elder? 

E.  Dro.  That's  a  queftion,  how  fhall  I  try  it. 
S.  Dro.  We'l  draw  Cuts  for  the  Signiority,  till  then 

lead  thou  firft.  
' 

E .  Dre.  Nay  then  thus : 
We  came  into  the  world  like  Brother  and  Brother: 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another. Exeunt. 

FINIS 
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Much  adoe  about  Nothing. 

lAttus  Trimus.  S cena  Trima. 

wife, 
Enter  Leonato  Governour  of  Meffwa,  Innogen  his 

Hero  his  Daughter,  and  Beatrice  his 

Neece,  mth  a  <JMe$enger. 
Leonato. 

Learn  in  this  Letter,  that  Don  Peter  of  \Ar- 

ragon  comes  this  night  to  Mefftna. 

Mef.  He  is  very  near  by  this :  he  was  not 

three  Leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  Gentlemen  have  you  16ft  in  this 
action  ? 

Mef.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  victory  is  twice  it  feJf,  when  the  atchiever 

brings  home  full  numbers :  I  find  here  that  Don  Peter 

hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine ,calted 
Claudio. 

Mef.  Much  deferv'd  on  his  r*rr,  and  equally  remem- 
bred  by  Don  Pedro,  he  hath  born  himfelf  beyond  the 

promife  of  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a  Lamb  the 
feats  of  a  Lion,he  hath  indeed  better  bettered  expectation, 

then  you  muft  expe£t  of  me  to  tell  you  how. 
Let.  He  hath  an  Uncle  here  in  Mefftna  will  be  very 

much  glad  of  it. 
Mef.  I  have  already  delivered  him  Letters,  and  there 

appears  much  joy  in  him,  even  fo  much,  that  joy  could 
not  (hew  it  (elf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badge  of  bit- 
terneffc. 

Leo.  Did  he  break  out  into  teares  ? 

Mef.  In  great  meafure. 
Leo.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindneffe  :  there  are  no  fa- 

ces truer,  then  thofe  that  are  fo  wafh'd,  how  much  better 
is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  then  to  joy  at  weeping  ? 

Beat .  I  pray  you,is  Signior  Mountanto  returri'd  from 
the  Warrs,  or  no  ? 

Mef.  I  know  none  of  that  name,Lady,there  was  none 
fuch  in  the  Army  of  any  fort. 

Leo.  What  ii  he  that  you  ask  for  Neeee  ? 

Hero.  My  Coufin  means  Signior  Benedick^o( Padua. 

Mef.  O  he's  retum'd,  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 
Beat.  He  fet  up  his  Bills  here  in  Meffind,  and  chal- 

eng'd  Cupid  at  the  Flight :  and  my  Uncles  fool  reading 
the  Challenge,  fubferib'd  for  Cupid,  and  challeng'd  him 
at  the  Burbolt.  I  pray  you,  how  nany  hath  he  kill'd  £nd 
eaten  in  thefc  Warrs  ?  But  how  many  hath  he  kill'd  ? 

for  indeed,  I  promis'd  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 
Leon.  'Faith  Neece,  you  taxe  Signior  Benedick,  too 

much,  bat  he'l  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Mef.  He  hath  done  good  fervice  Lady,in  thofe  wars. 
Beat .  You  had  mufty  vi&uall,  and  he  hath  holp  to 

eat  it  he's  a  very  valiant  Trencher-man ,  he  h*th  an excellent  ftomach. 

Mef.  And  a  good  Soldier  too  Lady. 
Beat.  And  a  good  Soldier  to  a  Lady.  But  what  is  he 

to  a  Lord .? 
Mef.  A  Lord  to  a  Lord,  a  Man  to  a  Man,  ftufc  with 

all  honourable  virtues.  , 

Beat.  It  is  fo  indeed,  he  is  no  leffe  then  a  ftufc  man  : 

but  for  the  fluffing  well,  we  are  all  mortall. 
Leon.  You  muft  not  (fir)  miftake  my  Neece.  there  is  a 

kind  of  merry  War  betwixt  Signior  Benedick^  and  her  : 
they  never  meet,  but  there  is  a  skirmifh  of  wit  between 
them. 

Beat.  Alafs,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  ©ur  laft  con- 
flict, four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the 

whole  man  govern'd  with  one  :  fo  that  if  he  have  wit 
enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a  dif- 

ference between  himfelf  and  his  horfe.  For  it  is  all  the 

wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reafonable  crea- 
ture. Who  is  his  Companion  now  ?  He  hath  every 

moneth  a  newfworn  Brother. 

Mef.  ts'c  poflible  > 
Beat.Yeiy  eafily  poffible :  he  wears  his  faith  but  as  the 

fafhion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Mef.  I  fee  (Lady)  the  Gentleman  is 'not  in  your  books. 
Beat,  No,  and  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  ftudy.  But 

I  pray  you  who  is  his  Companion  ?  Is  there  no  young 
fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the Devil  ? 

Mef.  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right  nobje 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe  : 
he  is  fooner  caught  then  the  Peftilence,and  the  taker  runs 
prefently  mad.  God  help  the  Roble  (flandio,  if  he  have 

caught  the  Benedict,  it  will  coft  him  a  thoufand  pound 

ere  it  be  cur'd. Mef.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you  Lady^ 
Beat.  Doe  good  friend. 

Leo.  You'l  ne're  run  mad  Neece. 
Beat.  No, not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mef.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

EnterJ)on  Tedro,  0atdio,  Benedick^  Balthazar  % 
and  John  the  Baftard. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  coft, 
and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfein  the  likenefs 
of  your  Grace;  for, trouble  being  gone,  comfort  fhould 
remain  :  but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides, 
and  happineffe  takes  his  leave. 

,      1 1  ii'TljjpiY'  '   -'  -Pedro. 
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Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  more  willingly  :  I 
chink  this  is  your  daughter. 

i     Leo.  H:r  Mo  ther  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 

J     Ben.  Were  you  in  doubt,  that  you  askc  her  ? 
I     Lei  Si°nior  Benedict  no,  tor  then  were  you  a 

Child.' 
Pedro.  You  have  it  full  Benedick^  we  may  gueffe  by 

this,  what  you  are,  being  a  man,  truly  the  Lady  fathers 

her  felf :  be  happy,  Lady,  for  you  are  like  an  honourable 
father. 

-Ben.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  Father,  fhe  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  fhouldeis  for  all  Meflinay  as  like 
him  as  fhe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  ycu  will  ftill  be  talking,  Signior 
Beneduk^wo  body  marks  you. 

Ben.  What  my  dear  Lady  Difdain are  you  yet  li- 
ving? 

Beat.  Is  it  poiTible  Difdain  fliould  die>  while  fhe  hath 

fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  Signior  Benedick^  ?  Courte- 
he  it  felf  muft  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in  her 

prcfence. 
Bene.  Then  isCourtefie  a  turn-coat,  but  it  is  certain 

I  am  loved  of  all  Ladies,onely  you  excepted  :  and  I  would 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  an  hard  heart,  for 
truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happineffe  to  women)  they  would  elfe 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  Sutor,  I  thank  God 
and  my  cold  blood,  1  am  of  your  humour  for  that,  I  had 
rather  hear  my  Dog  bark  at  a  Crow,  then  a  man  fwear 
he  loves  me. 

Ben.  God  keep  yourLadifhip  ftill  in  that  mind,fo 
fome  Gentleman  or  other  fhall  fcape  a  Predeftinate 
fcracht  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  and  'twere 
fuch  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Ben.  Well  you  are  a  rareParrat-teacher. 

Beat .  A  Bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  then  a  Beaft  of 

yours. 
Ben.  I  would  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue, 

and  fo  good  a  contiriuer  •  but  keep  your  way  a  God's 
name,  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  alwayes  end  with  a  Jade's  trick,  I  know 
you  of  old. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  fumme  of  all  :  Leonato ,  Signior 

flaudioyand  Signior  Benedict^;  my  dear  friend  Leona- 
to hath  invited  you  all,  I  tell  you  we  fhall  ftay  here,  at 

the  leaft  a  moneth,  and  he  heartily  prays  fome  occafion 
may  detain  us  longer :  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  hypocrite^ 
but  prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fhall  not  befor- 
fwornj  let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  Lord,  being  reconci- 

led to  the  Prince  your  Brother  ;  I  owe  you  all  duty. 
John.  I  thank  you,  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but  I 

thank  you. 

Leon.  Pleafe  it  yoUr  Grace  lead  on  ? 
Pedro.  Your  hand  Leonato^  we  will  go  together. 

Exeunt.     Manet  Benedick^andCUftdio. 

Clan.  Benedick^  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  Sig- 
nior Leonato  ? 

Ben.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 
CUu.  Is  fhe  not  a  modeft  young  Lady  ? 
Ben.  Doe  you  queftion  me  as  an  honeft  man  fhould 

doe,  for  my  Ample  true  judgement  >  or  would  you  have 
me  (peak  after  my  cuftome,  as  being  a  profeiTed  tyrant  to 
their  fex  > 

 ;  : 

Clan.  No,  I  prethee  fpeak  in  fober  judgement. 
Ben.  Why  lfaith  me  thinks fhe's  too  low  for  an  high 

pi  aife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praifc,  and  too  little  for  a 
great  praife,  onely  this  commendation  I  can  afford  her, 
that  were  fhe  other  then  fhe  is,  fhe  were  unhandfome, 
and  being  no  other  but  as  fhe  is,  I  doe  not  like  her. 

Cl*u.  Thou  think'ft  I  am  in  fportj  I  pray  thee  tell  me 
truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her. 

Ben.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her  ? 
Clan.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  Jewell .? 
Ben.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into,  but  fpeak  you  this 

with  a  fad  brow  ?  Or  doc  you  play  the  flouting  Jack,  to 
tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  Hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare 
Carpenter :  Come,  in  what  Key  fhall  a  man  take  youto 
go  in  the  Song. 

Clan.  In  mine  eye,  fhe  is  the  fweeteft  Lady  that  ever I  lookt  on. 

Ben.  I  can  fee  yet  without  Spectacles,  and  I  fee  no 

fuch  matter :  there's  her  Cofin  ,  and  fhe  were  not  poffeft 
with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the  firft 
of  May  doth  the  laft  of  December  :  but  I  hope  you  have 

no  intent  to  turn  husband  'have  you  ? 
Clan.  I  would  fcarce  truft  my  felf,  though  I  had  fworn 

the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 
Ben.  Is't  come  to  this  ?  in  faith  hath  not  the  world 

one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  fhall  I 
never  fee  a  Batchellor  of  threefcore  again  ?  goe  to 
lfaith,  and  thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke, 
wear  the  print  of  it,  and  figh  away  Sundays :  look,  Don 
Pedro  is  returned  to  feek  you. 

Enter  Don  Prdro,  John  the  Ballard. 

Pedr.  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  fol- 

lowed not  to  Leonato  ?  ^ 
Bened.  I  would  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to tell. 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance; 
Ben.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio,  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 

dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  (but  on  my  alle- 
giance, mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance)  he  is  in  love, 

with  whom  ?  now  that  is  your  Graces  part  :  mark 

how  fhort  his  anfwer  is ,  with  Hero ,  Leonato'i  ihort 
Daughter. 

Clan.  If  this  were  fo^  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Ben.  Like  the  old  Tate,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo,  nor 

'twas  not  fo :  but  indeed,  God  forbid  it  fhould  be  fo. 
Clan.  Ifmypaflion  change  not  fhortly,  God  forbid 

it  fhould  be  otherwife. 

Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her ,  for  the  Lady  is  very well  worthy. 

Clan.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  By  my  troth  I  fpeak  my  thought. 
Clati.  Aad  infaith,  my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 
Ben.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord,  I 

fpeak  mine. Clan.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 
Fed.  That  fhe  is  worthy,  1  know. 

Ben.  That  I  neither  feel  how  flie  fhould  be  lo- 
ved ,  nor  know  how  fhe  fhould  be  worthy  ,  is  the 

opinion  that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me,  I  will  die  in  it  at 
the  ftake. 

Bed.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  Heretick  in  the  de- 

fpight  of  beauty. 
Clau,  And  never  could  maintain  his  part;  but  in  the 

force  of  his  will. 

Ben 
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Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her  :  that 

fhe  brought  me  up ,  I  likewife  give  her  nioft  humble 
thanks  s  but  that  I  will  have  a  rechate  winded  in  my 

forehead  ,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invisible  baldrick ,  all 

women  lhall  pardon  me :  becaufe  I  will  not  doe  them  the 

wrong  to  miftrurt  any ,  I  will  doe  my  felf  the  right  to 
truft  none :  and  the  fine  is,  (  for  the  which  I  may  goe  the 
finer)  I  will  live  a  Batchclor. 

Pedro.  I  fhall  fee  thee  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 
Bene.  With  anger  ,  with  fickneffe,  or  with  hunger  , 

my  Lord  ,  not  with  love  :  prove  that  ever  I  loofe  more 
bloud  with  love,  then  I  will  get  again  with  drinking, 

pick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  Ballet-makers  penn ,  and 
hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a  brothel-houfe  for  the  figne 
of  blind  Cupid. 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  do'ft  fallfrom  this  faith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene. it  I  do, hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  Cat,  and  fhoot 

at  me,  and  he  that  hit's  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on  the  fhoul- 

per,  and  call'd  Adam. 
Pedro.  Well,  as  the  time  fhall  try  :  In  time  the  favage 

Bull  doth  bear  the  yoak. 
Bene.  The  favage  bull  may ,  but  if  ever  the  fenfible 

Benedickhzzx  it  ,  pluck  off  the  bulls  horns ,  and  fet  them 

in  mj  forehead ,  and  let  me  be  vildely  painted ,  'and  in 
fuch  great  Letters  as  they  write  ,  Here  is  good  horfe  to 

hire* :  let  them  fignific  under  my  figne,  Here  you  may  fee 
Benedick^  the  married  man. 

Clau.  If  this  fhould  ever  happen ,  thou  Wouldft  be 
horn  mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  have  not  fpent  all  his  QuiVer  in 
Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earth  quake  too  then . 

J^ro.  Well ,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours ,  in 
the  mean  time ,  good  Signior  Benedict  repair  to  Leo- 

nato's ,  commend  me  to  him ,  and  tell  him  I  will  not  fail 
him  at  fupper ,  for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  prepara- 
tion. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  iri  me  for  fuch  an 
Embaffage,  and  fo  I  commit  you. 

Clan.  To  the  tuition  of  God.  From  my  houfe ,  if  I had  it. 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  J«//.Your  loving  Mtnd^Benedick,, 
Bene.  Nay  mock  not,  mock  not;  the  body  of  your 

difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments ,  and  the 

guards  are  but  flightly  bafted  on  neither  :  e're  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further  ,  examine  your  confeience,  and  fo  I 

leave  you.        _  Sxit. 
Clau.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  dome 

good. 
Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  hdw, 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  Leffon,  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Clau.  Hath  heonato  any  fon  my  Lord  ? 
Pedro.  No  child  but //fr*,  (he's  his  onely  heir.  - Doft  thou  affe&  her,  Claudio  ? 
0*u.  O  my  Lord, 

When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  a&ion, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  fouldiers  eye, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand, Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love : 
But  now  I  amreturn'd,  and  that  war-thoughts Have  left  their  places  vacant :  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronged  foft  and  delicate  defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  pretentiy, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 

If  thou  doft  loVe  fair  Hero,  chcrilli  it, 
And  I  will  break  with  her :  waft  not  to  this  cnd2 
That  thou  beganft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

Clan.  How  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  lovCj 

That  know  lovesgrief  by  his  complexion  I 

But  left  my  liking  might  too  fodain  feem, 

I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife, 
Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  then  the 

The  faireft  grant  in  the  neceflity  i  (floud? 

Look  what  will  ferve,  is  fit :  'tis  once,  thou  loYeft, 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy, 
I  know  we  fhall  have  revelling  to  night, 
I  will  aflume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife^ 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Cla/ediot 
And  in  her  bofome  Pie  unclafp  my  heart, 

And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  incounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 
Then  after ,  to  her  father  will  I  break, 
And  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  fhall  be  thine^ 

In  pra&ife  let  us  put  it  prefently.  Exettnt. 
Enter  Leonato  And  an  old  mant  brother  to  heonato. 

Leo,  How  now  brother,  where  is  my  cofen  your  fon  : 

hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 
Old.  He  is  very  bufie  about  it,  but  brother  >  I  cart  tell 

you  news  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. Leo.  Are  they  good? 

Old.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a  good 

cover :  they  fhew  well  outward  :  the  Prince  and  Count 
Claudio  walking  in  a  thick  pleached  alley  in  my  orchard, 
were  thus  over-heard  by  a  man  of  mine :  the  Prince  dif- 
covered  to  Claudio  that  he  loved  my  neece  your  daugh, 
ter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance, 
and  he  found  her  accordant  ,  he  meant  to  take  the 

prefent  time  by  the  top  ,  and  inftantly  breake  with  you 
of  it. 

Leo.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,that  told  you  this  ? 

Old.  A  good  fharp  fellow  ,  I  will  fend  for  him ,  and 
queftion  him  your  felf. 

Leo.  No,  no :  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream  jtlll  it  appear 

it  felf:  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  with  all ,  that  fhe 

may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anlwer ,  if  peradventure 
this  be  true  :  go  you  and  tell  her  of  it :  cofins,  you  know 
what  you  have  to  do ,  O  I  cry  you  mercy  friend ,  go  you 
with  me  and  I  willufe  your  skill ,  good  cofin  have  a  care 
this  bufie  time.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  John  the  Baftard,  and  Conrade  his  companion. 
Con.  What  the  good  year  my  Lord,  why  are  you  thus 

out  of  meafure  fad  ? 

lohn.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds , 
therefore  the  fadnefs  is  without  limit. 

Con.  You  fhould  hear  rcafon. 
lohn.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  bieffing  bring- eth  it? 

Con.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fufferance. 
Iohn.  I  wonder  that  thou  (being,as  thou  faift  thou  art, 

born  under  Saturn  )  goeft  about  to  apply  a  mortall  me- 
decine  to  a  mortifying  miCchief :  I  cannot  hide  what  I 
am :  I  muft  be  fad  when  I  have  caufe ,  and  fmile  at  no 

mans  jefts  j  eat  when  I  have  ftomach  ,  and  wait  for  no 
mans  leifute  :  fleep  when  I  am  drowfie ,  and  tend  on  no 
mans  bufinefs ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  man 
in  his  humour. 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  muft  hot  makethe  full  fhow  of  thjs 
till  you  may  doe  it  without  controllment ,  you  have  of 

late 
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[ateTtood  out  igainft  your  brother,  and  he  hath  tanc 
you  newly  into  his  grace  ,  where  it  is  impoiTible  you 
(hculd  take  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you  make 

your  felf,  it  is  nccdfull  that  you  frame  the  fcafon  for  your 
own  harveft.  , 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,thcn  a  rofe 

in  his  grace,  and  it  better  fits  my  bloud  to  be  difdain'd  of 
all,then  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from  any:  in  this 
(  though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeft  man  ) 

it  muft  not  be  denied  but  I  am' a  plain  dealing  villain  ,  I 
am  milted  with  a  miuTell,  and  infranchifed  with  a  clog, 
therefore  I  have  decreed,  not  to  fing  in  my  cage :  if  I  had 
my  mouth ,  I  would  bite :  if  1  had  my  liberty,I  would  do 
my  liking :  in  the  mean  time ,  let  me  be  that  I  am  ,  and 
feek  not  to  alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufc  of  your  difcontent  ? 
John.  I  will  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufc  it  onely. 

Who  comes  here  ?  what  news  Borachio, 

Enter  B or Ae hie. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper ,  the  Prince 
your  brother  is  royally  entertained  byLeonato,zn&  I  can 
give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  Modell  to  build  mifchiefe 

on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  foole  that  betroth's  himfelf  to  un- 
unquietnefs  ? 

Bor.  Marry  it  is  your  brothers  right  hand. 
John.  Who,  the  moft  exquifite  Clandi*  ? 
Bor.  Even  he. 

John.  A  proper  Squicr,and  who,and  who,  which  way 
looks  he  ? 

Bor.  Marry  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  Heir  of  Lea- 
nato. 

John.  A  very  forward  March-chick  ,  how  come  you 
to  this  ? 

Bor.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  perfumer ,  as  I  was  fmoa- 
king  a  mufty  room  ,  comes  me  the  Prince  and  Claudia, 
hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference  :  I  whipt  behind  the  Ar- 

ras, and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,that  the  Prince  fhould 

wooe  Hero  for  himfelf ,  and  hating  obtain'd  her,  give 
her  to  Count  Claudio. 

John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither,  this  may  provefood 

to  my  difpleafure ,  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the  glory 
of  my  overthrow :  if  I  can  croffe  him  any  way ,  I  blefle 

my  felf  every  way  j  you  are  both  fure ,  and  will  aflift me  ? 

Conr.  To  the  death  my  Lord. 

John.  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper ,  their  cheer  is  the 
greater  that  I  fubdued,  would  the  Cook  were  of  my  mind: 

fhall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Bor.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip. Exeunt. 

Actus  Secundum. 

Enter  Leonato,  his  hrother,  hu  wife.  Here  hit  daughter, 
and  Beatrice  hie  neeee,  and  kjnfnian. 

Leona.  Was  no:  Count  Iohn  here  at  fupper  > 
Brot,  Ifawhimnot. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  Gentleman  looks ,  I  never  can 
fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burn'd  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  melancholly  difpofition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made  juft  in 

the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedicks,  the  one  is  too 
like  an  image  and  faies  nothing,  and  the  other  too  like 
my  Ladies  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tailing. 

Leon.  Then  half  Signior  Benedicts  toungue  in  Count 
Iohns  mouth ,  and  halfe  Count  lohns  melancholly  in  Sig- 

nior Benedicts  face  , 

Beat.  With  a  good  Ieggc  and  a  good  foot  unckle,  and 
money  enough  in  his  purfe ,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 
woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good  will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth  Neece ,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
husband,  if  thou  be  fo  fhrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Brot.  Infaith  fhe's  too  curft. 
Beat.  Too  curft  is  more  then  curft,  I  fhall  leffen  Gods 

fending  that  way :  for  it  is  faid  ,  God  fends  a  curft  Cow 
fhort  horns,  but  to  a  Cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Le»n.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  no horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  husband  ,  for  the  which 
bleffing ,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 

evening :  Lord, I  could  not  endure  a  husband  with  a  beard 
on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lie  in  the  woollen. 

Leona,  You  may  light  upon  a  husband  that  hath  no beard. 

Beat.  What  fhould  I  dee  with  him  ?  dreffe  him  in 

my  apparell,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman?  he 
that  hath  a  beard,  is  more  then  a  youth :  and  he  that  hath 
no  beard  is  leffe  then  a  man :  and  he  that  is  more  then  a 

youth,  is  not  for  me  :  and  he  that  is  lefs  then  a  man, I  am 
not  for  him :  therefore  I  will  even  take  fix  pence  in  ear- 
neft  of  the  Bearhcrd  and  lead  his  Apes  into  hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell. 

Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate,  and  there  w/ilthe  Devill 
meet  me  like  an  old  Cuckold  with  horns  on  his  head  , 

and  fay,  get  you  to  heaven  Beatrice,  get  you  to  heaven , 

here's  no  place  for  you  maids ,  fo  deliver  I  up  my  Apes , 
and  away  to  Saint  Peter  :  for  the  heavens ,  he  (news  me 
where  the  Batchellers  fit ,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as the  day  is  long. 

Brot.  Well  neece ,  I  truft  you  will  be  rul'd  by  your  fa- 

ther. 

Beat.  Yes  faith ,  it  is  my  cofens  duty  to  make  curtfie, 

and  fay ,  as  it  pleafe  you :  but  yet  for  all  that  cofin ,  let 

him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or  elfe  make  another  curtfie,' 
and  fay,  father,  as  it  pleafesme. 

Le on.  Well  neece,I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted  with a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  mettall 

then  earth ,  would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  overma- 

ftred  with  a  piece  of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make  account  of 
her  life  to  a  clod  of  cold  wayward  mark  f  no  uncle ,  Tie 
none :  Adams  fons  are  brethren ,  and  truly  I  hold  it  a  fin 
to  match  in  my  kinred. 

Leon.  Daughter ,  remember  what  I  told  you ,  if  the 

Prince  do  folicit  you  in  that  kind  ,  you  know  your  an- fwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  cofin  >  if  you 

be  not  woo'd  in  good  time  :  if  the  Prince  be  too  impor- 
tant,tell  him  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo  dance 
out  the  anfwer,for  hear  me  Hero,  wooing,  wedding,  and 

repenting ,  is  as  a  Scotch  jigge*  a  meafure, and  a  cinque- 
pace  :  the  ftrft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafty  like  a  Scotch  jigge 

(  and  full  as  fantafticall )  the  wedding  mannerly  niodeft, 

(as  a  meafure)  full  of  ftate  and  anchentry,  and  then  comes 

repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs  falls  into  the  cinqiic- 

pacefafter  andfafter,tillhe  finks  into  his  grave. Leona. 
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Leon.  Colin  you  apprehend  palling  lhrcwdly. 

Beatrice.  I  have  a  good  eye  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  Church 

by  day  light.  . 
Leon.  The  revellers  are  entring  broncr ,  make  good 

room. 

Enter  Prince,  Pedro,  CI  audio,  Benedicke,  and  Bal- 

thazar,or  dumb  J 'ohn, Maskers  with  a  drum. 

Ptdro.  Lady,  will  you  walke  about  with  your  friend  .? 
Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly ,  and  look  fweetly  ,  and  fay 

nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walke,  and  efpecially  when  I 
waJkeaway. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company. 

Hert.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  pleafe. 
Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour ,  for  God  defend  the 
Lute  fhould  be  like  the  cafe. 

'Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon;  roofc,  within  the  houfe 
is  love. 

Hero.  Why  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatcht. 

Pedro.  Speak  low  if  you  fpeak  Love. 
Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 
OHask^.  So  would  not  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 

many  ill  qualities. 
Bene .  W Tiich  is  one .? 

(JWask^.  I  fay  my  prayers  aloud. 
Bene.  I  love  you  the  better,the  hearers  may  cry  Amen. 
(JWas.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer. 
Balth.  Amen. 

Mas.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
the  dance  is  done:  anfwer  Clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  words,  the  Clerk  isanfwered. 

Urfula.  I  know  you  well  enough ,  you  are  Signior  An- 
t  hom  9. 

sAnth.  At  a  word ,  l  am  not. 

Vrfula.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 
tA»th.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 
Urfu.  You  could  never  doe  him  fo  ill  well ,  unlefs  you 

were  the  very  man  :  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down  , 
you  arc  he,  you  are  he. 

Anth.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Vrfnla.  Come  ,  come,  doe  you  think  I  doe  not  know 

you  by  your  excellent  wit  ?  can  venue  hide  it  felfe  ?  goe 

to,  mumme,  you  are  he,  graces  will  appear,  and  there's an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo  ? 
Bene.   No,  ycu  fhall  pardon  me. 
Beat.  Nor  will  you  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 
Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  wasdifdainfull,  and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  out  of  the  hundred  merry  tales:  well,this  was  Signior 
Benedicke  that  fa  id  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 
Beat.  I  am  fure  you  know  him  well  enough, 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat .  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 
Bene.  1  pray  you  what  is  he  ? 
Beat.  Why  is  the  Princes  jefter,  a  very  dull  foole , 

onely  his  gift  is,  in  deviling  imppffible  flanders ,  none 
but  Libertines  delight  in  him  ,  and  the  commendation  is 
not  in  his  wit ,  but  in  his  villany ,  for  he  both  pleafeth 
men  and  angers  them ,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him  ,  and 
beat  him ;  I  am  fure  he  is  in  the  Fleet ,  I  would  he  had 
boarded  me. 

B ene.  When  1  know  the  Gentleman,  I'le  tell  him  what 
you  fay. 

leave  them Exeunt. 

Beat.  Doe  ,  doe,  hce'l  buc  break  a  compaiwm  or  two 
on  me,  which  peradvemur  (  not  maike,  or  no:  laugh'd 
at)  (trikeshim  into  melancholly  ,and  chili  there's  a  Par- 

tridge wing  faved  ,  for  the  foolc  will  eat  no  fuppcr  that 
night.  We  mutt  follow  the  Leaders. 

Bene .  ,  In  every  good  thing. 

Bea.  Nay ,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill ,  1  will 
at  the  next  turning. 

Mtifck^  for  the  dance. 
John.  Sure  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero ,  and  hath 

withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him.  about  it :  the 

Ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Claudia,  I  know  him  by  his  bea- 
ring. « 

John.  Arc  not  you  Signior  Be;,edlcke> 
Clau.  You  know  me  well,  I  am  he.  ; 

John.  Signior  j  you  are  very  near  iriy  brother  in  his 

love ,  he  isenamor'd  on  Hero,  I  pray  you  diffwade  Him 
from  her,  fhe  is  no  equall  for  his  birth  :  you  may  do  the 
part  of  an  hone&  man  in  it. 

Clau.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  >  . 

Iohn.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  affe£tion0  * 
Bora.  So  did  I  to© ,  and  he  (wore  he  would  marry  her 

to  night* 
Ioh.  Come*  let  us  to, the  banquet,-  Exit,  nik net. CTm. 

.  Clan.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of 'Benedicke, But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  cars  of  Claudia: 

'Tis  cei"tain*ib,  the  Prince  woo's  for  himfelf : 
Friendfhipisconftant  in  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  Office  and  affairs  of  love  : 

Therefore  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues:, 

Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  it  felfe  j 
And  trurt  no  Agent :  for  beauty  is  a  wheh  , 

Againft  whofe  charmes,  faith  melteth  into  bloud  ; 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proofe, 
Which  I  miltrufted  not.  Farewell  therefore  Here, 

-    Enter  Benedicke. 
Bene.  Count  Claud;ot 
Clan.  Yea  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  f 
Clau.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  Willow  ,  about  your  own  bit- 
fineffe,  Count.  What  fafhion  will  you  were  the  Garland 
off  ?  About  your  neck,  like  an  Ufurcrs  chain  ?  Or  under 

your  ai'me  ,  like  a  Lieutenants  fcaife  ?  You  muft  wear  it 
one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your  Hero, 

0au.  I  wifh  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why  that's  fpoken  like  an  honelt  Drovier?  fo 
they  fell  Bullocks:  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

£lau.  I  pray  you  leave  me, 

Bene.  Ho  no  /  you  ftrike  like  the  blind-mart,  'twas  the 
boy  that  ftole  your  meat,  and  you  '11  bea:  the  poff . 

Clau.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'le  leave  you.  Exit. 
Bene.  Alas  poor  hurt  foul ,  now  will  he  crtep  into 

fedges:  but  that  my  Lady  Bearrld  ihould  know  me,  and 

not  know  me:  the  Princes  fool  /  Ha?  it  may  ue  I  go- 
under  that  title  ,  becaufe  I  am  merry :  yet  but  fo  I  am 
apt  to  do  my  felf  wrong  :  I  am  not  fo  reputed  ,  it  is  the 
bafe  (  though  bitter  )  difpofition  of  Beatrice  ,  that  puts 
the  word  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  mc  out :  well ,  ile 
be  revenged  as  I  may. 

Enter  the  Prince* 

Pedro.  Now  Signior,  where's  the  Count,  did  you  fee 
,  him  ? 

•  Ben. 
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Bene*$ioi\\  my  Lord,  I  have  played,  the  part  of  Lady 
Fame ,  I  found  him  here  as  melancholly  as  a  Lodge  in  a 
Warren  ,  I  told  him,and  I  think,  told  him  true,  that  your 

i  "race  had  got  the  will  of  this  young  Lady  ,  and  1  offered 

hm  my  company  to  a  willow  tree,  cither  to  make  him  a 

garland  ,  as  being  forfaken  ,  or  to  bind  him  a  rod,  as  be- 
ing woithy  to  be  whip:. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt, what's  his  fault  ? 
Bene.  The  flat  tranfgrcflion  of  a  School-boy  ,  who 

?eing  over-joyed  with  finding  a  birds  neft  ,  (hews  it  his 
companion,  and  hefteals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  tvuft ,  a  transgreffion  ?  the 
tranfgrellion  is  in  the  ftcaler. 

Bene,  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs  the  rod  had  been 

made,and  the  garland  too,  for  the  garland  he  might  have 
worn  himfclf,  and  the  rod  he  might  have  beftowed  on 

you,  who  (as  .1  take  it)  have  ftoln  h'.s  birds  neft. 
Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  fing ,  and  reftore  them 

to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,by  my  faith 
you  fay  honeftly. 

Tedro.  The*Lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrell  to  you  ,  the 
Gentleman  that  dane'd  with  her,  told  her  fhe  is  much 
wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O  lhe  mifus'd  me  paft  the  indurance  of  a  block : 
an  oake  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 

swered her :  my  very  vifor  began  to  alfume  life,  and  fcold 
with  her :  fhe  told  mc  ,  not  thinking  I  had  been  my 
felf ,  that  I  was  the  Princes  Jefter ,  and  that  I  was  duller 

then  a  great  thaw  ,  hudling  jeft  upon  jeft ;  with  fuch  im- 
pofifible  convcianee  upon  n;e  ,  that  I  flood  like  a  man  at  a 
mark ,  with  a  whole  army  fhooting  at  me  :  fhe  fpeaks 

poyniards ,  and  every  word  (tabs  me :  if  her  breath  were 
as  terrible  as  terminations ,  there  were  no  living  near 
her ,  fhe  would  infc£t  to  the  north  Mar  :  I  would  not 

marry  her ,  though  fhe  were  indowed  with  all  that  Adam 
had  left  him  before  he  tranfgreft ,  fhe  would  have  made 
Hercules  have  turnd  fpjt ,  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to 
make  the  fire  too :  come ,  talk  not  of  her ,  you  fhall  find 
her  in  the  infernall  Ate  in  good  appaicll.  I  would  to  God 
fomc  fcholler  would  conjure  her,  for  certainly  while  fhe 

is  here,a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,as  in  a  fanftuary, 
and  people  fin  upon  purpefe ,  becaufe  they  would  gos 
thither,  lb  indeed  all  difquiet ,  horror ,  and  perturbation 
follows  her. 

Enter  Claudia,  and  Beatrice,  Leonato,  Hero. 
Pedro.  Look  here  fhe  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grace  'command  meanyfervice  to 
the  worlds  end  ?  I  will  m  on  the  fli°hteft  errand  now 

to  the  Antipodes  that  you  can  devifc  to  fend  me  on  :  I 
will  fetch  you  a  tooth-picker  now  from  the  furtheft  inch 
of  Afia  :  bring  you  the  lengdi  of  Prefier  Johns  foot :  fetch 

you  a  hair  off  the  great  Chams  beard  :  doe  you  any  em- 
baflage  to  the  Pigmies,  rather  then  hold  three  words 
conference  with  this  Harpy :  you  have  no  employment 
for  me  ? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene .  O  God  fir,  heres  a  difh  I  love  not,  I  cannot  in- 
dure  this  Lad  ies  tongue.  Exit. 

Pedro.  Come  Lady  ,  come,  you  have  loft  the  heart  of 
Signior  Benedicke. 

Beat.  Indeed  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  awhile,  and  I 
gave  him  life  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one ,  marry 
once  before  he  won  it  of  of  me ,  with  falfe  dice,  therefore 
your  Grace  may  well  fay  I  have  loft  it. 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down  Lady,  you  have  put 
him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  fhould  do  me,  my  Lord,  left  I 
fliould  prove  the  mother  of  fools:  I  have  brought  Count 
Claudia,  whom  you  f  jnt  me  to  feek. 

Pedro.  Why  how  now  Count,  wherefore  are  you  fad  ? 
Clan.  Not  fad  my  Lord. 
Pedro.  How  then?  fick? 
Clau.  Neither,  my  Lord. 
Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick ,  nor  merry,  j 

nor  well :  but  civill  Count,  civillas  an  Orange,and  foine- 
thing  of  a  jealous  complexion. 

Pedro.  Ifaith  Lady  ,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be  true  , 
though  I  befworn,  if  he  befo,  his  conceit  is  falfe: 
here  Qandio ,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name ,  and  fair  Hero 
is  won  ,  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good  will 
obtained  ,  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee 

Letna.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter ,  and  with  her 
my  fortunes :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match,and  all  grace 
fay,  Amen  to  it. 

Beat,  Speak  Count,  'tis  your  Qji. 
Clan.  Silence  is  the  perfected  Hera  It  of  joy,  I  were 

but  little  happy  if  I  could  fay  ,  how  much  ?  Lady,  as  you 
are  mine ,  I  am  yours,  I  give  away  my  felfefor  you,and 
doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak  cofin,  or  (  if  you  cannot)  flop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro.  Infaith  Lady  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea  my  Lord  I  thank  it ,  poore  foole  it  keeps 
on  the  windy  fide  of  care  ,  my  cofin  tells  him  inh/searc 
that  he  is  in  my  heart. 

Clan.  And  fo  fhe  doth  cofin. 

Beat .  Good  Lord  for  alliance :  thus  goes  every  one  to 

the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd,  I  may  fit  in  a  cor- 
ner and  cry,  heigh  ho  for  a  husband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 
Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  fathers  getting : 

hath  your  Grace  ne're  a  brother  like  you  ?  your  father 
got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by  them. 

Trince.  Will  you  have  me  ?  Lady. 

Beat.  No,  my  Lord ,  unleffe  I  might  have  another  For 

working-dayes ,  your  Grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear  every 
day  :  But  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  me ,  I  was  born 
to  fpeak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

Prince.  Your  filence  moft  offends  me  ,  and  to  be  mer- 

ry ,  beft  becomes  you,  for  out  of  queftion  ,  you  were  born 
in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat .  No  fure  my  Lord  ,  my  mother  cryed ,  but  then 

there  was  a  ftar  dane'd,  and  under  that  I  was  bornc:cofins God  give  you  joy. 

Leona.  Neece,will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  ycu 

of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy  Uncle ,  by  your  Graces  pardon. 
Exit  Beatrice. 

Prince.  By  my  troth  a  plcafant  fpirited  Lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholly  element  in  her 
my  Lord  ,  fhe  is  never  fad ,  but  when  fire  flceps,  and  not 
ever  fad  then  :  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,fhe  hath 

often  dreamt  of  unhappinefs,  and  wak't  her  felf  with 
laughing. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  indure  to  hear  tell  of  a  husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means ,  fhe  mocks  all  her  wooers  out 
of  fuit. 

Prince.  She  were  3n  excellent  wife  for  Benedicke. 

Leona.  Olord,  my  Lord, if  they  were  but  a  week  mar- 

ried, 
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i  married,  they  would  talk  thcmL'elves  mad. Prince.  Count  CUnilo ,  when  mean  you  to  goe  to 
Church  ? 

CUu.  To  morrow  my  Lord  ,  Time  goes  on  dutches , 
till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leona.  Not  till  monday ,  my  dear  fon,  which  is  hence 

a  jui\  feven  night ,  and  a  time  to«  brief  too ,  to  have  all 

things  anfwer  mind. 
Prince.  Come  you  fhake  the  head  at  fo  long  a  brea- 

thing, but  I  warrant  thee  Claudia,  the  time  (hall  not  go 

dully  by'us ,  I  will  in  the  interim,  undertake  one  of  Her- 
calts  labours,whick  is,to  bring  Signior  BenedickemA  the 

Lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  affection,  th'  one  with 
th'other ,  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match ,  and  I  doubt  not 
but  to  fafliion  it ,  if  you  three  will  but  minifter  fuch  afli- 
ftancc  as  I  ihall  give  you  direction. 

Leona.  My  Lord",  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  me  ten 
night*  watchings. 

Clau.  And  I  my  Lord. 
Prln.  And  you  too  gentle  Hero. 
Here.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  Lord ,  to  help 

my  cofin  to  a  good  husband. 
Prln.  And  Benedicks  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  husband 

that  I  know :  thus  farre  can  I  praife  him,  he  is  ©f  a  noble 

ltrain,  of  approved  valour,  and  confirm'd  honefty.  I  will 
teach  you  how  to  humour  your  cofin  ,  that  fhe  fhall  fall 
in  love  with  Benedieke,  and  I ,  withjyour  two  helps,  will 
fo  pra&ifc  on  Benedieke,  that  in  defpite  of  his  quick  wit, 
and  his  qucafie  ftomack,he  ftiall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice: 
if  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  Archer,  his  glory 

fliall  be  ours,  for  we  arc  the  onely  love-gods,  go  with  me, 
and  I  wiil  tell  you  my  drift.  Exeunt. 

Enter  John  and  Boraehia, 

J  oh.  It  is  fo,the  Count  C  (audio  mall  marry  the  daugh- 
ter of  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 
John.  Any  bar  ,  any  crofs ,  any  impediment,  will  be 

medicinable  to  me ,  I  am  fick  in  difpleafure  to  him,  and 
whatfoevcr  comes  athwart  his  affeftion,  ranges  evenly 
with  mine,  how  canft  thou  crofs  this  marriage  f 

Bar..  Not  honeftly  my  Lord ,  but  fo  covertly  ,  that  no 
difhonefty  mall  appear  in  me. 

J  ah.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bor.  I  think  I  told  your  Lordfliip  a  year  fince ,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting  gen- 

tlewoman to  Hero, 

John.  I  remember. 

B or.  I  can  at  any  unfcafonable  inftant  of  the  night,ap- 
point  her  to  look  out  at  her  Ladies  chamber  window. 

John.  What  life  is  in  that ,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bor.  The  poyfon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper ,  goe 
you  to  the  Prince  your  brother,  fpare  not  to  tell  him,that 
he  hath  wronged  his  Honor  in  marrying  the  renowned 
Claudia,  whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up  ,  to  a 
contaminated  ftale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hert. 

John.  What  proofe  lliall  I  make  of  that  ? 
Bor.  Proofe  enough,  to  mifufe  the  Prince  ,  to  vex 

flaudio,  to  undoe  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato ,  look  you  for 
any  other  iflue  > 

John.  Onely  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any thing. 

Bor.  Goe  then,  find  me  a  mcethoure  ,  to  draw  or. 
Pedro  and  the  Count  Claudit  alone,  tell  them  that  you 
know  tkat  Hero  loves  me,  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both 
to  the  Prince  and  Claudia  (as  in  a  love  of  your  brothers 
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honor  who  hath  made  this  match  )  and  his  friends  repu- 

tation ,  who  is  thus  like  to  becofen'd  with  the  femblance 
of  a  maid,that  you  have  difcoverd  thus :  they  will  fcarce- 
ly  believe  this  without  triall :  offer  them  inftances  which 
mall  bear  no  leffe  likelihood,  than  to  fee  me  at  her  cham- 

ber window ,  hear  me  call  Margaret ,  Hero ;  hear  Mar- 
garet terme  me  Claudia ,  and  bring  them  to  fee  thiSj  the 

very  night  before  the  intended  wedding ,  for  in  the 
mean  time,  I  will  fafliion  the  matter ,  that  HVrofhall 

be  abfent ,  and  there  fliall  appear  fuch  feeming  truths  of 

Heros  difloyalty,  that  jealoufie  fliall  be  calld  affurance, 
and  all  the  preparation  overthrown. 

Joh.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  ilTue  it  can,  I  will  put 
it  in  pra&ife :  be  cunning  in  the  working  this ̂   and  thy 
fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bor.  Be  thou  conflant  in  the.  aceufation,  and  my 
cunning  fliall  not  fhame  me. 

Iohn.  I  will  prefently  goe  learn  their  day  of  marri- 
age. Exit. 

Enter  Beneditkj  *loni. 

Bene.  Boy. 

Boy.  Signior. 
Bene.  In  my  chamber  window  lies  a  book  ?  bring  it 

hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  I  am  here  already  fir.  Exit. 
Bene.  I  know  that,  but  I  would  have  thee  hence ,  and 

here  again.  I  doc  much  wonder  ,  that  one  man  feeing 
how  much  another  man  is  a  fool ,  when  he  dedicates  his 
behaviours  to  love ,  will  after  he  hath  lauglu  at  fuch 
fliallow  follies  in  others^  becqme  the  argument  of  his 
own  fcorne,  by  falling  in  love,and  fuch  a  man  is  Claudio, 
I  have  known  when  there  was  no  autfick  with  him  but 

the  drum  and  the  fife ,  and  now  had  he  rather  hear  the 

taberand  the  pipe  :  I  have  known  when  he  would  have 
walkt  ten  mile  a  foot,  to  fee  a  good  armor,  arid  , now  will 
he  lie  ten  nights  awake  carving  the  fafliion  of  a  n  ew.dub- 
let :  he  was  wont  to  fpeak  plain,  and  to  the  pmpofe  ( like 

an  honcft  man  and  a  fouldier)andnow  is  he  turn'd  ortho- 
graphy ,  his  words  are  a  tery  fantaflical  banquet ,  juft  fo 

many  mange  diflies :  mayl  be  fo  converted,  and  fee  with 
thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ,  I  think  not :  Iwill  not  be 
fworn ,  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  oyfter,  but  Tie 
take  my  oath  on  it ,  till  he  have  made  an  oyfler  of  me,he 
fliall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool :  one  woman  is  fair ,  yet 
I  am  well :  another  is  wife  ,  yet  I  am  well  :  another  ver- 

tuous ,  yet  I  am  well :  but  till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman, 
one  woman  mall  not  come  in  my  grace :  rich  flie  lliall 

be,  that's  certain:  wife,  or  1'ic  none;  vertuous ,  or  Tie 
never  cheapon  herrfair ,  or  Tie  never  look  on  her :  milde, 
or  come  not  near  me  :  Noble ,  or  not  for  an  Angell :  of 
good  difcourfe :  an  excellent  Mufitian ,  and  her  hair  lliall 
be  of  what  colour  it  plcafe  God  ,  hah  /  the  Prince  and 
Monfieur  Love,  I  will  hide  me  in  the  Arbor. 

Enter  Prince,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  lack^Wilfon. 
Prince.  Come,  (hall  we  hear  his  this  mufick  ? 

.  Claud.  Yea  my  good  Lord  :  how  Mill  the  evening  i", 
As  huftit  on  purpofe  to  grace  harmony. 

Prince.  See  you  where  Benedicks  hath  hid  himfclf  ? 
Clan.  O  very  well  my  Lord  :  the  muhek  ended. 

We'll  fit  the  kid-fox  with  a  penny  worth. 

Prince.  Come  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  fong  again. 
Balth.  O  good  my  Lord,  taxc  not  fo  bad  a  voy«e, 

To  flandcr  mufick  any  more  then  once. 
Prince. 
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Prince.  It  is  the  witnefs  [till  ot"  excellency, 
To  puc  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfection, 
I  pray  thec  ling,  and  lec  mc  wooc  no  more. 

Balth.  Bccaufe  you  talk  af  wooing,  I  will  fiug, 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fuit, 

To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  woo's, Yet  will  he  fwear  he  loves. 

Prince,  Nay  pray  thee  come, 
Or  if  thou  will  hold  longer  argument, 
Doc  it  in  notes. 

Baith.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 

There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 
Prince.  Why  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  he  fpeaks, 

Note  notes  forfooth,  and  nothing. 
Bene.  Now  divine  aire ,  now  is  his  foul  raviuYt ,  is  it 

not  ftrange  that  lheeps  guts  fhould  hale  fouls  out  of 

mens  bodies  ?  well ,  a  home  for  my  money  when  all's done. 

The  Song. 

Sigh  no  more  Ladiesyfigh  no  more, 
xJAien  were  deceivers  ever , 
One  foot  inSettr  and  one  on  jhoref 
To  one  thing  conflant  never  : 
Thenfgh  not  f%  but  let  them  goet 

tyfnd  be  jott  blith  and  bonny ', 
Converting  all  your  founds  of  ytoe  , 
Into  hey  nonyy  nony. 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  fing  no  more^ 

Of  dump  fo  dull  and  heavy. 
The  fraud  of  men  were  ever  fo^ 
Since  fummer  first  was  leavyt 
Thenjigh  not  fo7  &c. 

'Prince.  By  my  troth  a  good  fong. 
Balth.  And  an  ill  finger  my  Lord. 

Prince.  Ha,  no,  no  'faith,  thou  fing'ft  well  enough  for a  fhift. 

Bene.  And  he  had  been  a  dog  that  fhould  have  howl'd 
thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him ,  and  I  pray  God  his 
bad  voyce  bode  no  mifchief ,  I  had  as  lieve  have  heard 

the  night-raven ,  come  what  plague  could  have.come  af- 
ter it. 

Prince.  Yea  marry,  doft  thou  hear  Balthazar?  I  pray 
:e  get  us  fonie  excellent  mufick  :  for  to  morrow  night 

we  would  have  it  at  the  Lady  Heroes  chamber  window. 
Balth.  The  beft  I  can  my  lord.      Sxit.  Balthazar. 
Prince.  Doe  fo,  farewell.  Come  hither  Leonato,  what 

was  it  you  told  me  of  to  day ,  that  your  Niece  Beatrice 
was  in  love  withSignior  Benedicke  ? 

£lau.  O  I,  ftalke  on,  ftalke  on,  the  foul  fits.  I  did  ne- 
ver think  thaf  Lady  would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither,  but  moft  wonderfull,  that  fhe 

fhould  fo  doat  on  Signior  Benedicks  ,  whom  fhe  hath  in 
all  outward  behaviours  feemed  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  pollible,  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 
Leon.By  my  troth  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to  think 

of  it,  but  that  fhe  loves  him  with  an  inraged  affection, 
it  is  paft  the  infinite  of  thought. 

Prince.  May  be  fhe  doth  but  counterfeit, 
Claud.  Faith  like  enough. 
Leon.  O  God/  counterfeit?  there  was  never  counter- 

feit of  paffion,  came  fo  neer  the  life  of  paflion  as  fhe  dis- 
covers it. 

Prince.  Why  what  effects  of  paifton  thews  (he  ? 
Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well ,  the  fifh  will  bite. 
Leon.  What  effe&s  my  Lord?  fhe  will  fit  you  ,  you 

heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 
Claud.  She  did  indeed. 

Prin.  How,  how  I  pray  you?  you  amaze  me,  I  would 
have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  againft  all 
affaults  of  affection. 

Leo.  I  would  have  fworne  it  had ,  my  lord ,  efpecially 

againft  Benedicke. 
Bene.  I  fhould  think  this  a  gull ,  but  that  the  white- 

bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it :  knavery  cannot  fure.hide  him- 
fclf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  tane  th'  infection,  hold  it  up. 
Prince.  Hath  fhe  made  her  affection  known  to  Be- 

nedicke  ? 

Leonato.  No  ,  and  fwcars  fhe  never  will ,  that's  her torment. 

£laud.  'Tis  true  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  fayes :  fhall 
I,  fayes  fhe  ,  that  have  fo  oft  encountred  him  with  fcorn  , 
write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leo.  This  faies  fhe  now  when  fhe  is  beginning  to 

write  to  him,  for  fhee'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night ,  and 
there  will  fhe  fit  in  her  fmock  ,  till  fhe  have  writ  a  fheet 

of  paper  :  my  daughter  tells  us  all. 
Cla.  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  paper ,  I  remember 

a  pretty  jeft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 
Le oh.  O  when  fhe  had  writ  it ,  and  reading  it  over , 

fhe  found  Benedicke  and  Beatrice  between  the  fheet. 
Clau.  That. 

Leon.  O  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  halfpence, 

raild  at  her  felf ,  that  fhe  fhould  be  fo  immodeft,  to  write 
to  one  that  fhe  knew  would  flout  her  :  I  meafuie  him  , 

faies  fhe ,  by  my  own  fpirit,  for  I  fhould  flout  him  if  he 
writ  to  me,  yea  though  I  love  him,  I  fhould. 

Clau.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  falls  ,  weeps , 

fobs ,  beats  her  heart ,  tears  her  hair  >  pray's ,  curfes,  O 
fweet  Benedicke,  God  give  me  patience. 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed  ,  my  daughter  faies  fo,  and  the 
extafie  hath  fo  much  overborn  her ,  that  my  daughter  is 
fometime  afeard  ihe  will  doe  a  defperate  cut-rage  to  her 
felf,  it  is  very  true. 

Prince.  It  were  good  that  Benedicke  knew  of  it  by 
forneother^  if  fhe  will  not  d  ifcover  it. 

Clau.  To  what  end  ?  he  would  but  make  a  fport  of  if, 
and  torment  the  poor  Lady  worfe. 

Prin.  And  he  fhould  ,  it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him, 

file's  an  excellent  fweet  Lady ,  and  (out  of  all  fufpition,) fhe  is  vertuous. 

Clau.  And  fhe  is  exceeding  wife! 

Prin.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedicke. 
Leon.  O  my  lord ,  wifdome  and  bloud  combating  in 

fo  tender  a  body ,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one  ,  that  bloud 
hath  the  victory,  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft  caufe, 

being  her  Uncle, and  her  Guardian. 
Prince.  I  would  fhe  had  beftowed  this  dotage  ©n  me, 

I  would  have  daft  all  other  refpeCts  ,  and  made  her  half 

my  felf :  I  pray  you  tell  Benedick*  of  it ,  and  hear  what he  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good  think  you  ? 

Cla.  Hero  thinks  fureiy  fhe  will  die,  for  fhe  faies  fhe 

will  die ,  if  he  love  her  not ,  and  fhe  will  die  ere  ihe" 
make  her  love  known,  and  fine  will  die  if  he  wooc  her, 

rather  then  fhe  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accuitomed crofsnefs. 

Prin.  She  doth  well,  if  fhe  fhould  make  tender  of  her  i 

love ;  / 
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lovcT^is  very  pomblc  he'll  (corn  it ,  for  the  man  ( 
 as  you 

know  all)  hath  a  contemptible  fpitit. 

CUtt.  He  is  a  very  proper  man.  
' 

Prln.  H:  hafcindced  a  good  outward  happmtlle
. 

Clau.  'Fore  God,  and  in  my  mind  very  wife. 

Prln.  He  doth  indeed  fhew  fome  fpaiks  that  are  like
 

wic 

Leon.  And  T  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

Pr'm.  As  Heftor,  I  affure  you,  and  in  the  managing  of 

quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  wife ,  for  either  he  avo
ids  them 

with  great  difcrction,  or  undertakes  them  with  a  Chn
- 

ftian  like  fear.  . 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  a  muft  neceflanly  keep  peace, 

if  he  break  the  peace  ,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a  quarrell 
with  fear  and  trembling. 

Prln.  And  fo  will  he  do,  for  the  man  doth  fear  God, 

howfoevcr  it  fecms  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  jcafts  he 

will  make  :  well  I  am  forry  for  your  niece ,  fhall  we  goe 

fee  Benedlck^zud  tell  him  of  her  love  >. 

flattd.  Never  tell  him  ,  my  Lord,  let  her  wear  it  out 

with  good  counfell. 

Leon.  Nay  that's  impoffible ,  fhe  may  wear  her  heart out  fiift. 

Prln.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your  daugh- 

ter, let  it  coole  the  while,  1  love  Benedlc^zW  ,  and  I 

could  wifh  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelf ,  to  fee 

how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a  Lady. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 
Clau.  If  he  do  not  doat  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 

truft  my  expectation. 
Prln.  Let  there  be  the  fame  Net  fpred  for  her,  and  that 

muft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewoman  carry  :  the 

fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  opinion  of  anothers 

dotase,  and  no  fuch  matter,  that's  the  Scene  that  I  would 
fee,  which  will  be  meerly  a  dumb  fhew:  let  us  fend  her 
to  call  him  into  dinner.   .  Exeunt. 

Ben.  This  can  be  no  trick,  the  conference  was  fadly 
borne,  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero  ,  they  feem 

to  pity  the  Lady  :  it  fcems  her  affections  have  the  full 
bent :  love  me  ?  why  it  muft  be  requited  :  I  hear  how  I 

am  cenfur'd ,  they  fay  I  will  bear  my  felf  proudly  ,  If  I 
perceive  the  love  come  from  her :  they  fay  too,  that  fhe 

will  rather  die  than  give  any  fign  of  affection  :  I  did  ne- 
ver think  to  marry  ,  I  muft  not  feem  proud,  happy  are 

they  that  hear  their  detractions ,  and  can  put  them  to 

mending  :  they  fay  the  Lady  is  fair ,  'tis  a  truth  ,  I  can 
bear  them  witneffe  :  and  vertuous ,  'tis  fo ,  I  cannot  rc- 
?rove  it :  and  wife,  but  for  loving  me ,  by  my  troth  it  is 
no  addition  to  her  wit ,  nor  no  great  argument  of  her 
folly  ;  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her,I  may  chance 
iave  feme  odde  quirks  and  remains  of  wit  broken  on 

me  ,  becaufe  I  have  raii'd  fo  long  againft  marriage  :  but 
doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  a  man  loves  the  meat  in 
lis  youth  ,  that  he  cannot  indure  in  his  age.  Shall  quips 
and  fentences ,  and  thefe  paper  bullets  of  the  brain  awe 
a  man  from  the  career  of  his  humour  ?  No  ,  the  world 

muft  be  peopled.  When  I  faid  I  would  die  a  batchelor  ,  1 
did  not  think  I  fhould  live  till  I  were  married  :  here  comes 

Beatrice :  by  this  day,  fhe's  a  fair  Lady,  I  doe  fpic  fomc marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Againft  my  will  I  amfent  to  bid  you  come  into 
dinner. 

Ben.  Fair  Beatrice ,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofc  tjianks,  then  you  { 
take  pains  to  thank  me  ;  if  it  had  been  painfull ,  I  would 
not  have  come. 

Ben.  You  take  plcafure  then  in  the  incfTW 

Beat.  Yea  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  rpon  a  knives 
point ,  and  choak  a  daw  withal!:  you  hay?  no  ftomach 

Signior,  fare  you  well. 

Exit. 

Ben.  Ha,  againft  my  will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come 

in  to  dinner  :  there's  a  double  meaning  jn  tnac .  j  t00^ 
no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks ,  then  you  took  pains  to 

thank  me,  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that  I  take 
for  you  is  as  eafie  as  thanks :  if  1  do  not  take  pity  of  her 
I  am  a  villain  ,  if  I  do  not  love  her  I  am  a  Jew ,  I  will 

goe  get  her  picture.  Exit. 

AUus  Tertius. 

Enter  Hero  and  two  Gentlemen,  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  Good  Margaret  run  thee  to  the  parlour, 
There  fhalt  thou  find  my  Cofin  Beatrice, 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudlo, 
Whitper  her  ear,  and  tell  her  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  Orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfc 

Is  all  of  her,  fay  that  thou  over-hcardft  us, 
And  bid  her  fteal  into  the  pleached  bovver, 
Where  hony-fuckles  ripened  by  the  fun 
Forbid  the  fun  to  enter  :  like  favourites, 

Made  proud  by  Princes,  that  advance  their  pride  . 
Againft  that  power  that  bred  it ,  there  will  fhe  hide  her? 
To  liften  to  our  purpofe,  this  is  thy  Office  , 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  He  make  her  come  I  warrant  prefently.  Exit. 
Hero.  Now  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come  , 

As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down , 
Our  talk  muft  onely  be  of  Benedick^, 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part , 
To  praife  him  more  then  ever  Man  did.  merit , 
My  talk  to  thee  muft  be  how  Benedick^ 
Is  lick  in  love  with  Beatrice :  of  this  matter. 
Is  little  Cupids  crafty  arrow  made  , 

That  onely  wounds  by  hear- fay  :  now  begin  , 

Enter  Beatrice. 

For  look  where  Beatrice  like  a  Lapwing  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Urf.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifli 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  ftream , 

And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait: 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice  ,  who  even  now, 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture, 

Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  Dialogue. 
Her.  Then  goe  we  near  her  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing, 

Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it : 
No  truely  Urfula,  fhe  is  too  difdainfull , 
I  know  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild  , 

As  Haggerds  of  the  rock. 
Vrf.  But  are  you  fure, 

That  Benedlck^hves  Beatrice  fo  intirely  ? 

Her.  So  fayes  the  Prince,  and  my  new  trothed  Lord. 
1lrf.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  Madam  ? 
Her.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it , 

But  I  perfwaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick^, 
K  To 
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To  with  him  wraflle  wich  affcclion  , 

I  And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

|     Urf.  Why  did  you  fo,  doth  not  the  Gentleman 
i  Deici  ve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed  , 

J  As  ever  Beatrice  lb  all  couch  upon  ?  .  . 

[     Hero.  OGod  of  love .'  1  know  he  doth  defcrve, 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 

Bu:  nature  never  fram'd  a  womans  heart, 
Of  prouder  fluffc  then  that  of  Beatrice  : 

Difdain  and  Scorn  ride  f pa  riding  in  her  eye, 

Mif-puz  ng  what  thcy.look  on,  and  her  wit 
Values  it  felf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  clfe  feems  weak  :  fhe  cannot  love , 

Nor  take  no  fhnpe  nor  project  of  afrcdUon  ; 
*  h  -  is  fo  felfindeared. 

Urf  Sure  I  think  fo , 

And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  leve,  left  flic  make  fport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why  ygAi  fpc.ik  truth,!  never  yet  faw  man, 

How  wife,  how  noolc,  youn*z,  how  rarely  fcatui'd. 

But  ("he  would  Ipell  him  backward  :  if  fairfae'd  , She  would  fwcar  the  gentleman  fhould  be  her  fifter: 

If  black,  why  Nature  di  awing  of  an  antick, 
Made  a  foul  blot :  if  tall,  a  launce  ill-headed : 
If  low,  an  agot  very  vildly  cut : 
If  fpeaking,  why  h  vane  blown  with  all  winds , 
If  filcnt,  why  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turncs  fbe  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out, 
And  never  gives  to  t  tilth  and  Vertue,  that 

Which  fimplcnefle  and  merit  putchafeth. 

Urf.  Sure,  fure,fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 
Hero.  No,  not  to  be  fo  odd:,  and  from  all  fafhions, 

As  Beatrice  is,  cannct  be  commendable, 

But  who  dare  cell  her  fo  ?  if  I  fhould  fpeak, 
She  would  mock  me  into  aire,  O  fhe  would  laugh  mc 
Out  of  my  felf,  prcfle  me  to  death  with  wit, 
Therefore  let  Bezeditkjikz  covered  fire , 

Confume-  away  in  fighs,  wade  inwardly  : 
It  were  a  bitter  death,  to  die  with  mocks , 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urf.  Yet  tell  her  of  it,  hear  what  (lie  will  fay.. 

Her.  No,  rathe.:  I  will  goe  to  Benedick^, 
And  counfail  him  to  fight  againft  his  paffion  , 
And  truly  He  devife  fome  honeft  flanders, 
To  (lain  my  cofin  with  :  one  doth  not  know, 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Urf.  O  doe  not  do  your  cofin  fuch  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgement , 
Having  fo  fwift  and  excellent  a  wit 

As  fhe  is  priz'd  to  have,  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  Gentleman  as  fignibr  Benedick^. 

Her.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Itnly  , 
Alwaies  excepted,  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urf.  I  pray  you  be  not  angry  with  me,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy:  Signior  Benedict 
For  fhape,  for  bearing  argument  and  valour. 
Goes  forfnoft  in  report  through  Italy. 

Her.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 
Vrf  His  excellence  did  earn  it  ere  he  had  it  : 

When  are  you  married  Madam  ? 

Her.  Why  every  day  to  morrow,  come  goe  in  , 
Ilefhewthee  ibme  attires,  and  have  thy  counfell, 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furnifh  me  to  morrow. 

Urf.  She's  tnne  I  warrant  you, 
We  have  caught  her  Madam  ? 

Hero.  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps, 

Some  Cupid*  kills  with  arrow?,  fome  with  traps.  Exit. 
Beat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  can  this  be  true  ? 

Stand  I  condemn'd  for  pride  and  fcorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farewell,  and  maiden  pride, adieu  , 
No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch, 
And  Benedick^  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee, 
Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  : 

Ifthou  dos't  love,  my  kindneflfe  ilialtincite  thee To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  bawd. 
For  others  fay  thou  doft  delerve,  and  I 
Believe  it  better  then  re;ortingly.  Exit. 

Enter  Prince  ̂ Claudio,  Benedick^  and  Leonato. 

Prince.  I  doe  but  ftay  till  your  marriage  be  confum- 
mate,  and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Clan.  Tie  bring  you  thither  my  Lord,  if  you'I  vouch- 
fafe  me. 

Prin.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 
gloffe  of  your  marriage,  as  to  (hew  a  child  his  new  coat 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it ,  I  will  onely  be  bold  with 
Benedick^  for  his  company  ;  for  from  the  crown  of  his 
head,  to  the  fole  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth,  he  hath  twice 
or  thrice  cut  Cupids  bow-ftring,and  the  little  hang-man 
dare  not  (hoot  at  him,  he  hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a  bell, 
and  the  tongue  is  the  clapper,  for  what  his  heart  thinks, 
his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Ben.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  bin. 

Leu,  So  fay  I ;  methinks  you  are  fadder. 
Clau.  I  hope  he  be  in  love. 

Prin.  Hang  him  truant ,  there's  no  true  drop  of  bloud 
in  him  to  be  truly  toucht  with  love,  if  he  be  fad,he  wants 

money. 

Ben.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 
Prin.  Draw  it. 
Ben.  Hang  it. 

Clan.  You  muft  hang  it  firfl ,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

Prin.  WThat  ?  figh  for  the  tooth-ach. 
Leon.  Where  is  but  a'  humour  or  a  worm. 
Ben.  Well,  every  one  cannot  maftcr  a  grief ,  but  he 

that  has  it. 

Clan.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

Prin.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancie  in  him,  unleffe 
it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes ,  as  to  be  a 
Dutchman  to  day,  a  Frenchman  to  morrow  :  unleffe  he 
have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery  ,  as  it  appears  he  hath ,  he 
is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as  you  would  hive  it  to  appear he  is. 

Clau.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there  is 

no  believing  old  fignes  ,  a  brufhes  his  bat  a  mornings ; 
What  fhould  that  bode  ? 

'Prin.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  Barbers  ? 
Clau.  No  ,  but  the  Barbers  man  hath  been  feen  with 

him ,  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already 
(tuft  tennis  halls. 

Leon.  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the  loffe of  a  beard. 

Prin.  Nay  a  rubs  himfelf  with  Civic ,  can  you  fmell 
him  out  by  that  ? 

Clau.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay  ,  the  fweet  youth's  in love. 

Prin.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 
Clau.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafh  his  face? 

Prin.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which  I  hear 
what  they  fay  of  him. 

Clau.  Nay,  but  his  jelling  fpirit ,  which  is  now  crept 

into  a  lute-firing,  and  now  govern'd  by  flops. 
Prince. 
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■ ''-  <prln.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him :  conclude, 
he  is  in  love. 

CUu.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Prln.  That  would  I  know  too  ,  I  warrant  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Clau.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions,  and  in  defpight  of 

all,  dies  for  him. 

Pr'w.  She  (hall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards. 

Ben.  Yes  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ake  ,  old  fig- 

nior,  walk  afide  with  me  ,  I  have  ttudied  eight  or  nine 

wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you  ,  which  thefe'  hobby- horfes mult  not  hear. 

Prln.  For  my  life  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice. 

Clau.  Tis  even  toflero  and  CMargaret  have  by  this 

played  their  parts  with  Beatrice,  and  then  the  two  Bears 
will  not  bite  one  another  when  they  meet. 

Enter  John  the  B  a  Hard. 

Baft.  My  Lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you^ 
Prln.  Good  den  brother. 

Baft.  If  your  leifure  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Prln.  In  private  ? 
Baft.  If  it  pleafe  you  ,  yet  Count  Claudio  may  hear, 

for  what  I  would  fpeak  of, concerns  him. 

Prln.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Baft.  Means  your  Lordfhip  to  be  married  to  mor- 

row ? 

Prln.  You  know  he  does* 

Baft.  I  know  not  that  when  he  knows  what  I  know. 

Clan.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you  difco- 
ver  it. 

Baft.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not ,  let  that  appear 
hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will  ma- 

nifeft,  for  my  brother  (I  think,  he  holds  you  well,  and  in 
dearnelTc  of  heart )  hath  holpe  to  effect  your  enfuing 

marriage :  furely  fute  ill  fpent,  and  labour  ill  beftowed. 

Prln.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Baft.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you ,  and  cirenmftances 

fhortned,  (for  fhe  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of )  the 
Lady  is  difloyal. 

Clan.  Who/  Here! 

Baft.  Even  fhe,  Leonato^s  Hero,  your  Hero,  every mans  Hero. 

Clau.  D  {loyal? 

Baft .  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nefle  ,  I  could  fay  fhe  were  worfe ,  think  you  of  a  worfe 

title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it  :'wonder  not  till  further  war- 
rant :  goe  but  with  me  to  night,  you  fhall  fee  her  cham- 

ber window  entrcd,  even  the  night  before  her  wedding 
day,  if  you  love  her  ,  then  to  morrow  wed  her :  but  it 
would  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Clan.  May  this  be  fo  ? 
Prln.  I  will  not  think  it. 

Baft.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee  ,  confeffe  not 
that  you  know :  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhew  you 
enough,  and  when  you  have  feen  more ,  and  heard  more, 
proceed  accordingly. 

Clau.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to  night,  why  I  fhould  not 
marry  her  to  morrow  in  the  congregation,  where  I  fhould 
wed,  there  will  I  fhame  her. 

Pr'in.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her  >  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

Baft.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther ,  till  you  are  my 
witnelfes ,  bear  it  coldly  but  till  night ,  and  let  the  ilTue 
ihew  it  felf. 

Prln.  O  day  untowardly  turned  ? 

Ill 
Clan.  O  mifchict  ftr?nge.y  'thwarting  / 
Baft.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  I  fo  will  you  fay, 

when  you  have  feen  the  fequelc.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Dogbery  and  his  compartner  with  the  watch. 

Dog.  Are  you.  good  men  and  true?  < 
V erg.  Yea  ,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fhould  fuffer  j 

falvntion  body  and  foul. 

Dog.  Nay,  that  were  a  punifhment  too  good  for  them, 
if  they  fhould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chofen 
for  the  Princes  watch. 

V erg.  Well,  give  them  their  charg,  neighbour  Dog- 

bery. 

Dog.  Firft,  who  think  you  the  moft  defartleffe  man  to 
be  Conftable? 

Watch.  I.  Hugh  Ote-cake  fir,  or  George  Sea-cole,  for 
they  can  write  and  reade. 

Dog.  Come  hither  neighbour  Sea-coale ,  God  hath 
bleft  you  with  a  good  name  :  to  be  a  well-favoured  man, 
is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write  and  read,  comes  by Nature. 

Watch,  2.  Both  which  Mafter  Conftable 

Dog.  You  have  :  I  knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer  j 
well,  for  your  favour  fir,  why,  give  God  thanks,  and  make 
no  boaftof  it,  and  for  your  writing  and  reading,  let  that 
appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  iuch  vanity  ;  you  are 
thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fenffeffe  and  fit  man  for  the 

Conftable  of  the  watch :  therefore  bear  you  the  lan- 
thom  :  this  is  your  charge :  You  fhall  comprehend  all 

vagrom  men,  you  are  to  bid  any  man  ftand  in  the  Princes 
name. 

Watch.  2.  .How  if  a  will  not  ftand  .? 

Dog.  Why  then  take  no  note  of  him ,  but  let  him 
go,  and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  Watch  together,  and 
thank  God  you  are  ridde  of  a  knave. 

V irg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden' j  he  is none  of  the  Princes  fubje&s. 

Dog.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but  the 
Princes  fubjecls  \  you  fhall  alfo  make  no  noife  in  the 
ftreets:  for,  for  the  Watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  moft 
tollerable,  and  not  to  be  indured. 

Watch.  We  will  rather  flecp  then  talk  ,  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  Watch. 

Dog.  .Why  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet 
watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  fhould  offend  .• 
only  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftoln  well,  you 
are  to  call  at  all  the  Ale-houfes ,  and  bid  them  that  are 
drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

Watch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dog.  Why  then  let  them  alone  till  they  are  fober,  if  I 
they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer ,  you  tray  fay, 
they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  for. 

Watch.  Well  fir. 

Dog.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpe£t  him  ,  by 
vertue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man:  and  for  fuch 
kind  of  men ,  the  leflfe  you  meddle  or  make  with  them  , 
why  the  more  is  for  your  honefty. 

Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  fhall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dog.  Truly  by  your  office  you  may  ,  but  I  think  they 

that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd :  the  moft  peaceable  way 
for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let  him  fhewhim- 
felf  what  he  is,  and  ftealout  of  his  company. 

V erg.  You  have  bin  alwaies  call'd  a  mci  cifull  man 

partner. Dog.  Truely  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will,rriuch 
more  a  man  who  hath  any  honefty  in  Kirn. 

K  2  Z&Xgl 
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lrcrges.  It  you  hear  a  Child  cry  in  the  night,  you  mult 
call  to  the  Nmfc,  aud  bid  her  dill  it. 

Watch.  How  it' the  Nurfe  be  aflccp  and  will  not  hear us  ? 

Dog.  Why  then  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  Child 
wake  her  wkh.crying, 

b  when  it  bacs.  will 
for  the  Ewe  that  will  not  hear  her 

never  anfwer  a  Calf  when  ic 

bleats. 

Verges,  'Tis  very  true. 
Dcg.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge:  you  Conftable  are 

to  prefeni  the  Princes  own  p:rfon,  if  you  meet  the  Prince 
in  the  night,  you  may  ftay  him. 

Verges-  Nay  birlady  that  I  think  a  cannot. 

Dog.  Five  flullings  to  one  on'c  with  any  man  that 
knows  the  Statutes,  he  may  ftay  him,  many  not  without 

the  Prince  be  willing,  for  indeed  the  Watch  ought  to  of- 
fend no  man,  and  it  is  an  offence  to  ftay  a  man  againft 

his  will. 

Verges.  Birlady  I  think  it  be  fo. 
Dog.  Ha,  ah  ha,  well  maftcrs  good  night, and  there  be 

any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me,  keep  your  fel- 
lows counfells ,  and  your  own,  and  good  night,  come 

neighbour. 
Watch.  Well  mafters,  we  hear  our  charge,  let  us  go 

fit  here  upon  the  Church  bench  till  two,  and  then  all  to 
bed. 

'Dog.  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours.  I  pray  you 
watch  about  Signior  Leonatoes  door,  for  the  wedding  be- 

ing there  to  morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to  night,  adiew, 
be  vigilant  I  befeech  you.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Borachlo  and  Conrade. 

Bor.  What,  Qonrade  > 
Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not. 
Bor.  Conrade  I  fay. 

Con,  Here  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 
Bor.  Mafs  and  my  elbow  itcht,  I  thought  there  would 

a  fcabbe  follow. 

Con.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that,  and  now  for- 
ward with  thy  tale. 

Bor.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  Pent-houfe,  for 
itdi  izles  rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard,  utter  all 
to  thee. 

Watch.  Some  treafon  mafters,  yet  ftand  clofe.  - 
Bor.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John  a 

thoufand  Ducates. 

C°n.  Is  it  poflible  that  any  villany  fhould  be  fo  dear  ? 

Bor.  Thou  fhould'ft  rather  aske  if  it  were  poflible  any 
villany  fhould  be  fo  rich  ?  for  when  rich  villains  have 
need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price  they 
will. 

Con.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bor.  That  fliews  thou  art  Unconfirm'd,  thou  knoweft 
that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a  cloake,  is  no- 

a  man. 

Yes,  it  is  apparell. . 
I  mean  the  fafhion. 
Yes  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Tufti ,  I  may  as  well  fay  the  fool's  the  fool,  but feeft  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion  is? 

Watch.  I  know  that  deformed,  a  has  been  a  vile  thief 

this  feven  yeares,  a  goes  up  and  down  like  a  Gentleman  : 
I  remember  his  name. 

Bor.  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  fome  body  ? 
Con.  No,  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 
Bor.  Seeft  thou  not  (I  fay)  what  a  deformed  thief 

bloods,  between  fouircen  and  five  and  thirty,  lometimes 1 
fafhioning  them  like  Pharaoes  foldiers  in  the  rechie 

painting,fomtimes  like  god-Bell's  priefts  in  the  old  Church 
window,  fometimelike  the  fhaven  Hercu/es'm  thefmircht 
worm-eaten  tapeftry,  where  his  cod-piece  fecms  as  mailie as  his  club. 

Con.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee  that  the  fafhion  wears  out 
more  apparell  then  the  man  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy  fe]f  o\d. 
die  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  haft  fhiftcd  out  ofthy 
talc  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

Bor.  Not  fo  neither,  but  know  that  I  have  to  ni^ht 

wooed  Margaret  the  Lady  Here's  gentlewoman,  by  rhe name  of  Hero  ;  fhe  leans  nie  out  at  her  miftris  chambei 
window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night  :  I  tell  this 
tale  Vildly  :  I  fhould  firft  tell  thee  how  the  Prince  Clan- 
dlo  and  my  Mafter  planted,  aad  placed,  and  poiTeffcd  by 
my  Mafter  Don  John  ,  faw  a  far  off  in  the  Orchard  this 
amiable  encounter. 

Con.  And  thought  thy  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 
Bor.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  ClaudtOjbm 

the  devil  my  Mafter  knew  fhe  was  Margaret,  and  partly 
by  his  oathes,  which  firft  poffeft  them,  partly  by  the  dark 
night  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly,  by  my  villa- 

ny, which  did  confirm  any  {lander  that  Don  John  had 
made,  away  went  Claudio  enraged,  fwore  he  would  meet 
her  as  he  was  appointed  next  morning  at  the  Temple,  and 
there,  before  the  whole  Congregation  fhame  her  wich 

what  he  faw  o're  night,  and  fend  her  home  again  without a  Husband. 

Watch,  i.  We  charge  you  in  the  Princes  name  ftand. 
Watch.  2.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  Conftable,  we  have 

here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  a  Common-wealth. 

Watch,  i .  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them,  I  know 
him,  a  weares  a  lock, 

thing  to 
Con. 
Bor. 
Con. 
Bor. 

Con.  Mafters,  mafters. 

bring 

Deformed  forth 

this  fafhion  is,  how  giddily  a  turns  about  all  the  Hot-  [  full  and  excellent  fafhion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't 

Watch.  2.  You'll  be  made warrant  you. 

Con.  Mafters,  never  fpeak,  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 

you  to  go  with  us. 
Bor.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity,  bems 

taken  up  of  thefe  mens  bills 
Con.  A  commodity  in  queftion  I  warrant  you,  come 

wee'll  obey  you.  Exeunt 
Enter  Hero  and  Margaret,  and  Vrfttla 

Hero.  Good  Vrfttla  wake  my  Coufin  Beatrice,  anc 
defire  her  to  rife. 

Vrfu.  I  will  Lady. 
Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Vrf.  Well. 
(JM.ar,  Troth,  I  think  your  other  rebato  were  better. 
Hero.  No  pray  thee  good  Meg  Pie  wear  this. 

Mar.  By  my  troth's  not  fo  good,  and  I  warrant  your Coufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero,  My  Coufin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another,  i'le wear  none  but  this. 

Mar.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the 

hair  were  a  thought  browner :  and  your  Gown's  a  moft 
rare  fafhion  ifaithj  I  faw  the  Dutcheffc  of  Mlllatns 
Gown  that  they  praifc  fo. 

Hero.  O  that  exceeds  they  fay. 

Mar.  By  my  troth's  but  a  Night-Gown  in  refpecT:  of 
yours,  cloth  a  gold  and  cuts,  and  lae'd  with  filvcr,  fet  with 
pearls  down-fleeves,  fide-fleeves,  and  skirts,  round,  un- 
dcrborn  with  a  blewifh  tinfel,  but  for  a  fine  qucint  grace - 

H 

ero. 
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Hero,  God  give  me  joy  to  wc^r  it,  for  my  heart  is  ex- 
ceeding heavie. 

CHarg.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon ,  by  the  weight  of a  man. 

Hero.  Tie  npon  thee,  art  not  afham'd  ? 
Marg.  Of  what  Lady?  offpeaking  honourably?  is 

not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  is  not  your  Lord 
honourable  without  marriage  \  I  think  you  would  have 

me  fay,  faving  your  reverence  a  husband  :  and  bad  think- 
ing do  not  wieft  true  f  peaking  ,  lie  offend  no  body  ,  is 

there  any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  husband  ?  none  I 
think,  and  it  be  the  right  husband  ,  and  the  right  wife  , 

otherwife  'us  light  and  not  heavy,  ask  my  Lady  Beatrice 
elle,  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow  Coze. 
Beat,  Good  morrow  fweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why  how  now  }  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick  tune  ? 
Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tunc  me  thinks. 

Mar.  Claps  into  Light  a  love  ,  (  that  goes  without  a 
burden, )  do  you  fing  it  and  He  dance  it. 

Beat.  Ye  light  alove  with  your  heels,  then  if  your 

husband  have  ftabks  enough ,  you'll  look  he  {hall  lack 
no  barnes. 

Mar.  O  illegitimate  conftrudion  /  I  Uorn  that  with 

my  heels. 

Beat.  Tis  almoft  five  a  clock  cofin,  'tis  time  you  were 
ready,  by  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill,  hey  ho. 
Mar.  For  a  hauk,  a  horfe,  or  a  husband  ? 
Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

i^Mar.  Well,  and  you  be  not  tuin'd  Turk ,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ftarre. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool  trow  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  every  one  their  hearts 
defire. 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  Count  fent  me  ,  they  are  an 
excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftuft  cofin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

<JHar.  A  maid  and  ftufc  t  there's  a  goodly  catching of  cold. 

Beat.  O  God  help  me,  God  help  me ,  how  long  have 

you  profeft  apprehenfion  ?  ' 
Mar.  Ever  fince  you  left  it ,  doth  not  my  wit  become 

me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough  ,  you  fhould  wear  it  in 
your  cap,  by  my  troth  I  am  nek. 

Mar.  Get  youfomeofthisdiftilPd  carduus  benedlElns 
and  lay  it  to  your  heart,  it  is  the  onely  thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prickft  her  with  a  thiffell. 
Beat.  BenedlElns  ,  why  benedlfiw  ?  you  have  fome 

moral  in  this  bene ii tins . 

Mar.  Moral  ?  no  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing ,  I  meant  plain  holy  thiffel ,  you  may  think  per- 

chance that  I  think  you  arc  in  love,  nay  birlady  I  am  not 
fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift  ,  nor  I  lift  not  to  think 
what  I  can,  nor  indeed  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think 

my  heart  out  of  thinking  ,  that  you  are  in  love ,  or  that 
you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love  :  yet  Bene- 

dict was  fuch  another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man ,  he 
fwore  he  would  never  marry,  and  yet  now  in  defpight  of 
his  heart  he  eates  his  meat  without  grudging,  and  how  you 
may  be  converted  I  know  not ,  but  me  thinks  you  look 
with  your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

\    Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps. 

W 

UWar.  Not  a  falfe  gallon. 
Enter  Ur[tila. 

Urf.  Madam,  withdraw,  the  Prince,  the  Count  •  fig_ 
nior  Benedick^,  Don  Jahny  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town 
are  come  to  fetch  you  to  Church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dreffe  me  good  coze  ,  good  Meg,  good 

UrfuU. 
Enter  Leonata  ,  and  the  Constable  and 

the  Headborongh. 

Leonato.  What  would  you  with  me,  honcft  neigh- bour ? 

Confi.  Dog.  Marry  fir  I  would  have  fome  confidence 
with  you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon,  Brief  I  pray  you,  for  you  fee  it  is  a  bufie  time with  me. 

Conit.  Dog.  Marry  this  it  is  fir. 
Htadb.  Yes  in  truth  it  is  fir.  . 

Leon.  What  is  it  my  good  friends  ? 

Conjt.  Dog.  Goodman  Verges  fir  fpeaks  a  little  of  the 
matter,  an  old  man  fir ,  and  his  wits  are  noc  fo  blunt,  as, 

God  help,I  would  defire  they  were,  but  infaith  honeft  as 
the  skin  between  his  browes. 

Headb.  Yes  I  thank  God ,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man 
living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  then  I. 

Const.  Dog.  Comparifons  are  odorous,  palabras, 
neighbour  Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedions. 

Conft,  Dog.  It  pleafcs  your  worfhip  to  fay  fo ,  but  we 

are  the  poor  Dukes  Officers,  but  truly  for  m'ne  own  part, 
if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  King ,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
beftow  it  all  of  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tcdioufneffe  on  me,  ah  ? 

Conn.  Dog.  Yea,  and*  twere  a  thoufand  times  more 
than  'tis,  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  Worfhip 
as  of  any  man  in  the  City  ,  and  though  I  be  but  a  peer 
man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, 

Headb.  And  fo  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay* 
Headb.  Marry  fir  our  watch  to  night ,  excepting  your 

worfhips  prefence,  have  tane  a  couple  of  as  arrant  knaves, 
as  any  in  Meffma. 

Confi.  Dog.  A  good  old  man  fir,  he  will  he  talking  as 
they  fay,  when  the  age  is  in  the  wit  is  out,  God  help  us, 
it  is  a  world  to  fee  :  well  faid  yfaith  neighbour  Verges^ 

well,  God's  a  good  man  ,  and  two  men  rides  an  horfe 
one  muft  ride  behind ,  an  honeft  foul  yfaith  fir,  by  my 
troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread ,  but  God  is  to  be  wor- 
fhipt,  all  men  are  not  alike,  alas  good  neighbour. 

Leon.  Indeed  neighbour  he  comes  too  fhort  of  you, 

Confi.  Dog.  Gifts  that  God  gives. 
Leon.  I  muft  leave  you, 

Confi;  Dtg.  One  word  fir ,  our  watch  fir  have  indeed 
comprehended  two  afpitious  pcrfonsj  and  we  would  have 
them  this  morning  examined  before  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  Take  their  cx-minationyour  felf ,  and  bring  it 
me,  I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto  you. 

Conft.  It  fhall  be  fuffigancc.'  [  exit. 
Leon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  goe :  fare  you  well. 

Mefi.  My  Lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give  your  daugh- ter to  her  husband. 

Leon.  lie  wait  upoa  them.  I  am  ready. 

Dogh.  Goe  good  partner^  goe  get  you  to  Franc;;  e- 
coale^  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  ihkhorn  to  the  Goale : 
we  are  now  to  examine  thofe  men. 

Verges.  And  we  muft  doe  it  wifely. 

\    Dough.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit  I  warrant  you 

K  2  here's 
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here's  that  ("hall  idrivc  Ionic  of  them  to  a  non-come  ,  on- 
ly get  the  learned  writer  to  let  down  our  excommunica- 

j  tion,  and  meet  mc  at  the  Jalle.  Exeunt. 

AUus  Quartus. 

Enter  Prince,  Baslard,  Leonato,  Frier ,  CUttdlo^  Bene- 
dick^ Hero,  and  Beatrice. 

Leon.  Come  Fi  ier  Francis,  be  brief,  onely  to  the  plain 
form  of  marring; ,  and  you  fhall  recount  their  particular 
duties  afterwards. 

Fran.  You  come  hither  my  Lord  to  marry  this  Lady. 
Clau.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  married  to  her ,  Frier,  you  come  to  rrar- 
rie  her.  .  • 

Frier.  Lady  ,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  to  this 
Count. 

Hero.  I  doe. 

Frier.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment 
\hy  ycu  lhould  not  he  conjoined ,  1  chaige  you  on  your 
fouls  to  utter  it. 

Clau.  Know  you  any,  H ero  ? 
Hero.  None  my  Lord. 
Frier.  Know  you  any,  Count  > 
Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  None. 

Clau.  O  what  men  dare  do ,'  what  men  may  do .'  what 
men  daily  do  / 

Ben.  How  now/  interjections?  why  then > ibme  be 

of  laughing,  as  ha,  ha,  he. 
Clan.  Stand  thee  by  Frier :  father,  by  your  leave, 

Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  foul 
iveme  this  maid  your  daughter? 
Leon.  As  freely  fon  as  God  did  give  her  mc. 
Clau.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe  worth 

May  counterpoifethis  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 
Prln.  Nothing,  unlefle  you  render  her  again. 
£lau.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankfulnefs : 

There  Leonato,  take  her  back  again , 
Give  not  this  rctten  Orange  to  your  friend  , 

She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  honour  .* Behold  how  like  a  maid  fhe  blufhes  here  1 

0  what  authority  and  fheW  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fin  cover  it  felf  withall  / 
Comes  net  thatbloud,  as  modeft  evidence, 
To  witneffe  fimple  Vertue  ?  would  you  not  fwear 
All  you  that  fee  her>  that  fhe  were  a  maid,. 
By  thefe  extcriour  fhews  ?  But  fhe  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  : 

Her  blufh  is  guiltinefle,  not  modeftie. 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean  rry  Lord  ? 
Clau.  Not  to  be  married  , 

Not  knx  my  foul  to  an  approved  wanton. 
Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  proofe  , 

Have  vanquifhc  the  refiftance  of  your  youth , 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity.  (  her ; 

Clau.  I  know  what  you  would  fay  :  if  I  have  known 
You  wiJl  fay,  (lie  did  imbrace  me  as  a  husband  , 
And  to  extenuate  the  forehand  fin  :  No  Leonato , 

1  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large, 
But  as  a  brother  to  hisfifter,  fhewed 
B;  ifhful]  fincerity  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  A,nd  feem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Clau.  Out  on  thee  feeming,  I  will  write  againft  it, 
You  feem  to  me  as  Diana  in  her  Orb  , 
As  chart  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown : 

But  yon  are  more  intemperate  in  your  bloud  , 
Than  V enw,  or  thofe  pampered  animals, 
That  rage  in  favage  feniuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fo  wide  ? 
Leon.  Sweet  Prince  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 
Prln.  What,  fhould  I  fpeak  ? 

I  ftand  difhonoUr'd  that  have  gone  about , 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  ftale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

Bafi.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  arc  true. 
Ben.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 
Hero.  True  /  O  God  / 

Clau.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  Prince  ?  is  this  the  Princes  brother  ? 

Is  this  face  Heroes  ?  are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 
Leon.  All  this  is  fo,  but  what  of  this  my  Lord  ? 
Clau.  Let  me  but  m&ve  one  queftion  to  your  daughter, 

And  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power, 

That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 
Leon.  I  charge  thee  to  do  as  thou  art  my  child. 
Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet, 

What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 
Leon.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 
Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  who  can  blot  that  name 

With  any  juft  reproach  ? 
.  Clau.  Marry  that  can  Hero  + 

Hero  it  felf  can  blot  out  Heroes  vertue. 
What  man  was  he,  talkt  with  you  yefternight, 
Out  at  your  window  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now  if  you  are  a  maid  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talkt  with  no  man  at  that  hour  my  Lord. 
Prln.  Why  then  you  are  no  maiden.  Leonato^ 

lamforry  you  muft  hear  .*  upon  mine  honour, 
My  felf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  Count 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night , 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber  window, 
Who  hath  indeed  moft  like  a  liberal  villain 

:  Confcft  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  feeret. 

J*hn.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  named  my  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of, 

The'  e  is  notchaftitv  enough  in  language , 
Without  offence  to  utter  them :  thus  pretty  Lady 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgovernment. 

^laud.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart  ? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair,  farewell 

Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity,  ^ 
For  thee  lie  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  Love, 

And  on  my  eye-lids  fhall  Conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm  , 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  mans  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  > 
Beat .  Why  how  now  cofin,  wherefore  fink  you  down? 

Baft.  Come,  let  us  go :  thefe  things  come  thus  to  light, i  Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

Ben.  How  doth  the  Lady  > 
Beat.  D'ad  I  think ,  help  uncle , 

Hert,  Why  Hero,  Uncle,  Signior  Benedict,  Frier. 
Leon.  O  Fate  /  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand, 

Death  is  the  faircft  cover  for  her  fhame 

That  may  be  wifht  for. 
Beat.  How 



*5\ducb  adoe  about  Soothing. 

Beat.  How  now  colin  Hero  ? 

Fri.  Have  comfort  Lady. 
Leo.  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 
Fri.  Yea,  wherefore  (hould  fhe  not  .? 
Leo.  Wherefore  ?  Why  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 

Cry  lhame  upon  her  ?  Could  fhe  here  denie 
The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  bloud  ? 

Do  not  live-  Heroy  do  not  ope  thine  eyes  : 

For  did  I  think  thou  would'ft  not  quickly  die , 

Thought  I  thy  fpkits  were  ftronger  then  thy  fhame's 
My  felf  would  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches 

Strike  at  thy  life.  Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I,  for  that  at  frugall  Natures  frame  ? 

One  too  much  by  thee  :  why  had  I  one  > 

Why  ever  was't  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not  with  charitable  hand 

Took  up  a  beggar's  iflfue  at  my  gate's, 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamie^ 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  k  is  mine : 

This  fhatne  derive's  it  felf  from  unknown  loins, 

But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much, 
That  I  my  felf,  was  to  my  felf  not  mine  : 

Valewing  of  her,  why  fhe,  O  fhe  is  fal'n 
Into  a  pit  of  Ink,  that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again, 

And  fait  too  little,  which  may  feafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefh. 

Ben.  Sir,  fir ,  be  patient :  for  my  part ,  I  am  fo  attired 
in  wonder,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O  on  my  foul  my  cofin  is  belied. 

Ben.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night  ? 
Bea.  No  truly:  not,although  untill  laft  night, 

I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow, 

Leon.  Confirm'd,  confirm'd ,  O  that  is  ftronger  made 
Which  was. before  barf'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron. 
Would  the  Prince  li.',  and  C Undid  would  he  lie 

Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
Wafh'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her,  let  her  die 

Fri.  Hear  me  a  little ,  for  I  have  onely  been  filent  fo 
long ,  and  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune,  by  no- 

ting  of  the  Lady,  I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  blufhina  a 

,  -ppantions, 
To  ftart  into  her  face,  a  thoufand  innocent  fhame's, 
In  Angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blufhes, 

And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  Princes  hold 

Againft  her  maiden  truth.  Call  me  a  fool, 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations, 
Which  with  experimental!  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenure  of  my  book  :  truft  not  my  age, 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  dignity, 
If  this  fweet  Lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here, 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be : 
Thou  feeft  that  all  the  Grace  that  fhe  hath  left, 
Is,  that  fhe  will  not  adde  to  her  damnation 

A  fin  of  perjury,  fhe  not  denies  it  : 

Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe, 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

Fri.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of  ? 
Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me ,  I  know  none : 

If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive 
Then  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy.  O  my  Father, 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  converft, 

At  hour's  unmeet,  or  that  1  yeftern.ght 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Fri.  There  is  fome  ftrange  mifpiifion  in  the  Prince. 
Ben.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honor, 

And  if  their  wifdom's  be  milled  in  this : 
The  pra&ife  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toile  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leon.  I  know  not :  if  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  lliall  tear  her  :  If  they  wrong  her  honor, 
The  proudeft  of  them  fhall  well  hear  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dried  this  bloud  of  mine, 

Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention,    .  . 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means, 

Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 

But  they  fhall  finde,  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kinde, 
Both  ftrength  oflimbe,and  policie  of  minde, 
Ability  in  means,  and  choife  of  friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Fri.  Paufe  a  while, 

And  let  my  counfell  fway  you  in  this  cafe, 
Your  daughter  here  the  Princefs  (left  for  dead) 
Let  her  a  while  be  fecrctly  kept  in, 

Andpublifh  it,  that  fhe  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation, 

And  oh  your  Families  old  monument,  *  . 

Hang  mouinfull  Epitaph's,  and  do  all  rites, 
That  appertain  unto  a  buriall. 

Leon.  What  fhall  become  of  this  ?  What  will  this  do 

Fri.  Marry  this  well  carried,  fhall  on  her  behalfe, 
Change  flander  to  rcmorfe,  that  is  fome  good: 
But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ftrange, courfe* 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth  : 

She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintain'd, 
Upon  the  inftant  that  fhe  was  accus'd,. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pittied,  and  excus'd 
Of  every  hearer :  for  it  fo  falls  out , 
That  what  we  have,  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 
Why  then  we  rack  the  value,  then  wc  finde 
The  vertue  that  poffeflion  would  not  fhew  us 
Whiles  it  was  ours;  fo  will  it  fare  with  Clattdio : 
When  he  fhall  hear  fhe  dyed  upon  his  words, 

Th'  Idea  of  her  life  fhall  fweetly  creep 
Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination. 

And  every  lovely  Organ  of  her  life, 

Shall  comeapparel'd  in  more  precious  habit: 
More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 
Into  the  eye  and  pi  ofpec\  of  his  foul 
Than  when  fhe  liv'd  indeed :  then  fhall  he  mourn, 
If  ever  Love  had  incereft  in  his  Liver, 
And  wifh  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her : 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true  : 
Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 
Will  fafhion  the  event  in  better  fhape 

Then  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  belevel'd  falfe, 
The  fuppofition  of  the  Ladies  death, 
Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 
And  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her, 
As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation, 
In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life, 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds  and  injuries.  • 
Ben.  Si gnior  Leonato,  let  the  Frier  advife  you, 

And  though  you  know  my  inwardnefs  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudio, 3  Yer 
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Yet,  by  mine  honor,  I  will  deal  in  this, 
As  fecretly  and  juftly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leon.  Being  that  1  flow  in  prief, 

The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Frier.  'Tis  well  contented,  prefently  away, 
For  to  ttrange  fores,  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the  cure, 
Come  Lady,  die  to  live,  this  wedding  day 

Pe:haps  is  but  prolong'd,havepatience  &  endure.  Exit. 
Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while? 
Bert.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene.  I  will  notdefire  that. 

Beat.  You  have  noreafon,  I  doe  it  freely. 

Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  your  fair  cofin  is  wrong'd. 
Beat.  Ah  ,  how  much  might  the  man  deferve  of  me 

that  would  right  her  / 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  fhew  fuch  friendfhip? 
Beat  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 
Bene.  May  a  man  doe  it  ? 
Beat.  It  is  a  mans  office,  but  not  yours. 
B ene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  ydu,  is 

not  that  ftrangc  ? 

Beat.  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not ,  it  were  as 
poflible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you  ,  but 
believe  me  not ,  and  yet  I  lie  not,  I  confefs  nothing ,  nor 
I  deny  nothing,  I  am  forry  for  my  cofin. 

Bene .   By  my  fword  Beatrice  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Beat,  Do  not  fwear  by  it  and  cat  it. 
Bene.  I  will  fwcar  by  it  that  you  love  me ,  and  I  will 

make  him  eat  it  that  faies  I  love  not  you. 
Beat.  Will  you  net  cat  your  word  ? 
Bene.  With  no  fawce.that  can  be  devifed  to  it,  I  pro- 

teft I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then  God  Forgive  mc. 

Bene.  What  offence  fweet  Beatrice"? 
Beat.  Yo;i  have  (rayed  me  in  a  happy  hour,  I  wasa- 

bout  to  proteft  I  loved  you. 
Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 
Beat .  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart ,  that  none 

is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  doe  any  thing  for  thee; 
Beat,  Kill  Claudia. 
Bene.  Ha,  not  for  the  wide  world. 
Beat .  You  kill  me  to  denie,  farewell. 

Bene.  Tarry  fweet  Beatrice. 
Beat.  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here>  there  is  no  love  in 

you,  nay  I  pray  you  let  me  go. 
Bene,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Infaith  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  firft. 
Beat .  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me ,  than  fight 

with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Clattdlo  thine  enemy  > 
Beat.  Is  a  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain  ,  thai 

hath  flandered,  fcorned,diftionouredmykinfwoman  ?  O 
that  I  were  a  man /what,  bear  her  in  hand  untill  they 
come  to  take  hands,  and  then  with  publick  accufation, 
uncovered  flander,  unmittigated  rancour  ?  O  God  that  I 
were  a  man?  I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hearmc  Beatrice. 

Btat.  Talke  with  a  man  out  at  a  window ,  a  proper 
faying. 

Bene.  Nay, but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero ,  fhe  is  wrong'd ,  fhe  is  flandered  , {he  is  undone. 
Bene.  Bett  ? 

Beat.  Princes  and  Counties!  lurely  a  princely  tefti- 

mony,  a  goodly  Count-Comfe£t,a  fweet  Gallant  furelv , 
0  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake  !  or  that  I  had  any 
friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  fake/  But  manhood  is  melt- 

ed into  curtefies ,  valour  into  complement ,  and  men  are 

oncly  turned  into  tongue  ,  and  trim  ones  too :  he  is  now 
as  valiant  as  Hercules,  that  onely  tells  a  lie,and  fwears  it  : 
1  cannot  be  a  man  with  wifhing,  therefore  I  will  die  a woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry  good  Beatrice,  by  this  hand  I  lore  thee. 
Beat,  life  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  theu  fwear- 

ing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul  the  Count  Claudia  hath 
wrong'd  Hero* 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  foul. 

Bene.  Enough  .  I  am  engag'd,  I  will  challenge  him,  I 
will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  r  by  this  hand  Clatt- 

dlo fliall  render  me  dear  account :  as  you  hear  of  me ,  fo 
think  of  me :  go  comfort  your  cofin ,  I  muft  fay  fhe  is 
dead,  and  fo  farewell.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Confiables,  Borachlo,  and  the  Town 
Clerks  in  gowns. 

Keeper.  Is  our  whole  dtffembly  appeard  ? 

Cowley.  O  a  ftoole  and  cufhion  for  the  Sexton. 
Sexton.  Which  be  the  Malcfailors? 

Andrew.  Marry  that  am  I,  and  my  partner. 

Cowley.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition to  examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  arc  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  ex- 

amined, let  them  come  before  Mafter  Conftable. 

Kemp.  Yea  marry  ,  let  them  come  before  me,  what  is 

your  name  friend  ? 
Bor.  Borachlo. 

Kemp.  Pray  write  down  B orachlo.  Yours  firra. 
Conr.  I  am  a  Gentleman  fir,and  my  name  is  £onrade. 

Keep.  Write  down  Mafter  gentleman  Conrade  :  mai- 
ftcrs ,  do  you  ferve  God  :  maifters,  it  is  proved  already 
that  you  are  little  better  then  falfe  knaves,  and  it  will  go 
near  to  be  thought  fo  fhortly ,  how  anfwer  you  for  your fclves  ? 

Conr.  Marry  fir^  we  fay  we  are  none- Kemp.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow  I  affure  yon  ,  but  I 
will  go  about  with  him  :  come  you  hither  firra ,  a  word 
in  your  ear  fir ,  I  fay  to  you ,  it  is  thought  you  are  falfc knaves. 

B or.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  arc  none. 

Kemp.  Well,fhnd  afide,  'fore  God  they  are  both  in  a tale  :  have  you  writ  down  that  they  are  none? 

Sext.  Mafter  Conftable ,  you  go  not  the  way  to  exa- 

mine ,  you  muft  call  forth  the  watch  that  are  their  ac- cufers. 

Kemp.  Yea  marry ,  that's  the  eftcft  way,  let  the  watch 
come  forth :  mafters,  I  charge  you  in  the  Princes  name  , 
accufe  thefe  men. 

Watch  i.  This  manfaid  fir,  that  Hon  John  the  Prin- 
ces brother  was  a  villain. 

Kemp.  Write  down,  Prince  John  a  vilain :  why  this 
is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  Princes  brother  villain. 

£#r.Mafter  Conftable. 

Kemp.  Pray  thee  fellow  peace,I  do  not  like  thy  look,  I 

promife  thee. 
Sexton,  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  > 

Watch  2.  Marry  that  he  had  received  a  thoufand  Du- 
kats  of  Don  John ,  for  the  accufing  the  Lady  Hero  wron- 
fully.  Kemp. 
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;     Kemp.  Fiat  Burglarie  as  ever  was  committed. 

Confi.  Yea  by  th'maffe  that  it  is. Sexton.  What  elfe  fellow  ? 
Watch.  I .  And  that  Count  C [audio  did  mean  upon 

his  words ,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  affembly  , 
and  not  marry  her. 

Kemp.  O  villain  thou  wile  be  condemned  into  e>er- 
lafting  redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  elfe? 
Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more  mafteis  then  you  can  deny, 
Pance  John  is  this  morning  lecretly  ftoln  away:  Hero 

was  in  this  manner  accus'd ,  in  this  very  manner  refus  d, 
and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fodainly  died  •  Mafter  Con- 
ftable,  let  thefemen  be  bound ,  and  brought  to  Leonato, 
I  will  goe  before ,  and  (hew  him  their  examination. 

Canfi.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd. Sexr .  Let  them  be  in  the  hands  of  Coxcomb. 

Kern.  Gods  my  life,  where'sthe  Sexton  ?  let  him  write 
down  the  Princes  Officers  Coxcomb  :  come,  bind  them; 

thou  naughty  varlet. 

Coulej.  Away,  you  are  an  afl"e,  you  are  an  affe. Kemp.  Doft  thou  not  fufpect  my  place  ?  doft  thou  not 
fufped  my  years  ?  O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me 

down  an  affe .'  but  matters,  remember  that  I  am  an  affe  : 
though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that. I  am 
an  affe  :  No  thou  villain ,  thou  art  full  of  piety  as  fhall 

be  prov'd  upon  thee  by  good  witntffe,  I  am  a  wife  fellow, 
and  which  is  more,  an  officer,  ahd  which  is  more,  a  houfe- 

holder,  and  which  ft  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flefh  as  a- 
ny  in  Meffina,  and  one  that  knows  the  Law,  goe  to,  and 
a  rich  fellow  enough,  goto,  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had 
loffes,  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns »  and  every  thing 
handfome  about  him,bring  him  away  :  O  that  I  had  been 
writ  down  an  affe Exit. 

Attw  Quintus* 

Enter  Leonatd  and  his  brother. 

Brother.  If  you  goe  on  thus,  you  will  kill  your  fclf, 

And  'tis  not  wifdome  thus  to  fecond  grief , 
Againft  your  felf. 

Leon.  I  pray  theeceafe  thy  counfell, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless, 
As  water  in  a  fieve :  give  not  me  counfell, 
Nor  let  no  comfort  elfe  delight  mine  ear , 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  doth  fute  with  mine; 

Bring  me  a  father  that  fo  lov'd  his  childe, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  over-whelm'd  like  mine. 
And  bid  himfpeak  of  patience, 
Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  (train  for  ftrain, 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,fhape,  and  forme  : 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile  and  ftrokehis  beard, 
And  hallow,  wag,  cry  hem,  when  he  fhould  groart, 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs,  make  misfortune  drunk, 
With-candlewafters :  bring  him  yet  to  me, 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience  : 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man,  for  brother,  men 
Can  counfell ,  and  g  ve  comfort  to  that  grief, 
Which  they  themfelves not  feel, but  tafting  it, 
Their  counfell  turns  to  paffion,  which  before 
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Would  give  preceptiall medicine  to  rage, 
Fetter  ftrong  madneffe  in  a  filken  thred, 
Charme  ache  withayre,and  agonie  with  words. 

No,  no,  'tis  all  men's  office,  to  fpeak  patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  load  offorrow: 
But  no  mans  vertue  nor  fufficiencie 

To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  fhall  endure 

The  like  himfelf:  therefore  give  me  no  counfaile, 

My  griefs  cry  louder  then  advertifement. 
Brot ^.Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 

Leo.  I  pray  thee  peace,  I  will  be  flefh  and  bloudj 

For  there  was1  never  yet  Philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-akc  patiently, 
How  ever  they  have  writ  theftile  of  gods, 
And  made  a  pufh  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

Broth.  Yet  bend  not  a'l  the  harme  upon  your  felf, 
Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon,nay  I  will  dofo, 
My  foul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  belied, 
And  that  fhall  Claudia  know,  fo  fhall  the  Prince^ 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  dishonour  her; 

Enter  Prince  and  C [audio. 

Brot.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  CUudio  hafHly. 
Prln.  Good  den,  good  den. 
Ciau.  Good  day  to  both  of  you, 
Leon.  Hear  you  my  Lords? 
Prin.  We  have  fome  hafte  Leonato. 

Leo.Somc  hafte  my  Lord  /  well,fare  you  well  my  Lord, 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now  ?  well,  all  is  one; 

Prln.  Nay,  doe  not  quarrell  with  us,  good  old  man. 
Brot.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarrelling^ 

Some  of  us  would  lie  low. 

Ciau.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leon.  Marry  thou  de  ft  wrong  me,  thou  diffembler  thou : 
Nay,  never  fay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

CUu.  Marry  befhrew  my  hand, 

If  it  fhould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear* 
Infaith  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leo.  Tufh,  tufh,  man,  never  fleer  and  jeft  at  me$ 

I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool, 
As  under  priviledge  of  age  to  brag, 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  doe^ 
Were  I  not  old  :  know  C  [audio  to  thy  head, 

Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  Child  and  me, 
That  I  am  fore'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by, 
And  with  grey  hairs  and  bruife  of  many  dayes, 

Doe  challenge  thee  to  triall  of  a  man, 

I  fay  thou  haft  beli'd  mine  innocent  Child. 
Thy  (lander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  hearty 
And  fhe  lies  buried  with  her  anceftors : 

O  in  a  tombe  where  never  fcandall  flept, 

Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villany. 
Clau.  My  villany  > 
Leon.  Thine  Claudio,  thine  I  fay. 

Prin.  You  fay  not  right  old  man. 
Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 

I'le  prove  it  on  his  body  if  he  dare, 
Defpight  his  nice  fence,  and  his  active  practice, 

His  Mayof  youth, and  bloom  ofluftyhood. 
Clan.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  doe  with  you. 

Leo.  Canftthoufo  daffe  me  ?  thou  haft  kill'd  my  child, 
If  thou  kill' ft  me  boy, thou  fhalt  kill  a  man. 

Bro.  He  fhall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed, 

But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft  t 
Win 
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Win  me  and  wear  me,  Ice  him  aniwer  me  , 

Come  follow  me  boy,  come  fir  boy ;  come  follow  me 

Sir  boy,  I'le  whip  you  from  your  foyning  fence, 
Nay,  as  Isma  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother-. 

Bro.  Content  your  fclfe,God  knows  I  lov'd  my.  neece; 
And  ilie  is  dead,  flandei'd  to  death  by  villains, 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man  indeed, 

As  I  dare  take  a  feipent  by  the  tongue. 

Boyes,  apes,  braggarts,  Jacks,  milk-lops. 
Leon.  Brother  Anthony. 

Brot.  Hold  you  content,  what  man?  I  know  them,yea 
And  what  they  wey,  even  to  theutmoft  fcruple, 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mongi  ing  boyes, 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  {lander, 
Co  antickly  and  fhow outward  hidioufnefs, 
And  fpeak  of  halfe  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durft, 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But  brother  Anthony. 
A nt.  Come,  Vis  no  matter , 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 
Br  I.  Gentlemen  both,we  will  not  wake  your  patience, 

My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughters  death  : 

But  on  my  honour  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proofe. 

Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Prince.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Enter  Be  mil  eke. 

Leon.  No  /  come  brother,  away,  I  will  be  heard. 
Exeunt  tmboy 

Bro.  And  fhall,  or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 
Br  in.  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  he  went  to  feek. 
Clan.  Now  Signior,  what  news  ? 
Ben.  Good  day  my  Lord  : 
Prm.  Welcome  Signior ,  you  are  almoft  come  to  part 

almoft  a  fray. 

Clau.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt 
off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Prin.  Leonato  and  his  brother,what  think'ft  thou?  had 
we  fought ,  I  doubt  we  fhould  have  been  too  young  for 
them. 

Ben.  In  falfe  quarrell  there  is  no  true  valour ,  I  came 
to  feek  you  both. 

Clan.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee ,  for 
we  are  high  proofe  melancholly ,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away,  wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Ben.  It  is  in  my  fcabberd,  fhall  I  draw  it  > 
Prin.  Doeft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 
Clau.  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have  been 

befidc  their  wit,  I  will  bid  thee  draw ,  as  we  do  themin- 
ftrells  draw  to  pleafure  us. 

Prin.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man  he  looks  pale ,  ait  thou 
fick,  or  angry  ? 

Clau.  What  I  courage  man  :  what  though  care  kil'd  a 
cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  to  kill  care. 

Ben.  Sir,  I  fhall  meet  your  wit  in  the  carere ,  and 

you  charge  it  againft  me ,  I  pray  you  choofe  another 
fubjecl:. 

Clau.  Nay  then  give  him  another  ftaffe  ,  this  laft  was 
broke  crols. 

Pr'm.  By  this  light,hc  changes  more  and  more,  I  think he  be  angy  indeed. 
Cl  «.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 
Ben.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 
Clau.  God  bids  me  from  a  challenge. 

Ben.  You  are  a  villain  ,  1  jeltnoc,  J  will  make  it  good 
how  you  dare ,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you  dare  : 
do  me  right,  or  I  willproteft  your  cowardife:  you  have 

kill'd  a  fwcct  .Lady,  and  her  death  fhall  fall  heavy  on 
you,  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Clau.  Well ,  I  will  meet  you  ,  fo  I  may  have  good chear. 

Prin.  What,  a  fcaft  ? 

Clau.  I  faith  I  thank  him ,  hi  hath  bid  me  to  calves 

heads  ahd  a  Capon  ,  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  molt  cu- 

rioufly ,  fay  my  knife's  naught ,  fhall  I  not  finde  a  wood- 
cock too  ? 

Ben.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well,  goes  eafily. 

Prin.  I'le  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  wit  the 
other  day  :  I  faid  thou  hadft  a  fine  witrtrue  faics  fhe,a  fine 
little  one :  no  faid  I ,  a  great  wit :  right  faies  fhe,  a  great 
grofs  one  :  nay  faid  I,  a  good  wit :  juft  faid  fhe  ,  it  hurts 
no  body :  nay  faid  I ,  the  gentleman  is  wife :  certain  faid 
fhe,  a  wife  gentleman :  nay  faid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues  : 
that  I  believe  faid  fhe  ,  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on 
munday  night ,  which  he  forfwore  on  tuefday  morning  : 

there's  a  double  tonjzuc  ,  there's  two  tongues :  thus  did 
flieean  houre  together  tranf-fhape  thy  particular  ver- 
tues ,  yet  at  laft  fhe  concluded  with  a  figh ,  thou  waft  the 

propreft  man  in  Italy. 
Clau.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid  fhee car'd  not. 

Prin.  Y  ea  that  fhe  did,  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if  fhe 
did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  would  love  him  dearly  ,  the 

old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 
Clau.  All,  all,  and  moreover ,  God  faw  him  when  he 

was  hid  inthe  garden. 

Prin.  But  when  fhall  we  fet  the  falvage  Bulls  homes 
on  the  fcnfible  Benedicts  head  ? 

Clau.  Yea  and  text  under-neath,  heere  dwells  Bent. 
dickj.\\z  married  man, 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  Boy,  you  know  my  minde,!  will 

leavs  you  now  to  your  goffep-like  humor,  youbreake 
jefts  as  braggards  do  their  blades  ,  which  God  be  thank- 

ed hurt  not:  my  Lord ,  for  your  many  courtefies  I  thank 

you,  I  muft  difcontinue  your  company  ,  your  brother 
the  Baftard  is  fled  from  MeJJina  :  you  have  among  you , 

kill'd  a  fweet  and  innocent  Lady  :  for  my  Lord  Lack- 
beard  there  ,  he  and  I  fhall  meet ,  and  till  then  peaoe  be 
with  him. 

<Pn».  He  is  in  earneft. 

Clau.  In  moft  profound  earneft,  and  I'le  warrant  you, 
for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Prin.  And  hath  cballeng'd  thee. 
£lau.  Moft  finceerly. 
Prin.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in  his 

doublet  andhofe,  and  leaves  oft  his  wit. 

Enter  Confiabley  Coxfiable,  and  Borachio. 

Clau.  He  is  then  a  Giant  to  an  Ape,but  then  is  an  Ape 
a  Doctor  to  fuch  a  man. 

Prin.  Butfoftyou,  let  me  fee»pluck  up  my  heart,  and 

be  fad,  did  he  not  fay  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Confl.  Come  you  fir,  if  juftice  cannot  tame  you,  fhe 

lhall  ne're  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  ballance,  nay,  and 

you  be  a  curfing  hypocrite  once, you  muft  be  lookt  to. 

r    Prin.  How  now,  two  of  my  brothers  men  bound  ?  Bo- 
achio  one. 

Clau.  Harken  after  their  offence  my  Lord. 

Pr/tf.Officers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done: Con.  Mar  rie 
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Confl.  Marry  fir ,  they  have  committed  falle  report, 

moreover  they  have  fpoken  untruths  ,  i'ecendarily  they are  flanders  ,  fixt  and  lattly  ,  they  have  belyed  a  Lady, 

thirdly,  they  have  verified  unjuft  th;ngs ,  and  to  conclude 

they  arcJying  knaves. 
Prin.  Fiift  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done  ,  thirdly 

I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence  ,  fixtand  laftly  why  they 
are  committed ,  and  to  conclude ,  what  you  lay  to  their 

charge. 
Clan.  Rightly  rcafoned,  and  in  his  own  divifion,  and 

jy  my  troth  there's  one  meaning  well  futed. 
Prin.  Whom  have  you  offended  maifters,  that  you  are 

thus  bound  to  your  anfwer  ?  this  learned  Conftable  is  too 

cunning  to  be  underftood,what's  your  offence  ? 
Bor.  Sweet  Prince  ,  let  me  go  no  farther  to  mine  an- 

swer :  do  you  hear  me  ,  and  let  this  Count  kill  me  :  1 

uve  deceived  even  your  very  eyes  :  what  your  wif- 
domes  could  not  difcover  ,  thefe  (hallow  foolcs  have 

>rought  to  light ,  who  in  the  night  overheard  me  confef- 
;ing  to  this  man,  how  Von  John  your  brother  incenfed 
me  to  flander  the  Lady  Hero,  how  you  were  brought  into 

the  Orchard,  and  faw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  gar- 

ments ,  how  you  difgrae'd  her  when  you  fhould  marry 
her :  my  villanie  they  have  upon  record,  which  I  had  ra- 

ther feal  with  my  death  ,  then  repeat  over  to  my  fhame  : 

the  Lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  matters  falfeaccu- 
fation  :  and  br  iefly  ,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  reward  of 
a  villain. 

Prince.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through  your 
bloud  ? 

Clan.  I  have  diunk  poifon  whiles  heutter'd  it. 
Prin.  But  did  my  Brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 
Bor.  Yea,  and  paid  me  rich  for  the  practice  of  it. 

Prin.  He  is  compos'd  of  treachery, 
j    And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villany. 

Clan.  Sweet  Hero,  now  thy  image  doth  appear 

In  the  rare  fcmblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 
I       Conjl.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffes ,  by  this  time 

our  Sexton  hath  informed  Slgnivr  Leonato  of  the  matter : 
and  maifters ,  do  not  forget  to  fpecifie  when  time  and 
place  fhall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  Afs. 

Con.  z.  Here  ,  here  comes  maifter  Signior  Leonato  , 
|   and  the  Sexton  too. 

Enter  Leonato. 

Leon  Which  is  the  villain  ?  let  me  fee  his  eyes, 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him  :  which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bor.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,look  on  me. 
Leon.  Art  thou,art  thou  theflave  that  with  thy  breath 

haft  kild  mine  innocent  childe  ? 

Bor.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not fo  villain,  thou  beli'ft  thy  felfe, 
Hereftand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 

I  A  third  is  fled  that  had  a  hand  in  it : 

I  thank  you  Princes  for  my  daughters  death , 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  , 

,  'Twas  bravely  done  ;  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. Clan.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  muft  fpeak,  choofe  your  revenge  your  felfe, 

j  Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 

I  Can  lay  upon  my  fin,  yet  finn'd  I  not, But  in  miftakin^. 

Prin.  By  my  foul  nor  I , 
And  yet  to  fatisfie  this  good  old  man, 
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1  would  bend  under  my  heavy  waight, 

That  hec'l  enjoyn  me  too. 
Leon.  I  cannot  bid  your  daughter  live, 

That  were  impolhble  ;  but  I  pray  you  both. 
Poifefs  the  people  in  Meffina  here, 

How  innocent. ihe  died,  and  if  your  love 
Can  labour  ought  in  fad  invention, 

Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tombc, 
And  fing  it  to  her  bones,  fing  it  to  night : 
To  morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfc, 
And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  fon  in  law, 

Be  yet  my  Nephew  :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 

Almoft  the  copie  of  my  childe  that's  dead, 
And  ihe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us, 

Give  her  the  right  you  ihould  have  giv'n  her  cofin, And  fo  dies  my  revenge. 

Clau.  O  noble  fir  / 

Your  overkindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me, 

I  do  embrace  your  offer,  and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  flaudio, 

Leon.  To  morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  coming  \ 

To  night  I  take  my  leave :  this  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who  I  believe  was  paekt  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hired  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bor.  No  by  my  foul  Ihe  was  not, 
Nor  knew  not  what  ihe  did  when  ihe  fpoke  to  me, 
But  alwayes  hath  been  juft  and  vertuous, 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Confl.  Moreover  fir,  which  indeed  is  not  under  white 
and  black  ,  this  plaintiffe  here  ,  the  offender  did  call  me 
afle ,  I  befeech  you  let  it  be  remcmbrcd  in  his  puniih- 
ment ,  and  alfo  the  watch  heard  them  talke  of  one  Defor- 

med, they  fay-he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear  and.  a  lock  hang- 
ing by  it,  and  borrows  money  in  Gods  name ,  the  which  I 

he  hath  us'd  fo  long,and  never  paied,  that  now  men  grow 
hard-hearted  and  will  lend  nothing  for  Gods  fake  :  pray 
you  examine  him  upon  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

Confl.  Yourworfhip  fpeaks  like  a  m.oft  thankful!  and 
reverend  youth,  and  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Confl,  God  fa  ve  the  foundation. 

Leon,  Goe,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner  ,  and  I thank  thee. 

Confl.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  your  worfhip , 
which  I  befeech  your  worfhip  to  correct  your  felfe  ,  for 
the  example  of  others  :  God  keepe  your  worfhip,  I 

wilh  your  worfhip  well  ,  God  reftore  you  to  health  , 

I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart ,  and  if  a  merry  meet- 

ing may  be  wilh'd,  God  prohibite  it :  come  neighbour. 
Leon.  Untill  to  morrow  morning,  Lords, farewell. Exeunt. 

Brot.  Farewell  my  Lords ,  we  look  for  you  to  mor- row. 

Prin.  We  will  not  fail. 

Clan.  To  night  Lie  mourn  with  Hero. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on  ,  wee'l  talke  with Margaret,  how  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd fellow. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Benedick^and  Margaret. 

Ben.  Pray  thee  fweet  Miftrifs  ̂ Margaret ,  deferve 

well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of  Bea- trice. 

Mar.WiU 
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iJliar.  Will  you  chcn  write  mc  a  Sonnet  in  praile  of 

jny  beauty  ? 
lien.  In  fo  high  a  (tile  Margaret, that  no  man  living 

mall  come  over  k  ,  for  in  molt  comely  truth  thou  deler- 
veft  ic. 

tJUar.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me ,  why  ,  lhall  I 

alwayes  keep  below  fiaiis  ? 
Ben.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  grey-hounds  mouth, 

it  catches. 

Aiar.  And  yours,  as  blunt  as  the  Fencers  foils ,  which 
hit,  but  hin  t  not. 

Ben.  A  mc{t  manly  wit  Margaret ,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman  :  and  fo  I  pray  thee  call  Beatrice  ,  I  give  thee  the 

'  ̂uckleis. 
Mar,  Give  us  the  fwoids,  we  have  buckleis  of  our 

own. 

Ben.  If  you  life  them  Margaret ,  you  muft  put  in  the 
pikes  with  a  vice  ,  and  they  arc  dangerous  weapons  for 
Maids. 

Mar.  Well ,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you  ,  who  I  think 
hath  legs.  Exit  Margaret. 

Ben.  And  therefore  will  come.  The  £rod  of  love  that 

fits  above  ,  and  knows  mc,  and  knows  me  how  pittifull  I 
defcrve  ;  I  mean  in  finging  ,  but  in  loving,  Lcander  the 
goodfwimmer,  Troilous  the  fivft  imployer  of  panders , 
and  a  whole  booke  full  of  thefe  quondam  carpet-mon- 

gers ,  whofe  names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  rode  of 

a  blank  verfe ,  why  they  were  never  fo  trucly  turned  o- 
vcr  as  my  poor  felf  in  lovcrmarry  I  cannot  fhew  it  in  rime, 
I  have  tried,  I  can  finde  out  no  rime  to  Ladie  but  badie, 
an  innocents  rime  :  for  fcorne ,  home,  a  hard  rime  :  for 

fchool,  fool,  a  babling  rime  :  very  ominous  endings,no,  I 
was  not  born  under  a  riming  Planet,  fori  cannot  wooe 
in  feftivall  tearms : 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice  would'ft  thou  come  when  I  call'd  thee  ? 
Beat.  Yea  Signior,  and  depait  when  you  bid  me. 
Ben.  O  fray  but  till  then. 
Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  :  fare  you  well  now,and  yet  ere 

I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came ,  which  is  ,  with  know- 
ing what  hath  paft  between  you  and  Claudlo. 

Ben.  Onely  foule  words  ,  and  thereupon  I  will  kilfe 
thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  and  foule  winde,  and  foule  winde 
is  buc  foul  breath  ,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome,  therefore 
I  will  depart  unkift. 

Ben.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  his  right 
fence,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit ,  but  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly , 

Claudlo  undergoes  my  challenge,  and  either  I  mult  fhort- 
lyhcarfiom  him,  or  I  will  fubferibe  him  a  coward,  and 
I  pray  thee  now  tell  me ,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didft 
thou  nrft  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together,  which  maintain'd  fo  po- 
litick a  ftateof  cvill,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good 

part  to-interminglc  with  them  :  but  for  which  of  mygood 
parts  did  you  firft  furTcr  love  for  me  ? 

Ben.  Suffer  love  /  a  good  epithite,  I  do  fufter  love  in- 
deed, for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat.  Infpight  of  your  heart  I  think ,  alafs  poor  heart, 
if  you  fpigbt  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for  yours ,  for 
I  will  never  Joverhat  which  my  friend  hates. 

Bened.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  wooe  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confetTion,  there's  not  one 
wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praife  himfelf. 

Ben.  An  old  ,  an  old  inftance  Beatrice  ,  that  liv'd  in 
the  time  of  good  neighbours ,  if  a  man  do  not  credt  in 
this  age  his  own  tombe  ere  he  dies ,  he  mail  live  no  lon- 

ger in  monuments,  then  the  Bells  ring,  and  the  Widow weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that  think  you  ? 

Ben.  Qucftion,  why  an  hour  in  clamour  and  a  quar- 
ter in  thewme,  therefore  is  it  moft  expedient  for  the  wife, 

if  Don  worme  (  his  confeience  )  finde  no  impediment  to 
the  contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own  vet  tries,  ss 
I  am  to  my  felf  fo  much  for  praifiug  my  felf,  who  I  my 
felf  will  bear  witnefs  is  praife  worthy ,  and  now  tell  me 
how  doth  your  cofin  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 
Ben.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Enter  Vrfula. 

Ben.  Serve  God,love  me,and  mend ,  there  will  I  leave 

you  too, for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 
Urf.  Madam  you  muft  come  to  your  Unckle,  yonders 

oldcoileat  home,  it  is  proved  my  Lady  Hero  hath  been 

falfly  accus'd ,  the  Trlnce  and  Claudlo- mightily  abufed , 
and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all ,  who  is  fled  and  gone  : 
will  you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news  Signior  ? 
Ben.  I  will  live  in  thy  heart ,  die  in  thy  lap  ;  and  be 

buried  in  thy  eyes:  and  moreover,  I  will  gee  with  thee 
to  thyllnckks.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Claud'0,  Prince,  and  three  or  four  mth  Tapers. 

Clan.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  > 
Lord.  It  is  my  Lord.  Epitaph. 

Done  to  death  by  flanderous  tongues, 
Vf  as  the  He/o  that  here  lies  : 

Death  In  guerdon  of  her  wrongs, 

Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies  : 
So  the  life  that  died  with  fhame, 
hives  In  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tombe, 

Praijing  her  when  I  am  dombe. 
Clan.  Now  mufick  found  and  fing  your  folemne  hymne. 

Song. 

Pardon  goddefi  of  the  night, 

Thofe  that  few  thy  virgin  knight. 
For  the  which  with  fongs  of  woe, 

Round  about  her  tombe  they goe  : 

Midnight  ajfifl  our  moan , 
Help  its  to Jigh  andgoran. 
Heavily,  heavily. 
Graves  yawn  and  yield  your  dead. 
Till  death  be  uttered, 

Heavenly,  he  a  venly. 

(this  right. 
Le.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night,  yearly  will  I  do 
Prin.  Good  morrow  matters ,  put  your  Torches  out , 

The  wolves  have  preyed,  ?nd  look,  the  gentle  day 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowfie  Eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us,  fare  you  well. 

C/au.  Good  morrow  meters  ,  each  his  feverall  way. 
Prin.  Come  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds, 

And  then  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 
Clau.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  iflue  fpeed  ; Then 
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Then  this  tor  whom  we  rendred  up  this  woe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonato,Ben.MargMr[ .Old  man^rler ,Hcro. 
Frier.  Did  I  not  tell  you  (he  was  innocent  ? 

Leon,  So  are  the  Prince  and  CUudlo  whoaccus'd  her. 
Upon  the  errour  that  you  heard  debated. 
But  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  for  this ; 
Although  againft  her  will  as  it  appears , 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

Old.  Well,  I  am  glad,  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Ben.  And  fo  am  1,  being  elfc  by  faith  enfore'd. 
To  call  young  CUudlo  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon,  Well  daughter,  and  young  Gentlewomen  all , 
Withdraw  into  a  Chamber  by  your  [elves, 

And  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd  : 
The  Prince  and  CUudlo  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me,  you  know  your  office  Brother , 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  Brothers  daughter , 

And  give  her  to  young  Claud'io.  Exeunt  Ladles. 
Old.  Which  I  will  doe  with  confirm'd  countenance. 
Ben.  Frier,  I  muft  intreat  your  pains,  I  think. 
Trier.  To  doe  what  Signior  ? 
Ben.  To  bind  me,  or  undoe  me,  one  of  them  : 

Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is  good  Signior , 
Your  Neece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Old.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  true. 
Ben.  And  I  doe  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 
Leon.  The  fight  whereof  I  think  you  had  from  me , 

From  CUudlo  and  the  Prince,  but  what's  your  will  ? 
Ben.  Your  anfwer  fir  is  Enigmatical , 

But  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 

May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoyn'd, 
I'th  ftate  of  honourable  marriage , 
In  which  good  I  (hall  defire  your  help, 

Leon,  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 
Frier.  And  my  help. 

Enter  Prince  and  CUudlo  with  attendants, 

Prlv.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  avTembly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow  Prince,  good  morrow  CUudlo} 

We  here  attend  you,  are  you  yet  determin'd, 
To  day  to  marry  with  my  brothers  daughter  ? 

CUu.  He  hold  my  mind  were  (he  an  Ethiope. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth  brother ,  heres  the  Frier  ready. 

Tntf.Good  morrow  Benedlck^vihy  what's  the  matter? 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face  4 
So  full  of  froft,of  ftorm,  and  cloudinefle. 

CUu.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull : 

Tufh,fear  not  man,  we'll  tip  thy  homes  with  gold, 
And  fo  all  Europe  fhall  rejoyce  at  thee , 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove  , 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  love. 

Ben.  Bull  Jove  fir,  had  an  amiable  low, 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  Fathers  Cow, 
And  got  a  Calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat , 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  juft  his  bleat. 

Enter  brother,  Hero,Beatrlce,  Margaret,  UrfuU. 

C'lau.  For  this  I  owe  you:  here  comes  other  recknings. Which  is  the  Lady  I  muft  feize  upon  ? 
Leon.  This  fame  is  file,  and  I  doe  give  you  her. 
Clan,  Why  then  fhe's  mine,  fweet  let  me  fee  your  face. 
Leon.  No  that  you  (hall  not,  till  you  take  her  hand, 

Before  this  Frier,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 
CUu.  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  Frier, 

I  am  your  husband  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  liv'd  I  was  your  other  wife, 
And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  other  husband. CUu.  Another  Hero  > 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 

One  Hero  died,  but  I  doe  live, 

And  furely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 
Prln.  The  former  Hero,  Hero  that  is  dead. 

Leon.  She  died  my  Lord,but  whiles  her  flander  liv'd. 
Trier.  All  this  amatemcnt  can  I  qualifie, 

When  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 

Tie  tell  thee  largely  of  fair  Heroe's  death  : Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 

And  to  the  chappell  let  us  prefently. 
Ben.  Soft  and  fair  Frier,  which  is  Beatrice  ? 
Beat.  Tanfwer  to  that  name,  what  is  your  will  ? 
Ben.  Doe  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no  more  then  reafon. 
Ben.Why  then  your  Uncle,and  the  Prince,  &  CUudlo, 

have  been  deceived,  they  fworeyou  did. 
Beat .  Doe  not  you  love  me  ? 
Ben.  Troth  no,  no  more  then  reafon. 

Beat .  Why  then  my  Cofih  Margaret  and  UrfuU 

Are  much  deceiv'd>for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 
Ben.  They  fworc  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 
Beat.  They  fwore  you  were  well-nye  dead  for  me. 

Ben.  'Tisno  matter,  then  you  do  hot  love  me  ? 
Beat .  No  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 
Leon.  Come  Cofin,  I  am  fure  you  love  the  gentleman. 

CUu.  And  Tie  be  fworn  upon't  that  he  loves  her, 
For  here's  a  paper  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fafhioned  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  thy  cofins  hand,  ftoln  from  her  pocketj 

Containing  her  affection  unto  Benedick^. 

Ben.  A  miracle,  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts :  come  I  will  have  thee,but  by  this  light  I  take  thee for  pitty. 

Beat.  I  would  not  denie  you ,  but  by  this  good  day,  I 

yield  upon  great  perfwafion,  and  partly  to  fave  your  life, 
for  as  I  told,  you  were  in  a  confumptipn. 

Leon.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  mouth. 
Prln.  How  doft  thou  Benedlcl^thz  married  manf 

Ben.  I'le  tell  thee  what  Prince :  a  Colledge  of  witty- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  j  doft  thou 

think  I  care  for  a  Satyre  or  an  Epigram  ?  no,  if  a  man 
will  be  beaten  with  brains  $  a  (hall  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him  :  in  brief,  fince  I  do  putpofeto  marry,  I 

will  think  nothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  world  can  fay 
againft  it :  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me,for  what  I  have 
faida  gainft  it:for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,and  this  is  my  con- 

clufion  :  for  thy  part  CUudlo,  I  did  think  to  have  beaten 
thee ,  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinfman,  live  un- 

bruis 'd,  and  love  my  cofin. 

CUu.  I  had  well  hoped  thou  Would'ft  have  denied  Bea- 
trice that  I  might  have  cudgel'd  thee  out  of  thy  fingle  life, 

to  make  thee  a  double  dealer ,  which  out  of  queftion  thou 

wilt  be,iif  my  Cofin  doe  not  looke  exceeding  narrowly to  thee. 

Ben.  Come ,  come ,  we  are  friends,  let's  have  a  dance 
ere  we  are  married ,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts , 
and  our  wives  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards, 
Ben.  Firft,of  my  word,  therefore  play  mufick.  Prince, 

thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife ,  there  is  no 
ftaffe  more  reverend  then  one  tipt  with  horn.  Enter  Mff. 

Mefen.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  is  cane  in  flight. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  MeJJtna. 

Ben.  Think  not  on  him  till  to  morrrow,Flc  devife 

thee  brave  punifhments  for  him :  ftrike  up  Pipers.  Dance. 
L  FINIS. 
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Loves  Labours  loft. 

(tAUus  "Primus,  Seem  Prima, 

Enter  Ferdinand  King  of  Navarre  ,  Bir  oh  ,  Longavile^ 
and  Dtirnaine. 

mm 

Ferdinand. 

Bt  F-?mc,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 

Live  regiftrcd  upon  our  brazen  Tombes, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  diferace  of  death  : 

When  fpight  of  cormorant  devouring  Time, 

Th'endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy 
That  honour  which  fhall  bate  hisSythes  keen  edge, 
And  make  us  heircs  of  alleternitie. 

Therefore  brave  Conquerors  (for  fo  you  are) 
That  warre  againft  your  own  affections, 
And  the  huge  Army  of  the  worlds  defires ; 
Our  late  Edict  fhall  ftrongly  ftand  in  force , 
Navarre  fliall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world. 

Our  Court  fliall  be  a  little  Academy , 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  Art. 
You  three,  Biro»,  Dumatne>  and  LoKoaviley 
Have  fworn  for  three  years  tearm  to  live  with  me> 
My  fellow  Schollers,  and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutes 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fcedule  here. 

Your  oathes  ate  paft,  and  now  fubferibe  your  names : 
That  his  own  hand  may  (hike  his  honour  down  , 

That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein  •* 

If  you  are  arm'd  to  doe,  as  fworn  to  doe , 
Sublcribe  to  your  deep  oathes,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd,  'tis  but  a  three  years  faft : 
The  mind  fhall  banquet,  though  the  body  pine , 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates :  and  dainty  bitsj 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits. 

Dam.  My  loving  Lord,  Dumaine  is  mortified , 

The  groflfer  manner  o'f  thefe  worlds  delights, 
He  throws  upon  the  grolfe  worlds  bafer  (laves: 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die , 
With  all  thefe  living  in  Philofophy. 

Blron.  I  can  but  fay  their  protection  over , 

So  much  (  dear  Liege)  I  have  already  fworn  , 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  ftridt  obfervances : 

As  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  tearm  , 

Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food : 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide : 
The  which  I  hope  is  not  enrolled  there.  , 

And  then  to  fleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night, 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day. 
When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  haim  all  night, 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day : 

(  Which  I  hope  well  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep, 
Not  to  fee  Ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 

Ferd.  Your  oath  is  paft  to  pafle  away  from  thefe. 
Biron.  Let  me  fay  no  my  Liege,  and  if  youpleafe, 

I  onely  fwore  to  ftudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  ftay  here  in  your  Court  for  three  years  fpace. 

Long.  You  fwore  to  that  Biron^  and  to  the  reft. 

Bir.  By  yea  and  nay  fir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy,  let  me  know  > 

Ferd.  Why  that  to  know  which  elfe  we  fliould  not 
knowi  (fenfe. 

Bir.  Things  hid  and  bard  (you  mean  )  from  common 

Ferd.  I,  that  is  ftudies  god-like  recompence. 
Bir.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 

To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know: 
As  thus,  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine, 

When  I  to  faft  exprefly  am  forbid* 
Or  ftudy  whereto  meetfome  Miftrefie fine, 
When  Miftreflesfrorr;  common  fenfe  are  h:d. 

Or  navin^  lworn  too  hard  a  keeping  oach. 

Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudies  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  fo, 
Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  hot  know  , 

Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne're  fay  no. 
Ferd.  Thefe  be  the  flops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 

And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Bir.  Why  ?  all  delights  are  vain,  and  that  moft  vain. 

Which  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain, 
As  painfully  to  poar  upon  a  book , 
To  feek  the  light  of  truth,  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfly  blind  the  eye-fight  of  his  look : 
Light  feeking  light,  doth  light  beguile  : 
So  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefle  lies, 
Your  light  growesdark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed , 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye, 
Who  dazling  fo,  that  eye  lhall  be  his  heed, 
And  give  him  light  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heavens  glorious Sunne , 

That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  fawcy  locks: 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  wonne, 
Save  bafe  authority  from  others  Books. 
Thefe  earthly  Godfathers  of  heavens  lights,  W\. 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftarre, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  fhining  nights, 
Then  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are, 

Tco  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought  but  fame : 

And  every  Godfather  can  give  a  name. 

Ferd.  How  well  he's  read,  to  rcafon  againft  reading. 

Dum. 
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Dam.  Proceeded  well,  to  ft  op  all  good  proceeding. 

Long.  He  weeds  the  Coin  ,  and  ft  ill  lets  grow  the 
weeding. 

Blr.  The  Spring  is  near,  when  Green  Gecfe  are  a 
breeding. 

Bum.  How  follows  that  ? 

Blr.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 
Dttm.  In  reafon  nothing. 
Blr.  Something  then  in  rime. 
Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  Froft , 

That  bites  the  fhft  born  Infants  of  the  Spring. 

Blr.  Well,  fay  I  am,  why  fhould  proud  Summer  boaft, 
Before  the  Birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ? 

Why  fhould  I  joy  in  any  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Chriftmas  I  no  more  defire  a  Rofe, 

Than  wifh  a  Snow  in  LMafs  new  fangled  fhows : 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  feafon  grows. 

So  yoo  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 

That  were  to  climbe  ore  the  houfe  t'  unlock  the  gate. 
Ferd.  Well,  fit  yon  out :  goe  home  Biron ;  adue. 
Blr.  No  my  good  Lord,  I  have  fworn  to  ftay  with  you. 

And  though  I  have  for  barbarifme  fpoke  more , 
Then  for  that  Angel  knowledge  you  can  fay , 
Yet  confident  Tie  keep  what  I  have  fworc  j 

And  bide  the  pennance  of  each  three  years"  day. 
Give  me  the  Paper,  let  me  read  the  fame, 
And  to  the  ftridVft  decrees  Tie  write  my  name. 

Ferd.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from  fhame. 
Blr.  Item,  That  no  woman  fhall  come  within  a  mile 

of  my  Court. 
Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  dayes  agoe. 

Blr.  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  loofing  her  tongue. 

Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 
Long.  Marry  that  did  I. 
Blr.  Sweet  Lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty.* 
A  dangerous  Law  againft  gentility. 
Item  ,  If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk  with  a  woman  with 
in  the  tearm  of  three  years ,  he  fhall  endure  fuch 

publick  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the  Court  fhall  poffibly 
devife. 

Blr.  This  article  my  Liege  your  felf  muft  break  , 
For  well  you  know  here  comes  in  Embaflie 
The  Trench  Kings  daughter,  with  your  felf  to  fpeak  ; 
A  Maid  of  Grace  and  compleat  Majefty , 
About  furrender  up  of  Aqtiltalne 
To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-rid  Father. 
Therefore  this  Article  is  imde  in  vain , 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  Princeffe  hither. 
Ferd.  What  fay  you  Lords  ? 

Why,  this  was  quite  forgot. 
-B'V.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfhot^ 

While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would , 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  tHing  it  fhould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft  , 
Tis  won  as  Towns  with  fire ;  fo  won»  fo  loft. 

Ferd.  We  muft  of  force  difpence  with  this  Decree, 
She  muft  lie  here  on  meer  necefluy. 

Blr.  Neceffity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 
Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years  fpace  « 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  born , 

Not  by  might  mattered,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  break  for  me, 
I  am  forfworn  on  mcer  neceflitie. 

So  to  the  Laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame. 

Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me  : 
But  I  believe  although  I  fcem  fo  loth  , 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

Ferd.  I  that  there  is,  our  Court  you  know  is  haunted 
With  a  conceited  Travellor  of  Spain, 
A.  man  in  all  the  world  new  fafhion  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  ofphrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue, 
Doth  ravifh  like  inchanting  harmony : 

A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 
Havs  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutinie. 
This  child  of  fancie,  that  Armado  hight  j 
For  interim  to  our  ftudies  fhall  relate , 

In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  Knight  t 
From  tawny  Spain  loft  in  the  Worlds  debate. 

How  you  delight  my  Lords,  I  know  not  I. 
But  I  protcft  I  love  to  hear  him  lie , 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  Minftrelfie. 

Blr.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight, 

A  man  of  fire,  new  words,  Fafhions  own  Knight, 

Long,  fi  ftard  the  fwain,  and  he  fhall  be  our  fpbrt, 
And  fo  to  ftudie,  three  years  is  but  ftiort. 

Enter  a  Constable  with  Coltard  with  a  Letter, 

Conft.  Which  is  the  Dukes  own  perfori. 

Blr.  This  fellow,  What  would'ft? 
Con.  I  my  felf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am  his 

Graces  Tharborough  .*  But  I  would  fee  his  own  perfon  in flefh  and  bloud. 

Blr.  This  is  he. 

Con.  Signior  Arme,  Arme  commends  you : 

There's  villany  abroad,this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Clow.  Sir,  the  Contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 

me. 

Ferd.  A  Letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 
Blr.  How  low  foever  the  matter ,  I  hope  in  God  for 

high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  heaven,  God  grant  us  pa- tience; 

Blr.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing. 

Long.  To  hear  mee&ly  fir,  and  to  laugh  moderately, 
or  to  forbear  both. 

Blr.  Well  fir ,  be  it  as  the  ftile  fhall  give  us  caufe  to 
climb  in  the  merrinefle. 

Clow.Thc  matter  is  to  me  fir,as  conceiningJatyMenttta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  manner. 

Blr.  In  what  manner  ? 

Clow.  In  manner  and  form  ,  following  fir  all  thdfe 
three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  Mannor  houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  Forme,  and  taken  following  her  into 
the  Parke :  which  put  together ,  is  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now  fir,  for  the  Manner;  is  the  manner 
of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  Woman ;  for  the  Forme  in  fome forme. 

Blr.  For  the  following  fir. 

Clow.  As  it  fhall  follow  in  my  correction  ,  arid  God 
defend  the  right. 

Ferd.  Will  you  hear  this  Letter  with  attention  > 
Blr.  As  we  would  hear  an  Oracle. 

Clow.  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
the  flefti. 

L  i  Ferd. 
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GReat  Deputy,  the  Welkins  Vicegerent ,  and 
f ole  domunttor  <?f  Navarre  ,  my  fouls  earths 

God  ,  and  bodies  f oft  ring  Patron  : 
Cft.  Not  a  word  of  Cottard  yet. 
Ferd.  So  it  is. 

Coft.  It  may  be  fo  :  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo ,  he  is  in  tel- 
ling true :  but  fo. 

Ferd.  Peace, 

Clew.  B:  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight. 
Ferd.  No  words, 

Clow.  Of  other  mens  fecrets  I  befeech  you.- 
Ferd,  So  It  isJjeCieged  with  fable  coloured  melancholly, 

I  did  commend  the  blacky  opprefftvg  humour,  to  the  moft 
whole fome  Phyjick^of thy  health-giving  ayre  :  And  as  I 

am  a  Gentleman,  betoobjmy  f elf  to  -walk,:  the  time  when} 
about  the  Jixt  hour,  when  Beafts  most  grafe ,  B  irds  beft 

peck-,  and  mtn Jit  down  to  that  nourifhment  which  is  cal- 
led Supper:  So  much  for  the  time  when.  Now  for  the 

ground  which  ?  which  I  mean  I  walht  upon,  it  is  ycleped, 

'Thy  Parke.  Then  for  the  place  Where ,  where  I  mean  I 
did  encounter  that  obfeene  and  mtfl preposterous  event 

that  draweth  from  my  [now  white  Pen  the  Ebon-coloured 
Ink  ,  which  here  thou  vieweft ,  beholde(l,furvayeft,or 

feeft.  But  to  the  place  where  :  if ftandeth  North  North- 
Eaft  and  by  EaB  from  the  Weft  comer  of  thy  curious 

•knotted  Garden.  There  did  I  fee  that  low  fpirited  Swain, 
that  bafe  Mi  now  of  thy  mirth,  (Clown.  Me  ?  )  that  un- 

lettered J "mall-knowing  foul,  (Clow.  Me?)  that  (hallow 
vaftal  (Clow.  Still  me  ?  )  which  as  I  remember,  hight  Co- 
frard,  (Clow.  O  me  )  Jorted  and  con  fort  ed  contrary  to  thy 
efiablifhed  proclaimed  Edict  &  Continent  Canon  :  which 

with,  O  with,  but  with  this  /  pajfion  to  fay  wherewith  : 
Clown.  With  a  Wench. 

ferd.  With  a  child  of  our  G  randmother  Eve,  a  female; 

or',  for  thy  more  underftanding,a  woman  :  him,  I  (as  my  e- 
ver  efteemed  duty  pricks  me  on)  havi-fent  to  thee ,  to  re- 

ceive the  meed  of  punifhment  by  the  fweet  Graces  Officer 
Anthony  Dull,  a  man  of  good  repute ,  carriage,  bearing, 
and  eftimation. 

Ant.  Me,  an'c  fhall  pleafe  you  ?  I  am  Anthony  Dull. 
Ferd.  For  Jaquenctca  (fo  is  the  weaker  vejfel  called) 

which  I  apprehended  with  the  afore faid  Swam,  I  kjcp  her 

as  a  veff  ?//  of  thjf  Laws  fury,  and  (hall  at  the  lealt  of  thy 
f weet  notice,  bring  her  to  trial.  Thine  in  all  complements 
of  devoted  and  heart-burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado. 

Bir.  This  is  not  fo  well  a  I  looked  for,  but  the  beft 
that  ever  I  heard. 

Ferd.  I  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But  firra,  What  fay  you 
to  this  ? 

Clown.  Sir  I  eonfeffe  the  Wench. 

Ferd.  Did  you  hear  the  Proclamation  ? 
Clown.  I  do  eonfeffe  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  Jittle 

of  the  marking  of  it. 
Ferd.  It  was  proclaimed  a  years  imprisonment  to  be 

taken  with  a  Wench. 

Clown.  I  was  taken  with  none  fir,  I  was  taken  with  a 
Damofell. 

Ferd.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  Damofell. 
Clo.  This  was  no  Damofcl  neither  fir,  fhe  was  a  Virgin. 
F erd.  It  is  fo  varied  too,  for  it  was  proclaimed  Virgin. 

Clown.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  Virginity :  I  was  taken 
with  a  Maid. 

Ferd.  This  Maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn  fir. 
Clown.  This  Maid  will  ferve  my  turn  fir. 

Ferd.  Sir!  will  pronounce  your  fentence  :  You  fhall 
fall  a  week  with  Branneand  Water. 

Clown.  I  had  rather  pray  a  Moneth  with  Mutton  and Porridge. 

Ferd.  And  Don  Armado  fhall  be  your  Keeper. 

My  Lord  Biron,  fee  him  deliver'd  ore, 
And  goc  we  Lords  to  put  in  practice  that, 
Which  each  to  ether  hath  fo  ftrongly  fworn.  Exeunt. 

Bir.  lie  lay  my  head  to  any  good  mans  Hat, 
Thcfe  oathes  and  Lawes  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. 
Sin  a,  come  on. 

Clown.  I  fuffer  for  the  truth  fir :  for  true  it  is ,  I  was 
taken  Withjaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  Girle, 
and  therefore  welcome  the  fowre  cup  of  profperity :  affli- 

ction may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  untill  then  fit  down forrow. 

Enter  Armado  a  Braggart,  and  Moth  his  Page. 
Brag.  Boy,  What  fign  is  it  when  a  man  of  great  fpirit 

grows  melancholy? 

Boy.  A  great  fign  fir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 
Brag.  Why  ?  fadneffe  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,, dear  Imp. 

Boy.  No,  no,  O  Lord  fir,  no, 

Brag.  How  canft  thou  part  fadneffe  and  melancholy, 

my  tender  Juvenal  ? 
Boy.  By  a  familiar  demonftration  of  the  working,  rny 

tough  Signior. 
Brag.  Why  tough  Signior  ?  Why  tough  Signior  ? 
Boy.  Why  tender  Juvenal }  Why  tender  Juvenal ! 
Brag.  I  fpoke  it  tender  Juvenal,  as  a  congruent  epithe- 

ton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  dayfs,  which  we  may  no- 
minate tender. 

Boy.  And  I  tough  Signior ,  as  an  appertinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  wc  may  name  tough. 

Brag.  Pretty  and  apt. 
Boy.  How  mean  you  fir,  I  pretty ,  and  my  faying  apt  ? 

or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Bbrag.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 
Boy.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little  :  wherefore  apt  ? 
Brag.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

Boy.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife  Mafter? 
Brag.  In  thy  condigne  praife. 

Boy.  I  will  praife  an  Eele  with  the  fame  praife. 
Brag.  What  ?  that  an  Eele  is  ingenuous. 
Bey.  That  an  Eele  is  quick. 
Brag.  I  doe  fay  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers.  Thou 

heat'fl  my  bloud. 

Boy.  I  am  anfwer'd  fir. 
Brag.  I  loNe  not  to  be  croft. 
Boy.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  croffes  love  not  him. 

Brag.  I  have  promis'd  to  ftudy  3  years  with  the  Duke. 
Boy.  You  may  doe  it  in  an  hour  fir. 
Brag.  Imponible. 

Boy.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told? 
Brag.1  am  ill  at  reckoning  ,it  fits  the  fpirit  of  a  Tapftcr. 
Boy.  You  are  a  Gentleman  and  a  Gamefter  fir. 
Brag.  I  eonfeffe  both  ,  they  are  both  the  yarnifh  of 

a  compleat  man. 

Boy.  Then  I  am  fure  you  know  how  much  the  groffe 
fumme  of  deuf-afe amounts  to. 

Brag.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  then  two. 
Boy.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three.      Bra.  True. 

Boy.  Why  fir  is  this  fuch  apiece  of  ftudy  ?  Now  here's 
three  ftudied,  ere  you'll  thrice  wink,  and  how  eafie  it  is 
to  put  years  to  the  word  three ,  and  ftudy  three  years  in' 
two  words,  the  dancing  horfe  will  tell  you. Brag.  A 
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A  molt  hne  figure. Brag, 

Boy.  To  prove  you  a  Cypher. 
Brag.  I  will  hereupon  confeftVlam  in  love  -  and  as 

it  is  bafe  for  a  Souldier  to  love  :  fo  am  I  in  love  with  a 

bafe  Wench.  If  drawing  my  {word  againft  the  humour 

of  affection ,  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate 
thought  of  it,  I  would  take  Defire  pr ifoner,  and  ranfome 

him  to  any  French  Courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  courtefie 
I  think  fcorn  to  figh ,  me  thinks  I  fhould  out-fwear 

Cupid.  Comfort  me  Boy,  .What  great  men  have  been  in 
love? 

Boy.  Hercules,  Matter. 

Brag.  Moft  fweet  Hercules  :  more  authority  dear 
Boy,.name  more ;  and  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men 
of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Boy.  £<?»^/<?»,Maftcr,rte  was  a  man  of  good  carriage, 
great  carriage  :  for  he  carried  the  Town  Gates  on  his 
back  like  a  Porter ;  and  he  was  in  love. 

Brag.  O  well-knit  £*»/>/<7»,ftrong-joynted  Sampfon; 
I  doe  excell  thee  in  my  Rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft  me 
in  carrying  Gates.  I  am  in  love  too.  Who  was  Sampfons 
Love  my  dear  Met h  > 

Boy.  A  woman,  Matter. 
Brag.  Of  what  complexion  ? 
Boy.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two,  or  one 

of  the  four. 

Brag.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion  ? 
Boy.  Of  the  Sea-water  Green  fir. 
Brag.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 
Bey.  As  I  have  read  fir,  and  the  bell  of  them  too. 
Brag.  Green  indeed  is  the  colour  of  Lovers :  but  to 

have  a  Love  of  that  colour,  me  thinks  Sampfon  had  finall 
reafon  for  it.  He  furely  affected  her  for  her  wit. 

Boy.  It  was  fo  fir,  for  fhe  had  a  green  wit. 
Brag.  My  Love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Boy.  Moft  immaculate  theughts  Mafter,  are  mask'd under  fuch  colours. 

Brag.  Define,  define,  well  educated  infant 

Boy.  My  Fathers  wit,  and  my  Mothers  tongue  aflift me. 

Brag.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  and 
patheticall. 

Bey.  If  fhe  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
Her  faults  will  ne're  be  known : 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are;bred, 
And  feares  by  pale  white  fhown : 
Then  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 
By  this  you  fhall  not  know, 
For  ft  ill  her  cheeks  poffefle  the  fame, 
Which  native  fhe  doth  owe  : 

A  dangerous  rime  Mafter  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Brag.  Is  there  not  a  Ballet  Boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar  ? 

Bey.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  fuch  a  Ballet,  foine 

three  ages  fince,  but  I  think  now  'tis  not  to  be  found  ;  or 
if  it  were,it  would  neither  ferve  for  the  writing,  nor  the 
tune. 

Brag.  I  will  have  that  fubjeft  newly  writ  o're,  that  I 
may  example  my  digreffion  by  fome  mighty  prefident. 
Boy,  I  doe  love  that  Countrey  Girl  that  I  took  in  the 
Parke  with  the  rationall  Hind  Cefiard  ;  fhe  deferves 
well. 

Bey.  To  be  whip'd  :  and  yet  a  better  Love  then  my Mafter. 

Brag.  Sing  Boy,  my  fpirit  growes  heavy  in  love. 

Bey.  And  that's  great  marvcll,  loving  a  light  Wench. Brag.  I  fay  fing. 

Bey.  Forbear  till  this  company  be  paft. 

Enter  Clown,  Cenfiabley  and  F/ench. 

Lodge. 

C enjf.  Sir,  the  Dukes  plcafurc  is,  that  you  keep  Cefiard 
fafe,  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  pen- 
nance,  but  he  muft  faft  three  dayes  a  week  :  for  this 
Damfell,  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  Park,  fhe  is  allow'd  for 

the  Day-woman.  Fare  you  well.  £x'lt 
Brag.  I  doe  betray  my  felf  with  blufhing ;  Maid. UWaid.  Man. 

Brag.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the 
LMaid.  That's  here  by. 
Brag.  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 
Maid.  Lord  how  wife  you  are  / 
Brag.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 
Maid.  With  that  face  ? 

Brag.  I  love  thee. 
Maid.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Brag.  And  fo  farewell. 
Maid.  Fair  weather  after  you. 

Come  Jaquenetta,  away.  Exeunt. 
Brag.  Villaim  thou  (halt  faft  for  thy  offences  ere  thou be  pardoned. 

Cle.  Well  fir,  I  hope  when  I  doe  it,  I  fhall  doe  it  on a  full  ftomacke. 

Brag.  Thou  (halt  be  heavily  punifhed. 
Clo.  I  am  more  bound  to  you  then  your  fellows,  for 

they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 
Con.  Take  away  this  Villain,  fhut  him  up» 

Boy.  Come  you  tranfgretfing  flave,  away. 
Clow.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up  fir,  . I  will  be  faft  being 

loofe. 

Boy.  No  fir,  that  were  faft  and  loofe :  thou  fiialt  to 

prifon. 
Clow.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  dayes  of  defo- 

lation  that  I  have  fcen,fone  fhall  fee. 

Boy.  What  fhall  fomc  fee  ? 
Clew.  Nay  nothing,  Mafter  Moth,  but  what  they 

look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prifoncrs  to  be  filent  in  their 
words,  and  therefore  I  will  fay  nothing  :  I  thank  Qod,  I 

have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore  I 
can  be  quiet.  Exit. 

Brag.  I  doe  affect  the  very  ground  (  which  is  bafe  ) 
where  her  fhooe  ( which  isbafer)  guided  by  her  foot 

(which  is  bafeft)  doth  tread.  I  fhall  be  forfworn  (which 
is  a  great  argument  of  falfhood)  if  I  bve.  And  how  can 
that  be  true  lpvc,  which  is  falfly  attempted  ?  Love  is  a  fa- 

miliar, Love  is  a  Devil.  There  is  no  evil  Angell  but 

Love,  yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he  had  an  excel- 
cnt  ftrcngth  :  Yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced,  and  he  had 

a  very  good  wit.  Cupids  But-fhaft  is  too  hard  for  Her- 
cules Club, and  therefore  too  much  oddes  for  a  Spaniards 

Rapier :  The  firft  and  fecond  caufe  will  not  ferve  my 
turn  :  the  PaJJado  he  refpedts  not,  the  Duello  he  regards 
not ;  his  difgrace  is  to  be  called  Boy,  but  his  glory  is  to 
fubdue  men.  Adieu  Valour,  ruft  Rapier,  bee  ftill  Drum, 

for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea,  he  loveth.  Aflift  me 
fomc  extemporall  god  of  Rime,  for  I  am  fure  I  fhall  turn 
Sonnet.  Devife  Wit,  write  Pen,  for  I  am  for  whole  vo- lumes in  Folio. 

Finis  ABus  Primi. 

L  ? 

'ABhs 
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<zABiis  Saundus. 

Enter  the  Princefe  of  France,  with  three  attending 
Ladies,  and  three  Lords. 

Bojret.  Now  Madam  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirits 
Confider  whom  the  King  your  Father  fends : 

To  whom  he  fends,  and  what's  hisFmbaflie. 
Your  felf,  held  precious  in  the  worlds  efteem, 
To  parlcewith  the  fole  inheritour 

Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
MatchlciTc  Navarre :  the  plea  of  no  leflc  weight 
Than  Aqnitain^  a  Dowry  for  a  Queen. 
Be  now  asprodigallofall  dear  grace, 
As  Nature  was  in  making  Graces  dear  , 
When  fhe  did  ftarve  the  gcpcrall  world  befide, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Trin.  Gocd  L.  Boyet,  my  beauty  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourifti  of  your  praife  : 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgement  of  the  eye, 
fjot  uttered  by  bafefale  of  Chapmens  tongues: 
I  am  lefle  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
T  hen  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife, 
In  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker;  good  Boyet, 

You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noyfe  abroad  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow , 

Till  painfull  ftudy  fhall  out- wear  three  yearcs, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  Court : 

Therefore  to's  feemethita  needfull  courfe, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  Gates , 
To  know  his  plcafure,  and  in  that  behalfe 
Bold  of  your  worth  ineiTe,  we  fingle  you, 
As  our  beft  moving  fair  Soliciter  : 
Tell  him  the  Daughter  of  the  King  of  France, 
On  ferious  bufineffe,  craving  quick  difpatch, 
Importunes  perfonall  conference  with  his  Grace. 
Haft,  fignifie  fo  much,  while  we  attend, 

Like  humble  vifag'd  Sutors  his  high  will. 
Boyet.  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go.  Exit, 

Trin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  your's  is  fo : 
Who  are  the  Votaries  my  loving  Lords,  that  are  vow- 
fellows  with  this  virtuous  Duke  ? 

Lor.  Longavile  is  one. 
Trin.  Know  you  the  man  ? 
I  Lad.  I  knew  him  Madam  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

Between  L.  Perigort,zn&  the  beauteous  heir 

Of  Jaques  F aulconbridge  folemn;zed. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longavile, 

A  man  of  foveraign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  : 
Well  fitted  in  the  Arts,  glorious  in  Armes: 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill  that  he  would  well. 
The  onely  foul  of  his  fair  virtues  glofle, 
(If  virtues  glofle  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 

Is  a  (harp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will : 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whole  will  Mill  wills, 
It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry  mocking  Lord,  is't  fo  ? 
Lad.  i.  They  fay  fo  moft,that  moft  his  humours  know. 

Tr  in.  Such  fhort  liv'd  wits  doe  wither  as  they  grow. Who  are  the  reft  ? 

i.Lad.The  young  Dttmain,z  well  accomplifh'd  youth, 

Of  all  that  Virtue  love,  for  Virtue  loved. 
Moft  power  to  doe  moft  harm,  Ieaft  knowing  ill : 
For'he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good, 
And  ftiape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 
I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  *Alanz,oes  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw, 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worth inclTe. 

Rofa.  Another  of  thefe  Students  at  that  time, 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth. 
Birone  they  call  him  but,  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becomming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hours  talk  withall. 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  wit , 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch,  * 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft. 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceits  Expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words, 

That  aged  earesplay  Trewant  at  his  Tales, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed. 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  hisdifcourfe. 

Prin.  God  bleffe  my  Ladies,  are  they  all  in  love  ? 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garniftied, 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife. 
Ma,  Here  comes  Boyet. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance  Lord  ? 
Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach} 

And  he  and  his  Competitors  in  oath, 
Were  all  add  reft  to  meet  you  gentle  Lady 
Before  I  came  :  Marry  thus  I  have  learnt, 
He  rather  menns  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
Like  one  that  comes  hereto  beliege  his  Court, 

Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath  .* 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 

Enter  Navar,  Longavile,  Dumain,  and  Birone. 

Here  comes  Navarre. 

Nov.  Fair  Princefle,welcome  to  the  Court  of  Navar. 

Prin.  Fair  I  give  you  back  again ,  and  welcome  I 
have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  Court  is  too  high  to  be 
yours,  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bafe  to  be mine. 

Nav.  You  fliall  be  welcome  Madam  to  my  Court. 
Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then,  Conduct  me  thither. 

Na.  Hear  me  dear  Lady,  I  have  fworn  an  oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  Lord,  he'll  be  forfworn. Nav.  Not  for  the  world,fair  Madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  fhall  break  it  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 
7{av.  Your  Ladiftup  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 
Prin.  Were  my  Lord  fo,his  ignorance  were  wife, 

Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 

I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  Houfe-keeping  : 

'Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath  my  Lord  , And  fin  to  break  it : 

But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden  bold, 
To  teach  a  Teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  comming, 

And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 
Nav.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 
Trin.  You  will  the  fooner  that  I  were  away, 

For  you'll  prove  perjur'd  if  you  make  me  ftay. 
Bir.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Kef  a.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabahi  once  ? 

Bir. 
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Bir.  I  know  you  did, 

%ofa.  How  ncedlefs  was  it  then  to  ask  the  queftion  ? 

Bir.  Youmuft  not  be  fo  quick. 

Rof.  'Tis  long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  queftions. 

Bir.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft ,  'twill  tire. 
i{ofa.  Not  till  it  leave  the  Rider  in  the  mire. 
Bir.  What  time  a  day  ? 
Roftt.  The  houre  that  fools  fhould  ask. 
Bir.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask. 
Rof  a.  Fair  falls  the  face  it  covers. 
Bir.  And  fend  you  many  lovers. 
Rof  *.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none. 
Bir.  Nay  then  will  I  be  gone.  j 
Per.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate. 

The  paimentof  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 

Being  but  th'one  half  of  an  intire  fum, 
)isburfed  by  my  father  in  his  warrs. 
Jut  fay  that  he,  or  we,  as  neither  have 

leceiv'd  that  fum;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  :  in  furety  of  the  which, 

One  part  of  Aqttitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valued  to  the  moneys  worth, 

f  then  the  King  your  father  will  reltore 
kit  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfied, 

We  will  give  up  our  right  in  sAquitatny 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  Majefty : 
kit  that  it  fecms  he  little  purpofeth, 

:or  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid, 
An  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  not  demands 

One  paiment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 
o  have  his  title  live  in  $A quit  din. 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withalk 
And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent, 

^hen  Aquita'tny  fo  guelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 

~rom  reafons  yielding,  your  fair  felf  fhould  make 
A  yielding  'gainft  fome  reafon  in  my  breftj 
And  go  well  fatisfied  to  Trance  again, 

Pritt.  You  do  the  King  my  Father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 

"n  fo  unfecming  to  confefs  receit 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid, 

Fer.  I  doe  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it, 
And  if  you  prove  it,  Tie  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  ̂4quitain- 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  word  : 

Voyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 

~^or  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpeciall  Officers, of  Charts  his  Father. 
Fer.  Satisfieme  fo.  , 

Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound, 

To  morrow  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them. 
Fer.  It  fhall  fuffice  me ;  at  which  enterview, 

All  liberall  reafon  would  I  yield  unto : 

Meantime,  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand,- 
As  Honor,  without  breach  of  Honor  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come  fair  Princefs  in  my  gates, 
But  here  without  you  fhall  beforeceiv'd, 
As  you  fhall  deem  your  felf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Though  fo  deni'd  farther  harbour  in  my  houfe : Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,and  farewell, 
To  morrow  we  fhall  vifityou  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  confort  your  grace. 
Fer.  Thy  own  wifb,wifh  I  thee,  in  every  place.  Sxit. 

Boy.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  ro  my  own  heart. 
La.  Ro,  Pray  you  doe  my  commendations, 

I  would  be  glad  to, fee  it. 

Boy.  I  would  you  heard  it  grone. 
La.  %o.  Isthe  foulfick  ? 

Boy.  Sick  at  the  heart.  , 
La.  Ro.  Alack  let  it  bloud. 

Boy.  Would  that  doc  it  good  ? 
La.  Ro.  My  Phifick  fayes  I. 

Boy.  Will.you  prick't  with  your  eye. 
La.  Ro,  No  poy»ty  wich  my  knife. 
Boy.  Now  God  favc  thy  life. 
La.  Ro.  And  yours  from  long  living. 

Bir.  I  cannot  ftay  thanksgiving.  Exit. 

Enter  Dumaine. 

Dum.  Sir,I  pray  you  a  word  what  Lady  is  that  fame? 
toy.  The  heir  of  Alanfon,  Rof  aline  her  name.  -  , 
Dnm.  A  gallant  Lady,Mounfier  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

.   Enter  Longavili.         ,        , :  \  , 

Long.  I  befeech  yon  a  word  :  what  is  fhe  in  the  white? 
Boy. A  woman  fometimeS,  if  yoU  faw  her  ih  the  light. 

Long,  Perchance  light  in  the  light :  I  defire  her  name. 
Boy.  She  hath  but  one  for  her  felfj 

To  defire  that  were  a  fhame. 

Lon.  Pray  you  fir,  whole  daughter  ? 
Boy.  Her  mothers,  I  have  heard. 
Lon.  Gods  bleffing  a  your  beard. 

Boy.  Good  fir  be  not  offended. 
She  is  an  heir  oiF mlconbrUge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choller  is  ended  s 
She  is  a  moft  fweet  Lady.  Exit  hong, 

Boy,  Not  unlike  fir,  that  may  be. 
Enter  Bir  one. 

Bir.  What's  her  name  in  the  Cap. 
Boy.  Katherine  by  good  hap. 

Bir.  Is  fhe  wedded,  or  noi 

Boy.  To  her  will  fir,  or  fo. 
Bir.  You  are  welcome  fir,  adieu. 

Boy.  Farewell  to  me  fir,  and  welcome  to  you.  Exit. 
La.Ma.  That  laft  is  B irone^  the  merry  mad*capLord. 

Not  a  word  with  him,  but  a  jeft.  • 
B  oy.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word, 

Pri.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
Boy.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  boord. 
Lad.  Ma.  Two  hot  Sheeps  Mary  ; 

And  wherefore  not  Ships  ?  i  (lips. 

Boy.  No  fheep  (fweet  Lamb)  unleffe  we  feed  on  your 
La.  You  fheep  and  I  pafturc :  fhall  that  finifh  the  jeft? 
Boy.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  mc. 
La.  Not  fo  gentle  beaft. 

My  Lips  are  no  Common  though  feverall  they  be, 

Boy.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
La.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 
Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling;  but  gentles  agree. 

This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  ufed 

On  Navarre  and  his  book-men,  for  here  'tis  abufed. 
Boy.  If  my  obfervation  (which  very  feldome  lyes 

By  the  hearts  Mill  rhetorick,  difclofcd  with  eyes; 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infe&ed. 

Prin.  With  what  ? 

Boy.  With  that  which  we  Lovers  intitle  affected. Prin.  Your  reafon. 

Boy.  Why  all  his  his  behaviours  doe  make  their  retire, 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defire. 
His  heart  1  ike  an  Agot  with  your  print  impreffed,  .  > 

Proud 
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Proud  with  his  forme,  in  his  eye  pride  expreffed : 

His  tongue  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  (tumble  with  haftc  in  his  eye-fight  to  be , 
All  fenfcsto  that  fence  did  make  their  repair, 

To  feel  onely  looking  on  faireft  of  fair  : 

Me  thought  all  his  fences  were  lock'd  in  his  eye, 
As  Jewels  in  Chriftall  for  fome  Prince  to  buy:  (glaft, 

Who  tendring  their  own  worth  from  whence  they  were 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them  along  as  you  paft. 
His  faces  own  margent  did  coat  fuch  amazes, 

That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes. 

1'le  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 

And  you  give  him  for  my  fake,  but  one  loving  kifs. 

Pr'm.  Come  to  our  Pavillion,  Boyet  is  difpofed. 
Boy.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words ,  which  his  eye  hath 

I  onely  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye,  (difclos'd, 
By  adding  a  tongue,  which  I  know  will  not  lye. 

Lad.  Ro.  Thou  art  an  old  Love-monger,  and  fpeakeft 
skillfully. 

Lad.  Ma.  He  is  Cupids  Grandfather,  and  learns  news 
of  him. 

Lad.  2 .  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother ,  for  her  fa- 
ther  is  but  grim. 

Boy.  Doe  you  hear  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Lad.  i.  No. 

Boy.  What  then,  doe  you  fee  ? 
Lad.  2.  I,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Boy.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.         Exeunt  omnes. 

Mus  Tenia. 

E /iter  Braggart,  and  Boy. 
Song. 

Brag.  Warble  childe ,  make  paflionate  my  fonfc  of 
hearing. 

Boy.  Concolinell.  
Brag.  Sweet  Ayer,  goe  tendemeffe  of  years:  take 

this  Key,  give  enlargement  to  the  fwain ,  bring  him  fe- 
ftinatiy  hither :  I  mult  imploy  him  in  a  letter  to  my 
Love. 

Boy.  Will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French  braule  t 
Brag,  How  meaneft  thou,brauling  in  French  p 
Boy.  No  my  compleat  mafter ,  but  to  jigge  off  a  tunc 

at  the  tongues  end  ,  canary  to  it  with  the  feet,  humoui 
it  with  turning  up  your  eye :  figh  a  note  and  fing  a  note, 
fometime  through  the  throat  :  if  you  fwallowed  love 
with  ringing  ,  love  fometime  through  the  nofe,  as  if  you 
fnuft  up  love  by  fmelling  love ,  with  your  hat  penthoufe- 

like  o're  the  fhop  of  your  eyes ,  with  your  armes  croft  on 
your  thinbelly  doublet  (  like  a  Rabbet  on  a  fpit)  or  your 
hands  in  your  pocket ,  like  a  man  after  the  old  painting, 
and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune ,  but  a  fnip  and  away  : 
thefe  are  complements ,  thefe  are  humours ,  thefc  betray 
nice  wenches  that  would  be  betraid  without  thefc  ,  and 
make  them  men  of  note  :  do  you  note  men  that  moft  are 
affected  to  thefe  ? 

Brag.  How  haft  thou  purchafed  this  experience? 
Boy.  By  my  pen  of  observation. 
Brag.  But  O,  but  O. 
Boy.  The  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 
Brag.  Cairft  thou  my  love  Hobby-horfe. 
Boy.  No  Mafter,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  but  a  Colt  ,  and 

your  Love  perhaps,  a  Hackny : 

But  have  you  forgot  your  Love  > 
Brag.  Almoft  I  had. 

Boy.  Negligent  ftudent,  learn  her  by  heart. 
Brag .  By  heart,  and  in  heart  boy. 
Boy.  And  out  of  heart  Mafter  :  all  thofc  three  I  yvill 

prove. 
Brag)  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 
Boy.  A  man,  if  I  live  (and  this)  by,  in,  and  without, 

upon  the  inftant  :  by  heart  you  love  her ,  becaufc  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe 
your  heart  is  in  love  with  her  :  and  out  of  heart  you  love 
her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 

Brag.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 
Boy.  And  three  times  as  much  more ,  and  yet  nothing at  all. 

Brag.  Fetch  hither  the  Swain,  he  muft  carry  me  a letter. 

Boy.  A  meffage  well  fimpathiz'd,  a  Horfe  to  be  embaf- fadour  for  an  AOs. 

Brag.  Ha,  ha,  What  fayeft  thou  ? 
Boy.  Marry  fir,  you  muft  fend  the  Afs  upon  the  Horfe, 

for  he  is  very  flow  g2ted :  but  I  goe. 
Brag.  Thew?yis  but  ihort,  away. 

Boy.  As  fwift  as  Lead  fir. 

Brag.  Thy  meaning  pretty  ingenious ,  is  not  Lead  a 
mettall  heavy,  dull,  and  flow  ? 

Boy.  Mimme  honeft  Mafter,  or  rather  Mafter  no. 

Brag.  I  fay  Lead  is  flow. 
Boy.  You  are  too  fwift  fir  to  fay  fo. 

Is  that  Lead  flow  which  is  fir'd  from  a  <Sun  > 
Brag.  Sweet  fmoak  of  Rhetorick, 

He  reputes  me  a  Cannon,  and  the  Bullet  that's  he : 
1  ftioote  thee  at  the  Swain. 

B  oy.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee.  Exit 
Brag.  A  moft  acute  Juvenal,  voluble  and  free  ofgiace 

By  thy  favour  fweet  Welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face, 
Moft  rude  melancholly,  Valour  gives  the  place. 

My  Herald  isreturn'd. 
Enter  Page,  and  Clow*. 

Pag.  A  wonder  Mafter,  here's  a  Ctftard  broken  in 

fhin.  ' 

*Arm,  Some  enigma,  fome  riddle,  noLewvoyht 

gin. 

Clow.  No  egma,  no  riddle  ,  no  Lenvoy,  no  falve  ,  in 
the  male  fir.  O  fir,Plantan,  a  plain  Plantan :  no  Lewty, 

no  Lenvoy,  or  Salvefir,  but  Plantan. 
t/frm.  By  vertue  thou  inforceft  laughter ,  thy  filly 

thought,  my  fpleen,  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  provokes  me 
to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O  pardon  me  my  ftarres,  doth  the 
inconfiderate  take  falve  for  Lenvoy,  and  the  world  Len- 

voy  for  a  falve  ? 
Pag.  Doe  the  wife  think  them  other,  is  not  Lenvoy 

a  falve.  (plain, 

Arm.  No  Page,  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe  to  make 
Some  obfeu re  precedence  that  bath  toforebecn  fain. 
Now  will  I  begin  your  morral ,  and  do  you  follow  with 

my  Lenvoy. 
The  Fox,  the  Ape,  and  the  Humble-bee, 

Were  ft  ill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
Pag.  Untill  the  Goofc  came  out  of  door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 

A  good  impending  in  the  Goofe :  would  you  do- fire  more  ?  i 

Ch.  The  Boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain,  a  Goofe,  that' t 
flat 
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Sir,  your  penny -worth  is  good,  and  your  Goofe  be  fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as  fart  as  loofe  : 

Lzt  me  ice  a  fa:  Lenvoy,  I  chat's  a  far  Goofc. 
Arm*.  Come  hither,  come  hither : 

How  did  this  argument  begin  > 
Boy.  By  faying  that  a  Cofiard  was  broken  in  a  fhin. 

Then  cal'd  you  for  a  Lenvoy. 
£lort.  Tiue,  and  1  for  a  Plantan  : 

Thus  came  your  argument  in  : 

Then  the  Boyes  fat  Lenvoy  ,  the  Goofc  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Jirma.  But  tell  me:  How  was  there  a  Cofiard  broken 
in  a  ihin  ? 

T-g.  1  will  tell  you  fencibly, 
Clew.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it  Mothy 

I  will  fpeak  that  Lenvoy. 
I  fiflard  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within, 
Fell  over  the  thrcihould ,  and  broke  my  fhin. 

rm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 
Clow.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 

nArm.  Sirra  Cofiard,!  will  infranchife  thee. 

Clow.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Francis,  I  fmell  fome  Z-f«- 

•z^jfome  Goofe  in  this. 
Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming  thy  perfon ;  thou  wert  Immured ,  re- 

ftraincd,  captivated,  bound. 
Clow.  True,  true,  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation, 

and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  libcrty,fet  thee  from  durange,and 
in  lieu  thereof  ,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this :  Bear 
this  figniftcant  to  the  countrey  Maid  jaquenetta :  there 
is  remuneration ,  for  the  beft  ward  of  mine  honors,  is  re- 

warding my  dependants.  Moth,  follow. — -  Exit. 
Pag.  Like  the  fequell  I. 

Signior  Cofiard  adieu. 
Clow.  My  fwcet  ounce  of  mans  fiefh,my  in-cony  jew: 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration. 

Remuneration,  O,  that's  the  Latine  word  for  three-far- 

things :  There  farthings  remuneration  ,  What's  the  price 
of  this  yncle?  i.  de.no,  I'legive  you  a  remuneration:  Why? 
It  carries  it's  remuneration:  Why  >  It  is  a  fairer  name  then 
a  French-Crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this word. 

Enter  Blrone. 

Blr.  O  my  good  knave  Cofiard,  exceedingly  well  met. 
Clow.  Pray^ou  fir,How  much  Carnation  Ribbon  may 

a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 
Blr.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cofi.  Marry  fir,  half  penny  farthing. 
Bir.  O,  Why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  Silk. 
Cofi,  I  thank  your  worfhip,  God  be  wy  you. 
Bir.  O  ftay  flave,  I  muft  employ  thee  : 

As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave, 
Doe  one  thing  for  me  that  I  (hall  intreat. 

Clow.  When  would  you  have  it  done  fir  ? 
B'ir.  Othis  after-noon. 
Clow.  Well,  I  will  do  it  fir :  Fare  you  well. 
Bir*  O  thou  knoweft  not  what  it  is. 
Clow.  I  fhall  know  fir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

.  Blr.  Why  villain,thou  muft  know  it  firft. 
Clow.  I  will  come  to  your  worfhip  to  morrow  morning. 
Blr.  It  muft  be  done  this  after-noon, 

Hark  flave,  it  is  but  this : 

The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  Park, 

And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  Lady  : 

When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rof aline  they  call  her,  ask  for  her : 
And  to  her  white  hand  fee  thou  doe  commend 

This  feal'd  up  counlell.  There's  thy  guerdon  i  goe. 
Clo.  Guerdon,  O  fweet  Guerdon,  better  then  remune- 

ration ,  a  leavenpence-farthing  better :  moft  fweet  guer- 
don. I  will  do  it  fir  in  print:  guerdon*  remuneration. 

Exit. 

Bir.  O  /  and  I  forfooth  in  love, 
I  that  have  been  loves  whip  ? 

A  very  beadle  to  a  numerous  figh :  A  Critick. 

Nay  a  night-watch  Conftable. 

A  dominiering  pedant  o're  the  Boy, 
Then  whom  no  mortall  fo  magnificent. 

This  wimpled,  whyning,  purblind  waiward  Boy., 

This  fignior  'juntos  gyant  dwatfe,  don  Cupid, 
Regent  of  Love-rimes,  Lord  of  folded  armes, 

Th'annointed  foveraign  of  fighes  and  groans : 
Liedgeof  all  loyterers,  and  malecontents ; 
Dread  Prince  of  Plackets,  King  of  Codpeeces. 
Sole  Etnperator  and  great  generall 
Of  trotting  Parrators  (  O  my  little  heart.) 
And  I  to  be  a  Corporall  of  his  field, 
And  wear  his  colours  like  a  Tumblers  hoope  ? 
What  ?  I  love .'  I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife , 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  Germane  Clock, 
Still  a  repairing :  ever  out  of  frame, 

And  never  going  aright,  being  but  a  Watch  : 

But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  ftill  go  right. 

Nay  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 
And  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all, 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  biow. 
With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes„ 

I,  and  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 

Though  sArgtu  were  her  Eunuch  and  her  guard. 
And  I  to  figh  for  her  /  to  watch  for  her  / 
To  pray  for  her,  go  to :  it  is  a  plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  neglect. 
Of  his  almighty  dreadfull  little  might. 
Well,  I  will  love,  write, figh,  pray,  fue,  and  groan, 

Some  men  muft  love  my  Lady,  and  fome  Joan. 

dABus  Quartus, 

Enter  the  Prlncef,a  Forrefier,  her  Ladies, 
and  her  Lords. 

Prin.  Was  that  the  King  that  fpui'd  his  horfe  fo  hard, 
Againft  the  fteep  unrifing  of  the  hill  ? 

Boy.  I  know  not,  but  I  think  it  was  not  he," 
Prin.  Who  e're  a  was,a  fhew'd  a  mounting  minde  : 

Well  Lords,  to  day  we  fhall  have  our  difpatch, 

On  Saterday  we  will  return  to  France. 

Then  Forrefier  my  friend,  Where  is  the  Bufh 
That  we  muft  ftand.and  play  the  murthcrer  in  ? 

For.  Hereby  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  Coppice, 
A  Stand  where  you  may  make  thefaireft  fhoote. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  fhoor, 

And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft  the  faireft  fhoote. 
For.  Pardon  me,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,wbat  ?  Firft  praife  me,then  again  fay  no. 

O  ihort  liv'd  pride.  Not  fair  ?  alack  for  woe. 
For  Yes 
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For.  Yes  Madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  mc  now, 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 

Here  (good  my  g!afs)  take  this  for  telling  true  : 
Fair  paimcnt  for  foul  words,  is  more  then  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  hercfie  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  dayes, 

A  giving  hand, though  foul,  fhall  have  the  praife. 
But  come,  the  Bow :  Now  Mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  (hooting  well,  is  then  accounted  ill : 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoote, 

Not  wounding,  pitty  would  not  let  me  do't : 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  mew  my  skill, 
That  more  for  praife,  then  purpofe  meant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  qucftion,  fo  it  is  fometimcs : 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  dctefted  crimes, 
When  for  Fames  fake,  to  praife  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that,  the  working  of  the  heart. 
As  I  for  praife  alone  now  feck  to  fpill 
The  poor  Dears  bloud,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boy.  Doe  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-foveraignty 
Onely  for  praife  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o're  their  Lords  ? 

Prin.  Onely  for  praife,  and  praife  we  may  afford, 
To  any  Lady  that  fubdues  a  Lord. 

Enter  Clown. 

Boy.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- wealth. 

Clo.  God  dig-you-den  all,  pray  you  which  is  the  head Lady  ? 

Prin.  Thou  (halt  know  her,fellow,by  the  reft  that  have 
no  heads. 

Clo.  Which  is  the  greateft  Lady,  the  higheft  ? 
Prin.  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft. 
Clo.  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft :  it  is  fo,truth  is  truth. 

And  your  wafte  Miftris,  were  as  (lender  as  my  wit, 
One  a  thefe  maids  girdles  for  your  wafte  (hould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  You  are  the  thickeft  here. 

Prin.  What's  your  will  fir  ?  What's  your  will? 
Clow.  I  have  a  Letter  from  Monfieur  Bironey 

To  one  Lady  Rofaliney 

Prin.  O  thy  letter,  thy  letter  :  He's  a  good  friend  of 
Stand  afide  good  bearer.  (mine. 

Boyety  you  can  carve, 
Break  up  this  Capon. 

Boy.  I  am  bound  to  fervc. 
This  Letter  is  miftook :  it  importeth  none  here : 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  T  fwear. 

Break  the  neck  of  the  Wax,  and  every  one  give  ear, 

Boyet  reads. 

J£Y  heaven ,  that  thou  art  fair ,  is  moll  infallible :  true 
that  thou  art  beateous  :  truth  it  felf  that  thou  art 

lovely  :  more  fairer  then  fair ,  beautifull  then  bcautious, 
truer  then  truth  it  felf :  have  comiferation  on  thy  heroi- 
call  Vaffall.  The  magnanimous  and  moft  illuftrate  King 

Cophetua  fet  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitatc  Beg- 
ger  Zenelophon  :  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay  , 
Veniy  vidiy  vlcl :  Which  to  Anatomize  in  the  vulgar,  O 
bafe  and  obfeure  vulgar ;  videlicet  y  He  came,  Saw,  and  o- 
vercame  :  he  came  one ;  fee  two ;  overcame  three. 

Who  came?  the  King.  Why  did  he  come  .?  to  fee.  Why 

did  he  lee  ?  to  overcome.  To  whom  came  he  ?  to  the 
Bcggcr.  What  faw  he  ?  the  Begger.  Who  overcame 
he  ?  the  Begger.  The  condufion  is  victory  :  On  whofe 

fide  ?  the  Kings :  the  captive  is  inrich'd :  On  whofe  fide? 
the  Beggcrs.  The  cataftrophe  is  a  Nuptiall  :  On  whdfe 
fide  ?  the  Kings :  no,on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both.  I  am 

the  King  (for  foftandsthe  comparifon )  thou  the  Beg- 
ger ,  for  fo  witneffeth  thy  lowlinefs.  Shall  I  command 

thy  love .?  I  may.  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  ?  I  could. 
Shall  I  intreat  thy  love .?  I  will.  What,  fhaltthou  ex-, 
change  for  rags  ?  roabs :  for  tittles?  titles :  for  thy  felfc? 
me.  Thus  expecting  thy  reply,  Iprophanemy  lips  on 
thy  foot ,  my  eyes  on  thy  picture ,  and  my  heart  on  thy 

every  part. 
Thine  in  the  dearefl  defigne  of  indujlry^ 

Don  Adriana  de  Armado* 

Thus  doft  thou  hear  the  Nemean  Lion  roar, 
Gainft  thee  thou  Lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  prey : 
Submiffive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 
And  he  from  forrage  will  incline  to  play.  | 

But  if  thou  ftrive  (poor  foul)  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feather  is  he  that  indited,  this 
Letter?  What  vain  ?  What  Weathercock .?  Did  you  ever 

%    hear  better  $ 

Boy.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  ftile. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,going  o're  it  ere  while. 
Boy. This  Armado  is  ̂Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in  court; 

A  Phantafme ,  a  Monarcho  ,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  Prince  and  his  Book-mates. 

'Prin.  Thou  fellow,  a  word. 

Who  gave  thee  this  Letter  ? 
Clo.  I  told  you,  my  Lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fnould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 
Clow.  From  my  Lord  to  my  Lady. 

Prin.  From  which  Lord,  to  which  Lady  ? 
Clow.  From  my  Lord  Berowny  a  good  mafter  of  mine, 

ToaLady  of  Francey  that  hecall'd  Rofaline. 
Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.  Come  Lords  away. 

Here  fweet,  put  up  this,  'twill  be  thine  another  day. 
Exeunt. 

Boy.  Who  is  the  (hooter  ?  who  is  the  ("hooter  ? 'Rofa.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know. 
Boy.  I  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Rofa.  Why  fhe  that  bears  the  Bow.  Finely  put  off. 

Boy.  My  Lady  goes  to  kill  homes,  but  if  thou  many, 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  taht  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on. 

Rofa.  Well  then,  I  am  the  mooter. 
Boy.  And  who  is  your  Dear  ? 
Rofa.  If  we  choofe  by  horns ,  your  felf  come  not  near. 

Finely  put  on  indeed. 
Mari.  You  (till  wrangle  with  her  BojetpnA  fhe  ftrikes 

at  the  brow.  t 

Boy.  But  (he her  felf  is  hit  lower: Have  I  hit  her  now. 

%efa.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  ir. 

Boy.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old ,  that  was 
a  woman  when  Queen  Cjuinovcr  of  Br  it  tain  was  a  little 

wech,as  touching  the  hit  it. 
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Rofi.  Thou  catvft  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  its 

Thou  canft  not  hit  it  my  good  man.' 
Boy.  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot : 

And  I  cannot,  another  can.  Exit. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  moft  pleafant,  how  both  diet  fit  it. 
(JMar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  fhoc ,  for  they  both 

did  hit. 

Boy.  A  maik  ,  O  mark  but  that  mark  :  a  mark  fayes 
my  Lady. 

Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  meat  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar.  Wide  a'th  bow  hand,  ifaith  your  hand  is  out. 

Clo.  Indeed  a'muft  fhoot  nearer,  or  hee'l  ne're  hit  the clout. 

Boy.  And  if  my  hand  be  out,  then  belike  your  hand  is 
in.  :  • 

Clo.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upfhoot  by  cleaving  the 
Pin 

CMar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily ,  your  lips  grow 
foule. 

Clo.  She's  coo  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  fir,  challenge  her 
to  bouk. 

Boy.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing  :  good  night  my  good 
Owie. 

Clo.  By  my  foul  a  Swain,  a  moft  fimple  Clown. 
Lord,  Lord/  how  the  Ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down. 
O  my  troth  moft  fweet  jefts ,  moft  inccny  vulgar  wit, 
When  it  comes  io  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfeeenely ,  as  it  were, 

fo  fit. 

Armado  ath  to  fide,  O  a  moft  dainty  man. 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  Lady,  and  to  bear  her  Fan. 

To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand ,  and  how  moft  fweetly  a  will 
fvvear  : 

And  his  Page  at  other  fide ,  that  handfull  of  wit, 
Ah  heavens,  it  is  a  moft  patheticall  nit. 
Sowla,Sowla.  Exeunt. 

Showt  within. 

£ nter  Dull.  HoUf ernes,  the  Pedant,  and  Nathaniel. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  fport  truely ,  and  done  in  the 
teftimony  of  a  good  confeience. 

Bed.  The  Dear  was  (  as  you  know  )  fanguis  in  bloud, 
ripe  as  a  Pomwater  ,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  Jewell  in 
the  ear  of  Cmlo  the  sky  :  the  welken  the  heaven ,  and  a- 
non  falleth  like  a  Crab  on  the  face  of  Terra,  the  foyle,thc 
land,  the  earth. 

Cur  at. Nath  .Truly  Mafter  Holofemes,the  epythitesarc 
fweetly  varied  like  a  fcholler  at  the  leaft  :  but  fir  I  allure 
ye,  it  was  a  Buck  of  the  firft  head. 

Hoi,  Sir  J^athamel,  haud  credo. 

'Twas  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  Pricket. 
Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation  :  yet  a  kind  of  anfi- 

nuation,  as  it  were  in  via,  in  way  of  explication/^^ :  as 
it  were  replication,  or  rather  oftentare,  to  fhow  as  it  were 
his  inclination  after  hisundieffed,  unpolliihed,  uneduca- 

ted, unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered ,  or  rathe- 
reft  uncoiafirmed  fafhion  ,  to  infert  again  my  baud  credo :or  a  Deer. 

Dul.  I  faid  the  Deer  was  not  a  haul  credo  ,  'twas  a Pricket. 

H tl.  Twice  fod  fimplicity ,  bis  cottus  •  O  thou  mon- 
fter  ignorance,  how  deformed  doeft  thou  look  ?  . 

Nath.  Sir  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  are 
bred  in  a  book. 

He  hath  not  eat  paper  as  it  were  : 
He  hath  not  drunk  ink. 

His  intellect  is  not  replenifhed  ,  he  is  onely  an  animal  , 
onely  fcnlible  in  the  duller  parts :  and  fuch  barren  plants 
arc  let  befoieus ,  that  we  thank  fuli  fhuuld  be  ■  which  we 
taftc  and  feeling ,  are  for  thole  parts  that  do  fructifie  in  us 
more  then  he. 

For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcrcet ,  or 

a  foole  ;  '■•     . : 
So  were  there  a  patch  fee  on  Learning  ,  to  fee  him  in  a , Schoole. 

Bat  omne  bene  fay  I,  being  of  an  old  Fathers  mindes 
Many  can  btook  the  weather ,  that  love  not  the  wind. 

Dul.  You  two  are  book-men  :  Can  you  tell  by  your 

wit  ?  What  was  a  month  old  at  Cains  birth,  that's  not five  weeks  old  as  yet  ? 

Hoi,  Dlttljima  goodman  Dull ,  Ditllfima  goodman Dull. 

'Dull.  What  is  dltllnna  > 

Nath.  A  title  to  Phebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 
Hoi.  The  Moon  was  a  month  old  when  Adam  was  no 

more.  (fcore. 

And  wrought  not  to  five -weeks  when  he  came  to  five- 
Th'allufion  holds  in  the  Exchange, 

Sul.  -'Tis  true  indeed ,  the  Collufion  holds  in  the  Ex- change. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity,  I  fay  th'allufion  holds in  the  Exchange. 

Dul.  And  I  fay  the  poliufion  holds  in  the  Exchange  : 
for  the  Moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  :  and  I  fay  be- 

fide  that,  'twas  a  Pricket  that  the  Princefs  kild. 
Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel ,  will  you  hear  an  extemporall 

Epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  Dear  ,  and  to  humour 

the  ignorant  call'd  the  Dear ,  the  Princeffe  kill'd  a  Pric- ket. ... 

Nath,  Verge  opoA  Mafter  Holofemes,perge,{o  it  fhall 
pleafeyou  to  abrogate  fcurril.ity. 
>  Hoi.  I  will fomething  effect  the  letter,  fork  argues facility. 

The  pralsfull  Princef  pearfl  and  priest 

a  pretty  pleating  Pricket , 
Some  fay  a  Sore,  but  not  a  fore, 

till  now  made  fore  with  footing. 

The  Dogs  did  yell,  put  ell  to  Sore, 
then  Sorell  jumps  from  thicket  : 

Or  Pricket-fore,  or  elfe  Sorell, 
the  people  fall  a  hooting. 

If  Sore  bj^fore,  then  ell  to  Sore, 
,  makes  fifty  fores  O  for  ell :  . 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make 

by  adding  but  one  more  L. 

Nath.  A  rare  talent. 

Dul.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw ,  look  how  he  claws  him 
with  a  talent. 

Nath.  This  is  a  gifc  that  I  have  fimple :  fimple,  a  fool- 
ifh  extravagant  fpirit ,  full  of  formes,  figures ,  iliapes,  ob- 

jects, Ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions.  Thefe 
are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory  ,  nourifht  in  the 
wombe  ofprimater,  and  delivered  upon  the  mellowing 
of  occafion  :  but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofein  whom  it  is 
acute,  and  I  am  thankfull  for  it. 

Hoi.  Sir ,  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you  ,  and  fo  may  my 

parifhioners,  for  their  Sonnsare  well  tutor'd  by  you, 
and  their  Daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you :  you 
are  a  *;ood  member  of  the  common-wealth. 

Nath.  Me  hrcule ,  If  their  Sonns  be  ingcnuous,thev 
  ("hall 
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thall  want  no  inftruftton  :  If  their  Daughters  be  capable, 

I  will  put  it  to  them.  But  Vir  fafit  qui  pauea  loquitur,  a 
foul  Feminine  faluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  the  Clown. 

Jaqut.  God  give  you  good  morrow  Matter  Parfon. 

Nat b.  Matter  Parfon,quaJi  perjone}  And  if  one  ihould 

x  peitt,  Which  is  the  one  > 

Clo,  Marry  Matter  Schoolmaftcr ,  he  that  is  likett  to 
hogihead. 

Nath.  Of  perfmg  a  Hogihead,  a  good  clutter  of  conceit 

in  a  turph  of  Earth,  fire  enough  for  a  Flint,  Pearle  enough 

for  a  Swine  :  'tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 
Jaqn.  Good  Matter  Parfon  be  fo  good  as  readme  this 

Letter,  it  was  given  me  by  Cottar d ,  and  fent  me  from 
Don  osfrmatho :  I  befeech  you  read  it. 

Nath.  Faufte  precor  gelt  da,  quando  ,  fecus  omne  fub 
umbra,  ruminat,  and  fo  forth.  Ah  good  old  Mantuan,  I 

may  fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  V emce ,  V ene- 

chi,venache  a,qui  non  te  vide,  I  non  tepiaech.  Old  Man- 
tuan,  eld  Mantuan.  Whounderftandeth  thee  not,  ut  re 

[olla  ml  fa.  Under  pardon  fir  ,  What  are  the  contents? 

or  rather  as  Horace  faies  in  his ,  What .'  my  foul  verfes. 
Hoi.  I  fir,  and  very  learned. 
Nath.  Let  me  hear  a  ftaffe ,  a  ftanza ,  a  verfc,  Lege 

domine. 

If  Love  make  me  forfwom,  how  (hall  I  fwear  to  love  ? 
Ah,never  faith  could  hold,if  not  to  beautie  vowed. 
Though  to  my  felfe  forfworn,to  thee  Tie  faithfull  prove. 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  Okes ,  to  thee  like  Ofiers 

bowed. 

Study  his  byas  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes. 

Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live  ,  that  art  would  compre- hend. 

If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fhall  fuffice, 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  commend. 
All  ignorant  that  foul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder. 
Which  is  to  me  fome  praife,  that  I  thy  parts  admire ; 

Thy  eye  Joves  lightning  bears ,  thy  voyce  his  dreadful 
thunder. 

Which  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fweet  fire. 
Celeftiall  as  thou  art,  Oh  pardon  love  this  wrong, 
That  fings  heavens  praife,  with  fuchan  earthly  tongue. 

Tedro.  You  find  not  the  apoftraphes ,  and  fomifsthe 
accent.  Let  me  fupervife  the  cangenet. 

'  Nath.  Here  are  onely  numbers  ratifie^ ,  but  for  the 
elegancy,  facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  pqefic  caret :  O 
vidius  Nafo  was  the  man.  And  why  indeed  Nafo  ,  but 
for  fmelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ?  the 
jerks  of  invention  imitary  is  nothing  :  So  doth  the 
Hound  his  matter  ,  the  Ape  his  keeper,  the  tyred  Horfc 
his  rider  :  But  Damefella  Virgin ,  Was  this  directed  to 

you? Jaque.  I  fir,  from  one  Mounfieur  Blrone ,  one  of  the 
ftrange  Queens  Lords. 

Nath.  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript. 

To  the  f now-white  hand  of  the  mo  ft  beautioui  Ladjy'Ro' 
faline.  I  will  look  again  on  the  intellect  of  the  Letter,  for 

the  nomination  of  the  party  written  to  the  perfon  written unto. 

Tour  Ladifhips  in  all  dejired  employment,  Birone. 
Per.  Sir  Holofemes,t\\\s  Berown  is  one  of  the  Votaries 

with  the  King  ,  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  Letter  to  a  fe- 
quent  of  the  ttranger  Queens :  which  accidentally ,  or 
by  the  way  of  progreflion ,  hath  mifcarricd.   Trip  and 

goe  my  fweet ,  deliver  this  Paper  into  the  hand  of  the 
King,  it  may  concern  much  :  ftay  not  thy  complement,  I 
forgive  thy  duty,  adieu. 

Maid.  Good  Cofiard  goe  with  me ; 
Sir  (Sod  fave  your  life. 

C°tt.  Have  with  thee  my  girle.  Exit. 
Hoi.  Sir  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God  very 

religioufly  :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith  . 
Ped.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  doe  fcarcouloura 

ble  colours.  But  to  return  to  the  Verfes,  did  they  pleafe 
you  Sir  Nathaniel?  % 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 
Peda.  I  doe  dine  to  day  at  the  fathers  of  a  certain  Pu- 

pill  of  mine ,  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  {hall  pleafe  you  to 
gratifie  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will  on  my  priviled^e  I 
lave  with  the  parents  of  the  forefaid  Child  and  Pupill, 
undertake  your  bien  venuto  ,  where  I  will  prove  thofe 
Verfes  to  be  very  unlearned  ,  neither  favouring  of  Poe 
try,  Wit  or  Invention.  I  befeech  your  Society. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the  text) 
is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

Peda.  And  certes  the  text  raofi  infallibly  concludes  it, 
Sir  I  doe  invite  you  too,  you  inall  not  fay  me  nay :  pauca 

verba. 

Away ,  the  gentles  are  at  their  game ,  and  we  will  to  our recreation. 
Exeunt. 

Enter  Birone  with  A  Paper  in  his  hand,  alone. 

Biro.  The  King  he  is  hunting  the  Dear, I  am  courfing  my  felf. 

They  have  pitcht  a  Toyle ,  I  am  toyling  in  a  pitch  , 
pitch  that  defiles;  defile,  a  foul  word:  Well,  fet  thee 
down  forrow  ;  for  fo  they  fay  the  fool  faid ,  and  fo  fay 
I ,  and  I  thee  fool :  Well  proved  wit.  By  the  Lord  this 
Love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax ,  it  kills  fheep,  it  kills  me,  I  a 

ttieep  :  Well  proved  again  a  my  fide.  I  will  not  love, 
if  I  doe ,  hang  me  :  ifaith  I  will  not.  O  but  her  eye :  by 
this  light ,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her ;  yes,for 
her  to  her  eyes.  Well,  I  doe  nothing  in  the  world  but  lye 
and  lye  in  my  throat.  By  heaven  I  doe  love,  and  it  hath 

taught  me  to  Rime ,  and  to  be  mallicholly  .•  and  here  is 
part  of  my  Rime,  and  here  my  mallicholly.  Well,  flie 

hath  one  a'my  Sonnets  already ,  the  Clown  bore  it ,  the 
Foole  fent  it ,  and  the  Lady  hath  it :  fweet  Clown,  fweet 
er  Foole,  fweeteft  Lady.  By  the  world ,  I  would  not  care 
a  pin ,  if  the  other  three  were  in.  Here  comes  one  with  a 

paper,  God  give  him  grace  to  groan. 
He  ftands  afde.  The  King  eutreth. 

King.  Ay  me. 

Bir.  Shot  by  heaven :  proceed  fweet  Cupid,  thou  haft 
thumpt  him  with  thy  Birdoolt  under  the  left  pap:  in  faith 
fecrets. 

King.  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  Sun  gives  not, 
To  thole  freih  morning  drops  upon  the  Rofe, 

As  thy  eye  beams  when  their  freih  Raycs  havefraoc 
The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows. 
Nor  Urines  the  filver  Moon  one  halfc  fobright, 
Through  the  tranfparent  bofome  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light: 

Thou  fhin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  doe  weep, 
No  drop,  but  as  a  Coach  doth  carry  thee, 
So  ridett  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe. 
Doe  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwellin  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  Will  (hew: But 
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But  doc  no:  love  thy  felf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  °IafTes,and  ftill  make  me  weep. 

O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excell, 

No  thought  can  thinkvnor  tongue  of  mortall  tell. 
How  fliall  lhc  know  my  griefs  ?  Tie  drop  the  paper. 
Sweet  leaves  fhade  folly.  Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Le:iga.v\le.  The  King  Steps  ajide. 

What .'  Longavile !  and  reading :  liften  car. 
Bir.  Now  in  thy  likcneffe  one  more  fool  appears. 

Long.  Ay  me,  I  am  forfwom. 

Bir.  Why  he  comes  in  like  a  perjur'd,  wearing  papers. 
Long.  In  loveIhope,fweccfellowfhipinfhame. 

^  ir.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

^L«n.  Am  I  the  firft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo?  (know, 
Bir.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two,  that  I 

Thou  makeft  the  triumphry,  the  corner  cap  of  fociety, 
The  fhape  of  Loves  TiSurn,  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 

Lon.  I  fear  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move. 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefle  of  my  love , 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

Bir.  O  /  Rimes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupids\\ofcy 
Disfigure  not  his  Shop. 

Lon.  This  fame  fhall  go.  He  reads  the  Sonnet. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  Rhetorick^of  thine  eye, 

'Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument , 
Perfivade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury  > 
Veres  for  thee  brol^e  def rrve  not  pun  ifhment. 
A  Woman  Iforfwore,  but  I  will prove, 
Thou  being  a  Goddefe,  I  for  [wore  not  thee. 
(JMy  V oiv  i»a4  earthy,  thou  a  heavenly  Lsve. 

Thy  grace  being gain'dy  cures  all  dif grace  in  me. 
Vowes  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is, 
Then  thou  fair  Sun,  which  on  my  earth  do  eft  fhine, 
Eschal'tt  this  vapour-vow,  in  thee  it  is  : 
If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine  : 

If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife^ 
To  loofe  an  oath,  to  win  a  Paradife  ? 

Bir.  This  is  the  liver  vein,  which  makes  flefh  a  deity. 
A  gre  en  Goofe,  a  Goddeffe,  pure,  pure  Idolatry. 

God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'th'  way. 

Enter  Dumaine, 

Lan.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this  /  (  Company  ?  )  Stay. 
Bir.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play, 

Like  a  demy  God,  here  fit  I  in  the  sky, 

And  wretched  fools  fecrets  heedfully  o'reeye. 
More  Sacks  to  th'  Mill  /  O  heavens  I  have  my  wifh, 
Dumain  transform'd  ;  four  Woodcocks  in  a  difh, 

Dum.  O  moll  divine  Kate . 

Biro.  O  moft  prophane  coxcombe. 

Dum.  By  heaven  the  wonder  of  a  mortall  eye. 
Bir.  By  earth  fhe  js  not :  corporal],  there  you  lye. 
Dum.  Her  Amber  hairs  for  fowl  hath  Amber  coted. 
Bir.  An  Amber  coloured  Raven  was  well  noted. 

Dum.  As  upright  as  the  Cedar. 
Bir.  Stoop  I  fay,  her  fhoulder  is  with  child. 
Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 
Bir.  I  as  {ome  dayes,  but  then  no  fun  muft  fhine. 
Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifh  ? 
Long.  And  I  had  mine. 
Km.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord. 
Bir.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine.  Is  not  that  a  good  word  ? 
Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  Feaver  (he 

Raigns  in  my  bloud,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Bir.  A  Feaver  in  your  bloud !  why  then  incifion 

Would  let  her  out  in  Sawcers,  fweet  mifprifibn. 
Dum.  Once  more  Tie  read  che  Ode  that  I  have  writ, 

Bir.  Once  more  Flc  mark  how  Love  can  vary  Wit. 

Dumain  reads  his  Sonnet. 

On  a  day,  alach^  the  day  : 
Love,  who fe  Month  if  every  May , 

Spl'd  a  bloffome paffing  fair7 

Playing  in  the  wanton  aire  : 
Through  the  Velvet,  leavs  the  wind, 
■All  unfeen,  can  parage  find. 
That  the  Lover  fchjo  death, 

Wiftidhimfelf  the  heavens  breath. 
Aire  [quoth  he)  thy  cheeks  to  blow, 
Aire,  would  I  might  triumph  fo. 
But  alack^  my  hand  is  f  worn, 

JVe're  to  pluck^theefrtm  thy  throne  \ 
V ow  aiack^for  youth  unmeet, 

Youth  fo  apt  to  plucky  a  fweet. 
Doe  not  call  it  Jin  in  me, 

7 hat  I  am  forfwom  for  thee. 
Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  fwear  , 
Juno  but  an  JEthiop  were, 
And  deny  hlmfelf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortall  for  thy  Love. 

This  will  I  fend,  and  fomething  elfe  more  plain, 
That  fhall  expreffe  my  true-loves  faffing  pain, 
0  would  the  King,  Biro ne,  and  Longavile , 
Were  Lovers  too,  ill  to  example  ill, 

Would  from  my  fore-head  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  : 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  doc  dote. 

Lon.  Dumain,  thy  Love  is  far  from  charity. 

That  in  Loves  grief  defir'ft  fociety  : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  fhould  blufh  I  know, 

To  be  o're-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come  fir,  you  bkilh:  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch, 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  doe  net  love  Maria,  Longavile, 
Did  never  Sonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ; 

Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  armcs  athwart 
His  loving  bofome,  to  keep  down  his  Weart. 
1  had  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bufh. 

And  m'arkt  you  both,  and  for  you  '  cth  old  Sluflas 
I  heard  your  guilty  Rimes,  obfc  Vd  ftM  fnl,.:n  ; 
Saw  fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  vyejl  yfciu  paffion. 

Ay  me,  fayes  one  .'Ojove.  the  other  c.  i-s  / Her  hairs  were  Gold,Oiftall  the  oth<.  s  eyes. 
You  would  for  Paradife  break  faith  and  troth. 

And  Jove  for  your  Love  would  infi  inge  an  oath. 

What  will  Birone  fay:  when  that  he  fh  \\  hear 

A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  iwcr'r. How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  Inugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 

I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Blr.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrifie. 

Ah  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me. 

Good  heart,  What  grace  haft  thou  'thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  wormes  for  loving,  that  are  moft  in  iove  ? 
Your  eyes  doe  make  no  couches  in  your  tears, 
There  is  no  certain  Princeffethat  appears. 

You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hatefull  thing : 
Tufh,  none  but  Minftrells  like  of  Sonnetting. 

But  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not 
M  All 
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All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'xe  fhot  ? 
You  found  lv.s  Moth,  the  King  your  Moth  did  fee  : 
out  I  a  Beam  doc  find  in  each  of  three. 

O  what  a  Scene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen, 
Of  iighs,  of  groans,  of  fcrrow,  and  of  teen  : 
0  mc,  with  what  ftncl:  patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  l&ng  transformed  to  a  Gnat  ? 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  Gigge, 

And  p-ofound  Solomon  tuning  a  Jygge  ? 
And  Neftor  play  it  pufh-pin  with  the  B^yes, 

And  Qrtt'ickTymon  laugh  at  idle  toyes. 
Where  lies  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  mc  ?pcd  cDumain. 
And  gentle  Longavile^  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Lieges  ?  all  about  the  breaft. 
A  Candle  hoa  .' 

K'm.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft, 
Arc  we  betrayed  thus  to  thy  over- view  ? 

Bir.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betrayed  to  yoUi 
1  that  am  honeft.  I  that  hold  it  fin 

To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in  : 

I  am  betray 'd  by  keeping  company 
With  men,  like  men  of  ftrange  inconftancy. 
When  fhall  you  fee  mc  write  a  thing  in  rime  ? 

Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minutes  time, 
In  pruning  me?  when  fhall  you  hear  that  I  will  praife  a 
hand,  a  foot ,  a  face,  an  eye  :  a  gate  ,  a  ftate ,  a  brow ,  a 
breaft,  a  watte,  a  legge,  a  limme. 

Kin.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo. 

Bir.  I  pott  from  Love,  good  Lover  let  me  go. 
£ nter  Jacjuenetta^  and  Clown. 

Jacjtte.  God  bleffe  the  King. 
Kin.  What  Prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 
Clo.  Sonic  certain  treafon. 
Kin.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Clo.  Nay  it  makes  nothing  fir. 
Kin.  If  it  marrc  nothing  neither, 

The  treafon  and  you  go  in  peace  together. 
Jaque.  I  befeech  your  Grace  let  this  Letter  be  read, 

Our  perfon  mifdoubts  it :  it  was  treafon  hefaid. 

Kin.  Bir  one,  read  it  over.  He  reads  the  Letter. 
Where  hadft  thou  it. 

Jaque,  QiCojlard. Kin.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Cost.  Of  Dun  i/fdramadio,Dnn  Adramtiiit. 

Kin.  How  now,  what  mean  you  f  why  doft  thou  tear 
it .? 

Bir.  A  toy  my  Liege,  a  toy :  your  grace  needs  not 
fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  paffion,  and  therefore  let's hear  it. 

Dum.  It  is  lirones  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 
Bir.  Ah  you  whorcfon  loggerhead,  you  were  born  to 

doe  me  fhame. 

Bir.  Guilty  my  Lord, guilty  :  I  confefle,  I  confefle. 

King.  What? 
Bir.  That  you  three  fools  lackt  me  fool,  to  make  up 

the  mefle. 

He,  he,  and  you :  and  you  my  Liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purfes  in  Love,  and  we  deferve  to  dye. 
O  difmiffc  this  audience,  and  I  fhall  tell  you  more. 

Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 

Bir.  True,  true,  we  are  four :  will  thefe  Turtles  be 

gone  ? 
Kin.  Hence  firs,  away.  Exit. 
Clo.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traytors  ftay. 

Bir.  Sweet  Lords,  fwcet  Lovers,  O  let  us  embrace  • 
As  true  we  arc  as  flefh  and  blond  can  be. 
The  Sea  will  ebbe  and  flow,  heaven  will  fhew  his  face 
Young  bloud  doth  not  oltey  an  old  decree. 
We  cannot  crofTe  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  • 
Therefore  of  all  hands  muft  we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What  did  thefe  rent  lines  fhew  feme  love  of 
thine?  tmnrr 

t>  •     t\-  i   i  t  (J\ofa/ine- Btr  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
1  hat  (like  a  rude  and  favage  man  odnde.) 
At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  Eaft, 
Bowes  not  his  vaffall  head,  andftrooken  blind 
Kiffes  the  bafeground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 
What  peremptory  Eagle-fightcd  eye  * 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  Majefty  ? 

Kin.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  now  ? 
My  Love  (her  Miftris)  is  a  gracious  Moon, 
She  (an  attending  Starre)  fcarce  feen  a  lioht. 

Bir.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Birone. 
O,  but  for  my  Love,  day  would  turn  to  aioht 
Of  all  complexions  the  cul'd  foveraignty, 
Doc  meet  as  at  a  Fair  in  her  fair  cheek, 
Where  feverall  Worthies  make  one  dignity, 
Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  it  felf  doth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues 
Fie  painted  Rhctorick,  O  (The  nceds4t  not, 
To  things  of  lale,  a  fellers  praife  belongs  : 
She  paffes  praife,  then  praife  too  fhort  deth  blot. 
A  withered  Hermite,  five  fcore  winters  worn 

Might  fhake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  :  ' Beauty  doth  varnifh  Age,  as  if  new  born, 
And  gives  the  Crutch  the  Cradles  infancy^ 
O  'tis  the  Sun  that  maketh  all  things  fhinc. 

Kin.  By  heaven,  thy  Love  is  black  as  Ebony. 
Bir.  Is  Ebony  like  her  .?  O  word  divine  > 

A  Wife  of  fuch  Wood  were  felicity. 
O  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 
That  I  may  fwear  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  : 
No  face  is  fair  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 

Kin.  O  paradoxe,  black  as  the  badge  of  hell, 
The  hue  of  Dungeons,  and  the  School  of  Night : 
And  beauties  creft  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Bir.  Devils  fooncft  tempt  rcfembling  fpirits  of  light. 
O,  if  in  black  my  Ladies  browes  be  deckt, 
It  moui  ns,  that  painting  an  ufurping  hair 
Should  ravifh  doters  with  a  falfe  afpecT:: 
And  therefore  is  fhe  born  to  make  black  fair. 

Her  favour  turni  the  fafhion  of  the  dayes, 
For  native  blood  iscounted  painting  now : 
And  therefore  red  that  would  avoiddifpraife , 
Paints  it  fcif  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 

Dum.  To  look  like  her  are  Chimncy-fwcepers  black. 
Lon.  And  fine:  her  time,  arc  Colliers  counted  bright. 

King.  And  JEthiops  of  their  fwcet  complexion  crack. 
Dum.  Dark  needs  no  Candles  now,  for  dark  is  light.  | 
Bir.  Your  Miftreffes  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  Colours  fhould  be  wafht  away. 

Kin.  'Twere  good  yours  did  .-for  fir  to  tell  you  plain,  I 
Tie  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafht  to  day. 

Bir.  Tie  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day  here. 
Kin.  No  Dcyil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  fhe. 
Hum.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  ftuffe  fo  dear* 

Lon.  Look,  here's  thy  love,  my  foot  and  her  face  fee. 
Bir.  O  if  the  ftrccts  were  paved- with  thine  eyes, 

Her 
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Her  tccc  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  cread. 
Dum.  O  vile,  then  as  fhe  goes  what  upward  lyes  ? 

The  ftrect  fhotfld  fee  as  fhe  walk'd  over  head. 
Kip.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

B'tr.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 
Kin.  Then  leave  this  chat,and  good  Birone  now  prove 

'   Our  loving  lawfull,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Dum.  I  marry  there,fome  flattery  for  this  evill. 

hong,  O  l'ome  authority  how  to  proceed, 
Some  tricks,  fomc  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devili. 

Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

Blr.  O 'tis  more  then  need. 
Have  at  you  then  affe6t.ions,men  at  armes, 
Corrfider  what  you  fiift  did  fwear  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman  : 

Flat  treafon  'gainft  the  Kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  Can  you  faft  ?  yoi'  r  ftomacks  arc  too  young  t 
And  abftinence  ingendcrs  maladies. 

And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy  (Lords) 
In  that  each  of  you  have  forfworn  his  Book. 
Can  you  ftill  dream  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you^  my  Lord,or  you, 
Have  found  theground  of  ftudies  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  womans  face ; 
From  womens  eyes  this  DocTrine  I  derive, 
They  are  the  Ground,  the  Books,  the  Academs, 

From  whence  doth  fpnng  the  true  Promethean  fire. 
Why,  univeifall  plodding,  poyfons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries, 
As  motion  and  long  acTion  tires 
Thefinnowy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now  for  not  looking  on  a  womans  face,  . 

You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes  .* 
And  ftudy  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow. 
For  where  is  any  Author  in  the  world, 
Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  womans  eye  : 
Learning  is  but  an  adjuncYto  our  felf, 
And  wheie  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 
Then  when  our  lelves  we  fee  in  Ladies  eyes, 
Doe  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made' a  Vow  to  ftudy,  Lords, And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  Books : 

For  when  would  you  (my  Liege)  or  you,  or  you  ? 
In  Leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 

|  Such  fiery  Numbers  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauties  tutors  have  inrich'd  you  with  : 
Ocher  flow  Arts  intirely  keep  the  brain  : 

I    ArKl  therefore  finding  barren  pra£tizeis,  . ,  . 
Scarce  fhew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toyle. 

j  ♦  But. Love  firft  learned  in  a  Ladies  eyes, 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 

But  with  the  motionof  all  elements,  • 
Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power, 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 
Above  their  fun&ions-and  their  offices.  . 
It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  : 
A  Lovers  eyes  will  gaze  an  Eagle  blind. 
A  Lovers  ear  will  hear  the  loweft  found. 
When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopt, 
Loves  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible, 
Then  are  the  tender  horns  of  Cockled  Snayles. 
Loves  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus,  grofs  in  tafte,  . 
For  Valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules  ? 

;  Still  climing  trees  in  the  Hefperides. 
j  Subtill  as  a  Sphinx,  as  fweet  and  muficall, 

I  As  bright  Apollo's  Lute,  ftrung  with  h.s  hair. 

And  when  Love  ipcaks,  the  voyce  of  all  the  gods, 

Make  heaven'  drowfie  with  the  harmony. 
Never  dtirft  Poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 
Untill  his  Ink  were  tcmpred  with  Loves  fighcs: 
O  then  his  lines  would  raviili  favageears ; 

And  plant  in  Tyrants  milde  humility, 
From  womens  eyes  this  doclrine  I  derive  : 

They  fparkle  ftill  the  right Pomethean  fire, 
They  are  the  Books,  the  Arts,  the  Academes, 
That  fhew,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world : 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  ought  proves  excellent : 

Then  fools  you  were  thafe  women  to  forfwear; 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  wifdoms  fake,  (a  word  that  all  men  love) 
Or  for  Loves  fake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men : 
Or  for  Mens  fake,  the  author  of  thefe  W omen : 

Or  Womens  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men, 
Let  us  once  loofe  our  oaths,to  find  our  felves, 
Or  elfe  we  loofe  our  felves,  to  keep  our  oaths ; 

It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 
For  Charity  it  felf  fulfills  the  Law ; 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  Charity  ? 

Kin.  Saint  Cupid  then,  and  Souldiers  to  the  field. 
Bir.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them  Lords  : 

Pell,  mell,  down  with  them :  but  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  Sun  of  tliem. 

hon.  Now  to  plain  dealing,  Lay  thefe  glozes  by. 
Shall  we  relolve  to  woe  thefe  gids  of  France  ? 

Kin.  And  win  them  too;,  therefore  let  us  devife. 
Some  entertainment  for  them  at  their  Tents. 

Bir.  Firft  from  the  Park  let  us  conduct  them  thither , 

Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  Miftrefs :  in  the  afternoon 

We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them  ? 
Such  as  the  fhoYtnefs  of  the  time  can  fhape, 

For  Revels,  Dances,  Masks,  and  merry  hours, 
Fore-run  fair  Love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

Kin.  Away, away,  no  time  fhall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Bir.  Alone,  alone  fowed  Cockell,reap'd  no  Corn, 
And  Juftice  alwayes  whirls  in  equall  meafure : 

Light  Wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  ferfworn, 

If  fo,  our  Copper  buyes  no  better  treafure. 
Exeunt. 

dABus  Quarws* 

Enter  the  Pedant,  Curate^  and  Dull. 

Ped.  Satis  quid  fnfficit. 

Cur.  I  praife  god  for  you  fir,  your  reafons  at  dinner 

have  been  lliarp  and  fententious:  pleafant  without  kur- 

rillity,  witty  without  aftecTation,  audacious  without  im- 

pudency, learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange  without 
herefie  :  I  did  convei  fe  this  quondam  day  with  a  compa- 

nion of  the  Kings,  who  is  intituled,  nominated  or  called, 
Don  z/f'driano  de  <±Armatho. 

Ped.  TSlovi  hom'inem  tanqttam  te.  His  humour  is  lofty, 
his  difcourfe  peremptory  ;  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  am-, 

bitious;  his  gate  majefticall,  and  his  generall  behaviour 

vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrafonicall.  He  is  coo  picked, 

too  fpiuce  ,  too  affeiled,  too  oddc,  as  it  were,  too  pere- 

grinate, as  I  may  call  it. 
M  i  Curat. 
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Curat.  A  molt  lingular  and  choilc  Epithet , 
Draws  out  his  Table  book.. 

Ped.  He  draweth  out  the  thredofhis  verbofity,  fi- 

ner then  thc  flaplc  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  fuch  pha- 
nacicall  phantafims ,  fuch  infoeiable  and  point  devife 
companions,  fuch  rackers  of  ortagraphy,  as  to  fpeak  dout 
fine,  when  he  fhould  (ay  doubt ;  dct,  when  he  fhould  pro- 

nounce debt ;  debt,  not  det !  he  depeth  a  Calfe,  Caufe  : 

halfe ,  haute:  neighbour  vacatur  ncbour;  neigh  abre- 
viated  ne  :  this  is  abhominable  ,  which  we  would  call 
abominable  :  it  infinuateth  me  of  infamy  :  nt  intelligis 
domine,  to  make  frantick,  lunaoick  f 

Cura.  Laus  deo,  bene  intelligo. 
Veda.  Bome  boon  for  boon  pre/clan  >  a  little  fcarch , 

'twill  ferve. 

Enter  Braggart ,  Boy, 

Curat.  Vide s. tie  cjuis  vemt  > 
Veda.  Video,  & gaudeo. 
Brag.  Chirra. 
Peda.  Quare  Chirra,  not  Sirra  ?  . 
Brag.  Men  of  peace  well  incountrcd. 
Peda.  Molt  military  fir,  falutation* 

Boy.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  Languages, 
and  ftole  the  fcraps/ 

Clow.  O  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  almes-basket  of 
words.  I  •  marvell  thy  Mafter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 
word,  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  honorifica- 
bilitudinitatibus :  Thou  art  cafier  fwallbwed  then  a  flap, 
dragon. 

Page.  Peace,  the  peale  begins. 
Brag.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  lettered  ? 

'Page.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boyes  the  Horn-book: 
What  is  Ab  fpeld  backward  with  the  home  on  his  head  ? 

Peda,  Ba,  pueritia  with  a  horn  added. 
Pag.  Ba  moft  filly  Sheep,  with  a  horn  :  you  hear  his 

learning. 

Ped.  Quis  quis,  thou  Confonant  ? 
Pag.  The  laft  of  the  five  Vowels,  if  You  repeat  them, 

or  the  fifth  if  I, 

Ped.  I  will  repeat  them  :  a  e  I. 
Pag.  The  Sheep,  the  other  two  concludes  it  o  U4 
Srag.  Now  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  mediteraneum ,  a 

fweet  tutch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit,  Inip  fnap  ,  quick  and 
home,  it  rejoyceth  my  intellect,  true  wit. 

Page.  Offered  by  a  child  to  an  old  man :  which  is 
wit-old. 

Ped.  What  is  the  figure  ?  What  is  the  figure  ? 

Page.  Homes. 

Ped.  Thou  difputes'c  like  an  Infant :  goe,  whip  thy 
Gigge. 

Pag.  Lend  me  your  Horn  to  make  one  ,  and  I  will 

whip  about  your  infamy  unum  cita  a  gigge  of  a  Cuckolds 
home. 

Clown.  And  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world ,  thou 

fhouldft  have  it  to  buy  Ginger-bread :  Hold,  there  is  the 
very  Remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafter,  thou  halfpenny 
purfe  of  wit,  thou  Pidgeon-egge  of  difcretion.  0,.and  the 
heavens  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert  but  my  Baftard  ; 
What  a  joyfull  father  wouldft  thou  make  me  ?  Goe  to, 
thou  haft  it  ad  dmgil,  at  the  fingers  ends,  as  they  fay. 

Ped.  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  Latine,  dunghel  for  unguent. 

Brag.  Artf-man  preambulat,  we  will  be  fingled  from 
the  barbarous.  Doe  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  Charge- 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  Mountain  ? 

Ped.  Or  Mons  the  hill.- 

Brag.  At  your  fweet  pleafuie,  for  the  Mountain. 
Ped.  I  doe  fans  cjueflion. 

Brag.  Sir,  it  is  the  Kings  moft  fweet  pleafure  and  af- 
fection ,  to  congratulate  the  Princefle  at  her  Pavilion  in 

the  pofteriors  of  this  day  ,  which  the  rude  multitude 'caJl the  after-noon, 

Ped.  The  poflerlor  of  the  day,  moft  generous  fir,  is  lia- 
ble, congruent ,  anckmeafurable  for  the  after-noon  r  the 

word  is  well  culd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt  I  doe  affure  you 
fir,  I  do  affure. 

Brag.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  Gentleman,  artdmyfa- 
miliar,  I  doe  allure  ye  very  good  friend :  for  what  is  in- 

ward between  us,  let  it  palie.  I  doe  befecch  thee ,  rcmcm. 
ber  thy  curtefic.  I  befeech  thee  apparell  thy  head  and 
among  other  importunate  and  moft  ferious  defines ,  and 
of  great  import  indeed  too :  but  let  that  paffe  \  for  I  muft 
tell  thee  it  will  pleafc  his  Grace  (  by  the  world  )  fome- 
time  to  lean  upon  my  poor  fhoulder,  and  with  his  royal 
finger  thus  dally  with  my  excrement,  with  my  muftachio; 
but ,  fweet  heart,  let  that  paffe.  By  the  world  I  recount 
no  fable ,  fome  certain  fpecial  honours  it  pleafeth  his 
Greatncffe  to  impart  to  Armado  a  Souldier. ,  a  man  of 
travell ,  that  hath  feen  the  world  .•  but  let  that  paffe ; 
the  very  all  of  all  is :  but,  fweet  heart ,  I  doe  implore  fe- 
crecy ,  that  the  King  would  have  me  prcfent  the  Prin- 

cefle (  fweet  chuck  )  with  fome  delightfull  otfentation  , 
or  (how ,  or  pageant ,  or  antick  ,  or  fire-work :  Now, 
underftanding  that  the  Curate  and  your  fweet  felf  are 
good  at  fuch  eruptions ,  and  fodain  breaking  out  of 
mirth  (as  it  were  )  I  have  acquainted  ycu  withall,  to  the 
end  to  dave  your  affiftance. 

Ped.  Sir,  you  (hall  prefent  before  her  the  Nine  Wor- 
thies. Sir  Holof ernes ,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment 

of  time,  fome  fhow  in  the  pofterior  of  this  day ,  to  be 
rendred  by  our  afliftants  at  the  Kings  command  :  and 
this  moft  gallant ,  illuftrate  and  learned  Gentleman,  be- 

fore the  Princefle :  I  fay  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the 
Nine  Worthies. 

Curat.  Where  will  you  find  man  worthy  enough  to 
prefent  them  ? 

Ped.  Jofua,  your  felf :  my  felf,  and  this  gallant  gen- 
tleman Judas  Machaheus  ,  this  Swain  (  becaufe  of  his 

great  limme  or  joint)  fhall  paffe  Pompey  the  great ,  the 

Page  Hercules. 
Br  eg.  Pardon  fir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity  enough 

for  that  Worthies  thumb ,  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  cf 
his  Club. 

Peda.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  fhall  prefent  Her- 
cules in  minority  :  his  enter  and  exit  ihall  be  ftrangling 

a  Snake  ;  and  I  will  have  art  Apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Pag.  An  excellent  device  .•  fo  if  any  of  the  audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry,  Well  done  Hercu/esynowi  thou  crufheft 
the  Snake ;  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  offence  gracious-, 
though  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Brag.  For  the  reft  of  the  Worthies  ? 
Ped.  I  will  play  three  my  felf. 

Pag.  Thrice  worthy  Gentleman. 
Brag.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 
Ped.  We  attend. 

Brag.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  Antique.  I 

befeech  you  follow. 
Ped.  Via  good-man  Bull ,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word  j 

all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither  fir. 
Ped.  Alone,  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  Ue  make  on?  in  a  dance ,  or  fo  -  or  will  play 

on 
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Oft  th'c  caber  to  the  Worthies.,  and  let  them  dance  the  hey. 

Pt4,  Moli  DtiU>  hortcil  Dftiijo  our  fport  away*  £xH. 

Enter  Princejsy  and  £  adits, 

Prin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  (kaU  be  rich  tit  We  depart* 
If  failings  come  thus  plentifully  in* 
A  Lady  waPd  about  with  Diamonds  S  look  you  >  what  I 
havt  from  the  Kingi 

J{ofa.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

Prix,  Nothing  but  this*  Vcs,as  much  love  in  Rime, 

M  Would  be  cram'd  up  in  a  iheet  of  paper  * 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  ie?f,  margent  and  all, 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupids  name* 

Roja.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  Wax* 
Per  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy-. 

Rath.  I,  and  a  ihrewd  unhappy  gallows  too, 

Rof <t.  You'll  ne're  bz  friends  with  him,a  kild  your  fifter, 
Rath.  He  made  her  me!anchol!y,fad  and  heavy* 

And  lb  lhe  died  :  had  lhe  been  light  like  you  , 
Qfluch  a  merry  nimble  flitting  fpirit* 
She  might  have  been  a  Grandam  ere  fhediedi 
Ahd  fo  may  you  :  For  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rofa.  What's  your  dark  meaning  moufe  of  this  light Word  ? 

Rath.  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  da^k* 
Rof  a.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Rat.  You'll  mar  the  light  by  taking  it  in  fauffe : 
Therefore  l'le  darkly  end  the  aigument. 

Rof.  Look  what  you  doe,  you  doe  it  ftill  i'th  dark* 
R*tt  So  doe  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  Wench. 
Rof.  Indeed  I  weigh  not  you,  and  therefore  light. 

Rat ,  You  weigh  me  not,0  that's  youcare  not  for  me. 
Rof  Great  reafon  :  for  paftcare,  is  {till  paft  cure* 

Prin.  Well  bandied  both,  a  fet  of  wit  well  played, 
3ut  Rof  aline,  you  have  a  favour  too  ? 
Who  Cent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rof.  I  would  you  knew. 
And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours* 
Vly  favour  Were  as  great*  be  witnels  this. 
Nay,  I  have  Verfes  too,  I  thank  Birone, 

he  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numbring  too* 
were  the  faireft  goddefs  on  the  ground, 

am  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  faires. 
O  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter, 

Prin.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof.  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praife, 
Prtu.  Beauteous  as  Ink :  a  good  conclufion. 

Rat.  Fair  as  a  text  B.  in  a  Copy  book. 

Rof.  Ware  penfils.  How  ?  let  me  not  die  yoUr  debtor, 
^y  red  Dominicall,  my  golden  letter. 
O  that  your  face  were  full  of  Oes. 

Prin.  A  pox  of  that  jeft,  and  I  befhrew  all  fhrows ; 
But  Ratharine,  what  was  fent  to  you 
From  fair  Dumain  ? 

Rath.  Madam,  this  Giove.  . 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 
Rat  h.  Yes  Madam :  and  moreover, 

Some  thoufand  Verfes  of  a  faithfull  Lover. 

A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrite, 

Vildly  compil'd,  profound  fimplicity. 
Mar.  This,  and  t'nefe  Pearls,  to  mc  fent  Longaylle. 

The  Letter  is  too  long  by  halfe  a  mile. 
Prin.  I  think  no  lefs :  Doft  thou  not  wifh  in  heart 

The  Chain  were  longer,  and  the  Letter  fhort  ? 
Mar.  I,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part, 
Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  Lovers  fo. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  lb. 

That  lame  Strike  l'le  torture  ere  J.  goe-. 

j  O  that  I  knew  he  we're  but  in  by  th'week* 
jHow  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek* 

jAnd  wait  the  feafon1*  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal!  wits  in  bootlcfs  rimes* 
And  fhape  his  fci  vice  all  Co  my  behefts, 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  With  jeftsb 

So  pertaunt  like  would  I  o'refway  his  ftate* 
That  he  friould  be  my  fool*  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.  N  one  are  fo  Purely  caught,wheli  they  are  catch/d* 

As  wit  ttfrn'dfool :  folly  m  wifdom  hatch'd* 
Hath  wifdoms  warrant*  and  the  help  of  School* 
And  WitS  own  grace  Co  grace  a  learned  Fool  ? 

Rpf  The  bloud  of  youth  burns  not  in  fuch  excefs* 

As  gravities  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 
Mat.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrange  a  hdte* 

As  fool'ry  in  the  "Wife,  when  wit  doth  dote  t Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply* 

To  proare  by  Wit,  worth  in  fimplicity; Enter  Boyet>, 

Prin.  Here  comes  Boyetb  and  mirth  in  his  face- 

Soy.  O,  I  am  ftab'd  with  laughter,  Where's  her  Grace? 
Print  Thy  news  Bojtt  ? 
Boy,  Prepare  Madam,  prepare;, 

Arme  Wenches  arme,  incounteps  mounted  are 

Againft  your  Peace*  Love  doth  approach,  difguis'd : 
Armed  in  arguments,  you'll  be  furpris'd. 
Mufter  your  Wits,  ftand  in  your  own  defence, 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  Cowards,  and  flye  hence* 

Prin-,  Saint  Dennis,  to  S,  Cupid  :  What  are  they 
That  chargcth  their  breath  againft  us  ?  Say  fcoutjfay;, 

Boy.  Under  the  coolc  fhade  of  a  Syccamore* 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  halfe  an  houre  i 

When  loe  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  reft, 
Toward  that  (hade  I  might  behold  addreft 

The  King  and  his  companions  •  warily 
I  ftole  into  a  neighbour  chieket  by^ 

And  over-heard,  what  you  fhall  over-heat » 

That  by  and  by  difguis'd  they  will  be  here* 
Their  Herald  is  a  pretty  knavifh  Page, 

That  well  by  heart  hath  con'd  hisepnbaffagc* 
Action  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there. 
Thus  muft  thou  fpeak*  and  thus  thy  body  bear* 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt* 
Prefence  majefticall  Would  put  him  out : 

For,ouoth  the  King,  an  Angell  fhalt  thou  fee  i 
Yet  fear  not  thou,but  fpeak  audacioufly. 

The  Boy  reply'd,  an  Angell  is  not  evlll : 1  fhould  have  feard  her*  had  Ihe  beeh  a  devill. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  lhoulder, 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rub'd  his  elbow  thus*  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore* 
A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before, 
Another  with  his  finger,  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd  via,  we  will  doo't,come  what  will  come, 
The  third  he  caperd  and  cryed,  All  goes  well. 

The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell} 
With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 
Withfuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 
That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous,  appears, 

To  check  their  folly  paffions,  folemn  tearSi 
Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

Boy.  They  doe*  they  doe  J  and  arcapparel'd  thus, Like  Mufcovites^  or  Ruffians,  and  I  guefs, 
Their  purpofe  is  to  parlee,  court,  and  dance, 

M  ̂   And 
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And  everv  one  his  Love-feac  will  advance 

Unto  his  feveral  Miftreffe  :  Which  they'll  know 
By  favours  feveral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  fo?  the  Gallants  fhall  be  taskt : 
For  Ladies ;  we  will  every  one  be  maskt : 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace 
Delpu;ht  of  fute,  to  fee  a  Ladies  face. 
Hold  Rofali/.ey  this  Favour  thou  fhalt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  Dear  : 
Hold,  take  thou  this  my  fwcet,  and  give  me  thine , 
So  fhall  Blron  take  me  for  Rofaline. 

And  change  your  Favours  too,  fo  fhall  your  Loves 

Wooe  contrary,  deceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 
Rof.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  favours  moft  in  fight. 
Kath.  But  in  this  changing,  What  is  your  intent  ? 
Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is  to  croffe  theirs: 

They  doe  it  but  in  mocking  merrimenr , 
And  nuck  for  mock  is  onely  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  counfels  they  unbofome  fhall 
To  Loves  miftobk,  and  fo  be  mockt  withal! : 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  mc  meet 

With  Vifages  difplayed  to  talke  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  ilia  11  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to 't  ? 
Prin.  No,  to  the  death  we  will  not  move  a  foot, 

Nor  to  their  pen'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace  : 
But  while 'tis  f^oke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boy.  Why  that  contempt  will  kill  the  keeper*  heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Trin.  Therefore  I  doe  it,  and  I  make  no  doubt, 

The  reft  will  ne're  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 

There's  no  fuch  fport,  as  fport  by  fport  orethrown  : 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own ; 

So  fhall  we  ftay  mocking  entendedgame, 
And  they  well  mockt,  depart  away  with  fhame.  Sound 

Boy.  The  Trumpet  founds ,  be  maskt ,  the  maskers 
come.         .  • 

| 

Snter  Blackmoors  with  muficl^,  -theBoyw'ith  a  fpeech, 
and  the  reft  of  the  Lords  difguifed. 

T^g.  All  ha'ile,  the  richeft  Beauties  on  the  earth. Bir.  Beauties  no  richer  then  rich  Taffata. 

Pag.  A  holy  par  cell  of  the  faired  dames  that  ever 
turrid  their  backs  to  mortall  viewes. 

The  Ladies  turn  their  back  to  him. 

Bir.  Their  eyes  villain,  their  eyes. 

Pag.  That  ever  turn'd  their  eyes  to  mortall  viewes. Out. 

Bir.  True,  out  indeed. 

Pag.  Out  of  your  f.vours  heavenly  fpirh^vouehffe 
Not  to  behold. 

Bir.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 
Pag.  Once  to  behold  with  yonr  Sunne  beamed  eyes. 

With  your  Sunne  beamed  eyes. 
Bir.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  Epithite  , 

You  were  belt  call  it  Daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Pag .  They  doe  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings'  me  out 
Bir.  Is  this  your  perfe&neffe  ?  be  gone  you  rogue, 
Rof.  What  would  thefc  ftrangers  ? 

Know  their  minds  Boyet. 

If  they  do  fpeak  our  language ,  'tis  our  will 
That  fomc  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would  ? 

Boy.  What  would  you  with  the  Princes  ? 

Bir.  Nothing  l-uc  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 
RoJ.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boy.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 
Rof.  Why  that  they  have,  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 
Boy.  She  fayes  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone. 
Kin).  Say  to  her  we  haue  meafur'd  many  miles, 

To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  the  graffe. 

Boy.  They  fay  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  mile, 
To  tread  a  Meafure  with  you  on  this  graffe. 

Rof.  It  isnot  fo.  Ask  them  how  many  inches 

Is  in  one  mile  >  If  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told. 

Boy.  If  to  come  hither,  you  have  meafur'd  miles, 
And  many  miles :  the  Princeffe  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile  ? 

Bir.  Tell  her  we  meafure  them  by  weary  ftcps. 

Boy.  She  hears  her  felf . 
Rof.  How  many  weary  fteps 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  ore- gone, 
Are  numbred  in  the  travell  of  one  mile  ? 

Bir.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you, 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  doe  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  fhew  the  funfhine  of  your  face, 

That  we  (like  favages)  may  worfhip  it. 

'Rof  My  face  is  but  a  Moon  and  clouded  too. 
Kin.  Bleffed  are  clouds,  to  doe  as  fuch  clouds  doe. 

Vouchfafe  bright  Moon  on  thefe  thy  ftarres  to  fhine, 
(Thofe  clouds  removed)  upon  our  watery  eyne, 

Rof  O  vain  petitioner,  beg  a  greater  matter, 
Thou  now  requefts  but  Moonfhine  in  the  water, 

Kin.  Then  in  our  meafure, vouchfafe  but  one  change: 

Thou  bidft  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 
Rof  Play  mufick  then  :  nay  you  muft  doe  it  foon. 

Not  yet  no  dance :  thus  change  I  like  the  Moon. 
Kin.  Will  you  not  dance :  How  come  you  thus  c- 

ftranged  ? 

Rof  You  took  the  Moon  at  full  ,  but  now  fhe's 
changed  ? 

Kin.  Yet  ftill  fhe  is  the  Moon,  and  I  the  Man. 

%of.  The  mufick  playes,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it: 
Our  eares  vouchfafe  it. 

Kin.  But  your  legges  fhould  doe  it. 
%of  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chance, 

We'll  not  be  nice,  take  hands,  we  will  not  dance. 
Kin.  Why  take  you  hands  then  ? 

Rof.  Onely  to  part  friends. 
Curtfie  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  Meafure  ends. 

Kin.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure ;  be  not  nice. 

Rof.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 
Kin.  Prife  your  felves  then :  what  buyes  your  company? 

Rof.  Your  abfence  onely. 
Kin.  That  ean  never  be. 

%of  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  and  fo  adieu, 
Twice  to  your  Vifor  ,  and  half  once  to  you. 

Kin.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 
Rof.  In  private  then. 

Kin.  Iam  belt  pleas'd  with  that. 
Bir.  White  handed  Miftris,  one  fweet  word  with  thee. 

Prin.  Hony,  and  Milk,  and  Suger :  there  is  three. 
Bir.  Nay  then  two  treyes,  and  if  you  grow  fo  nice 

Methegline,  Wort,  and  Malmfey  ;  well  run  dice : 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweets, 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet  adue,fince  you  can  cog. 

He  play  no  more  with  you. 
Bir.  One  word  in  iecret. 

'Prin.  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 

Bir.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. Prm. 



Loves  Labour s  /ofjf. 

139 

Prln.  Gall,  bitter. 

Blr.  Therefore  mecc. 

Da.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 
M.r.  Name  ir. 
Bum.  Faiie  Lady  : 

M'-r.  Say  you  fo  ?  Fair  Lord  ; 

Take  you  that  tor  your  fair  Lady. 
D  im.  Plealc  it  you, 

As  much  in  private,  and  He  bid  adieu. 

Mar.  Whar,  was  your  vizard  made  without  a  tongue? 
Long.  I  know  the  reafon  Lady  why  you  ask. 
Mar.  O  for  your  reafon,  quickly  fir,  I  long. 
Ltng .  You  have  a  double  tongue  wichin  your  mask. 

And  would  afford  my  fpeechleffc  vizard  half. 
Mar.  Veale  quoth  the  Dutch-man:  is  not  Vealea 

Calfe  ? 

Long,  A  Calf  fair  Lady  ? 
CMar.  No,  a  fair  Lord  Calf. 

Long.  Lee's  part  the  word. 
Mar.  No,  He  not  be  your  half: 

Take  all  and  wean  it,  it  may  prove  an  Oxe. 

Long.  Look  how  you  But  to  your  felf  in  thefe  fharp 
mocks. 

Will  you  give  horns  chaft  Lady  ?  Doe  not  fo. 
M.  r.  Then  die  a  Calf  before  your  homes  doe  grow. 

Long.  One  wore  in  private  with  you  ere  I  die. 
Mar.  Bleat  fofdy  then,  the  Butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Boy.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 

As  is  the  Raz ors  edge,  invifible : 

Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  then  may  be  feen, 
Above  the  fenfe  offence  fo  fenfiblc : 

Seemeth  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  then  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 

Rof.  Not  one  word  more  my  maids ,  break  off,  break 
off.  , 

Blr.  By  her.ven,  all  dry  beaten  with  pure  fcoffe. 
Kin.  Fare-well  madde  Wenches ,  you  have  fimplc 
wits.  4  Exeunt, 

Prln.  Twenty  adieus  my  frozen  Mufcovites. 
Are  thefe  the  breed  of  wits  lo  wondred  at  ? 

Boy.  Tapers  they  are ,  with  your  fwect  breath's  putt out. 

Rof.  Well-liking  wits  they  have,groffe,  groffe,  fat,fat. 
Prm.  O  poverty  in  wit,  Kindly  poor  flout. 

Will  they  not  (think  you  )  hang  themfelves  to  night  ? 
Or  ever  but  in  vizards  fhew  their  faces : 

This  pert  B'irone  was  out  of  count'nance  quite. 
Rof.  O  /  They  were  ail  in  lamentable  cafes. 

The  King  was  weeping  ripe  for  a  good  word, 

Pr'tn.  Blroned.dfacat  himfelf  out  of  all  fuite. 
Mar.  Damalne  was  at  ray  ferviee ,  and  his  fword : 

No  point  (quoth  I : )  my  fervant  flraight  was  mute. 
Kat.  Lord  Longavile  laid  I  came  ore  his  heart : 

And  trow  you  what  he  call'd  me  ? 
Trin.  Qualm  perhaps. 
Kat,  Yes  in  good  faith. 
Priu.  Goe  fickneffe  as  thdu  art. 

'Rof.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute  caps, 
But  will  you  hear ;  the  King  is  my  love  fworn. 

Prm.  And  quick  B'irone  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 
Kat.  And  Longavile  was  for  my  ferviee  born. 
Mar.  Dumaine  is  mine  as  furc  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boy.  Madam, and  pretty  miftreffes give  eare, 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  fhapes :  for  it  can  never  be , 

They  will  difgeft  this  harfh  indignity. 

Prln.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boy.  They  will,they  will,  God  knows, 
I  And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blowes: 
Therefore  change  Favours,  and  when  they  repair  , 
Blow  likefweet  Rofes,  in  this  fummer  aire. 

Prln.  Hjw  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  Speak  to  be  under- stood. 

Boy.  Fair  Ladies  maskt,  are  Rofes  in  their  bud : 
Dilmaskt,  their  damaskt  fwect  commixture  fhown, 

Are  Angels  vailing  clouds,  or  Rofes  blown. 
Prln.  Avaunt  perplexity:  What  fhall  we  do , 

If  they  return  in  their  own  Shapes  to  wooe .? 

Rof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  Mill  as  well  known  as  difguis'd : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here  , 

Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites  in  fhaptleffe  gear : 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 

Their  Shallow  fliowes,  and  prologue  vildely  pen'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous  , 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  Tent  to  us. 

Boy.  Ladies,  withdraw :  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 
Prln.  Whip  to  our  Tents,  as  Roes  runs  ore  the  Land. Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  and  the  reft. 

King.  Fair  fir,  God  fa vc  you.  Where's  the  Princeffe  ? 
Boy.  Gone  to  her  Tent. 

Pleafe  it  your  Ma  jefty  command  me  any  fervic?  to  her  > 
King.  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 
Boy.  I  will,  and  fo  will  fhe,  I  know  my  Lord.  Exit. 
Blr.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit  as  Pigeons  peafe, 

And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe. 
He  is  Wits  Pedle; ,  and  retailes  his  Wares 
At  Wakes,  and  Waffels,  Meetings,  Markets,  Fa  ires: 

And  we  that  fell  by  groffe ,  the  Lord  doth  know , 

Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  fhow. 
This  Gallant  pins  the  Wenches  on  his  fleeve: 
Had  he  bin  Adam ,  he  had  tempted  Eve. 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifpe  :  Why  this  is  he , 

That  kift  away  his  hand  in  courtcfie. 
This  is  the  Ape  of  Fortune,  MonSicur  the  nice, 

That  when  he  playes  at  Ta'bles,  chides  the  Dice 
In  honourable  tearmes:  Nay  he  can  fing 
A  mean  moft  meanly,  and  in  Ufhering 
Mend  him  who  can :  the  Ladies  call  him  fwect : 
The  ftaires  as  he  treads  on  them  kiffe  his  feet. 

This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one  , 
To  fhew  his  teeth  as  white  as  Whale  his  bone. 

And  confeiences  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 

Pay  him  the  duty  of  hony-tongued-So^f. 
Kin.  A  blifter  on  hi*  fweet  tongue  with  my  heart , 

That  put  Armadoes  Page  out  of  his  part. 

Enter  Ladies, 

Blr.  See  where  it  comes.  Behaviour  what  wert  thou, 

Till  this  mad-man  fhew'd  thee  ?  And  what  art  thou  now  ? 
Kin.  All  haile  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day. 
Prln.  Fair  in  all  Haile  is  foule,  as  I  conceive. 
Kin.  Conftrue  my  fpeeches  better  if  you  may. 
Prln.  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave  j 
Kin.  Wc  came  to  vilit  you,  and  purpofe  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  Court,  vouchfafe  it  then. 
Prln.  This  field  fhall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your  vow  : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delights  in  perjur'd  men. 
Kin.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke : 

The 
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The  vemic  of  yottr  eye  muft  break  my  oath. 
Pr.  You  nicknanfe  vercuc :  rice  you  fhould  have  tpokc 

For  vertues  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 
As  the  uufullied  Lilly ,  I  proteft , 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  fhould  endure  , 
I  would  not  to  be  your  houfes  gucft  : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 

Of  heavenly  oathes,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
Kin.  O  you  haveliv'd  In  defnlation  here, 

Unfccn,  unvifitcd,  much  to  our  fhame. 
Prin.  Not  fo  my  Lord,  it  is  not  fo  I  fwear, 
We  have  had  paftimeshere,  and  pleafant  game, 

A  mefle  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
Kin.  How  Madam  ?  Ruffians  ? 

Prin.  I  in  truth,  my  Lord. 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  Courtfhip  and  of  Rate. 

'Rof  Madam  fpeak  true.  It  is  not  fo  my  Lord  : 
My  Lady  (  to  the  manner  of  the  dayes  ) 
In  curccfic  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four  indeed  confronted  were  with  four 

In  Ruffian  habit :  Here  they  flayed  an  hour, 

And  talk'd  apace  :  and  in  that  hour  (my  Lord) 
T  hey  did  not  bleffe  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools  ;  but  I  think, 

When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink, 
Bir.  This  jeft  is  dry  to  me.  Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 

Your  wit  makes  wile  things  fooli(h,  when  we  greec 
With  eyes  befl  feeing,  heavens  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lotc  light :  your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  ftore 
Wife  things  feem foolifh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 
Rof  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  :  for  in  my  eye — 
Bir.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Rof.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong , 

It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Bir.  O,  I  am  yours  and  all  that  1  poffeffe. 
Rof.  All  the  fool  mine. 
Bir.  I  cannot  give  you  leffe. 
Rof.  Which  of  the  Vizards  was  it  that  you  wore  ? 
Bir.  Where?  when?  What  Vizard? 

Why  demand  you  this  ? 
Rof.  There,  then,  that  vizard,  that  fuperfluous  eafe, 

That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhew'd  the  better  face. 
Kin.  We  are  defcried , 

They'l  mock  us  now  down  right. 
*Z)//£_.  Let  us  confeffc  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 

Prin.  Amaz'd  my  Lord  ?  Why  looks  your  HighnefL fadde  ? 

Rof.  Help  hold  his  brows;  he'll  fwound :  why  look  you 

pale  ? 
Sea-fick  I  think, comming  from  Mufcovy. 

Bir.  Thus  pour  the  ftarres  down  plagues  for  perjury. 
Can  any  face  of  braffe  hold  longer  out  ? 
Here  ftand  I,  Lady,  dart  thy  skill  at  me  , 
Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout , 

Thiuft  thy  fharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  j 
Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit  r 
And  I  will  with  thee  never  more  to  dance , 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  waite. 

O  /  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  pen'd, 
Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  Schoole-boyes  tongue, 
Nor  never  come  in  vizards  to  my  friend  , 
Nor  wooe  in  rime  like  a  blind-harpers  fong, 
Taffata  phrafes,  filken  tearms  precife  , 
Three-pird  Hyperboles,  fpruce  affection  ; 

Figures  pedanticall,  thefe  fummer  flyes  , 
Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  oftentation, 
I  doc  forfwear  them,  and  I  here  proteft  , 

By  this,  white  Glove  (how  white  the  hand,God  knows) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  ftra.il  be  exDreft 
In  ruflet  yeas,  and  honeft  kerfie  noes. 
And  to  begin  Wench,  fo  God  help  me  law, 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw. 

Rof.  S*ns,  Sa»sy  I  pray  you. 
Bir.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 

Of  the  old  rage :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick. 

He  leave  it  by  degrees  :  both,  let  us  fee, 
Write  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  on  thole  three  , 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lies  : 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes : 
Thefe  Lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free: 
For  the  Lords  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Prin.  No,  they  are  free  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us. 
Bir.  Our  Mates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undoe  us. 

RoJ.  It  is  not  fo;  for  how  can  this  be  true , 
That  you  ftand  forfeit,  being  tWofethat  fue. 

Bir.  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  doe  with  you, 
%of  Nor  fhall  net,  if  I  doe  as  I  intend. 
Bir.  Speak  for  your  felves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 
King.  Teach  us  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  tranfgref- 

fion,  fome  fair  excufe. 
Prin.  Thefaireftisconfeffion. 

Were  you  riot  here  but  even  now  difguis'd  ? 
Kin.    IVlidam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 
Kin.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 
Prin.  When  you  then  were  here , 

What  did  you  whifper  in  your  Ladies  ear  ? 
Kin.  That  more  then  all  the  world  I  did  refpeft  her. 
Prin.  When  fhe  fhall  challenge  this ,  you  will  reject 

her. 

Kin.  Upon  mine  honour  no. 
Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  : 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 
Kin.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine, 
Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.  Rof  Aline, 

What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 
Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 

As  precious  eye-fight,  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  World  :  adding  there  moreover , 
That  he  would  Wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  Lover. 

Prin.  (Sod  give  thee  joy  of  him  .•  the  Noble  Lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

Kin.  What  mean  you  Madam  ? 

By  my  life,  my  troth. I  never  fwore  this  Lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof.  By  heaven  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this  :  But  take  it  fir  again. 

Kin.  My  faith  and  this,  to  th'  Princeffe  I  did  give, 
I  knew  her  by  this  Jewell  on  her  fleevc. 

Prin.  Pardon  me  fir,  this  Jewell  did  fhe  wear, 
And  Lord  Birone  (I  thank  him)  is  my  dear. 

What  ?  Will  you  have  me,  or  your  Pearle  again  ? 
Bir.  Neither  of  either,  I  remij:  both  twain, 

I  fee  the  trick  on't    Here  was  a  c^nfent, 
Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment, 
To  dafh  it  like  a  Chriftmas  Comedy, 

Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  Zany, 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher-knight,  fome  Dick 
That  fmiles  his  cheeke  in  years,  and  knows  the  trick 

To  make  my  Lady  laugh,  when  (he's  difpos'd, 
Told 
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Told  our  intents  before  :  which  once  difclos'd, 
The  Ladies  did  change  Favours,  and  then  we 

Following  the  lignes,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  fhei 
Now  to  our  perjury,  to.adde  more  terror, 
We  arc  again  forfworn  in  will  and  error. 

Much  upon  this  it  is :  and  might  not  you 
Foreftall  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Doe  not  you  know  my  Ladies  foot  by'th  fquier  ? 
And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  ftand  between  her  back  fir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  ? 

You  put  our  Page  out :  goe,  you  are  allow'd 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  fhall  be  your  fhrow'd, 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  yon  ?  There's  an  eye 
Wounds  like  a  Leaden  fword-. 

Boy.  Full  merrily  hath  this  brave  manager  ,  this  car- 
reere  beene  runne. 

Bir.  Loe,he  is  tilting  ftraight.  Peace,  I  have  donel 

Enter  Clown. 

Welcome  pure  wit,  thdt  prat'ft  a  fair  fray. 
Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  they  would  kno, 

Whether  the  three  Worthies  (hall  come  in,  or  no, 
Bir.  Wha-t,  are  there  but  three  ? 
Clo.  No  fir,  but  it  is  vara  fine, 

For  every  one  purfents  three. 
Bir.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Clo.  Not  fo  fir,  under  correction  fir,I  hope  it  is  not  fo. 
You  cannot  beg  us  fir,I  can  aflurc  you  fir,  we  know  what 
we  know  :  I  hope  three  times  thrice  fir. 

Bir.  Is  not  nine. 

Clo.  Under,  correction  fir ,  we  know  where-untili  it 
doth  amount. 

Bir.  By  Jove, I  alwayestook  three  threes  for  nine. 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  it  were  pitty  you  fhould  get  your  li- 
ving by  reckoning  fir. 

Bir.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  actors  fit 
will  fhew  whcre-untill  it  doth  amount  :  for  mine  own 

jart,  I  am  (as  they  fay,but  to  perfect  one  man  in  one  poor 
man)  Pompion  the  great  fir. 

Bir.  Art  thou,  one  of  the  Worthies  ? 

Clo.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  o£Pompej  the 
great :  for  mine  own  part ,  I  know  not  the  degree  of  the 
Worthy,  but  I  am  to  ftand  for  him. 

Bir.  Goe,  bid  them  prepare.  Exit. 

Clo.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off  ftr ,  we  will  take  fome 
care. 

King.  Bir  one,  they  will  fhame  us : 
-et  them  not  approach. 

Bir.  We  are  fhame-proofe  my  Lord  :  and  'tis  fome 
policy ,  to  have  one  (hew  woife  then  the  King  and  his 
company.  • 

Kin.  I  fay  they  fhall  not  come. 
Prin.  Nay  my  good  Lord,  let  me  ore  rule  you  now ; 

That  fport  beft  pleafes,  that  doth  leaft  know  how. 
Where  Zeal  ftrivesto  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies,  in  the  Zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents  : 
1  heir  form  confounded,  makes  moft  form  in  mirth. 

When  great  things  labouring  perifh  in  their  birth. 
Bir.  A  right  defcription  of  our  fport  my  Lord. 

Enter  Braggart. 

Brag.  Anointed  ,  I  implore  fo  much  expencc  of  thy 

royall  fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 
Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 

Bir.  Why  ask  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeak's  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 
Brag.  That's  all  one  my  fair  fweet  honey  Monarch: 

For  I  proteft  ,  the  Schoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantafticall  : 
Too  too  vain,  too  too  vain.  But  we  will  put  it  (  as  they 
fay  )  to  Fortnna  delaguar.  t  wifh  you  the  peace  of  mind 
moft  royall  cupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefencc  of  Worthies ; 
He  prefents  Hetlor  of  Troy,  the  Swain  Pompey  the  great , 
the  Parifh  Curate  Alexander,Armadces  Page  Hercules, 

the  Pedant  ludas  -Machabeus :  And  if  thefe  four  Wor- 
thies in  their  firft  fhew  thrive  ,  thefe  four  will  change 

habits,  and  prefentuhe  other  five. 
Bir.  There  is  five  in  the  firft  fhew. 

Kin.  You  are  deceived, 'tis  not  fo. 
Bir.  The  Pedant,  the  Braggart^  Hedge-Prieft,the 

Fool,  and-  the  boy. 

A  bare  throw  at  Novum,  and  the  whole  world  again, 

Cannot  prich  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  vain. 
Kin.  The  fhip  is  under  fail,and  here  (he  come?  amain. 

• Eater  Pompey. 

Clo.  I  Pompey  am. 

Boy.  You  lye,  you  are  not  he. 
Clo.  I  Pimpey  am. 

Boy.  With  Libbards  head  on  knee^ 
Bir.  Well  fa  id  old  mocker, 

I  muft  needs  be  friends  with  thee. 

I  Pompey  amy  Pompey  furnam'd  the  big. 
Du.  The  great. 

Clo.  It  is  great  fir:  Pompey furnam'd  the  great. 
That  oft  In  field,  with  Targe  and  Shield. 

did  make  my  foe  to  fweat  t 
And  travelling  along  this  coa(l,I  here  am  come  by  chance, 
And  lay  my  Armes  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet  Lafi  of 

Fratfct. 

If  your  Ladifhip  would  fay  thanks  Pompey ,  I  had  done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks  great  Pompey. 

Clo.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth :  but  I  hope  I  was  perfect. 
I  made  a  little  fault  in  great. 

Bir.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny ,  Pompey  proves  the  beft Worthy* 

Enter  Curate,  for  Alexander. 

Curat.  When  In  the  world  I  llv'd  ,  /  was  the  worlds Commander. 

By  Saft,  Weft,  North,  and  South,  I  fpread  my  conquer- 

ing might : My  Schutchlon  plain  declares  that  I  am  Alifander  t 
Boy.  Your  nofe  faies  no,  you  are  not : 

For  it  Hands  too  right.  .  , 

Blrt  Your  nofe  fmels  no,  inth:smoft  tender  fmclling Knight. 

Prin.  The  Conqueror  is  difmaid : 

Proceed  good  Alexander. 
Cur.  When  in  the  world  I  lived ,  /  was  the  worlds 

Commander 

Boy.  Moft  true,  'tis  tight :  you  were  fo  oAHfander. 
Bir.  ̂ pompey  the  great. 
Clo.  Your  fervant  and  £<>/rW. 
Bir.  Take  away  the  Conquered  take  away  Alifander. 

Clo.  O  fir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  con- 

queror :  you  will  be  fcrap'd  out  of  the  painted  cloth  for 
this. 

...   -r  -~-  f        ■  '   
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this :  your  Lion  that  holds  his  Pollax  fitting  on  a  clolc 

(too!,  will  be  given  to  Ajax.  He  will  be  the  ninth  wor- 
■thy.  A  Conqueror,  and  afraid  to  (peak?  Run  away 

t  for  fhamc  Alifander.  There  an't  (hall  pleafe  you :  a  fool- 

illi  milde  man.  an  honcft  man,bok  you,  and  loon  dafh'd. 
He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour  infooth,  and  a  very 

Sopd  Bowler :  bucfor  Alifander, zhs  you  fee,  how  'cis  a 
iirtle  ore-parted.  But  there  arc  Worthies  a  coming,  will 

i.'peak  their  minde  in  fomc  other  fort. 
Clo.  Stand  afidc  good  Pompcy.  Exit  Clo. 

Er.ter  Pedant  for  Judas,  and  the  Boy  for  Hercules. 

Fed.  Great  Hercules  isprefented  by  this  Imp, 

Whofc  Club  kil'd  Cerberus  that  thi  ef-headed  Canmy 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  Air  imp, 
Thus  did  he  ftiangle  Serpents  in  his  Manns : 
Ouonlam,  he  feemeth  in  minority  , 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  Apology. 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  and  vanifh.        Exit  Boy. 
Ted.  Judas  I  am. 
Dum.  A  Judas  ? 

Fed.  Not  Ifcarlotjir.  • 
Judas  I  am  ychpped  Machabem , 

Dum.  Judas  Machabem  dipt,  is  olain  Judas. 

Bir.  A  killing  traitor.  How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas  ? 
Fed.  Judas  I  am. 
Dum.  The  more  fhame  for  you  Judas. 
Fed.  What  mean  you  fir  ? 
Boy.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 
Fed.  Begin  fir,  you  are  my  elder. 

Blr.  Well-follow'd,/W^  was  hang'd  on  an  Elder. 
Ted.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 
Blr.  Becaufe-thoti  haft  no  face.  > 
Fed.  What -is  this. 
Boy.  A  Cittern  head. 

'Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 
Blr.  A  deaths  face  in  a  ring. 
Eon,  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coyn,  fcarce  feen. 
Boy.  The  pummell  of  Cutfars  Faulchion. 
Dum.  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  Flask. 
Blr.  Saint  Georges  half  Check  in  a  brooch. 
Dum.  I,  and  in  a  brooch  of  Lead. 

Blr,  I,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  Tooth- drawer. 
And  now  forward  ,  forwc  have  put  thee  in  countenance. 

Fed,  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
Bir.  Falfe,  we  hive  given  thee  faces. 

Fed.  But  you  haveoutfae'd  them  all. 
Bir.  And  thou  wer't  a  Lion,  wefwould  do  fo. 
Boy.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  Afs,  let  him  goe : 

And  fo  adie.u  fweet  lade.  Nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 
Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  hL  name. 

Blr.  For  the  zAffe  to  the  lude  ;  give  it  him.  Iud-as  aJ 

way.  ;  J  I 
Fed.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boy.  A  light  for  monfieur  ludas  ,  it  growes  dark,  he 

may  ftumble. 

Frln.  Alas  poor  CHachabem  ,  how  hath  he  been baited. 

Enter  Braggart. 

Bir.  Hide  thy  head  zAchllles,  here  comes  Hector  in 

Armcs.  -  '  -"V  ■ 
Dum.  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 

now  be  m:rry.  >  . 
King.  Heclor  was  but  a  Troyan  in  refpeft  of  this. 

Boy.  But  this  is  Hetlor  ? 

Kin.  I  think  Heclor  was  not  fo  clean  timber'd, 
Eon.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Heclor. 
Dnm.  More  Calf  certain. 

Boy.  No  ;  he  is  heft  indued  with  the  fmall. 
Blr.  This  can'ot  be  Heclor. 

Dum.  He's  a  god  or  a  Painter,  for  he  makes  faces. 
Brag.  The  Armlpotent  (JUars,  of  Eatwces  the  al- 

mighty, gave  Heclor  a  gift. Dum.  A  gilt  Nutmeg. 
Blr.  A  Lemmon. 

Eon.  Stuck  with  Cloves. 
Dum.  No  cloven. 

Brag.  The  Armlpotent  Mars  ,  of  Ldunces  the  al- 
mighty;  Gave  Heclor  a  gift ,t he  heir  oflllion  ;  . 

A  manfo  breathed,  that  certain  he  would  fight :  yea 
From  morn  till  night  ,  out  of  his  Favlllion. I  am  that  Flower.  ^ 
Dum.  That  Mint. 

Long.  That  Cullambine, 
Brag.  Sweet  Lord  Eor.gavlle  rein  thy  tongue. 

Eon.  I  muft  rather  give  it  %e  rein :  for  it  runns  a- 

gainft  Heclor. 
Dum.  I,  and  Heclor' s  a  Grey-hound. 
Brag.  The  fweet  War-man  is  dead  and  rotten, 

Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried: 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  device  ; 

Sweet  Royalty  beftow  on  me  the  Scnce  of  hearing. 

Blrone  fieps  forth. 

Trln.  Speak  brave  Hetlor,  we  are  much  delighted. 
Brag.  I  doe  adore  thy  fweet  Graces  flipper. 
Boy.  Loves  here  by  the  foot. 
Dum.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 

Brag,  This  Heclor  far  furmounted  Hannlball. 
The  Oarty  is  gone, 

Clo.  Fellow  Heclor  y  ftie  is  gone  ;  (he  is  two  months on  her  way. 

Brag,  What  meaneft  thou  ? 

Clow.  Faith  unlefs  you  play  the  honeft  Troyan  ,  the 

poor  Wench  is  caft  away  \  fhe's  quick,  the  child  brags  in 
her  belly  already  :  'tis  yours. 

Brag.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  Potentates  ? Thou  fhalt  die. 

Clo.  Then  fhall  Heclor  be  whipt  for  Iaquenetta  that 

is  quick  by  him,  and  hang?d  for  Tompeyy  that  is  dead  by 
him. 

Dum.  Mcft  rare  Pompty. 

Boy,  Renowned  Tompey. 

Bir.  Greater  then  great,  great,  great,  great  Fompey. 
Fompey  the  huge. 

Dum.  Heclor  trembles. 

Bir.  Pompey  is  moved,  more  Atees,  more  Atecs  ftir 
them,  or  ftir  them  on. 
Dum.  Heclor  will  challeng  him. 

Blr.  I,  if  a  have  no  more  mans  bloud  in's  belly  ,  then 
will  fup  a  Flea . 

Brag.  By  the  North-pole  I  doe  challenge  thee. 
Clo,  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole  like  a  Northern  man; 

Tie  flafh,  Tie  do  it  by  the  fword :  I  pray  you  let  me  bor- 
row my  Armes  again. 

Dum.  Room  for  the  incenfed  Worthies. 
Clo.  Tie  doe  it  in  my  fhirt. 
Dum.  Moft  refolute  Tompey. 

Fag.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  button  hole  lower  .* 
Do  you  not  fee  Fompey  is  uncaring  for  the  combat :  what 

mean 
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tftean  you  ?  foii  fciU  lofe  your  fcpirtltion^ 

5r*o-.  Gendemen  aftd  Souktiers  pardon  me-,  I  will  not 

COrnbate  irt  toy  Shirt. 

D*>  Vou  may  not  deny  it,  Pompe)  hath  made  the 

chalhnge. 

7?r«f.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may,  and  will,, 

What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 
Bra.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  1  have  no  Shirty 

loo.wooKvard  for  penance. 

°Bo}>  True,  and  it  was  enjoyned  him  in  Rmt  for want  of  Linnen :  Since  when,  Tie  be  fwom  he  wore  none, 

but  a  Difhdout  oijaqttenettast^  and  that  he  wcares  next 
his  heart  for  a  favour. 

Enter  a  Metfetger,  Monpnt  Marsadi. 

Mar.  God  fave  you  Madam. 

Prin.  Welcome  Marcadi,  but  that  thou  interrupted: 
our  merriment. 

Marc.  Iam  forry  Madam,  for  the  newcsl  bring  is 

heavy  in  my  tongue.  The  King  your  Father. 
Prin.  Dead  for  my  life. 
Mar*  Even  fo :  My  tale  is  told. 

Bir.  Worthies  away,  the  Scene  begins  to  doud. 

Bra.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  1 1 

have  feen  the  day  of  wrong,  through  the  little  h©lc  of  dis- 
cretion, and  I  will  right  my  felf  like  a  Souldier. 

Extmtmrthies. 

Kin.  How  fare^s  your  Majefty  ? 
Prin.  Boyet  prepare,  I  will  away  to  night. 
Kin.  Madam  not  fo,  I  doe,  befcech  you  ftay. 

Prin.  Prepare  I  fay.  I  thank  you  gradous  Lords 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours  and  entreats : 
Out  of  a  new  fad-foul,  that  you  vouchfafe, 
In  your  rich  wifedome  to  excufe  or  hide, 
The  liberall  opposition  of  our  Spirits, 
If  over-boldly  we  have  born  our  felves^ 
In  the  convene  of  breath  (your  gentleneSfe 

W  as  gi'ilcy  of  it.)  Farewell  worthy  Lord : 
An  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue^ 
Excufe  me  fo,  comming  fo  Short  of  thanks, 

|  For  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtain'd. 
Kin>  The  cxtream  parts  of  time,  extreamly  forms 

All  caufes  to  thepurpofc  of  his  fpeed  : 
And  ofcen  at  his  very  loofe  decides 
That,  which  long  procelfe  of  time  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progejiy 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefie  of  Love :  v 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince^ 

Yet  Since  Love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot, 
j  Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 
From  what  it  purpofed  :  fince  to  wail  friends  loft) 
Is  not  by  much  fowholfomc  profitable, 
As  to  re  joy  ce  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  understand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 
Bir.  Honclt  plain  word*,  beft  pierce  the  cares  of  grief 

And  by  thefe  badges understand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglected  time , 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oathes :  your  beauty  Ladies Hath  rruch  deformed  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  the  oppofed  end  of  our  intents. 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous.' 
As  Love  is  mil  of  unbefitting  Strains , 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  and  vain. 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye. Full  of  Straying  Shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  formes, 

Varying  in  fubjccls  as  the  eye  doth  ro'wit 
To  every  varied  object  m  his  glance  t 

Which  party-coated,  prefence  of  loofe  LatS 
Put  on  by  us,  if  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 

Have  misbecom'd  our  oathes  and  gravities, 

Thofe  heavenly  eyes  that  look  into  theft  fault's, Suo*efted  us  to  make  i  therefore  Ladies 

Oar  love  being  yours,  the  erroiir  that  LoVe  make's Is  likewife  yours.  We  to  our  Selves  prove  falfe. 

By  being  once  falfe,  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  Ladies  you, 
And  c\enthatfalthood  in  it  felf  a  fin, 
Thus  purifies  it  felf,  and  turns  to  grace,, 

Prin.  We  have  reCeiv'd  your  Letters,  full  of  Love  I 
Your  Favours,  the  Ambafladouis  of  Love. 
And  in  our  maiden  coundl  rated  them 

AtcourtShip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  coUrteiie, 
As bumbaft,  and  asliningto  the  timet 
But  more  devout  then  thefe  are  our  rcfpecls 

Have  we  not  been,  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  faShion,  like  a  merriment. 

Da.  Our  Letters  Madam,  Sbew'd  much  more  then  jeft 
Long.  So  did  our  looks. 
Rofa.  We  did  not  coate  them  fo. 
King.  Now  at  the  latcft  minute  of  the  hour} 

Grant  us  your  loves. 
Prin.  A  time  me  thinks  too  fhort, 

To  make  a  world-with-out  end  bargain  in  $ 

No,  no,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  is  perjur'd  much, Full  of  dear  gu:ltineSTe,and  therefore  this : 
If  for  my  Love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  doe  ought,  this  Shall  you  doe  for  trie, 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft  i  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  Hermitage, 

Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world : 
There  ftay,  untill  the  twelve  Celeftiall  Signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annuall  reckoning; 
If  this  auitere  infociable  life , 

Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  ! 
If  frofts,  and  fafts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blolfoms  of  your  LoVe, 
But  that  it  bear  thistriall,  and  iaft  love : 
Then  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 

Come  challenge  me,  challenge  by  thefe  deferts , 
And  by  this  Virgin  palme,  now  killing  thine^ 
I  will  be  thine  i  and  till  that  inftant  Shut 

My  wofull  felf  np  in  a  mourhing  houfe^ 
Raining  the  tcares  of  lamentation, 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  Fathers  death. 
If  this  thou  doe  deny,  let  our  hands  part, 
Neither  intitled  in  the  others  heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  then  this,  I  would  denyi 
To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft, 
The  fudden  hand  of  death  dofe  up  mine  eye  : 

Hence  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breart. 

Bir.  And  what  to  me  my  Love  ?  and  what  to  me  ? 

%of.  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  fins  are  rack'tk You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury  ! 

Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve-month  Shall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick. 

T>um.  But  what  to  me  my  love  ?  but  what  to  me  t 
Kat.  A  wife  ?  a  beard,  fait  health,  and  honcfty  ; 

With  three-fold  love,  I  wifn  you  all  thefe  three. 

Dnm.  O  Shall  I  fay,  I  thank  you  gentle  wife  ? 
Kat.  Not  fo  my  Lord,  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 
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Love's  Labour's  loft* 

l*le  nark  no  words  that  fmooth-frc'd  woocis  lay. 
Come  when  the  King  doth  to  my  Lndy  come  : 
Then  if  I  have  much  love,  l  ie  give  you  fomc. 

Dum.Vlt  fcrve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 
Kath.  Yet fwearnoe,  1*^0  ye  beforfworn  agen. 
Long,  What  lays  Maria} 
Mart.  At  the  twelvc-mcneths  end, 

I'lc  chdnge  my  blnck  Gown,  for  a  faithfull  f.iend. 
Son.  l'l:  (lay  with  patience  :  but  the  timers  long. 
Mart.  The  likcr  you,  few  taller  arc  fo  young. 

Sir.  Studies  my  Lady  ?  Mu'lrcftc,  look  on  me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heait,  mine  eye  : 
What  humble  fuit  attends  thy  anfwer  there, 
Tmpofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  my  Love. 

Rofa.  Oft  have  I  heard  cf  you  my  Lord  Bir  one, 

pefbve  I  faw  you  :  and  the  worlds  large  tongue 
proclaims  you  for  a  man  rcpleat  with  mocks, 
plill  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts, 
Which  you  on  all  ettatcs  will  execute, 
[That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit, 
To  weed  this  Wormwood  from  yourfndtfull  brain  , 
•And  thcrcwithall  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
Without  the  which  1  am  not  to  be  won  ; 

You  lliali  this  twelve-moneth  term  from  day  to  day, 
Vifit  the  fpeechleffe  fick,  and  frill  converfe 
Witlrgroaning  wretches :  and  your  task  fhall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  this  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

Bir.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death  ? 
It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoffibl:. 
Miuh  cannnot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rafa.  Why  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  fpirir, 
Whofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  fhallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools  : 

A  jtfls  profperity,  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  bins  that  hears  it,  never  in  thetongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  iffickly  ears, 
D:aft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns ;  continue  then, 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withall. 
But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit, 
And  I  fhall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 

Right  joyfullof  your  reformation. 
Bir.  A  twelve-moneth  ?  Well :  befall  what  will  befall, 

Tie  jeft  a  twelve-moneth  in  an  Hofpitall. 
Prln.  I,  fweet  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
King.  No  Madam,  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 
Bir  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  Play : 

Jack  hath  not  Jill :  thefc  Ladies  courtefie 
Might  well  havc.rnadeour  fport  a  Comedy. 

King-.  Come  Sir,  it  wants  a  twelve-moneth  and  a  day, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Bir,  That's  too  long  for  a  Play. Enter  Braggart. 

Brag.  Sweet  Majefty  vouchlafc  me. 
Trin.  Was  not  that  Hetlor  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy<Knight  of  Troy. 
Brag.  I  willkifle  thy  Royall  ringer,  and  take  leave, 

lama  Votary,  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 

Plough  for  her  fwect  love  three  yea  res.  But  moft  efteem- 

cd  greatncfTe,  will  you  hear  the  Dialogue  that  the  two 
Learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  Owle  and 
the  Cuckow  ?  It  fhould  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our fhew. 

Kin.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  doe  foe. 

Brag.  Holla,  Approach. 
Enter  all. 

This  fide  is  Hlems,  Winter. 

This  V er,  the  Spring  r  the  one  maintained  by  the  Owle, 
The  other  by  the  Cuckow. 

V tr,  begin. 
The  Song. 

When  Dafie  spied,  and  Violets  blew  , 
And  Cuckow -buds  of  yellow  hue  : 
And  Lady-Smockj  M Jilver  white. 
Doe  paint  the  Medowes  with  delight. 
The  Cuckow  then  on  every  Tree, 

Mockj  married  men,  for  thus fings  he, Cuckow. 

faekow,  Cuckow  :  O  word  of  fear, 

Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear. 

When  Shepheards  pipe  on  Oaten  Straws, 
And  merry  Larkj  are  Ploughmens  Clockj : 
Jfhen  Turtles  tread,  and  %ookj  and  Daws, 
And  Maidens  bleach  their  fummer  Smocks : 

The  'fackovf  then  on  every  Tree Mocks  married  men  ;for  thus  Jings  he, Cuckow. 

Cuckow,  Quckow  :  O  word  of  fear , 

Unpleafing  to  a  married  ear. 
Winter. 

When  Ifickjes  hang  by  the  wall, 
iAnd  Dickjhe  Shepheard  blows  his  nail ; 
And  Tom  bears  Logs  into  the  Hall, 

And  Milk^comes  frozen  home  in  pail  i 
When  blood  is  nipt,  and  wayes  befoul, 

Then  nightly fings  the  Flaring  Owle 
Ttt-  n hit  to-who. 

A  merry  note, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  Wind  doth  blow, 

Andcoffng  drownes  the  Various  S.:&  : 
And  B'rds  fit  food  I*  j  In  the  Snow , 
And  Marrians  Nefe  looks  red  and  raw : 
When  roafied  Crabs  hijfe  in  the  bowl,  i 

Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  Owle  , 
Tu-whxt  to-who  :  ( 

A  merry  note, 

While  greafie  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Brag.  The  words  of  Mercury, 

Are  harfh  after  the  Songs  of  Apollo : 
You  that  way  ;  we  this  way. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

FINIS- 
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zABus  Trimus. 

Enter  The/ens,  Hippo  lit  a  ̂   with  others. 

The  feus. 

Ow  fair  Hippo/ita,  our  nuptiall  hour 
Drawes  on  apace  :  four  happy  dayes  bring  in 
Another  Moon  :  but  oh,  me  thinks,  how  flow 

This  old  Moon  wanes  £  She  lingers  my  defires 
Like  to  a  Step-dame  or  a  Dowager, 
Long  withering  out  a  young  mans  revenue. 

Hip.  Four  dayes  will  quickly  fteep  themfelves  in  nights, 
Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time  : 
And  then  the  Moon,  like  to  a  filver  bow, 

Now  bent  in  heaven,  fhali behold  the  night 
Of  our  folemnities. 

The.  Go  Phlhfir *tey 

Stirre  up  the  ̂ Athenian  youth  to  merriments, 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  fpirit  of  mirth, 
Turn  melancholly  forth  to  Funerals : 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp. 

Hippolitay  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  fword, 
And  won  thy  love,  doing  thee,  injuries  .* 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
With  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Egtus  and  his  daughter  Hermia}  Lyfander} 
and  Demetrius, 

Ege.  Happy  be  Thefeus,  our  renowned  Duke. 

The .  Thanks  good  Egem  :  what's  the  ncwes  with  thee? 
Ege.  Full  of  vexation,  come  I,  with  complaint 

Againft  my  child,«my  daughter  Hermia. 

Stand  forth  Demetrim. 

My  Noble  Lord, 
This  man  hath  my  confent  to  marry  her. 

Stand  forth  hyfander. 

And  my  gracious  Duke, 

This  hath  bewitch'd  the  bofome  of  my  child  : 
Thou,  thou  lyfander,  thou  haft  given  her  rimes, 
And  interchange  love-tokens  with  my  child : 
Thou  haft  by  Moon-light  at  her  window  fung, 
With  faining  voyce,  verfes  of  faining  love, 
And  ftoln  the  imprcfllon  of  herfantafie, 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawdcs,  conceits, 

Knacks,  trifles,  Nofegayes,fweet  meats  (meflengeis 
Offtrong  prcvailmcnt  in  unhardned  youth) 

With  cunning  haft  thou  filch'd  my  daughters  heart, 
Turn'd  her  obedience  (which  is  due  to  me) 
To  ftubbom  harlhneflc.  And  my  gracious  Duke, 
Be  it  fofhe  will  not  here  before  your  Grace, 

Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius  , 
I  beg  the  ancient  priviledge  of  Athens^ 
As  (lie  is  mine,  I  may  dilpofe  of  her  ; 
Which  fhall  be  either  to  this  Gentleman , 
Or  to  her  death,  according  to  our  Law, 

Immediately  provided  in  that  cafe. 

The.  What  fay  you  Hermia?  beadvis'd  fair  Maid. 
To  you  your  Father  fhould  be  as  a  God  ; 

One  that  compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wa>: 
By  him  imprinted :  and  within  his  power  $ 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it : 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  Gentleman. 

Her.  So  is  lyfander* 
The.  In  himfelf  he  is. 

But  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Fathers  voyce 
The  other  muft  be  hdd  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would  my  Father  look'd  but  with  my  eyes. 
The.  Rather  your  eyes  muft  with  his  judgement  look, 
Her.  I  doe  entreat  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

I  know  not  by  what  power  I  am  made  boldi 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modefty 
In  fuch  a  prefence  here  to  plead  my  thoughts : 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  worft  that  may  befall  me  in  this  cafe, 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  fociety  of  men. 

Therefore  fair  Hermia  queftion  your  defires, 

Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood. 

Whether  (if  you  yield  not  to  your  Fathers  choyce) 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  Nunne, 

For  aye  to  be  in  fhady  Cloifter  mew'd, To  live  a  barren  fifter  all  your  life, 

Chanting  faint  hymnes  to  the  cold  fruitlefte  Moon, 
Thrice  bleflcd  they  that  mafter  fo  their  blood, 
To  undergo  fuch  maiden  pilgrimage. 

Butearthlier  happy  is  the  Rofe  diftiird, 
Then  that  which  withering  on  the  vii  gin  thorn  , 

Growes,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fingle  bleflcdnefle. 
N  far. 
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Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  live,  to  die  my  Lord, 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  Patent  up 
Unto  his  Lordfhip,  to  whole  unwifhed  yoak, 

My  foul  confems  not  to  give  l'overaignty. The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  and  by  the  next  new  Moon  , 

The  1'ealing  day  betwixt  my  Love  and  mc  , 
For  cveilaftmg  bond  of  fellowship . 

Upon  that  day  either  prepare  to  die, 
For  difobcdicncc  to  your  Fathers  will , 
Or  clfc  to  wed  Demetrius  as  he  would , 
Or  on  Dlanaes  Altar  toproteft 

For  aye  ,  suftcrity  and  fingle  life. 
Hem.  Relent  fweet  Hermia,  and  Lyfander,  yield 

Thy  ciazed  title  to  my  certain  right. 
Lyf.  You  have  her  Fathers  love,  Demetrius  : 

Let  me  have  Hermlaes  :  doe  you  marry  him. 

Sgeus.  Scornfull  Lyf  under  :  true*  he  hath  my  Love  ; 
And  what  is  mine,  my  love  fhall  ̂ nder  him. 
And  fi  e  is  mine,  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I  doe  eftatc  unto  Demetrtm. 

Lyf.  I  am  my  Lord,  as  well  dcriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  polTeft :  my  love  is  more  then  his  : 

My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairlv  ranck'd 
(If  not  with  vantage)  as  Demetrius  : 
And  (which  is  more  then  all  thefe  boafts  cm  be) 
I  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Her  ml  a. 
Why  fhould  not  I  then  profecute  my  right  ? 
Demetrius,  Tie  avouch  it  to  his  head , 
Made  love  to  Nedars  Daughter,  Helena, , 
And  won  her  foul :  andfhe  (fweet  Lady)  dotes, 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  Idolatry, 
Upon  this  fpottcd  and  inconstant  man. 

The.  I  mult  confefie,  that  I  have  heard  fo  much, 
And  with  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof ; 

But  being  over-full  of  fclf-affahs, 
My  mind  did  lofe  it.  But  Demetrius  come, 
And  ccme  Egeus,  you  fhall  go  with  me, 
I  have  fome  private  fchooling  for  you  both. 
For  you  fair  Hermia,  look  you  arnie  your  felf, 

To  fit  your  fancies  to  your  Fathers  will ; 

!'  Or  elfe  the  Law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  (ingle  fife. 

\  Come  my  Hlppollta, what  cheer  my  Love  ? 
j  Demetrius  and  Egeus  go  along  r 

\  I  muft  employ  you  in  fome  burmefTc 
Againft  our  nuptialls,  and  conferre  with  you 
Of  fomething,  nearly  that  concerns  your  felves. 

Ege.  With  duty  and  defire  we  follow  you.  Exeunt. 
Manet  Lyfander  and  Hermia. 

Lyf.  How  now  my  Love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  fo  pale? 
How  chance  the  Rofes  there  doe  fade  fofaft  ? 

Her.  Belike  for  want  of  rain,  which  I  cc.jld  well 

Beteem  them,  from  the  tempeft  of  mine  eyes. 

Lyf.  Hermit,  for  ought  that  ever  I  could  read, 
Could  ever  hear  by  Tale  or  Hiftory, 
The  courJe  of  true  love  never  did  run  fmooth, 
But  either  it  was  different  in  blood. 

Her.  O  crofle  /  too  high  to  be  enthralPd  to  love. 
Lyf.  Or  elfe  mifgraffed,  in  refpccT  of  yeares. 

Her.  O  fpight  /  too  old  to  be  cngag'd  to  young. 
Lyf.  Or  elfe  it  Hood  upon  the  choiie  of  merit. 
H er.  O  hell  /  to  choofe  love  by  anothers  eye. 
Lyf.  Or  if  there  were  a  fimpathy  in  choife, 

i  War,  death,  or  fickneffe,  did  lay  fiege  to  it  ; 
J  Making  it  momentary,  as  a  found : 

Swift  as  a  fhadow,  (holt  as  any  dream, 
Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  night, 
That  (in  a  fpleen)  unfolds  both  heaven  and  earth  ; 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  fay,  behold, 

The  jawes  of  darkneffc  to  devoure  it  up : 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confusion. 

Her.  If  then  true  Lovers  have  been  ever  croft , 
It  ftands  as  an  Edift.  in  deftiny  : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  triall  patience, 
Becaufe  it  is  a  cuftomary  erode , 

As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreames,and  fighs, 
Wifhes  and  tearcs,  poor  Fancies  followers. 

Lyf.  A  good  perfwafion  ;  therefore  hear  me  Hermia^ 
I  have  a  Widow  Aunt,  a  Dowager, 

Of  great  revenue,  and  fhe  hath  no  Child  : 

From  Athens  is  her  houfe  remov'd  feven  leagues, 
And  fhe  refpc<5ts  me  as  her  onely  Son  : 
There  gentle  Hermia,,  may  I  marry  thee, 
And  to  that  place,  the  fharp  Athenian  Law 

Cannot  purfue  us.  If  thou  lov'ft  me,  then 
Steal  forth  thy  Fathers  houfe  to  morrow  night ; 
And  in  the  Wood,  a  league  without  the  Town, 
(Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  doe  obfervance  for  a  morn  of  May) 
There  will  I  flay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lyfandcr, 

I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftrongeft  bow, 
By  his  belt  arrow  with  the  golden  head. 

By  the  fimplicity  of  Venus  Doves, 
By  that  which  knitteth  fouls,  and  profpers  love, 

And  by  that  fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  Queen, 
When  the  falfeTroyah  under  fail  was fcen, 
By  all  the  vowes  that  ever  men  have  broke, 
(In  number  more  then  ever  women  fpoke) 
In  that  fame  place  thou  haft  appointed  me, 

To  morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Lyf.  Keep  promife  Love  :  look  here  comes  Helena. 

Enter  Helena. 

Her.  God  fpeed  fair  Hilena,  whither  away  ? 
Hel.  Call  you  me  fair  ?  that  fair  again  unfay, 

Demetrius  loves  you  fair :  O  happy  fair  / 

Your  eyes  are  Icad-ftarres,  and  your  tongues  fweet'ayre 
More  tuneable  then  Laike  to  Shcpheards  ear, 

When  Wheat  is  green,  when  Haw-thorn  Buds  appear, 
Sicknefle  is  catching :  O  were  favour  fo, 
Your  words  Tde  catch,  fair  Hermia  ere  I  go, 

My  ear  fhould  catch  your  voyce,  my  eye,  your  eye, 

My  tongue  fhould  catch  your  tongues  fweet  melody, 
Were  the  World  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 

The  reft  Tie  give  to  be  to  you  tranflated. 
O  teach  me  how  you  looki  and  with  what  art 
You  fway  the  motion  of  Demetrius  heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  frill. 
Hel.  O  that  your  frowns  woutd  teach  my  fmilcs  fuch 
Her.  I  give  him  curfes,  yet  he  gives  me  love.  (skill. 
Hel.  O  that  my  prayers  could  fuchaffecTion  move. 
Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  mc. 
Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  mc. 

Her.  His  folly  Helena  is  none  of  mine.  (mine. 

Hel.  None  but  your  beauty,  would  that  fault  were 
Her.  Take  comfort :  he  no  more  fhall  fee  my  face, 

Lyfander  and  my  felf  will  flie  this  place. 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lyfander  fee, 

Secm'd  Athens  like  a  Paradife  to  me. 
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;  O  then,  what  graces  in  my  Love  do  dwell, 

I  That  he  hath  turn'd  a  heaven  into  Hell  ? 

j     Lyf.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold, 

'  To  morrow  night  when  Phoebe  doth  behold. 
:  Her  filver  vifage,  in  the  watry  glalTc, 

I  Decking  with  liquid  pearl,  the  bladedgrafle 
(x\  time  that  Lovers  flights  doth  ftill  conceal) 

Through  Athens  gate,  have  we  devis'd  to  ileal. 
Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I, 

Upon  faint  Primrofe  beds,  were  wont  to  lie, 
Emptying  our  bofomes,  of  their  counfell  fweld  ; 
There  my  Lyfander,  and  my  felf  ihall  meer, 
And  thence  from  Athens  turn  away  our  eyes 
To  feck  new  friends  and  ftrangc  companions, 

Farewell  fweet  play -fellow,  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius. 
Keep  word  Lyfandcr,wc  muft  ftarve  our  fight, 
From  lovers  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight. 

Exit  Hermia. 

Lyf.  I  will  my  Hermla.  Helena  adieu, 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dotes  on  you. 

Exit  Lyj "antler. 
Hel.  How  happy  fomejo're  otherfomc  can  be  ? 

Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  asftie. 
But  what  of  that  ?  Demetrius  thinks  not  fo  : 

He  will  not  know,  what  all,  but  he  doth  know, 
And  as  he  erres,  doting  on  Hermiaes  eyes ; 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities  : 
Things  bafe  and  vilde,holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  tranfpofe  to  forme  and  dignity , 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  minde, 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind. 
Nor  hath  loves  mind  of  any  judgement  tails : 
Wings  and  no  eyes,  figure,  unheedy  hafte. 
And  therefore  is  Love  faid  to  be  a  childe, 

Becaufein  choife  he  often  is  beguil'd, 
Aswaggifh  boyes  themfelves  in  gamcforfwear ; 

So  the  boy  Love  is  perjur'd  every  where. 
For  ere  Demetrius  lookt  on  Hermiaes  eyne, 

He  hail'd  down  oathes  that  he  was  onely  mine. 
And  when  this  Hail  fome  heat  from  Hermia  felt, 

So  he  diffolv'd,  and  fhowres  of  oathes  did  melt. 
I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermiaes  flight : 
Then  to  ths  Wood  will  he  to  morrow  night, 
Purfue  her  ;  and  for  his  intelligence, 
If  I  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expence : 
But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain , 
To  have  his  fight  thither,  and  back  again.  Exit, 

Enter  Quince  the  Carpenter  ,  Snug  the  Joyner,  Bottom 
the  Weaver,  flute  the  Bellows-mender,  Snowt  the 

linker,  and  Starveling  the  Taylor. 

Qu.  Is  all  our  company  here  ? 
Bot .  You  were  beft  to  call  them  generally  ,  man  by 

man,  according  to  the  fcrip. 
Qu.  Here  is  the  fcrowle  of  every  mans  name,  which 

is  thought  fit  through  all  Athens,  to  play  in  our  Enter- 
lude  before  the  Duke  and  the  Dutchefle,on  his  wedding 
day  at  night. 

Bot .  Firil,  good  Peter  Quince,  fay  what  the  Play 
treats  on  :  then  read,  the  names  of  the  Aclors :  and  fo 

grow  on  to  a  point. 

Qu.  Marry  our  Play  is  the  moil:  lamentable  Comedy, 
and  moil  cruell  death  of  Pyramus  and  Thisby. 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  work  I  allure  you,  and  a 

fmerry.  Now  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth  your  Actors 
jby  the  fcrowle.  Mailers  fpread  your  felves. 
I    Quince.  Anfwer  as  I  call  you.    Nick^  Bottom  the Weaver. 

Bottom.  Ready  :  name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  pro- 
ceed. 

Quince.  Ydu  Nick^  Bottom  are  fet  down  for  Pyra- mus. 

Bot.  What  is  'Pyramus,  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant  ? 
Quince.  A  Lover  that  kills  himfelf  moft  galllantly  for loye. 

Bot.  That  will  askc  fome  tcares  in  the  true  perform- 
ing of  it :  if  I  doe  it,  let  the  audience  look  to  their  eyes  j 

I  will  move  ftormcsj  I  will  condole  in  fome  meafurc. 

To  the  reft  yet,  my  chief  humour  is  for  a  tyrant.  I  could 
play  Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part  to  tear  a  Cat  in,to  make  all 
fplit  the  raging  Rocks,  and  fhivering  fhocks  fball  break 
the  locks  of  prifon  gates,  and  Phibbus  carrc  (hall  fhine 
from  farre,  and  make  and  marre  the  foolifh  Fates.  This 

was  lofty.  Now  name  the  reft  of  the  Players.  This 
is  Ercles  vein,  a  tyrants  vein  :  a  lover  is  more  condo- 

Quin.  Francis  Flute  the  Bellows-mender. 
Flu.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Qu.  You  muft  take  Thisbie  on  you. 
Flu.  What  is  Thisbie,  a  wandring  Knight  ? 
Qu.  It  is  the  Lady  that  Pyramus  muft  love. 
Flu.  Nay  faith  ,  let  not  me  play  a  woman,  I  haye  a 

Beard  comming. 

Qu.  That's  all  one,  you  ihall  play  it  in  a  Maske,  and 
you  may  fpeak  as  fmallas  you  will. 

Bot.  And  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thisbie 

too  :  I'le  fpeak  in  a  monftrous  little  yoycc,Thifne,Tbif- 

ne,  ah  Pyramus  my  lover  dear ,  thy  Th'tsbit  dear,  and Lady  dear. 

Quin.  No  no,  you  muft  play  Pyramus  ;  and  Flute 

you  Thisbie. Bot.  Well,  proceed. 

Qu.  Robin  Starveling,  the  Taylor. 
Star.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Quince.  %obin  Starveling,  you  muft  play  Thisbies Mother  ? 

Tom  Snowt,  the  Tinker. 
Snowt.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Qu.  You  Pyramus  father  ;  my  felf,  Thisbies  father  ; 

Snug  the  Joyner,  you  the  Lyons  part ;  and  I  hope  there is  a  Play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  Lyons  part  written  ?  pray  you  if 
it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  flow  of  ftudy. 

Qu.  You  may  doe  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  play  the  Lyon  too,  I  will  roar  that,  I 
will  doe  any  mans  heart  good  to  hear  me.  I  will  roar, 
that  I  will  make  the  Duke  fay,  Let  him  roare  again,  let him  roare  again. 

Qu.  If  you  fhould  doe  it  too  terribly,  you  would 

j  fright  the  Dutchcfle  and  the  Ladies,  that  they  would 
fhrike,  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all.  . 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  mothers  fori. 

Bottome.  I  grant  you  friends ,  if  that  you  fhould 
fright  the .  Ladies  out  of  their  Wits ,  they  would 
have  no  more  discretion  but  to  hang  us :  but  I  will  ag- 

gravate my  voyce  fo,  that  I  will  roare  you  as  gently 

'as  any  fucking  Dove  ;  I  will  roare  and  'ewere  any 
Nightingale. 

Quince ,  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus,  for  Pyra- 
N  2  r»ns 
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?w.v.risa  fweet-fac'd  man,  a  proper  man  as  one  fhall  fee 
in  a  fummeis  clay  ;  a  moft  lovely  Gcntleman-like-man, 
therefore  you  muft  needs  play  Pyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  Beard  were  I 

belt  to  play  it  in  ? 
Own.  Why,  what  you  will. 
Bot.  I  will  difchargc  it  ,  in  cither  your  ftraw-colour 

beard,  your  orange  tawny  beard,  your  purple  in  grain 

beard,  or  your  French-crown  coloui'd  beard,  your  per- 
fect yellow. 

Quin.  Some  of  your  French-Crowns  have  no  hair 

at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-fae'd.  But  matters  here 
are  your  parts,  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  you,  and 
defire  you,  to  con  them  by  to  morrow  night and  meet 
me  in  the  palace  wood,  a  mile  without  the  Town,  by 
Moon-light,  there  we  will  rehearfe  :  for  if  we  meet  in  the 

City,  wc  fhallbe  dog'd  with  company,  and  our  devices 
known.  In  the  mean  time,  I  will  draw  a  Bill  of  proper- 
tics,  fuch  as  our  Play  wants.  I  pray  you  fail  me  not. 

Bot,  We  will  meet,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  more 

oblcencly  and  courageoufly.  Take  pain,  be  perfeft,  adieu. 
0>/in.  At  the  Dukes  oak  we  meet. 

Bot.  Enough,  hold  or  cut  bow-ftrings. 
Exeunt, 

Attw  Secundum. 

Eater  a  Fairie  At  one  door,  and  Robin  Good- 
fellow  at  another, 

Rob.  How  now  fpirit,  whether  wander  you  ? 
Fai.  Over  hill,  over  dale,  through  budi,through  briar, 

Over  park,  over  pale,  through  flood, through  fire, 
I  doc  wander  every  whcrc,fwifter  thmthe  Moons  fp here; 
And  I  ferve  the  Fairy  Queen,  to  dew  her  orbs  upon  the 
The  Cowflips  tall,  her  pcnfioneis  be,  (green. 
In  their  gold  coats:  fpots  you  fee, 

Thofc  be  Rubi-s,  Fairy  favors, 
In  thofc  freckles,  live  their  favors, 
I  rauft  go  feek  fome  dew  drops  here, 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowflips  car. 
Farewell  thou  Lob  of  fpirits,  Pie  be  gon, 
Our  Queen  and  all  her  Elves  come  here  anon. 

Rob.  The  Kingdotlrkeep  his  Revels  here  to  night, 
Take  heed  the  Queen  come  not  withjn  his  fight, 
For  Oberon  is  palling  fell  and  wrath, 

B'ecaufe  that  lhe,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy  floln  from  an  Indian  King, 
She  never  had  fo  fweeta  chnngelingi 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  this  train,  to  trace  the  Forrefts  wild. 

B'.-t  (he  (per-foi  cc)  with-holds  the  loved  boy, 
Ciowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makeshim  all  her  joy. 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green, 

By  fountain  clear,  or  fpangled-ftar-iight  fheen, 
But  they  doe  tquare,  that  all  their  Elves  for  fear 
Creep  into  Acorn  cups  and  hide  them  there. 

Fai.  Either  1  miftake  your  fhape  and  making  quite, 

Or  clfe  you  are  that  fhrew'd  and  knavifh  fpirit 
Call'd  Robin  Good-fellow.  Are  you  not  he, 
That  fright  the  maidens  of  the  Villagrce, 
Skim  milk,  and  fometimcs  labour  in  the  Quern, 
Andbootlefle  make  the  breathlcfle  hufwife  chern, 
And  fomecimcmakc  the  drink  to  bear  nobarme. 

Miflcad  night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harm, 
Thofc  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  fweet  Puek^ 
You  doc  their  work, and  they  fhall  have  good  luck. 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

%ob.  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright ; 
I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night : 
I  jeft  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  fmile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  Bean-fed  Horfe  beguile, 
Neighing  in  likenettc  like  a  filly  foal, 
And  fometimcs  lurk  I  in  a  Gofnps  bole, 

In  very  likeneflc  of  a  roafted  crab  : 
And  when  fhe  drinks,  againft  her  lips  I  bob, 
And  on  her  withered  dewlop  poure  the  Ale. 
The  wifeft  Aunt  telling  the  faddeft  tale, 
Sometime  for  three-foot  ftool,  miftaketh  me, 
Then  flip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  lhe, 
And  tailour  cries,  and  falls  into  a  coffe. 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  lofFe, 
And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  andneeze,  and  fwcar, 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  wafted  there. 

But  room  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 
Fat.  And  here  my  Miftreffc  : 

Would  that  we  were  gone. 

Enter  King  of  Fairies  at  one  door  vtith  his  train,  and 
the  Queen  at  another  rtith  hers. 

Ob.  Ill  met  by  Moon-light , 
Proud  Titania. 

Qu,  What,  jealous  Oberon  ?  Fairy  skip  hence. 
I  have  forfworn  his  bed  and  company. 

Ob,  Tarry  rafh  Wanton,  am  not  I  thy  Lord  ? 
Qu.  Then  I  muft  be  thy  Lady :  but  I  know 

When  thou  waft  ftoln  away  from  Fairy  Land, 
And  in  the  fhape  of  Corin,  fate  all  day , 

Playing  on  pipes  of  Corn,  and  verfing  love 
To  amorous  Phillida.  Why  art  thou  here 
Come  from  the  fartheft  ftecp  of  India  ? 

But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  Amazon 

Your  buskin'd  Miftreffc,  and  your  Warriour  love , 
To  Thefens  muft  be  Wedded,  and  you  come,  . 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Ob.  How  cantt  thou  thus  for  fhame,  Titania, 

Glance  at  my  credit,  with  Hiffol'tta  > Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  Thefetu  ? 
Didft  thou  not  lead  him 

From  Peregenia,  whom  he  raviflied  ? 
And  make  him  with  fair  Eagles  break  his  faith 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antioya  > 

Qu.  Thefe  are  the  forgeries  of  jealoufie, 
And  never  fincc  the  middle  Summers  fpring 
Met  we  on  hill,  in  dale,  forrcft,  or  mead, 

By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rufhie  brook, 
Or  in  the  beached  margent  of  thefea, 
To  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  whittling  wind, 

But  with  thy  brawlcs  thou  haft  difturb'd  our  fport. 
Therefore  the  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain, 

As  in  revenge,  have  ftck'd  up  from  the  fea 
Contagious  fogges :  Which  falling  in  the  Land, 
Hath  every  petty  River  made  fo  proud, 
That  they  have  over-born  their  Continents. 

The  Oxe  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  yoak  in  vain, 
j  The  Ploughman  loft  hisfweat,and  the  green  Corn 

i  Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attaint  a  beard  * 
j  The  fold  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  field, 
I  And  Crows  arcfatted  with  the  murrion  flock, 

The 

through  the  glimmering  night 
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rhc  nine  mens  morris  is  hid  up  with  mud, 

And  the  queint  Mazes  in  the  wanton  green, 
For  lack  of  tread  are  undiftinguifhable. 

rhc  humane  mortals  want  their  winter  here, 
>Jo  nisbt  is  now  with  hymn  or  caroll  bleft  ; 
Therefore  the  Moon  (the  governefs  of  flouds) 
Pale  in  her  anger,  wafhes  all  the  air ; 
That  Rheumatick  difeales  do  abound. 

And  thorough  thisdiftemperature,  we  fee, 
The  feafons  alter ;  hoary-headed  frofts 
Fall  in  the  frefh  lap  of  the  crimfon  Rofe, 
And  on  old  Hjems  chin  and  Icie  crown, 
An  odorous  Chaplet  of  fweet  Summer  buds 
Is  as  in  mockry  fet.  The  fpring,  the  Summer, 
The  childing  Autumn,  angry  Winter  change 
Their  wonted  Liveries,  and  the  amazed  world, 
By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  is  which : 
And  this  fame  progeny  of  evills  comes 
From  our  debate,  from  our  drffenfion, 
We  are  their  parents  and  original!. 

Ob.  Do  you  amend  it  then,  it  lies  in  you, 
Why  fhould  Titanla  crofs  her  Oberon  > 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  Henchman. 

Qu.  Set  your  heart  at  reft, 
The  Fairy  land  buyesnot  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  Votrefs  of  my  Order, 
And  in  the  fpiced  Indian  air,  by  night 
Full  often  fhe  hath  goflipt  by  my  fide, 
And  fat  with  me  on  Neptunes  yellow  fands, 

Marking  th'embarkcd  traders  of  the  rlotid, 
When  we  laught  to  fee  the  fails  conceive, 
And  grow  big  bellied  with  the  wanton  vfinde  : 

Which  fhe  with  pretty  and  with  fwimming  gate, 

Following  (  her  womb  then  rich  with  my  young  fquire  ) 
Would  imitate,  and  fail  upon  the  Land, 
To  fetch  me  trifles  and  return  again, 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  fhe  being  mortall  of  that  boy  did  dye, 
And  for  her  fake  I  do  rear  up  her  boy, 
And  for  her  fake  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

|     Ob.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  ftay  f 
Qu.  Perchance  till  after  Thefeus  wedding  day. 

j  If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  Round, 
And  fee  our  Moon-light  revels,  go  with  us ; 
If  not,  fhun  me  and  I  will  fpare  your  haunts. 

Ob.  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 
Qu.  Not  for  thy  Fairy  Kingdomc.  Fairies  away : 

We  fhall  chide  down  right,  if  I  longer  ftay.  Exeunt. 

Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way :  thou  fhalt  not  from  this  grove, 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury. 
My  gentle  Pftck^  come  hither ;  thou  remcmbreft 
Since  I  fat  upon  a  promontory, 
And  heard  a  Mear-maid  on  a  Dolphins  back, 
Uttering  fuch  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath, 

That  the  rude  fea  grew  civill  at  her  fong, 
And  certain  ftars  (hot  madly  from  their  Shpears, 
To  hear  the  Sea-maids  mufick. 

Ph.  I  remember. 

^  Ob.  That  very  time  I  fay  (but  thou  could'ft  not) 
Flying  between  the  cold  Moon  and  the  earth, 

C upld  all  arm'd ;  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Veftall,  throned  by  the  Weft, 
And  loos'd  his  lovc-fhaft  fmartly  from  his  bow, As  it  fhould  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  hearts, 
But  I  might  fee  young  Cupids  fiery  fhaft 
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Quench  in  the  chaft  beams  of  the  watry  Moon  ; 
And  the  imperiall  Votrefs  paffed  on, 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free. 

,  Yetmatk'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell. 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftern  flower  : 
Before,  milk-white :  now  purple  with  loves  wound, 
And  maidens  call  it,  Love  in  idlenefs. 

Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  fhew'd  thee  orice, 
The  juyce  of  it,  on  fleeping  eye-lids  laid, 
Will  mak  a  man  or  woman  madly  doat 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  rne  this  herb,  and  be  thou  here  again, 
Ere  the  Leviathan  can  fwim  a  league. 

Ph.  Tie  put  a  girdle  about  the  earth  in  forty  minutes, 

Ex'it: Ob.  Having  once  this  juyce, 

I'le  watch  Tltanla^  when  fhe  is  a  flcep, 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes : 
The  next  thing  when  fhe  waking  looks  upon, 

(Beit  on  Lyon,  bear, or  Wolfe,  or  Bull, 
On  medling  Monkey,  or  on  bufie  A  pe) 

She  fhall  purfue  it,  with  the  foul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  he.i  fight, 
(As  I  can  take  it  with  another  herb) 

I'le  make  her  render  up  her  Page  to  m?. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invifible, 
And  I  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius^  Helena  following  him. 

Dem.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not. 
Where  is  Lifander,  and  fair  Hermla  > 

The  one  I'e  ftay,  the  other  ftayeth  me. 
Thou  told'ftme  they  were  ftoln  into  this  wood  ; 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermla. 

Hence  get  the  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  Adamant,. 
But  yet  you  draw  not  Iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  fteel.  Leave  your  power  to  draw, 
And  I  fhall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dent.  Do  I  entice  you  ?  do  I  fpeak  you  fair  ? 
Or  rather  do  I  not  in  plaineft  truth, 

Tell  you  I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 
Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  thee  the  more ; 

I  am  your  fpaniell,  and  Demetrius , 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you. 
Ufe  me  but  as  your  fpaniell ;  fpum  me,  ftrike  me, 
Negleft  me,  lofc  me ;  onely  give  mc  leave 
(Unworthy  as  I  am)  to  follow  you. 
What  woricr  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 

(  And  yet  a  place  of  high  r'efpect  with  me) Then  to  be  ufed  as  you  do  your  dog  ? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my  fpirit, 
For  I  am  fick  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Hel.  And  I  am  fick  when  I  look  not  on  you. 

Dem.  You  do  impeach  your  modefty  too  much, 
To  leave  the  City,  and  commit  your  felf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not, 

To  truft  the  opportunity  of  night, 
And  the  ill  counfellofa  defert  place, 
With  the  rich  wovth  of  your  virginity. 

Hel.  Your  virtue  is  my  privilcdge :  for  that 

It  is  not  night  when  I  do  fee  your  face. 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  night, 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company  j 
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For  you  in  my  vcfpc&  arc  all  die  world. 
Then  bow  can  it  be  Ca id  I  am  alone, 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  itif  ? 

Dent.  I'le  run  from  thee,  and  hide  me  in  the  brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wilde  beafts. 

Hek  The  wildeft  hath  not  fuch  a  heart  as  you  ; 

Run  when  you  will,  the  ftory  fhall  be  chang'd  : 
Apollo  flics,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chafe  ; 
The  Dove  purines  the  Griffin,  the  milde  Hinde 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  Tygev.  Bootlefs  fpecd, 
When  cowardifc  purfucs,  and  valour  flies. 

Dent.  I  will  not  flay  thy  queftions,let  me  go; 
Or  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe, 
But  I  fhall  do  thee  mifchief  in  the  wood. 

Hd.  I,  in  the  Temple,  in  the  Town,  and  Field. 
You  do  me  mifchief.  Fye  Demetrius, 
Your  wrongs  do  fet  a  fcandall  on  my  lex : 
W e  cannot  fight  for  love,  as  men  may  do  ; 

We  fhould  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  wooe. 
[  follow  dice,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell, 
To  die  upon  the  hand  I  love  fo  well.  Exit, 

Ob.  Fare  thee  well  Nymph,  ere  he  do  leave  this  grove. 
Thou  fhalt  fly  him,  and  he  fhall  leek  thy  love. 
H.'.ltthou  the  flower  there?  Welcome  wanderer. 

Enter  Puck. 

Pu.  I,  there  it  is. 

Ob.  I  pray  thee  give  it  me. 
I  know  a  bank  where  the  wilde  time  blows, 

Where  the  Oxflips  and  the  nodding  Violet  grows$ 
Quite  over-cannoped  with  lufcious  woodbine, 
With  fwcet  musk  rofes^  and  with  Eglantine, 
There  fleeps  Titanla,  fometime  of  the  night, 

Lul'd  in  thefe  flowers,  with  dances  and  delight : 
And  there  the  fnake  throws  her  enammel'dskin, 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  Fairy  in. 

And  with  the  juyce  of  this  I'le  ftrcak  her  eyes, 
And  make  her  full  of  hatefull  fantafies. 

Take  thou  fomeofit,  and  feek  through  this  grove  ; 
A  fwect  Athenian  Lady  is  in  love 
With  a  difdainfull  youth  :  annoint  his  eyes, 

-But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies, 
May  be  the  Lady.  Thou  fhalt  know  the  man, 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 

Effect  it  with  fome  care,  that  he  may  prove  ' More  fond  on  her,  then  fhe  upon  her  love ; 
And  look  thou  meet  me,  ere  the  firft  Cock  crow. 

Pu.  Fear  not  my  Lord,  yourfervant  fhall  do  fo.  Exit. 
Enter  Queen  of  Fairies ,with  her  train. 

Qu.  Come,  now  a  Roundell,  and  a  Fairy  fong : 
Then  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute  hence, 
Some  to  kill  Hankers  in  the  musk  rofc  buds, 
Some  war  with  Reremife,for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  fmall  Elves  coats,  and  fome  keep  back 

The  clamoroL'S  Owle  that  nightly  hoots  and  wonders 
At  our  queint  fpirits :  Sing  me  now  afleep, 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  reft. 

Fairies  Sing. 

You fpotted  Snakes  with  double  tongue, 
Thorny  Hedgehoggs  be  not  feen, 
Newts  and  blind  wormes  do  no  wrong, 
Come  not  near  our  Fairy  Queen. 
Philomele  with  melodle. 

Sing  in  your  fweet  Lullaby, 

LuUa,  lulla,  lullaby,  lulla  lulla,  lullaby  : 
Never  harm,  nor  Jpell,  nor  charm. Come  our  lovely  Lady  nyt, 

S ogood  night  with  Lullaby. 2.  Fairy. 

Weaving  Spiders  come  not  here, 

Hence  you  long  leg'd  Spinners,  hence  : 
Beetles  black^approach  not  near : 
Worme  nor  Snayle  do  no  offence. 
Philomele  with  melody,  &c. I .  Fairy. 

H enee  away,  now  all  is  well: 

One  aloof  e,  ftandCentlnell. 

Enter  OberoH. 

Ob.  What  thou  feeft  when  thou  doft  wake, 
Do  it  for  thy  true  love  take: 
Love  and  languifh  for  his  fake. 
Be  it  Ounce,  or  Cat,  or  Bear, 
Pard,  or  Boar,  with  briftled  hair, 
In  thy  eye  that  fhall  appear, 
When  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  dear, 
Wake  when  fome  vile  thing  is  near. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermla. 

Lyf.  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandring  in  the  woods; 
And  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  way  : 

We'll  reft  us  Hermla,  if  you  think  it  good, 
And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  fo  Lyfander :  finde  you  out  a  bed, 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  reft  my  head. 

Lyf.  One  turfe  fhall  fervc  as  pillow  for  us  both, 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bofomes,  and  one  troth. 

Her.  Nay  good  Lyfander,iox  my  fake,my  dear, 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  lie  fo  near. 

Lyf.  O  take  the  fence  fweet,  of  my  innocence, 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  loves  conference, 
I  mean  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit, 
So  that  but  one  heart  can  you  make  of  it. 
Two  bofomes  interchanged  with  an  oath, 
So  then  two  bofomes,  and  a  Angle  troth. 

Then  by  your  fide,  no  bed-room  me  deny, 
For  lying  fo,  Hermla,  I  do  not  lye. 

Her.  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily : 
Now  much  befhrew  my  manners,  and  my  pride, 
If  Hermla  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  lied. 

But  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  curtefie 
Lie  further  off  in  humane  modefty, 

Such  feparation,  as  may  well  be  faid, 
Becomes  a  vertuousbatchelor,and  a  maid, 

So  far  be  diftant,  and  good  night  fweet  friend  : 

Thy  love  ne're  alter  till  thy  fweet  life  end. 
Lyf.  Amen,  amen,  to  that  fair  prayer,  fay  I, 

And  then  end  life ,  when  I  end  loyalty : 

Here  is  my  bed,  fleep  give  thee  all  his  reft. 
Her.  With  half  that  wifh  ,the  wifhers  eyes  be  preft. 

Enter  Pncb^.  They  fleep. 

Ph.  Through  the  Forreft  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  finde  I  none, 

On  whofe  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flowers  force  in  ftirring  love. 

Night  andfilence:  who  is  here  > 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear : 

This  is  he  (my  mafter  faid) 

Dcfpifed  the  Athenian  maid : 
And  here  the  maiden  fleep ing  found, 
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On  the:  dank  and  durty  ground. 

Pretty  ioul>  ̂ e  ̂urft  not  lie 

Ncav'this  lack-love,  this  kill-curtefie. 
I  Churlc  upon  the  eyes  I  throw 

All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe : 

When  thou  wak'ft,  let  love  forbid 

Sleep  his  feat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  awake  when  1  am  gone  : 
For  I  mult  now  to  Oberen.  *M«'  • 

Snt er  'Demetrius  and  Helena  running. 

Hel.  Say,  though  thou  kill  me,  fweet  Demetrius. 

De.  I  charge  thee  hence ,  and  do  Hot  haunt  me  thus. 
Hel.  O  wilt  thou  darkling  leave  me?  do  not  fo. 

De.  Stay  on  thy  perill,  I  alone  will  go. 
Exit  Demetrius. 

Hel.  O  I  am  out  of  breath,  in  this  fond  chace , 

The  more  my  prayer,  the  iefler  is  my  grace , 

Happy  is  Hermia ,  wherelocrc  fhe  lies : 
For  fhe  hath  bleffed  and  attractive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  fo  bright  ?  Not  with  fait  tears* 
If  fo,  my  eyes  are  ofner  wafht  then  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  Bear. 
For  beads  that  meet  mej  runne  away  for  fear, 
Therefore  no  marvaile,though  Demetrim 
Do,  as  a  monfter,  fly  my  prefence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  diffembling  glaffe  of  mine, 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermias  fphery  eyne  ? 
But  who  is  here  ?  Lyfander  on  the  ground  : 
Dead  or  afleep  ?  I  fee  no  bloud^no  wound  j 

L) finder,  if  you  live,  good  fir,  awake. 

•  Lyf.  And  run  through  fire  I  will  for  thy  fweet  fake. 
Tranfparent  Helena,  nature  here  fhewsart, 
That  through  thy  bofome  makes  me  fee  thy  heart, 
Where  Demetrius  >  oh  how  fit  a  word 

Is  that  vile  name,  to  perifh  on  my  fword  ? 
Hel.  Do  not  fay  fo  Lyfander,  fay  not  fo : 

What  though  he  love  your  Hermia  ?  Lord,what  though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  ftill  loves  you,  then  be  content  i 

Lyf.  Content  with  Hermia  ?  No,  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  I  with  ber  have  fpent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  now  I  love  : 

Who  will  not  change  a  Raven  for  a  Dove  ? 

The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reafon  fway'd  : 
And  reafon  fayest  you  are  the  worthier  Maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  untill  their  feafon  : 
So  I  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reafon  i 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  humane  skill , 
Reafon  becomes  the  Mailhall  to  my  will , 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes,  where  I  orelook 
Loves  ftories,  written  in  Loves  richeft  book. 

Hel.  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery  born? 
When  at  your  hands  did  I  defcrve  this  fcorn  ? 
Ill  not  enough,  ift  not  enough,  young  man , 
That  I  did  never,  no  nor  never  can  , 
Dcferve  a  fweet  look  from  Demetrius  eye, 
But  you  muft  flout  my  infufficiency  ? 
Good  troth  you  do  me  wirong  (good  footh  you  do) 
In  fuch  difdainfull  manner,  me  to  wooe. 
But  fare  you  well :  perforce  I  muft  confeffe, 
I  thought  you  Lord  of  more  true  gentleneffe. 

Oh,  that  a  Lady  of  one  man  refus'd , 
Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus'd.  .  Exit, 

Lyf.  She  fees  not  Hermia  deep  thou  there, 
And  never  maift  thou  come  Lyfander  near: 

is  i 

For  as  a  furfeit  of  the  fweeteft  things 

The  deepeft  loathing  to  a  ftomach  brings  i 
Or  as  the  herefies  that  men  do  leave , 
Are  hated  moft  of  thofe  that  did  deceive  : 

So  thou,  my  furfeit,  and  my  herefie, 
Of  all  be  hated :  but  the  moft  of  me % 

And  all  my  powers  addrefle  your  love  and  mighty  .**.;• To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  Knight.  Exit. 
Her.  Help  me  Lyfander,  help  me,  do  thy  beft, 

To  pluck  this  crawling  ferpent  from  my  breft. 

Aye  mc^  for  piety,  what  a  dream  was  here  ? 
Lyf  mder  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear : 
Me-thought  a  ferpent  eat  my  heart  away, 
And  yet  fate  fmiling  at  his  cruell  prey. 

Lyfander,  what  remov'd  ?  Lyfander,  Lord , 
What  out  of  hearing,  gone  ?  No  found,  no  word  ? 
Alack  where  are  you  ?  fpeak  and  if  you  hear  : 
Speak  of  all  loves :  I  fwound  almoft  with  fear. 
No,  then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nye , 

Either  death  or  you  He  find  immediately.  Exit. 

Attus  Tertius. 

Enter  the  Clowties. 

Bet.  Are  we  all  met  ? 

Quits.  Par,  pat ,  and  here's  a  marvailous  convenient 
place  for  our  rehearfall.  This  green  plot  {hall  be  our 
ftage,  this  hauthorn  brake  our  tyring  houfe ,  and  we  will 
do  it  in  acTion,  as  we  will  do  it  before  the  Duke, 

Bot.  Peter  Quince  ? 

Peter.  What  faift  thou,  bully  Bottome ; 
Bot .  There  are  things  in  this  Comedy  of  Piramus  and 

Thisby,  that  will  never  pleafe.  Firft,  Piramus  muft  draw 
a  fword  to  kill  himfelf  .•  which  the  Ladies  cannot  abide. 
How  anfwer  you  that  ? 

Snout.  Berlaken,  a  parlous  fear. 
Star.  I  believe  we  muft  leave  the  killing  out,  when  all 

is  done. 

Bot.  Not  a  whit ,  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well. 
Write  me  a  Prologue ,  and  let  the  Prologue  feeni  to  fay, 
we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  fwords ,  and  that  Pyramus 

is  not  kill'd  indeed  :  and  for  the  more  better  aflurance, 
cell  them,  that  I  Pyramus  am  not  Pyramus ,  but  Bottome 
the  Weaver ;  this  will  put  them  out  of  fear. 

Quin.  Well,  we  will  have  fuch  a  Prologue ,  and  it 
fhall  be  written  in  eight  and  fix. 

Bot .  No,  make  it  two  more ,  let  it  be  written  in  eight and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  Ladies  be  afear'd  of  the  Lion  t 
Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you. 

Bot.  Maifters,  you  ought  to  confider  with  your  felves, 
to  bring  in  (  God  fhield  us )  a  Lion  among  Ladies,  is  a 
moft  dreadful  thing.  For  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild 
fowle  then  your  Lyon  living  :  and  we  ought  to  look to  it. 

Snout .  Therefore  another  Prologue  muft  tell  he  is  not a  Lion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  name ,  and  half  his  face 
muft  be  feen  through  the  Lions  neck ,  and  he  himfelf 
muft  fpeak  through  ,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  defect : 
Ladies,  or  fail  Ladies,  I  would  wifh  you  ,  or  I  would 

requeft 
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icqueft  you,  or  I  would  entreat  you  ,  not  to  fear  ,  not  to 
tremble  :  my  life  for  yours.  It  you  think  I  come  hither 
as  a  Lion,  it  were  pitty  of  my  life.  No  ,  I  am  no  filch 

idling,  lama  man  as  other  men  are  ;  and  there  indeed 
let  him  name  his  name  ,  and  tell  hine  plainly  he  is  Snug 

the  Joiner. 
Quince.  Well,  it  fhall  be  fo  ;  but  there  is  two  hard 

cbings,  that  is,  to  bring  the  Moon-light  into  a  cham- 
ber :  for  you  know,  Pyramtts  and  Thisbywxxx.  by  Moon- 

light. 
Snug.  Doth  the  Moon-fhinc  that  night  we  play  our 

Play  ? 
Bot .  A  Calender,  a  Calender,  look  in  the  Almanack, 

find  out  Moon-fhinc,  find  out  Moon-fhine, 
Enter  Puck^. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  fhine  that  night. 
Bet.  Why  then  may  you  leate  a  cafement  of  the  great 

chamber  window  (where  we  play  )  open,  and  the  Moon 
may  (hine  in  at  the  cafement. 

Qu.  I,  or  elfe  one  muft  come  in  with  a  bufh  of  thorns 

and  a  lanthorn,  and  fay  he  comes  to  disfigure ,  or  to  pre- 
fent  the  peifon  of  Moon-fhine.  Then  there  is  another 
thing  ,  we  muft  have  a  wall  in  the  great  Chamber ;  for 
Piramus  and  Thisby  ( fayes  the  ftory  )  did  talk  through 
the  chink  of  a  wall. 

Snug.  You  can  never  bring  in  a  wall.  What  fay  you 
Bottome  ? 

Bot .  Some  man  or  other  muft  prefent  wall ,  and  let 

him  have  fome  Plafter ,  or  fomc  Lome ,  or  fome  rough- 
caft  about  him ,  to  fignifie  wall  ;  or  let  him  hold  his  fin- 

gers thus  j  and  through  that  cranny ,  fhall  Pyramtts  t  and 
Thisby  whifper. 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down 
every  mothers  fon ,  and  rehearfe  your  parts.  Pyramta, 
you  begin ;  when  you  have  fpoken  your  fpeech  %  enter 
into  that  Brake ,  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  What  hempen  home-fpuns  have  we  fwaggcring here, 

So  near  the  Cradle  of  the  Fairy  Qncen  ? 

What,  a  Play  toward  ?  He  be  an  auditor  .* 
An  Actor  too  perhaps,  if  I  fee  caufc. 

Qu.  Speak  Pyramtts :  Thisby  ftand  forth. 
Pir.  Thisby ,  the  flowers  of  odious  favors  fweet. 
Quin.  Odours,  odours. 
Pir.  Odours  favors  fweet, 

So  hath  thy  breath,  my  deareft  Thisby  dear. 
But  hark,  a  voice :  ftay  thou  but  here  a  while , 

And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  Exit,  Pir. 
Puck^.  A  ftrangcr  Pyramus,  then  ere  plaid  here. 
Tbifb.  Mufti  fpeak  now? 

Pet .  I  marry  muft  you.  For  you  muft  underftand  he 

goes  but  to  fee  a  noife  that  he  heard ,  and  is  to  come  a- 

gain. This.  Moft  radiant  Piramus,  moft  Lilly  white  of  hue, 
Of  colour  like  the  red  rofe  on  triumphant  bryer, 
Moft  brisky  Juvenall,  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew, 
As  true  as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire, 
He  meet  thee  Piramus,  at  Ninnies  tomb. 

Pet .  Ninus  tomb,  man :  why ,  you  muft  not  fpeak 
that  yet;  that  you  anfwer  to  Piramus  :  you  fpeak  all 
your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all.  Piramus  enter ,  your  cue 
ispaft  ;  it  is  never  tire. 

Thisb,  O ,  as  true  as  trueft  horfe ,  that  yet  would  ne- 
ver tire : 

Pir.  If  I  were  fair,  Thisby  I  were  onely  thine. 
Pet .  O  monftrous.  O  ftrange.  We  are  hantcd  ;  pray mafters,  flie  mafters,  help. The  Clowns  all  Exeunt, 

Ptich^.  He  follow  you,  He  lead  you  about  a  Round, 

Through  bogge , throug1 .  bnfh,  through  brake,  through Sometime  a  horfe  He  be,  fometimes  a  hound :       (bryer , 
A  hogge,  a  headlefle  Bear,  (ometime  a  fire, 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  rore,  and  bmne, 
Like  horfe,  hound,  hog.  Bear,  fire,  at  every  turn.  Exit. 

Enter  Piramus  with  the  Afie  head. 

Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away  >  This  is  a  knavery  of 
them  to  make  me  afeard.     Enter  Suout. 

Sn.  O  Bottome ,  thou  art  chang'd  j  What  do  I  fee  on thee  ? 

Btt.  What  do  you  fee  ?  You  fee  an  Afle-head  of  your 
own,  do  you  ? 

Enter  Peter  Quince. 

Pet,  Blefle  thee  Bottome t  blcfle  thee ;  thou  art  tranf- 
lated.  Exit. 

Bot.  I  fee  their  knavery :  this  is  to  make  an  affc  of  me, 

to  fright  me  if  they  could  ;  but  I  will  not  ftirre  from 
this  place  ,  do  what  they  can.  I  will  walk  up  and  down 
here,  and  will  ling  that  they  fhall  here  I  am  not  afraid. 
T  he  Woofell  cock,  fo  black  of  hew. 

With  Orenge^tawny  bill. 
The  Throftle,  with  his  note  fo  true, 
The  Wren  and  little  quill. 

Tita.  What  Angell  wakes  me  from  my  flowry  bed  ? 
Bot .  The  Finch,  the  Sparrow ,  and  the  Lark, 

The  plainfong  Cuckow  gray ; 
Whole  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  anfwer,  nay. 

For  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  wit  to  fofoolifh  a  bird  > 
Who  would  give  a  bird  the  lye,  though  he  cry  Cuckow, 

never  fo  > 
Tita.  I  pray  thee  gentle  mortall,  fing  again  , 

Mine  ear  is  much  enamored  of  thy  note ; 

On  the  firft  view  to  fay,  to  fwcar  I  love  thee. 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  fhapc. 

And  thy  fair  vertues  force  (perforce)  doth  move  me. 
Bot.  Me-thinksmaiftrefTe,  youfhould  have  little  rea- 

fon  for  that :  and  yet  to  fay  the  truth  ,  reafon  and  love 

keep  little  company  together,  now-adayes.  The  more  the 
pity ,  that  fomc  iioneft  neighbours  will  not  make  them 
friends.  Nay,  I  can  gleek  upon  occafion. 

Tyt a.  Thou  art  as  wife  as  thou  art  beautiftill. 
Bot .  Not  fo  neither :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough  to  get 

out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  fervc  mine  own turn. 

Tyta.  Out  of  this  wood  ,  do  not  defire  to  go, 
Thou  (halt  remain  here,  whether  thoa  wilt  &x  no. 
I  am  a  fpirit  of  no  common  rate : 
The  Summer  ftill  doth  tend  upon  my  ftate, 

And  I  do  love  thee ;  therefore  goe  with  me, 

He  give  thee  Fairies  to  attend  on  thee  ; 
And  they  fhall  fetch  thee  Jewels  from  the  deep  , 
And  fing,  while  thou  on  preffed  flowers  doth  fleep : 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  groflenefle  fo, 
That  thou  fhaltlike  an  airy  fpirit  go. 

Enter  Peafe-bloflomc  ,  Cobweb,  Moth ,  Mxft>iri- 

feedy  and  four  Fairiey. 
Fair.  Ready  ;  and  I,  and  I,  and  I,  Where  fhall  we  go? 

Tit.  Be- 
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Tita.  &z  kind  and  courteous  to  this  Gentleman. 

Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambolc  in  hi3  eyes , 

.Feed  him  with  Apricocks,  and  Dewberries, 

With  purple  Grapes,  green  Figs,  and  MulberrieSj 

The  honic-bag$  Ileal  from  the  humble  Bees, 

And  for  night-tapers  crop  their  waxen  thighes. 

And  light  them  atthefiery-Glow-wormcseyes, 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arife  : 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  Butterflies , 
To  fan  the  Moon-beames  from  his  fleeping  eyes. 
Nod  to  him  Elves,  and  doe  him  courtefics. 

1 .  Fai,  Hail  mortall,  hail. 

z.Fa'i.  Hail. 
3.  Fai,  Hail. 

Bot .  I  cry  your  worfhips  mercy  heartily ,  I  befeech 
your  worfhips  name. 

Cob.  Cobweb. 

Bot..  I  (hall  defire  you  of  more  acquaintance,  good 

Matter  Cobweb  :\i  I  cut  my  finger,I  lhall  make  bold  with 

you. Your  name  honcft  Gentleman  ? 

Peaf.  Peafe-bloffom. 

Bot.  I  pray  you  commend  me  to  Miftrelle  Squajh, 

ycur  Mother,  and  to  Mafter  Peaf  cod  your  Father.  Good 

Mafter  Peafe-bloffom,  I  (hall  defire  of  you  more  acquain- 
tance too.  Your  name  I  befeech  you  fir  ? 

Muf.  Must ard- feed . 
Bot.  Good  Mafter  Mufiard-feed  ;  I  know  your  pati- 

ence well:  that  fame  cowardly  gyant-likc  Oxe-bcefhath 
devoured  many  a  Gentleman  of  your  houfe.  I  promife 

you,  your  kindred  hath  made  my  eyes  water  ere  now.  I 

defire  your  more  acquaintance,  good  Mafter  Muflard- 
feed. 

Tita.  Come  wait  upon  him,  lead  him  to  my  bower. 
The  Moon  me  thinks,  looks  with  a  watry  eye, 
And  when  fhe  weeps,  weep  every  little  flower, 
Lamenting  fome  enforced  chaftity. 

Tye  up  my  Lovers  tongue,  bring  him  filently.  Exit. * 

E titer  King  of  Fairies,  folus, 

Ob.  I  wonder  if  Tltanla  be  awak't : 
Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye, 
Which  (he  muft  dote  on,  in  extremity. 

Enter  Pttckj. 

Here  comes  my  meflenger :  how  now  mad  fpirit , 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  Grove  ? 

Puck^.  My  Miftrefle  with  a  monfter  is  in  love, 
Near  to  her  cJofe  and  confecrated  bower , 
While  fhe  was  in  her  dull  and  fleeping  houre, 
A  crew  of  patches,  rude  Mechanicals, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  tAthenian  flails, 
Were  met  together  to  rehearfe  a  Play, 
Intended  for  great  The  feus  nuptiall  day  : 
The  fhalloweft  thick-skin  of  that  barren  fort, 
Who  Pyramus  prcfented,  in  their  fport , 
Forfook  his  Scene,  and  entred  in  a  brake, 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 
An  Afles  noje  I  fixed  on  his  head. 
Anon  his  Thisbie  muft  be  anfwered , 
And  forth  my  Mimmick  comes :  when  they  him  fpic , 
As  wild-Geefe,  that  the  creeping  Fowler  eye, 
Or  rufled-paied  choughs,  many  in  fort 
(Rifing  and  cawing  at  the  Guns  report) 
Sc\er  themfelves,and  madly  fweep  theskyc: 
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So  at  his  fight,  away  his  fellows  flie, 

And  at  our  ftamp,  here  o're  and  o're  one  falls  ; 
He  murther  cries,  and  help  from  ̂ Athens  calls. 
Their  fenfe  thus  weak,  loft  with  their  fears  thus  ftron^ 
Made  fenfelefic  things  begin  to  doe  them  wrong. 
For  briars  and  thorns  at  their  apparell  fnatch, 
Some  fleeves,  fome  hats,  from  yiclders  all  things  catch, 
I  led  them  on  in  this  diftra6ted  fear, 

And  left  fwect  Pyramus  tranflatcd  there  : 
When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  palfe) 

Titania  Wak't ,  and  ftraight  way  lov'd  an  Affe, 
Ob.  This  falls  out  better  then  I  could  devife  : 

But  haft  thou  yet  latcht  the  ̂ Athenians  eyes, 
With  the  love  juyce  as  I  did  bid  thee  doe  ? 

%ob.  I  took  him  fleeping  (that  is  finifht  too) 
And  the  Athenian  Woman  by  his  fide, 

That  when  he  wak't,  of  force  ihe  muft  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ob.  Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 
Rob.  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Hem.  O  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  fo  ? 
Lay  breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  fhould  ufe  thee  worfe. 

For  thou  (I  fear)  haft  given  me  caufe  to  curfe, 
If  thou  haft  flain  Lyfander  in  his  fleep, 

Being  o're  fhooes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep,  and  kill me  too : 

The  Sun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  day, 
As  he  to  mo.  Would  he  have  ftollcn  away) 

From  fleeping  Hermia*  Tie  believe  as  foon 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bord,  and  that  the  Moon 

May  through  the  Center  creep,  and  fo  difpleafe 

Her  brothers  noon-tide,  with  th'  Antipodes. 
It  cannot  be  but  thou  haft  murdred  him, 
So  fhould  a  murtherer  look,  fodcad,fo  grim. 

Dem.  So  fhould  the  murderer  look,  and  fo  fhould  I, 

Pierft  through  the  heart  with  your  ftearn  cruelty  : 
Yet  you  the  murderer  looks  as  bright  as  clear, 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  fpheare. 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Lyfander  >  where  is  he  ? 
Ah  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ? 

Dem.  I  de  rather  give  his  carkaffeto  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out  dog,out  cur,  thou  driv'ft  me  paft  the  bounds 
Of  maidens  patience.  Haft  thou  flain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  numbred  among  men. 
Oh,  once  tell  true,  and  even  for  my  fake, 
Durft  thou  a  lookt  upon  him,  being  awake  ? 

And  haft  thou  kill'd  him  fleeping  ?  O  brave  tutch : 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  Adder  doe  fo  much  ? 
An  Adder  did  it :  for  with  douMer  tongue 
Then  thine  (thou  ferpent)  never  Adder  ftung, 

Dem.  You  fpend  your  paffion  on  a  mifpris'd  mcod , 
lam  not  guilty  of  Lyfander s  blood  r 
Nor  is  he  dead  for  ought  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.  I  pray  thee  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 
Dem.  And  if  I  could,  what  fhould  I  get  therefore  ? 

Her.  A  priviledge,  never  to  fee  me  more  ; 
And  from  thy  hated  ptefence  part  I :  fee  me  no  more 
Whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  Exit, 

Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vein, 
Here  therefore  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 

So  forrows  heavineffe  doth  heavier  grow  t 
For  debt  that  bankrout  flip  doth  lorrow  owe, 
Which  now  iu  fome  fli«>ht  meafure  it  will  paw 

If 
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If  for  his  tender  here  I  nuke  fome  ftay.  Lie  down. 

Ob.  What  haft  thou  done  ?  Thou  haft  miftaken  quite 

And  laid  the  love  juyecon  fome  true-loves  fight : 

Of  thy  mifpriiiqn,  mutt  perforce  enfue 

Some  true  love  turn'd,  and  not  afalfe  turn'd  true. 
%ob.  Then  fate  o'rc-rules,that  one  man  holding  troth, 

A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 
Oh.  About  the  wood,  go  fwiftcr  then  the  wind, 

And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find. 

A'l  far.cy-fick  fhe  is,  and  pale  of  cheer, 
With  fi»hs  of  love,  that  cofts  thefrefh  bloud  dear. 

By  fome  illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here, 

I'lc  charm  his  eyes  againft  fhe  doth  appear, 
%pb.  I  go,  I  go,  look  how  I  go, 

Sw.fter  then  arrow  from  the  Tartars  bow*  Exit. 

Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  die, 

Hit  wit1,  Cupids  archery, 

Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye  ,  " When  his  love  he  doth  cfpy, 
Let  her  fhineas  glorioufly 
As  the  Venus  of  the  skie. 

When  thou  wak'ft  if  fhe  be  by 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

"Enter  Puck^. 

Pnckj.  Captain  of  our  Fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand, 

And  the  youth,  miftook  by  me, 

Pleading  for  a  Lovers  fee. 
Shall  we  rheir  fond  Pageant  fee  ? 

Lord,  what  fools  thefe  mortalls  be !  j 
Ob.  Stand  afide  :  the  noyfe  they  make,  ] 

Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake.  | 
Puck^.  Then  will  two  at  once  wooe  one, 

That  muft  needs  be  fport  alone  : 
And  thofe  things  doe  beft  pleafe  me , 
That  befall  prepofteroufly. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Helena. 
Lyf.  Why  fhould  you  think  that  I  fhould  wooe  in 

Sco\n  and  derifion  never  comes  in  tcares :         (fcorn  ? 
Look  when  I  vow  I  weep,  and  vowes  fo  born , 
In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  thefe  things  in  me  feem  fcorn  to  you  ? 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith  to  prove  them  true. 

Hel.  You  doe  advance  your  cunning  more  and  more> 
When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilifh  holy  fray  / 

Thelc  vowes  are  Hermiaes.  Will  you- give  her  o're  ? 
Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh. 
Your  vowes  to  her  and  me,  (put  in  two  fcales) 
Will  even  weigh,  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lyf.  I  had  no  judgement,  when  to  her  I  fwore. 

Hel.  Nor  none  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  her  o're. 
Lyf  .Demetrius  loves  her ,  and  he  loves  not  you.  And. 
Dem.  O  Helen,  goddefle,  nymph,  perfect,  divine, 

To  what  ?  my  love,  fliall  I  compare  thine  eyne, 
Chi  iftall  is  muddy,  O  how  ripe  in  fhow, 
Thy  lips,  thofe  killing  cherries,  tempting  grow  / 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus  fnow, 

Fann'd  with  the  Eaftcrn  wind,  turns  to  a  Crow, 
When  tvou  hold'ft  up  thy  hand.  O  let  me  kifTe 
This  Pi  inceffe  of  pure  white,  this  feal  of  blifle. 

Hel.  O  fpight .'  O  hell !  I  fee  you  are  all  bent 
To  fet  againft  me,  for  your  merriment : 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtefie, 

i  You  would-not  doe  me  thus  much  injury. 

Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  doe , 
But  you  muft  joyn  in  fouls  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  arc  men,  as  men  you  are  in  fhow, 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  Lady  fo .? 
To  vow,  and  fwear,  and  fupcrpraife  my  parts, 
When  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  are  Rivals,  and  love  Hermia, 
And  now  both  Rivals,  to  mock  Helena. 
A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprize, 

To  conjure  tearesup  in  a  poor  maids  eyes, 
With  your  derifion ;  none  of  noble  fort, 
Would  fo  offend  a  Virgin,  and  extort 

A  poor  fouls  patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 
Lyf.  You  arc  unkind  Demetrius ;  be  not  fo, 

For  you  love  Hermia ;  this  you  know  I  know ; 
And  here  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermiaes  love  I  yield  you  up  my  part  j 

And  yours  of  Helena,  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  doe  love,  and  will  doe  to  my  death. 

Hel.  Never  did  mockers  wafte  more  idle  breath, 

Dem.  Lyfander,  keep  thy  Hermia,  I  will  none  : 

If  e're  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 

My  heart  to  her,  but  as  gueft-wife  fojoarn'd, 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  return'd, 
There  to  remain. 

Lyf.  It  is  not  fo. 
Dem.  Difparage  not  the  faith  thou  doft  not  know, 

Left  to  thy  perill  thou  abide  it  dear. 
Look  where  thyLove  comes,  yonder  is  thy  dear. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Dark  night,that  from  the  eye  his  functidh  takes 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehenfion  makes, 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  fenfe , 

It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompence. 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lyfander  found, 

Mine  ear  (I  thank  it)  biooghtme  to  that  found, 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  ?        (to  go  ? 

Lyf  an.  Why  fhould  he  ftay  whom  Love  doth  preffe 
Her.  What  love  could  preffe  Lyfander  from  my  fide  ? 

Lyf.  Lyfanders  love  (that  would  not  let  him  bide) 
Fair  Helena,  who  moreengilds  the  night, 

Then  all  yon  fiery  oes,  and  eyes  of  light.. 
Why  feek  ft  thou  me  ?  Could  not  this  make  thee  know, 
The  hate  I  bare  thee,  made  me  leave  theefo  ? 

Her.  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think  ;  it  cannot  be. 
Hel.  Loe,  fhe  is  one  of  this  confederacy, 

Now  I  perceive  they  have  con  joyn' d  all  three  > Tofafhion  this  falfe  fport  in  fpight  of  me. 

Injurious  Hermia,  moft  ungratefull  maid, 

Have  you  confpir'd,  have  you  with  thefe  contriv'd To  bait  me,  with  this  foul  derifion  $ 

Is  all  the  counfell  that  we"  two  have  fhar'd, 
The  fifters  vowes,  the  hourcs  that  we  have  fpent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hafty  footed  time, 

For  parting  us ;  0,and  is  all  forgot  ? 
All  fchool-dayes  friendfhip,  child-hoods  innocence  ? 
We,Hermia,  like  two  Artificial!  gods, 
Have  with  our  needles,  created  both  one  flower, 

Both  on  one  fampler,  fitting  on  one  cufhion  ; 
Both  warbling  of  one  fong,  both  in  one  key  ; 

As  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voyces,and  minds 
Had  been  incorporate.  So  we  grew  together , 
Like  to  a  double -cherry,  feeming  parted, 
But  a  union  in  partition, 

Two 
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Two  lovely  berries  molded  on  one  fem, 

So  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart, 
Two  of  the  firft  life,  coats  in  Heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  creft. 

:  And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  afunder, 
To  joyn  with  men  in  fcornirig  your  poor  friend  ? 

It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly. 
Our  fex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it , 

Though  I  alone  doe  feel  the  injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  yowr'paffionate  words , 
I  fcorn  you  not ;  it  feems  that  you  fcorn  me. 

Hel.  Have  you  not  fet  Ly fancier,  as  in  fcorn 
To  follow  mc,  and  praife  my  eyes  and  face  f 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius 

(Who  even  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  foot) 
To  call  me  goddeffe,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare, 
Precious,  celeftiall  ?  Wherefore  fpeaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  And  wherefore  doth  Ly fancier 
Deny  your  love  (fo  rich  within  his  foul) 
And  tender  me  (forfooth)  affection, 

But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  confent  f 
What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hung  upon  with  love,  fo  fortunate  ? 

(But  miferable  moll,  to  love  unlov'd) 
This  you  fhould  pity  rather  thendefpife. 

Her.  I  undcrftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 
Hel.  If  doe,  perfever,  counterfeit  fad  looks, 

Make  mouthes  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back, 
Wink  each  at  other,  hold  the  fweet  jeft  up : 
Thisfport  well  carried,  fhall  be  chronicled. 

If  you  have  any  pitty, grace,  or  manners, 
You  would  cor  make  me  fuch  an  argument : 

But  fare  ye  well,  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault, 
Which  death  or  abfence  foon  (hall  remedy. 

Lyf.  Stay  gentle  Helena,  hear  my  excufe, 
My  love,  my  foul,  fair  Helena. 

Hel.  O  excellent  / 

Her.  Sweet,  doe  not  fcorn  her  fo. 

Dent.  If  fhc  cannot  entreat,  1  can  compell. 
Lyf.  Thou  canft  compell  no  more  then  fhc  entreat. 

Thy  threats  have  no  more  ftrength  then  her  weak  praife. 
Helen,  I  love  thee,  by  my  life  I  doe  ; 
I  fwear  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee, 

To  prove  him  fall'e  that  fayes  I  love  thee  not. 
Dent.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  then  he  can  doe. 

, '  Lyf.  If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw  and  prove  it  tooe 
Dem.  Quick,  come. 
Her.  Lyfander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lyf.  Away,  you  Ethiope. 
Dem.  No,  no,  Sir,  feem  to  break  loofc  ; 

Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 

But  yet  come  not :  you  are  a  tame  man,  go. 
Lyf.  Hang  off  thou  cat,  thou  but ;  vile  thing  let  loofc, 

Or  I  will  {hake  thee  from  me  like  a  ferpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  grown  fo  rude  ? 

What  change' is  this,fweet  Love  ? 
Lyf.  Thy  love  ?  out  tawny  Tartar,  out  ; 

Out  loathed  medicine  ;  O  hated  poyfon  hence. 
Her.  Doe  you  not  jeft  .? 
Hel.  Yes  footh,  and  fo  doe  you. 
Lyf.  Demetritit,\  w ill  keep  my  word  with  thee. 
Dem.  I  would  I  had  your  bond  :  for  I  perceive 

A  weak  bond  holds  you  ; Tie  not  truft  your  word. 
Lyf.  What,  fhould  I  hurt  her,  ftrike  her,  kill  her  dead  ? 

Althongh  I  hate  her,  Tie  not  harm  her  fo. 
Her.  What,  can  you  doe  me  greater  harm  then  hate? 

*5*_  | 

Hate  me,  wherefore  ?  O  mc,  what  newes  my  Love? 
Am  not  IHermia  ?  are  not  you  Ly fancier  f 

!  I  am  as  fair  now,as  I  wasere  while. 

I  Since  night  you  lov'd  me  ;  yet  fince  night  you  left  me, 
|  Why  then  you  left  me  (O  the  Gods  f  orbid) 
!  In  earneft,  fhall  I  fay  ? 

\     Lyf.  I,  by  my  life  ; I  And  never  did  defire  to  fee  thee  more. 
Therefore  be  out  of  hope,  of  qucftion,of  doubt, 

B;  certain,  nothing  truer  :  'tis  no  jell, 
That  I  doe  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena, 

Her.  O  mc,  you  jugler,  you  canker-bloffome, 
You  thief  of  love ;  What  hayc  you  come  by  nighr,3 

And  ftoln  my  loves  heart  from  him  ? 
Hel.  Fine  ifaith : 

Have  you  no  modefty,  no  maiden  fhamey 
No  touch  of  balhfulneffc  ?  What  will  you  tear 
Impatient  a nfwers  from  my  gentle  tongue) 
Fie,  he,  you  counterfeit,  you  puppet,  you. 

Her.  Puppet  ?  why  fo  ?  I,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  fhe  hath  made  compare 

Between  our  ftatures,fhe  hath  urg'd  her  height, 
And  with  her  pcrlbnage,  her  tall  perfonage, 

Her  height  (forfooth)  (he hath  prevail'd  with  him. 
And  are  you  grown  fo  high  in  hisefteem, 
Becaufe  I  am  fo  dwarfifh,  and  fo  low  ? 

■How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  May-pole  ?  Speak, 
How  low  am  I  ?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low , 

But  that  my  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 

Hel.  I  pray  you  though  you  mock  me,  gentlemen, 
Let  her  not  hurt  me,  I  was  never  curft: 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  fhrewifhneffe  ; 
I  am  a  right  maid  for  my  coWardize  ; 

Let  her  not  ftrike  me  :  you  perhaps  may  think,' 
Becaufe  fhc  is  fomething  lower  then  my  fdf , 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her,  Lower  ?  hark  again. 

Hel.  Good  Hermia,  doe  not  be  fo  bitter  with  me, 
I  evermore  did  love  you  Hermia, 

Did  ever  keep  your  counfells,  never  wronged  you, 
Save  that  in  love  unto  Demetrius, 

I  told  him  of  your  ftealth  unto  this  Wood. 
He  followed  you,  for  love  I  followed  him, 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  threatned  me 

To  ftrike  me,  fpurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too  ; 
And  nowj  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  go, 
To  ̂ Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further.  Let  mc  go. 

You  fee  how  fimplc,  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her,  Why  get  you  gone  :  who  \'Ji  that  hinders  you  ? Hel.  A  foolifh  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind,, 
Her.  What,  with  Lyfander  ? 
Hel.  With  De metritis.  , 

Lyf.  Be  not  afraid,  fhe  fhall  not  harm  thee  Helena. 
Dem.  No  fir,  fhe  fhall  not,  though  you  take  her  part. 

Hel.  O,  when  fhe's  angry,  fhe  is  keen  and  fhreyvd, 
She  was  a  vixen  when  fhe  went  to  fchoole, 

And  though  flic  be  but  little  fhe  is  fierce. 
Her.  Little  again  ?  nothing  but  low  and  little  ? 

Why  will  you  fuffer  her  to  flout  me  thus  f Let  me  come  to  her. 

Lyf.  Get  you  gone  you  dwaife, 
You  minimus,  o£  hindring  knot-graffe  made, 
You  Bead,  you  Acorn. 

Dem,  Y«u  are  too  officious, 

In  ker  behalf  that  fcorns  your  ferviccs. 
i  Let 



A  sZAsfidfummer s  nights  'Dream. 
156 

Let  her  alone,  fpeak  not  of  Helena, 
T  kenot  her  part.  For  if  thou  doft  intend 
Never  fo  little  fhew  of  love  to  her, 
Thou  fruit  abide  it. 

Lyf.  Now  fhe holds  rre  not, 

Now  follow  if  thou  dai'ft,  to  try  whofe  right, 
Of  thine  or  mine  is  molt  in  Helena. 

Dem.  Follow  ?  Nay,  I'lc  140  with  thee  check  by  jowle. 
Exit  Lyfander  and  Demetrius. 

Her.  You  Miftris,  all  this  coyl  is  long  of  you. 

Nay,  go  not  Hack. 
Hel.  I  will  not  truft  you  I, 

Nor  longer  fray  in  your  cur/t  company. 
Your  hands  then  mine  are  quicker  for  a  fray, 

My  legs  are  longer  though  to  run  away.  Exeunt. 

Enter  O heron  and  Pttck^ 

Ob.  This  is  thy  negligence,  ftill  thou  miftak'ft, 
Or  elfe  commr.t'ft  thy  knaveries  willingly. 

Tnekj  Believe  me,  King  of  fhadows,  I  miftook, 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  fhould  know  the  man, 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on  ? 
And  fo  far  blameleffc  proves  my  enterprize, 

That  I  have  nointed  an  ̂ Athenian's  eyes, 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad,  itfodid  fort, 
As  this  their  jangling  I  efteem  a  fport. 

Ob.  Thou  leeft  thefe  Lovers  feek  a  place  to  fight, 
Hie  therefore  %obin,  ovcrcaft  the  night, 
The  ftarr_y  Welkin  cover  thou  anon, 

With  drooping  fogge  as  black  as  Acheron^ 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  Rivals  fo  aftray, 
As  one  come  not  within  anothers  way. 
Like  to  Lyfander,  fometime  frame  thy  tongue, 
Then  Hi  rre  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong  ; 
And  fometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius  ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus, 

Till  o're  their  browes,  death-counterfeiting  flecp 
With  leaden  lcgs}  and  Battie^wings  doth  creep  ; 
Then  crufh  this  hearbe  into  Lyfanders  eye, 
Whofe  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property, 
To  take  from  thence  all  errour,  with  his  might, 

And  make  his  eye-balls  rowl  with  wonted  fight. 
When  they  nextwa&e,  all  this  dcrifion 
Shall  feem  a  dream,  and  fruitleffe  vifions 
And  back  to  Athens  fhall  the  Lovers  wend 

With  league,  whofe  date  till  death  fhall  never  end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  affaire  doe  thee  imply , 
Tie  to  my  Queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  Boy  ; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  releafc 
From  rnonftcrs  view,  and  all  things  fhall  be  peace. 

Puck.  My  Fairy  Lord,  this  muft  be  done  with  haftc, 
For  nights-fwift  Dragons  cut  the  Clouds  full  faft, 
And  yonder  fhincs  Auroras  harbinger  ; 
At  whofe  approch  Ghofts  wandring  here  and  there, 
Troop  home  to  Church-yards  ;  damned  fpirits  all , 

•That  in  croflVwayes  and  floods  have  buriall, 
Already  to  their  wormy  bedsare  gone, 

'-or  fear  leaft  day  fhould  look  their  fhamcs  upon, 
They  wilfully  exile  themfelvcs  from  light, 
And  muft  for  aye  confort  with  black-browd  night. 

Ob.  But  we  are  fpirits  of  another  fort : 
I  wjth  the  morning  love  have  oft  made  fport, 
And  like  a  Forrefter,  the  groves  may  tread, 
Even  till  theEaftem  gate  all  fiery  red, 
Opening  on  Neptune,  with  fair  blefled  beames, 
Turns  into  yellow  gold,  his  fait  green  ftreamcs. 

But  notwithftanding  hafte,  make  no  delay  : 
We  may  effeft  this  bufineiTc,  yet  ere  day. 

Puck^.  Up  and  down,  up  and  down,  I  will  lead  them 

up  and  down  :  I  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town.  Goblin,  lead 
them  up  and  down :  here  comes  one. Enter  Lyfander 

Lyf.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  > 

Speak  thou  now. 
Rob.  Here  villain,  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art  thou.' 
Lyf.  I  will  be  with  thee  ftraight. 
*Rob.  Follow  me  chen  to  plainer  ground. Enter  Demetrius . 

Dem.  Lyfander,  fycak  again  ; 
Thou  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  > 
Speak  in  fome  bufh  :  Where  doft  thou  hide  thy  head  ? 

Rob.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  begging  to  the  ftars 

Telling  the  bufhes  that  thou look'ft  for  Wars , 
And  wilt  not  come  ?  Come  recreant,  corne  thou  child, 

Pic  whip  thee  with  a  rod,  He  is  dcfil'd That  drawes  a  fword  on  thee. 

Dem.  Yea,  art  thou  there  ? 

^.Follow  my  voyce,wec'l  try  no  manhood  here.£.v/V. 
Lyf.  He  goes  before  me,  and  ftill  dares  me  on, 

When  I  come  where  he  calls  me,  then  he's  gone. 
The  villain  is  much  lighter  heel'd  then  I : 
l  followed  faft,  but  fafter  he  did  flye  ;     fhifting  places. 
That  fain  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
And  here  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  day :  lie  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou  fhew  me  thy  gray  light, 
Pie  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  fpight. 

Enter  %obin  and  Demetrius. 

Rob.  Ho, ho,  ho,  coward,  why  com  ft  thou  not? 
Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'ft.  For  well  I  wot. 

Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  fhifting  every  place, 
And  dar'ftnot  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. 
Where  art  thou  > 

Rob.  Come  hither,  I  am  here. 

Dem.  Nay  then  thou  mock'ft  me  ;  thou  (halt  buy  this 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  day-light  fee.  (dear, 
Now  go  thy  way  :  faintneffc  confti  aineth  me, 
Tomeafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed, 

By  dayes  approach  look  to  be  vinted. 

Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night, 
Abate  thy  houres,  fhine  comforts  from  the  Eaft, 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens  by  day-light, 
From  thefe  that  my  poor  company  deteft, 
And  fleep  that  fometimcs  fhuts  up  forrows  eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company.  Sleep. 

Rob.  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  more, 
Two  of  both  kindes  make  up  four. 
Here  fhe  comes,  curftand  fad, 

Cupid  is  a  knavifh  lad, 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  in  woe, 
Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briars, 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go  ; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  defires. 
Here  will  I  reft  me  till  the  break  of  day, 

Heavens  fhield  Lyfander,  if  chey  mean  a  fray. 
Rob.  On  the  ground  flcep  found, 

Pie  apply  your  eye,  gentle  lover,  remedy. 

When  thou  wak'ft,  thou  rak'ft 
True  delight  in  the  fight  of  thy  former  Ladies  eye, 

And 
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And  the  Counticy  Proverb  known  , 

That  every  man  fhould  take  his  own  , 

In  vour  waking  lhall  be  lhown. 

Jack^  Hiall  have  J/7/,  naught  i"ha  11  go  ill , The  man  fhali  have  his  Mare  again,  and  all  (hall  be  well. 

They  (leep  all  the  *Al~b. 

dABus  Quartus* 

Enter  Queen  of  Fairies  y  dnd  Clown ,  and  Fairies ,  and 
the  King  behind  them. 

Tit  a.  Come,  fit  thee  down  upon  this  Howry  bed) 
While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  flick  musk  rofes  in  thy  fleek  fmooth  head, 
And  kifs  thy  fair  large  cars,  my  gentle  joy. 

Clow.  When**  Pea fe  Btojfome  > 
Peafe.  Ready. 

£lo.  Scratch  my  head)  Peafe-Bloftome.Yfhcxes  Moun- 
ficur Cobweb.. 

(,ob.  Ready. 
Clo.  Mounfieur  Cobwebgood  Mounfieur  get  your  wea- 

pons in  your  hand  ,  and  kill  me  a  red  hipt  humble-Bee 
on  the  top  of  a  thiltle ;  and  good  Mounficur  bring  me 
the  hony  bag.  Doe  not  fret  your  felf  too  much  in  the 
action,  Mounneur  ;  and  good  Mounficur  have  a  care  the 

wny  bag  break  not ,  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  over- 

flown with  a  hony-bag  fignior.  Where's  Mounneur 
Muftardfeed?  . 

Muf.  Ready. 
Clo.  Give  me  your  newfe,  Mounficur  Muftard, 

Pray  you  leave  your  curtefie  good  Mounficur. 

Muf.  What's  your  will? 
Clo.  Nothing  good  Mounficur ,  but  to  help  CayaJero 

Cobweb  to  fcratch.  I  rnuft  to  the  Barbers  Mounfieur ,  for 

me  thinks  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  face.  And  I 
am  fuch  a  tender  affc,  if  my  hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  muft 
fcratch. 

Tit  a.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  fome  mufick ,  my  fweet 
Jove  ? 

Clo.  I  have  a  reasonable  good  car  in  mufick.  Let  us 
have  the  tonges  and  the  bones.  , 

MuftckX*nlsy  Rttrall  Mtijick. 

Tita.  Or  fay  fweet  Love,  what  thou  defireft  to  eat. 
Clo.  Truely  a  peck  of  Provender ;  I  would  munch 

your  good  dry  Oats.  Me  thinks  I  have  a  great  defire 

to  a  bottle  of  hay  :  good  hay  ,  fweet  hay  hath  no  fel- 
low. 

Tita.  I  have  a  venturous  Fairy, 
That  fhall  feck  the  Squirrels  hoard, 
A\nd  fetch  thee  new  Nuts. 

Clo.  I  had  rather  have  a  handfull  or  two  of  dried  peafe. 
But  I  pray  you  let  none  of  your  people  ftir  me,  I  have 
an  expofition  of  flcep  come  upon  me. 

Tita.  Sleep  thou ,  and  I  will  winde  thee  in  my  arms, 
Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  alwayes  away. 
So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  fweet  Honifuckle, 
Gently  entwift ;  the  female  Ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  fingers  of  the  Elme, 

0  how  1  love  thee  1  how  1  dote  on  thee  ? 

Enter  Robin  Goodfeliow,  and  Oberon. 
Ob.  Welcome  good  Robin  : 

Sceft  thou  this  fweet  fight  ? 

Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pitty. 

For  meeting  her  of  late  behind  the  wood, 

Seeking  fweet  favors  for  this  hatefull  foolc, 
1  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her. 
For  fhe  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded, 
With  coronet  of  frefhand  fragrant  flowers. 
And  that  fame  dew  which  fometime  on  the  buds, 
Was  wont  to  fwell  like  round  and  orient  pearls ; 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flouriets  eyes, 
Like  tears  that  did  their  own  difgrace  bewaile. 
When  I  had  at  my  pleafurc  taunted  her, 

And  fhe  in  mildc  tearms  beg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her ,  her  changeling  childe, 

Which  ftraight  (he  gave  me,  and  her  Fairy  fent 
To  bear  him  to  my  Bower  in  Fairy  Land. 
And  now  I  have  the  Boy,  I  will  undoe 
This  hatefull  imperfedVtonofher  eyes, 

And  gentle  Puck.y  take  this  transformed  fcalpe, 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  iwixxs.  \ 

That  he  awaking  when  the  other  doe, 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair, 

And  think  no  more  of  this  nights  accidents^ 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 

But  firft  I  will  releafc  the  Fairy  Queen. 

Be  thou  as  thou  waft  wont  to  be; 
See  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee. 
Titans  budy  or  Cuftds  flowery 

Hath fuch  force  and  blejf td  power. 

Now  my  Titania  wake  you  my  fweet  Queen. 

Tita.  My  Oberon ,  what  vifions  have  I  feen  I 
Me-thought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  Affe. 

Ob.  There  lyes  your  love. 
Tita.  How  came  thefc  things  to  pafs  ? 

Oh  how  mine  eyes  doe  loath  this  vifage  now  ! 
Ob.  Silence  a  while.    Robin  take  offhis  head : 

Titania,  mufick  call,  and  ftrikc  more  dead 

Then  common  fleep ;  of  all  thefe  find  the  fenfe. 
Tita.  Mufick,  ho  mufick,  fuch  as  charmeth  flcep* 

Mufick  ft M. 

Rob.  When  thou  awak'ft  ,  with  thine  own  fools  eyes 

peep.  (me 
Ob.  Sound  mufick  ;  come  my  Queen,  take  hand  with 

And  rock  the  ground  whereon  thefc  fleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  amity, 
And  will  to  morrow  midnight,  folemnly 
Dance  in  Duke  The  feus  houfc  triumphantly, 
And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  po/tcrity. 

There  (hall  thefe paires  of  faithfull  Lovers 'be 
Wedded,  with  Thefeus,  all  in  jollity. 

Rob.  Fair  King  attend,  and  matk  , 
I  doe  hear  the  morning  Lark. 

Ob.  Then  my  Queen  in  filence  fad,- 
Trip  we  after  the  nights  uSade  ; 

We  the  Globe  can  compafs  foon,  1 
Swifter  then  the  wandrmg  Moon. 

Tita.  Come  my  Lore,  and  in  our  flight, 

Tell  me  how  it  came  -this  night, 
That  I  fleeping  here  was  found, •  Sleepers  lie  ft  ill. 

O  With 
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With  thefe  mortals  on  the  ground.  Exeunt. 
Win  At  Horns . 

Enter  The  feus,  Eg^tfs,  Hippolita  and  all  his  train. 
Thef.  Go  one  of  yo^  finds  one  the  Forrcfter, 

For  now  our  obfeivation  is  performed  ; 
And  fincc  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day, 
My  Love  fhall  beat  the  muftck  of  my  hounds. 
Uncouple  in  die  Weftern  valley,  let  them  go; 
Difpatch  1  fay,  and  finde  the  Forrcftcr. 

We  will  fair  Qneen,  up  to  the  Mountains  top, 
And  mark  the  muficall  confufion 

Of  hounds  and  eccho  in  conjunction. 
Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once, 

When  in  a  wood  of  Creet  they  bayed  the  Bear 

With  hounds  of  Sparta  •  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding.  For  beftdes  the  groves, 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near, 

Secm'd  all  one  mutuall  cry.  I  never  heard 
So  mi'ficall  a  difcord,  fuch  fweet  thunder. 

Thef.  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind, 

So  flew'd,fo  fanded,  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  eais  that  fweep  away  the  morning  dew, 
Crook- kneed,  and  dew-lapt,  like  Theffalian  Buls, 

Slow  in  purfuit,  but  match'd  in  mouth  like  bels, 
Each  under  each.  A  cry  mote  tuneable 

Was  never  hollawed  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn, 
In  Creet,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thefaly ; 
Judge  when  you  hear.   But  foft,  what  nimphs  are  thefe  ? 

Eg*.  My  Lord,  this  is  my  daughter  hereafleep, 
And  this  Lyfander,  this  Demetrius  is, 
This  Helena,  old  Nedars  Helena, 

I  wonder  of  this  being  here  together1, 
Thef.  No  doubt  they  rofe  up  early,  to  obferVc 

The  right  of  May ;  and  hearing  our  intent, 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  folemnity. 
But  fpeak  Eg£us,  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  Should  give  anfwer  of  her  choice  f 

Ege.  It  is  my  Lord. 
Thef.  Goe  bid  the  huntf-men  wake  them  with  their 

horns. 

Hams  and  they  wake. 

Shout  within,  they  all  ftart  up. 
Thef.  Good  morrow  friends :  Saint  Valentine  is  paft, 

Begin  thefe  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 
Lyf.  Pardon  my  Lord. 
Thef.  I  pray  you  all  ftand  up. 

I  know  you  two  are  Rivall  enemies. 
How  comes  thus  gentle  concord  in  the  world, 
That  hatred  is  fo  far  from  jealoufie, 
To  fleep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity^ 

Lyf.  My  Lord,  I  fhall  reply  amazedly, 
Half  fleep,  half  waking.  But  as  yet,  I  fwcar, 
I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here. 
But  as  I  think  (for  truly  would  I  fpeak) 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is ; 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither.  Our  intent 

Was  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  perill  of  the  Athenian  Law. 

Eg <e.  Enough,  enough,  my  Lord :  you  have  enough ; 
I  beg  the  Law,  the  Law,  upon  his  head : 
They  would  have  ftoln  away,  they  would  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me : 
You  of  your  wife,  and  me  of  my  confent ; 
Of  my  confent,  thatfhe  fhould  be  your  wife. 

Bern.  My  Lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  ftealth, 
Of  this  their  purpofe  hither,  to  this  wood, 

And  1  in  fury  hither  followed  them  ; 
Van  Helena,  in  fancy  followed  me. 

But  my  good  Lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 
(But  by  fomc  power  it  is)  my  love 
To  Hermia  (melted  as  the  fnow) 

Seans  to  me  now  as  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gaude, 
Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  doat  upon : 
And  all  the  faith,  the  vertue  of  my  heart, 
The  object  and  the  plcafureof  mine  eye, 
Is  onely  Helena.  To  her,  my  Lord, 

Was  I  betroth'd,  ere  I  fee  Herniia, 
But  like  a  ficknefTc  did  I  loath  this  food : 

But  as  in  health,  come  to  my  naturall  tafte, 
Now  do  I  wifh  it,  love  it,  long  for  it> 
And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it, 

Thef.  Fair  Lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met ; 
Of  this  difcourfe  we  fhall  hear  more  anon. 

Eg&us,  I  will  over-bear  your  will  j 
For  in  the  Temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
Thefe  couples  mall  eternally  be  knit. 
And  for  the  morning  now  is  fomething  worn, 

Our  purpos'd  hunting  fhall  be  fet  afide. 
Away,  with  us  to  Athens ;  three  and  three, 

We'll  hold  a  feaft  in  great  folemnity. 

Come  Hippolita.  Exit  Dnke  and  Lords. 
Dem.  Thefe  things  feem  fmall  and  undiftinguifhable, 

Like  far  off  mountains  turned  into  Clouds. 

Her.  Me-thinks  t  fee  thefe  things  with  parted  eye, 
When  every  thing  feems  double. 

He  I.  So  me-thinks :  , 

And  I  have  found  Demetrius,  like  a  jewell, 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dem.  It  feems  to  mey 

That  we  fleep,  we  dream.  Do  not  you  think, 
The  Duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him  ? 

Her.  Yea^  and  my  Father. 

Hel.  And  Hippolita. 
Lyf.  And  he  bid  us  follow  to  the  Temple. 

Dem.  Why  then  we  are  awake  ;  lets  follow  him,  and 
by  the  way  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

Bottome  Wakes.  Exit  Lovers. 

Clo.  When  my  cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will  anfwer. 
My  next  is,  raoft  fair  Piramus,  Hey  ho ,  Peter  Quince  ? 
Flute  the  Bellowes- mender  ?  Snout  the  Tinker  ?  Starv- 

ling .? .  Gods  my  life  !  Stoln  hence,  and  left  me  aflcep  :  I 
have  had  a  moft  rare  virion.  I  had  a  dream ,  paft  the  wit 

of  man,  to  fay*,  what  dream  it  was.  Man  is  but  an  Affe, 
if  he  goe  about  to  expound  this  dream.  Me-thought  I 
was ,  there  is  no  man  can  tell  what.  Me-thought  I  was, 

and  mc-ihought  I  had.  But  man  is  but  a  patch'd  foole, 
if  he  will  offer  to  fay,what  me-thought  I  had.  The  eye  of 
man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of  man  hath  not  feen,  mans 

hand  is  not  able  to  tafte,  his  tongue  to  conceive ,  nor  his 
heart  to  report,  what  my  dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter 
Quince  to  write  a  ballet  of  this  dream ,  it  fhall  be  called 
Bettomes  Dream,  becaUfe  it  hath  no  bottome ;  and  I  will 

ling  it  in  the  latter  end  of  a  play,  before  the  Duke.  Per- 
adventure,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious,  I  fhall  fing  it 
at  her  death.  Exit. 

Enter  Qnince,  Flute,  This  by,  Snout,  andStarvling. 

Qui.  Have  you  fent  to  Bottomes  houfc  ?  Is  he  come 
home  yet  > 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt  he  is  tranf- 

ported. 

Thif.  If 
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!  Thub.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  mar'd.  It  goes 
j  forward,  doth  it  ? 

Ouin.  It  is  not  po/Tible :  you  have  not  2  man  in  all  A- 
I  thens.  able  to  difcharge  Piramm  but  he. 

This.  No ,  he  hath  fimply  the  beft  wit  of  any  handy- 
craft  man  in  Athtns. 

Quin.  Yea,  and  the  beft  perfon  too ,  and  he  is  a  very 
Paramour,  for  a  Tweet  voice. 

This.  You  muft  fay  ,  Paragon.  A  Paramour  is  (God 
bleffe  us)  a  thing  of  naught. 

Enter  Snug  the  Joiner. 

Snug.  Mafters,,  the  Duke  is  coming  from  the  Tem- 
ple ,  and  there  is  two  or  three  Lords  and  Ladies  more 

married.  If  our  fport  had  gone  forward ,  we  had  all  been 
made  men. 

This.  O  fweet  bully  Bottoms  •  thus  hath  he  loft  fix- 
pence  a  day,  during  his  life  ;  he  could  no;  have  feaped  fix- 
pence  a  day.  And  the  Duke  had  not  given  him  fixpence 

a  day  for  playing  Piramus,  lie  be  hang'd.  He  would  have 
deferved  it.  Sixpence  a  day  in  Piramtuy  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottome. 

Sot.  Where  are  thefe  Lads  ?  Where  are  thefe  hearts  ? 

Quin.  Bottfme,  O  moft  couragious  day  «  O  moft  hap- 

py hour ! 
Bot.  Mafters,  I  am  co  difcourfc  wonders;  but  ask  me 

not  what,  for  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true  z/itheniciK.  I 
will  tell  you  every  thing  as  it  fell  out. 

Quin.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottome. 

Bot.  Not  a  word  of  me  :  all  that  I  will  tell  you,  is,  that 
the  Duke  hath  dined.  Get  your  apparell  together,  good 
trings  to  your  beards,  new  ribbands  to  your  pumps,  meet 
Jrcfcntly  at  the  Palace  ,  every  man  look  ore  his  Part : 
for  the  fhort  and  the  long  is ,  our  Play  is  preferred :  In 
any  cafe  let  Thisby  Jiave  clean  linnen  :  and  let  not  him 
that  playes  the  Lion,  pare  his  nailcs ,  for  they  fhall  hang 

out  for  the  Lion's  claws.  And  moft  dear  Actors ,  eat  no 
Onions,  nor  Garlick  ;  for  we  arc  to  utter  fweet  breath, 

and  I  do  not  doubt  to  hear  them  fay  ,  it  is  a  fweet  Come- 
dy. No  more  words away,  goe  away. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Thefeusy  Hippolita,  Eg<eus  and  his  Lords. 

Hip.  Tis  ftrange  my  Thefe us ,that  thefe  lovers  fpeak  cf 
Thef.  More  ftrange  then  true.  I  never  may  believe 

Thefe  antick  fables,  nor  thefe  Fairy  toyes , 
Lovers  and  mad  men,  have  fuchfeething  braines, 
Such  fhaping  phahtafics,  that  apprehend  more 
Then  coole  reafon  ever  comprehends. 
The  Lunatick,  the  Lover,  and  the  Poet , 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact. 
One  fees  more  devils  then  vaft  hell  can  hold  ; 
That  is  the  mad-man.  The  Lover,  all  as  frantick , 
Sees  Helens  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt. 
The  Poets  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling, 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven. 
And  as  imagination  bodies  forth  the  forms  of  things 
Unknown  :  the  Poets  pen  turns  them  to  fhapes, 
And  gives  to  aire  nothing,  a  locall  habitation , 
And  a  name.  Such  tricks  hath  ftrong  imagination, 

That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  tome  joy  , 
It  comprehends  fome  bringer  of  that  joy. 

Or  in  the  night,  imagining  fome  fear 

How  eafie  is  a  bufh  fuppos'd  a  Bear? 
Hip.  But  all  the  ftory  of  the  night  told  over. 

And  all  their  minds  transfigiu'd  fo  together  , 
More  witneffcth  than  fancies  images , 
And  grows  to  fomeching  of  great  conftancy  ; 

But  howfoever,  ftrange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lovers,  Lyf  tnder ,  lyemetrim,  Hermia7 
and  Helena. 

Thef.  Here  come  the  loversj  full  of  j'oy  and  mirth  .- 
Joy,  gentle  fiiends,joy,  andfrefh  dayesof  Love 
Accompany  your  hearts. 

Lyf.  More  then  to  us , 
Wait  in  your  royal  walks,  your  boord,you  bed. 

Thef.  Come  now  ,  what  masks,  what  dances  lliall  we 

have , 

To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  houres : 
Between  our  after  fupper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  Revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play , 

To  eafe  the  anguifh  of  a  torturing  hour  ? 
Call  Egaus. 

Eg<epts.  Here  mighty  Thefeus. 

Thef.  Say ,  what  abridgement  have  you  for  this  e- 
vening  f 

What  mask  ?  What  mufick  ?  How  fhall  we  beguile 

The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  delight  > 
Eg.  There  is  a  brief  how  many  fports  are  rife  : 

Make  choice  of  which  your  Highneffc  will  fee  firft. 
Lyf.  The  battell  with  the  Centaurs  to  be  fung 

By  an  Athenian  Eunuch,  to  the  Harp. 

Thef.  We'll  none  of  that.  That  have  I  told  my  love 
In  glory  of  my  kinfman  Hercules. 

Lyf.  The  riot  of  the  tipfie  Bachanals , 
Tearing  the  Thrafian  finder  in  their  rage  ? 

Thef.  That  is  an  old  device,  and  it  was  plaid 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  Conqueror , 

Lyf.  The  thrice  three  Mufes ,  mourning  for  the  death 
of  Learning,  late  deccaft  in  beggery. 

Thef.  That  is  fome  Satyr  keen  and  critical!, 
Not  forting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

Lyf.  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of  young  Piramns , 
And  his  love  Thisby  ;  very  tragicall  mirth. 

Thef.  Merry  snd  tragical  ?  Tedious,  and  brief  ?  Than 
is,  hot  ice ,  and  wondrous  ftrange  fnow.  How  fhall  we 
find  the  concord  of  this  difcord  ? 

Eg.  A  P,Iay  there  is  my  Lord,  fome  ten  words  long, 
Which  is  as  brief,  as  I  have  known  a  Play  5 

But  by  ten  words,  my  Lord,  it  is  too  long; 
Which  ri  i  kes  it  tedious.  For  in  all  the  Play, 

The;  e  is  not  one  word.apt,  one  Player  fitted. 

AnrJ  tragicall  my  noble  Lord  it  is : 
For  P:  ramus  therein  doth  kiH  himfelf. 

Which  when  I  faw  rehcarft,  I  muft  confeffe, 

Made  mine  eyes  water:  but  more  merry  tears, 
The  paffion  of  loud  laughter  never  (lied. 

Thef.  What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ? 

J5V.  Hard  handed  men,  that  work  in  Athens  here, 

Which  never  labour'd  in  their  minds  till  now ; 
And  now  have  toiled  their  unbreathed  memories 

With  this  fame  Play,  againft  your  Nuptials 
Thef.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

O  2  PM' 
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Phil.  No,my  noble  Lord,  it  is  not  for  you.  I  have  heard 
[t  (  ver,  and  i:  is  nothing,  nothing  in  chc  world  ; 
Unlcflc  yon  enn  find  fport  in  their  intents, 

!  Extrcamly  (hetcht,and  cond  with  crucll  pain , 
To  doe  you  fei  viec. 

Thef.  I  will  hear  that  play.  For  never  any  thing, 
Can  be  amifs,  when  (implenefs  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go  bring  them  in,  and  take  your  places,  Ladies. 

Hip.  1  love  not  to  fee  wrecchednefs  o'recharged  ; 
And  duty  in  his.  fer vice  perifhing. 

Teef  Why  gentle  fweet,  you  fhall  fee  no  fuch  thing. 
Hip.  He  fayes,  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 
Thef.  The  kinder  we,to  give  them  thanks  for  nothing: 

Our  fpo it  fhall  be,  to  take  what  they  miftake  ; 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do,  noble  refpecl: 
Takes  it  in  might,  not  merrit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  Clearkshavc  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes; 
Where  I  have  feen  them  fhiver  and  look  pale, 
Make  periods  in  the  midlt  of  fentences, 

Throttle  their  practiz'd  accent  in  their  fears, 
And  in  conclusion, dumbly  have  broke  off, 
Not  paying  me  a  welcome.  Truft  me  fweet, 
Out  of  this  fikncc  yet,  1  pickt  a  welcome  : 
And  in  the  medefty  of  fearfull  duty, 
I  read  as  much  ,  as  from  the  ratling  tongue 
Of  faucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Love  therefore,  and  tong-tide  fimplicity, 
In  leaft,  fpeak  moft,  to  my  capacity. 

Eg£.  So  plcafe  your  Grace,the  Prologue  is  addreft. 
Duk^.  Let  him  approach.  F/or.  Trnm. 

Enter  Prologue.  Quince. 
Pro.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  fhould  think,  we  come  not  to  offend, 

But  with  good  will.  To  fhew  our  fimple  skill, 
That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 
Confider  then,  we  come  but  in  defpight. 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you, 
Our  true  intent  is.  All  for  your  delight, 
We  are  not  here.  That  you  fhould  here  repent  you  , 
The  Actors  arc  at  hand  ;  and  by  their  fhow, 
You  fhall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Thef.  This  fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  points. 
Lyf.  He  hath  rid  his  Prologue,  like  a  rough  Colt:  h? 

knows  not  the  flop.  A  good  morall  my  Lord.  It  is  not 
enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  plaid  on  his  Prologue ,  like  a 
child  on  the  Recorder,  a  found  ,  but  not  in  government. 

Thef.  His  fpeech  was  like  a  tangled  chain ;  nothing 
impaired,  but  alldifordercd.  Who  is  the  next? 

Tawyer  with  a  Trumpet  before  them. 

Enter  Pyramm,  and  Thisby,  Wall,Moon-(h!tie,and  Lyon. 
Pro.  Gentles,  perchance  you  wonder  at  this  fhow, 

But  wonder  on,  till  truth  make  all  things  plain. 
This  man  is  Piramns,  if  you  would  know ; 
This  beauteous  Lady,  Thlsby  is  certain. 
This  man  with  lymc  and  rough-can1,  doth  prefent 
Wall,  the  vile  wall,  which  did  thefc  lovers  funder : 
And  through  walls  chink  (  poor  fouls  )  they  are  content 
To  whifper.  At  the  which,  let  no  man  wonder. 
This  man  with  Lanthorn,  dog,  and  bufli  of  thorn, 
Prefentctli  moon-fhine.  For  if  you  will  know, 
By  moon-fhine  did  thefe  Lovers  think  no  fcorn 
I  o  meet  at  JNlntts  toomb,  there,  there  to  wooe  : 

This  grizly  beaft  ( which  Lyon  hight  by  name) 
The  trully  Thlsby,  coming  nxft  by  night, 
Did  fcarc  away,  or  rather  did  affright  : 
•And  as  fhc  fled,  her  mantle  fhe  did  fall ; 
Which  Lyon  vile  with  bloudy  mouth  did  ftain. 
Anon  comes  Tiramus,  fweet  youth  and  tall, 
And  finds  his  gentle  Thisbies  Mantle  flain  ; 
Whereat,  with  blade,  with  bloudy  blamefull  blade, 

He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloudy  breaft, 
And  Thisby,  tarrying  in  the  Mulberry  (hade, 
His  dagger  drew,  and  died.  For  all  the  reft, 
Let  Lion,  Moon-fhine, Wall,  and  Lovers  twain, 
At  large  difcourfc,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

Exit  all  but  Wall. 

Thef.  I  wonder  if  the  Lion  be  to  fpeak, 
Dem.  No  wonder,  my  Lord :  one  Lion  may  ,  when 

many  Affes  doe. 
Exit  Lion,  Thlsby,  and  Moon-fhine. 

Wall.  In  this  fame  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 

That  I,  one  Snowt  (by  name)  prefent  a  wall : 
And  fuch  a  wall, as  I  would  have  you  think, 
That  had  in  it  a  crannied  hole  or  chink : 

Through  which  the  Lovers.  Piramtu  and  Thisby 
Did  whifper  often,  very  fecretly. 

This  loam,  this  rough-caft  and  this  ftone  doth  fhew, 
That  I  am  that  fame  Wall ;  the  truth  is  fo. 

And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  fmifter, 

Through  which  the  fearfull  Lovers  arc  to  whifper. 

Thef.  Would  you  defire  Lime  and  Hair  to  fpeak  bet- ter ? 

Dem.  It  is  the  witticft  partition  that  ever  I  heard  di- fcourfed,my  Lord. 

Thef.  Piramns  draws  near  the  Wall,  filence. 
Enter  Pyramus. 

Pjr.  O  grim  look'd  night,  O  night  with  hue  fo  black, 
O  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  not : 
0  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 
1  fear  my  Thisbies  promife  is  forgot. 
And  thou  O  wall,  thou  fweet  and  lovely  wall, 

That  (rands  between  her  fathers  ground  and  mine, 
Thou  wali,  O  wall,  O  fweet  and  lovely  wall, 

^hew  me  thy  chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  eyne. 
Thanks  curteoi.'s  wall.  Jove  fhield  thee  well  for  this. 
But  what  fee  I  ?  NoThisby  do  I  fee. 

O  wicked  w?l!,  through  whom  I  fee  no  blifs, 
Cuift  be  ihy  ftones  for  thus  deceiving  me. 

Thef.  The  wall  me-thinks  being  fenfible  ,  fhould  curfe 

agaiii. Pyr.  No  in  .truth  fir,  he  fhould  not.  Deceiving  me, 
Is  Thisbies  cue  ;  fhe  is  to  enter,  and  I  am  to  fpy 

Her  through  the  wall.  You  fhall  fee  it  will  fall 

Enter  Thisbie. 

Pat  as  I  told  you  ;  yonder  fhe  comes. 
Thlf.  O  wall,  full  often  haft  thou  heard  my  moans, 

For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus,  and  me. 

My  cherry  lips  have  often  kiff  thy  (tones  ; 
Thy  (tones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. 

Pyr.  I  hear  a  voycr ;  now  will  I  to  the  chink, 

To  fpy  and  I  can  fee  my  Thimbles  face.  Thuby  > 
Thlf.  My  love  thou  art,  my  Love  I  think. 
Pyr.  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  Lovers  grace, 

And  like  Llmander  am  I  trufty  (till. 

Thlf.  And  like  Helen  till  the  Fates  me  kill. 
Pyr.  Not  Shafalus  to  Procrus,  was  fo  true. 
Thlf.  As  Shafalus  to  Procrusf  I  to  you. 

Pyr. 
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Fir.  O  kiftc  mc  through  che  hole  of  this  vile  wall. 

Thisb.  I  kifle  the  walls  hole,  not  your  Irps  at  all. 

Pir.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninnies  tomb  meet  me  ftraight 

way  ? 
Thisb.  Tide  life,  tide  death,  I  come  without  delay. 

;;•.  //.  Thus  have  I  W,'li,  my  part  difcharged  fo  ; 

And  being  done,  thus  WM  away  doth  go.     Exit  Claw. 

D»k.  Now  is  the  morall  down  between  the  two 

Neighbours. 

Bern.  No  remedy  my  Lord,  when  Walls  arc  fo  wilful, 
to  hear  without  warning. 

This  is  the  fillicft  ftuffe  that  ere  I  heard. 

Dvk.  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  lhadowes ,  and  the 

worft  are  no  worfe  if  imagination  amend  them. 

But.  It  mult  be  your  imagination  then,and  not  theirs. 

Dull.  If  we  imagine  no  worte  of  them  then  they  of 

themfelves  ,  they  may  pafte  for  excellent  men.  Here 

comes  two  noble  bealts,  in  a  Man  and  a  Lion. 

Enter  Lion  ,  and  MooK-fbine7 

Lion.  You  Ladies,  you  (whofc  gentle  hearts  do  fear 
The  fmalleft  raonftrousmoufe  that  creeps  on  floorc) 

May  now  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble  here, 

When  Lien  rough  in  wildeft  rage  doth  roare. 
Then  know  chat  I,  one  Snug  the  Joiner  am 
A  Lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  Lions  damme : 
or  if  I  fhould  as  Lion  come  in  ftrifc 

nto  this  place,  'twere  pitty  of  my  life. 

Dak..  A  very  g:nrle  beafl,  and  of  a  good  confcicncc. 

Bern,  The  very  beft  at  a  bcaft,my  Lord  ,  that  ere  I  faw. 

Lif.  This  Lion  isa  very  Fox  for  his  valor. 

Duk,  True,  and*  Goofc  for  his  discretion. 

Bern.  Not  fo  my  Lord :  for  his  valour  cannot  carry 

lis  discretion,  and  the  Fox  carries  the  Goofe, 

Buk,  His  difcretion  I  am  fure  cannot  carry  his  valor  : 

for  the  Goofe  carries  not  the  Fox.  It  is  well:  leave  it  to 

is  difcretion,  and  let  us  hearken  to  the  Moon. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  pre- :nt. 

Bern.  He  fhould  have  worn  the  homes  on  his  head. 

BuK,  Hi  isnocrefcent,  and  his  homes  are  in viftble, 
within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  This  lanthorne  doth  the  homed  Moon  prefent  : 

Siy  fclf,  the  man  i'th  Moon  doth  feem  to  be. 
Buk^.  This  is  the  greatcft  error  of  all  the  reft  ;  the  man 

rhould  be  put  into  the  Lanthorne.  How  is  it  elfe  the  man 
'th  Moon  ? 

Bern.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle. 

3or  you  fee,  it  is  already  in  fnuffe. 
But.  I  am  weary  of  this  Moon ;  would  he  would 

change. 

It  appears  by  his  fmall  light  of  difcretion ,  that 
ic  is  in  the  wane  :  but  yet  in  courtefie,  in  all  reafon,  we 
muft  ftay  the  time. 

Lyf.  Proceed  Moon. 

Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  fay  ,  is  to  tell  you ,  that  the 
Lanthorne  is  the  Moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the  Moon ;  this 
thorn  bufh,  my  thorn  bulla ;  and  this  dog,  my  dog. 

Bern.  Why  all  thefe  fhould  be  in  the  Lanthorne  :  for 
they  are  in  the  Moon.  But  filencc,  here  comes  Thisby. 

Enter  Thisby. 

Thif  This  is  old  Ninnies  tomb :  where  is  my  love  ? 
Lien.  Oh. 

The LionroareSjThisby  runs  off. 

Bern.  Well  roai'd  Lion. 

Buk,  Well  run  Thisby. 
But.  Well  fhone  Moon. 

Truly  the  Moon  fhines  with  a  good  grace,, 

Bub^.  Well  mouz'd  Lion. Bern.  And  then  came  Piramnt. 

Lyf.  And  fo  the  Lion  vanifht. 

Enter  Piramus. 

Pir,  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  the  for  thy  funny  bearn^ 

I  thank  thee  Moon,  for  fhining  now  fo  bright : 

For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  ftreams , 
I  truft  to  tafte  of  trueft  Thisbies  fight. 
But  ftay :  O  fpight !  but  mark,  poor  Knight  i 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 

Eyes  doe  you  fee !  How  can  it  be ! 
O  dainty  Duck :  O  Deer  1 
Thy  mantle  good ;  what  ftaind  with  bloud  \ 

Approach  you  Furies  fell: 
O  Fates !  come,  come  :  Cut  thred  and  thrum, 

Quaile,  crufh,  conclude,  and  quell. 
Bukj.  This  paflion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  friend. 

Would  goe  near  to  make  a  man  look  fad. 
But.  Befhrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  the  man. 

Pir.  O  wherefore  Nature,  did'ft  thou  Lions  frame  > 
Since  Lion  vild  hath  here  deflour'd  my  Deer  : 
Which  is no,  noj  which  was  the  faireft  Dame 

That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  look'd  with  cheer. 
Come  tears,  confound  :  Out  fword,  and  wound 

The  pap  of  Piramw : 
I,  that  left  pap,  where  heart  doth  hop ; 
Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 
Now  am  I  dead,  now  am  I  fled,  my  foul  is  in  the  sky, 
Tongue  lofe  thy  light,  Moon  take  thy  flight , 
Now,  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

Bern.  No  die,  but  an  ace  for  him  i  for  he  is  but  one. 

Lyf.  Leffe  then  an  ace  man.  For  he  is  dead ,  he  is  no- 

thing. 

Buk.  With  the  help  of  a  Surgeon,  he  might  yet  reco- 

ver ,and  prove  an  A  fife. 
But.  How  chance  the  Moon-fhine  is  gone  before  ? 

Thisby  comes  back,  and  finds  her  Lover. 
Enter  Thisby 4 

Bukj  She  will  find  him  by  fterre-light. 
Here  fhe  comes,  and  her  pafllon  ends  the  play. 

But .  Methinks  fhe  fhould  not  ufe  a  long  one  for  fuch 
a  PiramHs :  I  hope  fhe  will  be  brief. 

Bern.  A  Moth  will  turn  the  ballance,  which  Piramnt^ 
which  Thisby  is  the  better.  (eyes. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already ,  with  thofe  fweet 
Dem.  And  thus  fhe  means ,  videlicet. 
Thisb.  Alleepmy  Love  ?  What,  dead  my  Dove  } 

O  Piramnt  arife : 

Speak,  fpeak.  Quite  dumb  ?  Dead,  dead  ?  A  tomb 
Muft  cover  my  fweet  eyes. 

Thefe  Lilly  Lips,  this  cherry  nofe , 

Thefe  yellow  Cowflip  cheeks 

Are  gone,  are  gone :  Lovers  make  mone : 
His  eyes  were  green  as  Leeks. 
O  fifters  three,  come  come  to  me, 
With  hands  as  pale  as  Milk, 

Lay  them  in  gore,  fince  you  have  fhorc 
With  fheeres,  this  thred  of  filk~ 
Tongue  not  a  word :  Come  trufty  fword : 

Come  blade ;  my  breft  imbrue : 

O  $  And 
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And  fa  icwell  friend! ,  thus  77jm£/  ends ;  "j 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

D^k,  Moon-fhine  and  Lion  arc  lcfc  to  bury  the  dead. 
Don.  I,  and  Wall  too. 

Hot.  No,  I  attire  you ,  the  wall  is  down ,  that  parted 

their  Fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee  the  Epilogue,  or 

to  hear  a  Ber°omask  dance ,  between  two  of  our  com- 

pany  ? 
Duk,  No  Epilogue,  I  pray  you  ;  for  your  play  needs 

no  excufe.  Never  excufe  \  for  when  the  Players  are  all 

dead,  there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry  ,  if  he  that 

writ  it  had  plaid  Piramm,  and  hung  himfelf  in  Thisbtes 

garter ,  it  would  have  been  a  fine  Tragedy  :  and  fo  it  is 

cruely,  and  very  notably  difcharg'd.    But  come,  your 
Burgomask  ;  let  your  Epilogue  alone. 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve. 

Lovers  to  bed,  'tis  almoft  Fairy  time. 
I  fear  we  fhall  out-flecp  the  comming  morn, 

As  much  as  we  this  night  have  over-watcht. 

This  palpable  groffe  play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  gateof  night.  Sweet  friends  to  bed. 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  folemnity. 

In  nightly  Revels ;  and  new  jollity.  Exeunt. 

inter  Puck^. 

Puck^.  Now  the  hungry  Lions  roars , 
And  the  W«lf  beholds  the  Moon : 

Whileft  the  heavy  ploughman  fnores , 
AH  with  weary  task  fore-done. 
Now  the  wafted  brands  do  glow, 

Whil'ft  the  fcritch-owle,  fcrkching  loud, 
Puts  the  wretch  that  lies  in  woe, 
In  remembrance  of  a  ftirowd. 

Now  it  is  the  time  of  night, 
That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  fpright , 
In  the  Church-way  paths  to  glide, 
And  we  Fairies,  that  do  run, 

By  the  triple  Hecates  team , 
From  the  prefence  of  the  Sun , 
Following  darkneffe  like  a  dream , 
Now  are  frolick ;  not  a  Moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallowed  houfc, 
I  am  fent  with  broom  before, 

To  fweep  the  duft  behind  the  door. 

Enter  King  and  Queen  of  Fairies  with  their  train. 

Ob.  Through  the  houfe  give  glimmering  light, 
By  the  dead  and  drowfie  fire, 

Every  Erfe  and  fairy  fpright , 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier , 
And  this  Ditty  after  me,  fing  and  dance  it  trippingly. 

Tita.  Firft  rchcarfe  thisfong  by  roate, 

To  each  word  a  warbling  note, 
Hand  in  hand,  with  Fairy  grace, 

Will  we  fing  and  blelTe  this  place. The  Song. 

Ttyw  untill  the  breaks  of  day  , 
Through  this  houfe  each  Fairy  fir  ay  r 

To  the  beft  Bride-bei  will  we  , 

Which  by  us  fhall  blefied  be  • 
±And  the  i^ue  there  create , 

Ever  fhall  be  fortunate : 
So  fhall  all  the  couples  three , 
Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 
And  the  blots  in  Natures  hand : 

Shall  not  'in  their  ijjue fiand , 
Never  mole,  harelip,  nor  f  carre, 

Nor  markjrodigioHSyfuch  as  art 

Defpifed  in  Nativity , 
Shall  upon  their  children  be. 
With  this  field  dew  confecrate , 

Every  Fairy  take  his  gate. 
u4nd  each  fever al  thamber  bleffe, 
Through  this  Pallace  with  fweet  peace  , Ever  fhall  in  fafety  refi , 
uind  the  owner  of  it  blefl. 

Trip  away,  make  no  Ftay ; 
Meet  me  all  by  breaks  of  day. 

Robin.  If  we  fhadows  have  offended , 
Think  but  (this  and  all  is  mended) 
That  you  have  but  flumbred  here, 
While  thele  vifions  did  appear  . 
And  this  weak  and  idle  theam , 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dream, 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend. 

If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend. 
And  As  I  am  honeft  Pucf^ , 
If  we  hav?  unearned  luck , 

Now  to  fcape  the  Serpents  tongue, 
We  will  make  amends  ere  long : 
Elfe  the  Pmek^z  lyar  call. 

So  good  night  unto  you  all. 
Give  me  your  hands,  if  we  be  friends, 
And  %obin  fhall  reftore  amends. 

FINIS- 



The  Merchant  of  V enice. 

zAUus  Trimus. 

E titer  ty4ntkonloy  Solar Ino ,  and  S 'alamo, 

-^'^•3fej"jS||N  footh  I  know  not  why  I  amfo  fad, 
stU       It  wearies  me  :  you  fay  it  wearies  you  ; 

^Wjjfil  But  how  I  caught  it,found  it,orcame  by  it, 
What  ftuff'tis  made  of,whereof  it  is  born, 

I  am  to  learn  :  and  fuch  a  Want- wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  adoe  to  know  my  felf. 

Sal.  Your  mind  is  tolling  on  the  Ocean, 
There  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  fail 
Like  Signiorsand  rich  Burgers  onthefloud, 
Or  as  it  were  the  Pageants  of  the  fea, 

Do  over-peer  the  petty  Traffickers 
That  curtfie  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 

As  they  flye  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 
Sola.  Believe  me  fir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth, 

The  better  part  of  my  affections  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.  I  mould  beftill 
Plucking  thegrafe  to  know  where  fits  the  windc, 
Peering  in  Maps  for  pors,  and  peerts,  and  rodes : 
And  every  object  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal.  My  wind  cooling  my  broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  Ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  winde  too  great  misht  do  at  fea. 

I  mould  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  mould  think  of  mallows,  and  of  flats, 

And  fee  my  wealthy  <iAndre\»  docks  in  fand, 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  then  her  ribs 
To  kifs  her  buriall ;  mould  I  go  to  Church 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  ftone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftraight  of  dangerous  rocks, 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  VefTels  fide 
Would  fcattcr  all  her  fpices  on  the  ftream, 
Enrobe  the  -roring  waters  with  my  filks, 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing.  Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  fliaH  I  lack  the  thought 
That  fuch  a  thing  bechane'd  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tell  not  me,  I  know  Anthonlo 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me  no,  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it, 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottome  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  place ;  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year ; 

|  Therefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad  : 
Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 
Anth.  Fie,  fie. 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither .'  then  let  us  fay  you  are  fad 

Becaufe  you  are  not  merry  ;  and  'twere  as  eafie 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you  are  merry 
Btcaufe  you  are  not  fad.  Now  by  two-headed  Januty 

Nature  hath  fram'd  fl range  fellows  in  her  time  : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
And  laugh  like  Parrats  at  a  bag-piper. 
And  other  of  fuch  vineger  afpe6t, 

That  they'll  not  fhew  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 
Though  Neftor  fwear  the  jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  Bajfanio^  Lorenfoy  and  Gratiano, 
Sola.  Here  comes  BaJfatttOj 

Your  moft  noble  Kinfman, 

Gratlano)  and  Lorenfo.  Fare  ye  well, 

We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 
Sala.  I  would  have  ftaid  till  I  had  made  you  merry, 

If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me, 
Ant h.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 

I  take  it  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 

And  you  embrace  th'occafion  to  depart. 
Sal.  Good  morrow  my  good  Lords.  (when? 
Baf,  Good  figniorsboth,  when  mall  we  laugh?  fay, 

You  grow  exceeding  Grange :  muft:  it  be  fo  ? 
Sal.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

Exeunt  S alar ino ,  and  Sotanlo. 

Lord.  My  Lord  B  cjfanlo  fmce  you  have  found  Anthonlo 
We  two  will  leave  yow,  but  at  dinner  time 
I  pray  you  have  in  tuinde  where  we  muft  meet, 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you. 
(J  rat.  You  look  not  well  Signior  Anthonlo  ̂  

You  have  too  much  refpec~t  upon  the  world } 
They  loofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care, 

Believe  me  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 
Anth.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratlavo, 

A  ftage,  where  every  man  muft  play  a  part, 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gratl.  Let  me  play  the  fool, 

With  mirth  and  laughter :  let  old  wrincles  come, 
And  let  my  Liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 
Then  my  heat  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  mould  a  man  whofe  bloud  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  Grandfire,  cut  in  Alablafter  ? 

Sleep  when  he  wakes  ?  and  creep  into  the  Jaundies. 
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By  being  pccviiTti  >  I  cell  thee        Ant  homo, 
1  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks  : 
There  arc  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 
Do  cieam  and  mantle  like  a  Handing  pond, 

And  do  a  v.illfullftilnefs  emcrtain,  * 
With  puipofe  to  be  d  1  eft  in  an  opinion 

Of  wifdome,  giavity,  profound  conceit, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  I  am  fir  an  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark. 
0  my  Anthor.io,  I  do  know  of  thefe 
That  therefore  onely  are  reputed  wife, 

For  laying  nothing  ;  when  I  am  very  fure 

If  they  fhould  fpeak,  would  almoftdammcthofe  ears 

Which  hearing  them  would  call  their  brothers  fools : 
Pic  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time. 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholly  bait 
For  this  fool  Gudgion,this  opinion: 

Come  good  Lorenzo,  fare  yes  well  a  while, 

I'le  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 
Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  till  dinner  time. 

1  mutt  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men, 

For  Gratiano  never  let's  me  fpcak. 
(jra.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  mo, 

Thou  fhalt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue, 

Anth.  Fare  you  well,  Tie  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear; 
Gra.  Thanks  ifaith  ,  for  filence  is  onely  commendable 

In  a  neats  tongue  dri'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible  Exit. 
Anth,  It  is  that  any  thing  now. 

Baf.  (jratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,more 

then  any  man  in  all  Venice  , '  his  reafons  are  two  grains 
of  wheat  hid  in  two  bufhells  of  chaff :  you  fhall  feek  all 

day  ere  you  finde  them ,  and  when  you  haye  them,  they 
arc  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Anth.  Well :  tell  me  now,  what  Lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecrct  Pilgrimage 

That  you  to  day  proniis'd  to  tell  me  of  f 
BaJJ.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you  Anthtnio 

How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate, 

By  foraething  fhewing  a  more  fwelling  port 
Then  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance  : 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abrid°'d 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate,  but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts 
Wherein  my  time  fomethingtoo  prodigall 

Hath  left  me  gag'd :  to  you  Anthonio 
I  ow  the  moft  in  money,  and  in  love, 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  plots  and  purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you  good  Bajfanit  let  me  know  it, 
And  if  it  Hands  as  you  your  felf  ftill  doe, 

Within  the  eye  of  honor,  be  affur'd 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,my  extreamcft  means 

Lye  all  unlock'd  to  your  occafions. 
Bajf.  In  my  fchoole  dayes ,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhafr, 

I  fhot  his  fellow  of  the  felf  fame  flight 
The  felf  fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch 
To  finde  the  other  forth,  and  by  adventuring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.  I  urge  this  child-hood  pvoofe, 
B:caufc  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  ow  you  much,  and  like  a  willfull  youthj 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft:  but  if  youpleafe 
To  fhoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  fhoot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim :  Or  to  finde  both, 

Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again, 

And  thankfully  reft  debter  for  the  firft. 
Anth.  You  know  me  well,  and  herein  fpend  but  time 

To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance, 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  to  mc  more  wron<> 
In  making  queftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  waftc  of  all  I  have  : 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me  what  fhould  I  do 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore  fpeak. 

Ba(f„  In  Belmont  is  a  Lady  richly  left, 
And  fhe  is  fair,  and  fairer  then  that  word, 
Of  wondrous  vermes :  fometimes  from  her  eyes, 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  meflages ; 

Her  name  is  'Portia^  nothing  undervalu'd 
To  Cato's  daughter,  Br  Htm  Portia : 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth, 
For  the  four  windes  blow  in  from  every  coaft 
Renowned  futors,  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece, 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont  Cholchos  ftrond, 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  queft  of  her. 
0  my  Anthonio^  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rivall  place  with  one  of  them, 
1  have  a  mindc  prefages  me  fuch  thrift, 
That  I  fhould  queftionlcfs  be  fortunate. 

Anth.  Thou  know'ft  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at  fea, 
Neither  have  I  mony,  nor  commodity 

To  raife  a  prefent  fum,  therefore  go  forth 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  doe, 

That  fhall  be  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft, 
To  furnifh  thee  to  Belmont  to  fair  Portia. 

Go  prcfently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I 
Where  money  is,and  I  no  queftion  make 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake.  Exeunt. 

Enter  'Portia  with  her  waiting  woman  Nerijlfa. 

Porti,  By  my  troth,  Nerijfa,  my  little  body  is  weary 
of  this  great  world. 

Ner.  You  would  be,  fwect  Madam  ,  if  your  mifcries 
were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are  : 

and  yet  for  ought  I  fee  ,  they  are  as  fick  that  furfet  with 
too  much,  as  they  that  ftarvewith  nothing  ;  it  is  nofmall 

happinefs  therefore  to  be  feated  in  the  mean ,  fuperflui- 
cy  comes  fooncr  by  white  hairs ,  but  competency  lives longer. 

Por.  Good  fentences,and  well  pronoune'd. 
Ner.  They  would  be  better  if  well  followed. 
For.  If  to  do  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good 

to  do ,  Chappels  had  been  Churches ,  and  poor  mens 
cottages  Princes  Pallaces  :  it  is  a  good  Divine  that  fol- 
Iowes  his  own  inftrudtions ;  I  can  eafier  teach  twenty 
what  were  good  to  be  done ,  then  be  one  of  the  twenty 
to  follow  mine  own  teaching :  the  brain  may  devifc  lawes 

for  the  bloud ,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o're  a  cold  decree, 
fuch  a  hare  is  Madneffe  the  youth,  to  skip  o're  the  mefhes 
of  good  counfell  the  Cripple;  but  this  reafon  is  not  in 
fafhion  to  choofe  me  a  husband  :  O  me  ,  the  word 

choofe ,  I  may  neither  choofe  whom  I  would ,  nor  refufc 

whom  I  diflike ,  fo  is  the  will  of  a  living  daughter  curb'd 
by  thee  will  of  a  dead  father :  is  it  not  hard  iVmj/4,  that 
I  cannot  choofe  one,  nor  refufe  none? 

Ner.  Your  father  was  ever  vertuous ,  and  holy  men 

at  their  death  have  good  infpirations,  therefore  the  lot- 
tery that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts  of  Gold, 

Silver ,  and  Lead  ,  whereof  who  choofes  his  meaning, 
choofes 
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:hooUs  you  ,  will  no  douDt  never  oe  cholen  by  any  ngh:- 
.V,  but  one  who  you  fhall  rightly  love  :  but  what  warmth 
is  there  in  your  affedtion  towards  any  nf  thefe  Princely 
futers  that  are  aheady  come  ? 

Por.  I  pray  thee  over-name  them,  and  as  thou  nameft 
them,  I  will  defcribe  them ,  and  according  co  my  defcri- 
ncion,  levellat  my  affection. 

Ner.  F:ift  there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prince. 

Por.  I  that's  a  colt  indeed  ,  for  he  doth  nothing  but 
calk  of  his  horfe ,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  appropriation 
co  his  owne  good  parts  that  he  can  ihew  himfelf  :  1 
am  much  afraid  my  Lady  his  mother  plaid  falfe  with  a 
Smith.. 

Ner.  Then  is  there  the  County  Palentine. 
Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown  (as  who  fhould  fay  , 

2nd  you  will  not  have  me,  choofe  :  he  hears  merry  tales 

and  imiles  not ,  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Philo- 

fopher  when  he  grows  old,  bc:ng  fo  full  of  unmannerly 
dn:fs  in  his  youth.)  I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a 

deaths  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth ,  then  to  either  of 
the fe :  God  defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord ,  Mounfieur 
Le  Bonn  > 

Por.  God  made  him ,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for  a 
man,  in  truth  I  know  it  is  finne  to  be  a  mocker  ,  but  he  ! 

Ahy  he  hath  a  horfe  better  thtn. the  Neapolitans,  a  bet- 
ter bad  habit  of  frowning  then  ihe  Count  Palentine,  he 

is  every  man  in  no  man,  a  if  a  TaffeU  ling,  hefalsftraight 
a  capi  ing,  he  will  fence  with  his  own  fhadow.  If  I  fhould 
marry  him,  I  (houldmairy  twenty  husoands  :  if  he  would 

>ifc  me,  I  would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to  mad- 
nefs,  I  fho'.ild  never  requite  him. 

Ner.  What  fay  you  then  co  f '  auconbrldge^  the  young Baron  nf  England? 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him  ,  for  he  under- 
stands not  me,nor  I  him:  he  hath  neither  Latine,Frenchy 

nor  Italian^  and  you  wili  come  into  the  Com  1  and  fwear 

that  I  have  a  poor  penny-worth  in  the  Sngllfh:  he  is  a 
proper  mans  picture  ,  but  alas  who  can  converfe  with  a 

dumb  (now?  how  odly  he  is  fuited,  I  think  he  bought 
his  doublet  in  Italy  his  round  hofe  in  France ,  his  bonnet 
in  Germany^  and  his  behaviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  other  Lord  his  neigh- bour ? 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him ,  for 
he  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Engll[hmany  and 
fworc  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I 
think  the  Frenchman  became  his  furety ,  and  fcald  under 
for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  Germain  the  Duke  of 
Saxonies  Nephew  ? 

For.  Very  vildely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober , 
and  moft  vildely  in  the  afternoon  when  he  is  drunk  : 
when  he  is  heft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  then  a  man,  and  when 
he  is  worft,  he  is  little  better  then  a  beaft  :  and  the  worft 
fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope  I  fhall  make  fhift  to  go  without him. 

Ner.  If  he  fhould  offer  to  choofe,  and  choofe  the  right 
Casket ,  you  fliould  refufe  to  perform  your  Fathers  will , 
if  you  fhould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft ,  I  pray  thee  fet 
a  deep  glafs  of  Rennifh-wine  on  the  contrary  Casket , 
for  if  the  devill  be  within,  and  the  temptation  without, 
I  know  he  will  choofe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing  Nerljfa 
ere  I  will  be  married  to  a  fpunge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear  Lady  the  having  any  of  thefe 

Lords  ,  they  have  acquainted  ir.fi  with  their  determinati- 
ons, which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  home,  and  to  trou- 

ble you  with  no  more  fuit ,  unlefs  you  may  be  won  by 
fome  other  fort  then  your  Fathers  iivpofttion ,  depending 
on  the  Caskets.  •<•  . 

For.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Slbllla\  I  will  dye  as 
chafte  as  Diana  :  unlcffc  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner 

of  my  Fathers  will :  I  am  glad  this  parccll  of  wooers 
arefo  reasonable  ,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but 

I  d oat  on  his  very  abfence  :  and  wifhthema  faire  de- 

parture. Ner.  Doe  you  not  remember  Lady  in  your  Fa- 
thers time  j  a  Venetian ,  a  Scholler  and  a  Souldier  that 

came  hither  in  company  of  the  Mai  queffe  of  LMowfor- 
rat?  ':,.'>.,,., 

Tor.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bajfanlo  ,  as! think,  fo  was 

hecall'd. Ner.  True  Madam  ,  he  of  all  the  men  that  ever  ray 

foolifh  eyes  Iook'd  upon ,  was  the  beft  defei ving  a  faire 

Lady. 

Por.  I  remember  him.  well,  and  I  remember  him  wor- 

thy of  thy  praifc. 

Enter  a  Serving-mav. 

Ser.  The  four  {hangers  feek  you  Madam  to  take  their 
leave  :  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from  a  fife, 

the  Prince  of  Morocco ,  who  brings  word  the  Prince  his 

Mafter  will  be  here  tonight.  -  .  . 
Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  fift  welcome  with  fo  good  heart 

as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewell ,  I  fhould  be  glad  of 

his  approach  :  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a  Saint ,  and 
the  complexion  of  a  devill ,  I  h?d  rather  he  fhould  fHnve 
me  then  wive  me.  Come  Nerljfa,  fin  a  go  before;  whiles 

we  fhuc  the  gate  upon  one  wooer }  another  knocks  at  the 
door.  Exeunt, ■ 

Enter  Bajfanlo  with  Shylockjhe  Jew. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  well. 
Bajf.  I  fir,  for  three  months. 
Shy.  For  three  months,  well. 
Bajf.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you, 

Anthonio  fhall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound,  well. 

Bajf.  May  you  fted  me  ?  Will  you  pleafure  me  ? Shall  I  know  your  anfwer. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats  for  three  months, And  Anthonio  bound. 

BaJJ.  Your  anfwer  to  that. 
Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 

Bajf.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  con- 

trary. 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no :  my  meaning  in  faying  he  is  a 

good  man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  me  thac  he  is  fufiu 

cient ,  yet  his  means  are  in  fuppofiuon  :  he  hath  an  Argo- 

fie  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the  Indies.  I  under- 

ftand moreover  upon  the  Ryako ,  he  hath  a  third  at  Me- 

xico,a  fourth  for  England^  and  other  venture:  he  hath 

fquandred  abroad,  but  fhips  arc  but  boords  ,  Sailers  but 
men ,  there  be  land  rats  ,  and  water  rats ,  water  theeves, 

and  land  theeves,  I  mean  Pyrats  ;  and  then  there  is  the 

pcrrill  of  waters,  windes,  and  rocks  2  the  man-  is  notwith- 
ftanding Sufficient, three  thoufand  Ducats,  I  think  I  may 
take  his  bond. 

Bajf.  Be  affured  you  may. 

"*L  3** 



The  aSMer chant  of  Ventce. 166 

Jew.  I  will  be  affured  I  may  ■  and  that  I  may  be  af- 
final ,  1  will  bethink  mc  ,  may  I  fpeak  with  cAntho- 

mo. 

Baff-  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  u*. 
Jew.  Yts ,  to  fmcll  poik,  to  eat  of  the  habitation 

winch  your  Prophet  the  Nazarite  conjured  the  devill  in- 
to: I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you  ,  talk  with  you, 

walk  with  you  ,  and  fo  following :  but  1  will  not  eat  with 
you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  you. 
What  news  on  the  Ryalto,  who  is  he  conies  here  ? 

Enter  aAnthonlo. 

BaJJ.  This  is  fignior  nAhthomo. 
Jew.  How  like  a  fawning  publican  he  looks, 

I  hate  him,for  he  is  a  Chnftian  : 

But  more,  for  that  in  low  fimplicity 
He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 

The  rate  of  ufa'nee  here  with  us  in  Venice^ 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

j  will  feed  fat  the  anrient  giudge  I  bear  him. 
H    hates  our  facrcd  Nation,  ?nd  he  railcs 
Even  there  where  Meichants  moft  do  congregate 

On  me,  my  bai  gains,  and  my  wtll-worne  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  intereft  :  Curled  be  my  Tribe 
If  I  forgive  him. 

BaJJ.  Shylocb^-,  do  you  hear. 

Shy.  Ijji  debating  of  my  prefent  ftore, 
And  by  tBc™eavguefsof  my  memory 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  Ducats :  what  of  that? 

Tttball  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  Tribe 
Willfurnifh  me  ;  but  foft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire  ?  Reft  you  fair  good  fignior, 

Your  woifhip  was  the  laft  man  in.  pur  mouth's. 
Anth.  Shylock^  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 

By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs, 
Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
Tie  break  a  cuftcme  :  is  he  yet  pofleft 
How  much  he  would  ? 

Shy.  I,  I,  three  thoufand  Ducats. 

Anth.  And  for  three  month's. 
Shy.  I  had  forgot,  three  months,  you  told  me  fo. 

Well  then,  your  bend  :  but  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you, 
Me  thoughts  you  faid,  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

-Anth.  I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  Uncle  Labans  fheep, 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abramwzs 
(  As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf ) 
The  third  poffeffer,  I,  he  was  the  third. 

lAnth.  And  what  of  him,  did  he  take  intereft  ? 
Shy.  No,  not  take  intereft,  not  as  you  would  fay 

Directly  intereft,  mark  what  Jacob  did, 

When  Labanznd  himfelf  were  comprimyz'd 
That  all  the  eanelings  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacobs  hier,  the  Ewes  being  ranck, 

In  end  of  Autumn  turned  to  the  Ram's, 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was, 
Between  thefe  woolly  breedeis  in  the  a«Sr, 

The  skilfull  fhephcard  pil'd  me  certain  wands, 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  cf  kinde, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfonie  Ewes, 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time 

Fall  party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Iacobs. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft : 

And  thrift  is  blcfling  if  men  fteal  it  not. 

-Anth.  This  was  a  venture  fir  that  Iacob  fcrv'd  for. 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs, 

But  fway'd  and  fafhion'd  by  the  hand  of  heaven. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  intereft  good  ? 

Or  is  your  gold  and  Silver  Ewes  and  Rams? 
Shy.  I  cannot  tell,  I  make  it  breed  as  faft, 

But  note  me  llgnior. 
-Anth.  Maik  you  this  BaJfanioy 

The  devill  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpofe, 
An  evill  foul  producing  holy  witnefs, 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek, 

A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 
0  what  a  goodly  outfide  falfehood  hath. 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  'tis  a  good  round  fummc. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  mc  fee  the  rate. 

-Anth.  Well  Shylock^,  fhall  wc  be  beholding  to  you .? 

Shy.  Signior  Anthonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  moneys  and  my  ufances: 
Still  have  I  borne  icwith  a  patient  fhrug, 

(For  fufferanee  is  the  badge  of  all  our  Tribe) 
You  call  me  misbeliever,  cut-throat  dog, 

And  fpit  upon  my  Jewifh  gaberdine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 

Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  help: 
Go  to  then,  you  ccmc  to  me,  and  you  fay, 

Shy/ock^y  we  would  have  moneys,  you  fay  fo: 
You  that  did  void  yourrheume  upon  my  beard, 

And  foot  me  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  threfhold,  moneys  is  your  fuit. 
What  fhould  I  fay  to  you  ?  Should  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  dog  money  ?  is  it  poflible 
A  currc  fhould  lend  three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  or 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bond-mans  key 
With  bated  breath,  and  whifpring  humblcnefs, 

Say  this  ■  Fair  fir,  you  fpet  on  me  on  Wednefday  hfi  ; 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  day ;  another  time 
You  call'd  me  dog  :  and  for  thefe  curtefies 
Tie  lend  you  thus  much  moneys. 

Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 

To  fpet  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  friendj  for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
A  breed  oftarrcn  mettall  of  his  friend  ? 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy, 

Who  if  he  break,  thou  maift  with  better  face 
Exa6tthe  penalties. 

Shy.  Why  lock  you  how  you  ftoi  m, 
1  would  be  fiiends  with  you,  and  have  your  love, 

Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 

Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'l  not  hear  ve&y. This  is  kinde  I  offer. 

Bajf.  This  were  kindnefs. 
Shy.  This  kindnefs  will  I  fhow, 

Co  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond,  and  in  a  merry  fport 

If  you  repay  mc  not  on  fuch  a  day, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fi  m  or  fums  as  are 
Expreft  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equall  pound 

Of  your  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  pleafeth  me. 

-Anth.  Content  in  faith,  1'le  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jew. '  «  Baf.  You 
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BajJ.    You  thall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  rne, 
Tie  rather  dwell  in  my  necdilty. 

Anth.  Why  fear  not  man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it, 

Within  thefc  two  months^  that's  a  month  before 
Thi>  bond  expires,  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abramy  what  thefe  Chriftians  arej 
Whofe  own  hard  dealing  teaches  them  fufpeel: 
The  thoughts  of  others :  Pray  you  tell  me  this, 
If  he  fhould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  the  exaction  of  the  forfeiture? 
A  pound  of  mans  flefh  taken  frdm  a  man, 
Is  not  fo  eftimable,  profitable  neither 
As  flefh  of  Muttons,  Beefs,  or  Goats.  I  f|y 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfnip* 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo:  if  not  adieu, 

And  for  my  love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 
Anth.  Yes  Shyloc\,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 
Shy.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notaries, 

Cive  him  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  Ducats  ftraight : 
See  to  my  houfe  left  in  the  fearfall  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave :  and  prefently 

I'le  be  with  you.  Exit. 
Anth.  Hyc  thee  gentle  Jew.  This  Hebrew  will  turn 

Chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 
Baff.  I  like  not  fair  tearms,  and  a  villains  mind. 
Anth.  Come  on*  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay^ 

My  Ship's  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. Exeunt. 

<tdc7us  Secundum 

Morose  hi  m  a  tawny  Moor  all  white,  and  three  or 

four  followers  accordingly,  with  Portia, 
Nerrifia  and  their  train. 

Flo.  Cornets, 

Mor.  Miflike  me  not  for  my  complexion, 

The  fhadowed  livery  of  the  burnifh'd  funj 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faircft  creature  Northward  born, 
Where  Phbebus  fire  fcarce  thawes  the  yfides, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  bloud  is  reddeft,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  the  Lady  this  afpeft  of  mine 
Hath  feard  the  valiant,  (by  my  love  I  fwear) 
The  beft  regarded  Virgins  of  our  Clyme 

Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts  my  gentle  Queen. 

'Por.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  foly  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maidens  eyes : 
Befides,  the  lottry  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  ©f  voluntary  chufing  : 
But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me, 

And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit  to  yield  my  felf His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you, 
Your  felf  (renowned  Prince)  then  flood  as  fair 

As  any  commer  I  have  look'd  on  yet 
For  my  affedtion. 

Mor.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you ,■ 
Therefore  I  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  Caskets 
To  try  my  fortune:  By  thjsSymit.ar 

That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Palian  Prince, 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman^ 

I  would  o're-ftare  thefterneft  eyes  that  look : 
Out-brave  the  heart  moft  daring  on  the  earth  : 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  Cubs  from  the  fhee  Bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  Lion  when  he  roars  for  prey 
To  win  the  Lady.  But  alas  the  while, 
If  Hercules  and  Lychas  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 

May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  : 
So  is  nAlcldes  beaten  by  his  rage, 

And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthicr  may  attabj 
And  dye  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  muft  take  your  chance* 
And  cither  not  attempt  to  choofe  at  all, 

Or  fwear  before  you  choofe,  if  you -choofe  wrong 
Never  to  fpeak  to  Lady  afterward 

In  way  of  marriage,  therefore  be  advis'd. 
Mor.  Nor  will  nor,  come  bring  me  unto  my  chance 
Por.  Fitft  forward  to  the  temple,  after  dinner 

Your  hazard  (hall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then,  CornetA 1 

To  make  me  bleft  or  curfed'ft  amongft  men.  Exeunt. 

Euter  Clown  alone. 

Cio.  Certainly  ,  my  confeience  will  ferve  mc  to  run 
from  this  Jew  my  Mafter  :  the  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow  , 

and  attempts  me,  faying  to  me ,  Launce{jmjjob,°ood 
Launcelet ,  or  good  Job,  or  good  Launcelet  Job  ,  ufe 

your  legs,  take  the  ftart,,  run  away  :  my  confeience  fayes 
no  5  take  heed  honeft  Launcelet ,  take  heed  honeft  Job, 
or  as  afore-faid  honeft  Launcelet  Job ,  doe  not  runne, 

l'corne  running  with  thvJreles;  well,  the  moft  couragi- 
ous  fiend  bids\ne  packfl^J^cs  the  fiend  ,  away  fayes 
the  fiend  ,  for  the  heaflHBeup  a  brave  mincfe  fayes 

the  fiend,  and  runne ;  wBJty  confeience  hanging  about 

the  neck  of  my  heart  ,  fayes  very  wifely  to  mc :  my  ho- 
neft friend  Launcelet ,  being  an  honeft  mans  fon  ,  or  ra- 
ther an  honeft  womans  fonne ,  for  indeed  my  father  did 

fomething  fmack,  fomething  grow  too  ;  he  had  a  kind  of 
tafte;  well.my  confeience  faies  Launcelet  budge  not,budge 

fayes  the  fiend,  budge  not  fayes  my  confeience,  confeience 

lay  I  you  counfell  well,  fiend  fay  I  you  counfell  well, 

to  be  rui'd  by  my  confeience  I  fhould  ftay  with  the  jew 

my  Mafter,  who  (God  bleffe  the  mark  )  is  a  kinde  of 
devill ;  and  to  run  away  from  the  Jew  I  fhould  be  ruled 

by  the  ficnd,who  faving  your  reverence  is  the  devill  him- 

felf :  certainly  the  Jew  is  the  very  devill  incarnation  j 

and  in  my  confeience  ,  my  confeience  is  a  kinde  of  bard 
confeience  ,  to  offer  to  counccll  me  to  ftay  with  the  Jew; 

the  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  counfell :  I  will  runne 

fiend,  my  hseles  are  at  your  commandement ,  I  will runne. 

Enter  old  Oobbo  with  a  Basket. 

g^b..  Mafter  young-man,  you  I  pray  you*  which  is  the 
way  to  Mafter  Jewes  ?  , 

Laun.  O  hcav:ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  Father,who 

being  more  then  fand-blind,  high  gravell  blind,  knows 

me  not,  I  will  try  confufions  with  him. 

Cjob.  Mafter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  is 

the  way  to  Mafter  Jewes. 

Laun,  Turn  upon  your  right  hand  at  the  next  turn- 
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ning  ,  but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  left ;  marry 
at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down 
indirectly  to  the  Jerves  houfc. 

Gob.  Be  Gods  fonties  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit ,  can 
you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelet  that  dwells  with  him, 
dwell  with  him  or  no. 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  yong  Mafter  Lauucelet,  mark  me 

now ,  new  will  I  raife  the  waters ;  talk  you  of  yong  Ma- 
tter Launcelet } 

Cod.  No  Matter  fir ,  but  a  poor  mans  fon  ,  his  Father 

though  I  fay't  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  man  ,  and God  be  thanked  well  to  live. 

Latin.  Well,  let  his  Father  be  what  a  will,  we  talk  of 

yong  Matter  Launcelet. 
Gob.  Your  worfliipsfriend  and  Launcelet . 
Laun.  But  I  pray  you  ergo  old  man/ rg*  I  befeech  you, 

talk  you  of  yong  Matter  Launcelet. 

Gob.  Of  Launcelet •,  ant  pleafe  your  mafterfhip. 
Laun.  Ergo  Matter  Launcelet ,talk  not  of  matter  Laun- 

celet Father, for  the  yong  gentleman  according  to  fates  and 
dcttinies,  and  fuch  odde  fayings,  the  fitters  three,  and  fuch 
branches  of  learning ,  is  indeed  deceafed  ,  or  as  you 

^,'ould  fay  in  plain  tearmes,  gone  to  heaven. 
Geb.  Marry  God  forbid  ,  the  boy  was  the  very  ftaffc 

of  my  age,  my  very  prop. 
Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgell  or  a  hovell-poft,a  ftaff 

or  a  prop :  do  you  know  me  Father. 
Gob.  Alack  the  day  ,  I  know  you  not  young  Gentle- 

man ,  but  I  pray  you  tell  me,is  my  boy,God  reft  his  foul, 
alive  or  dead. 

Laun,  Do  you  not  know  me  Father, 
Gob.  Alack  fir  I  am  land  blind,  I  know  you  not. 
Laun.  Nay ,  indeed  if  you  had  your  eyes  you  might 

faile  of  the  knowing  me :  it  is  a  wife  Father  that  knowes 
his  own  child.  Well,  old  man  J  will  tell  you  news  of  your 
fonne ,  give  me  your  bled  uth  will  come  to  light , 
murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  -*  r^ans  fonne  may,  but  in  the 
end  truth  will  not. 

Gob.  Pray  you  fir  ftand  up ,  I  am  fure  you  are  not 
Launcelet  my  boy. 

Laun.Vny  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,but 
give  me  your  bleffmg:  I  am  Lmnceln  your  boy  that  was, 
your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  fhali  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  fon. 
Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  fhall  think  of  that :  but  I  am 

Launcelet  the  Jewes  man ,  and  I  am  fure  Margtry  your 
wife  is  my  mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery  indeed  ,  Pic  be  fworn  if 
thou  be  Launcelet,  thou  art  mine  own  flefh  and  blond  : 

Lord  worfhipt  might  he  be ,  what  a  beard  haft  thou  got , 
thou  haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin  ,  then  Dobbin  my 
philhorfe  has  on  his  taile. 

Laun.  It  ftiould  fcem  then  that  Dobbins  taile  growes 
backward.  I  am  fure  he  had  more  hair  of  his  tail  then  I 
have  on  my  face  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  chang'd  :  how  doft  thou  and 
thy  Maftcr  agree,  I  have  brought  him  aprefent ;  how 

grec  you  now  ? 
Laun.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  part ,  as  I  have 

fet  up  vny  reft  to  run  away,fo  I  will  not  reft  till  I  have  ran 

fomc  ground  ;  my  Matter's  a  very  Jew,  give  him  a  prc- 
fent,  give  him  a  halter,  I  am  famifht  in  his  fervice.  You 

may  tell  every  finger  1  have  with  my  ribs :  father  I  am 

glad  you  arc  come ,'  give  me  your  prefent  to  one  Matter 
BaJfanlof  who  indeed  gives  rare  new  Liveries,  iflfervc 
not  him ,  I  will  runn  as  farre  as  God  has  any  ground.  O 

rare  fortune  ,  here  comes  the  man  ,  to  him  Father ,  for  I 
am  a  Jew  if  I  ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  Bajfanlo  with  a  follower  or  two. 

Bajf.  You  may  dofo ,  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted  that  fup- 
per  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock :  fee  thefe 
Letters  delivered  ,put  the  Liveries  to  making ,  and  defire 
Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  him  Father. 

Gob.  God  blcfs  your  worfhip.       '%  \ 
Bajf.  Gramercy,  woul'd  thou  ought  with  me. 
Gob.  Here's  my  fon  fir,  a  poor  boy. 
Laun.  Not  ajpoor  boy  fir ,  but  the  rich  Jews  man  that 

would  fir  as  my  Father  fhall  fpecifie. 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infection  fir,  as  one  would  fay to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed  the  fhort  and  the  long  is ,  I  ferve  the 

Jew,  and  have  a  defire  as  my  Father  {hall  fpecifie. 
Gob.  His  Mafler  and  he  (  favin  your  worfhips  reve- 

rence) are  fcarce  catercofins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is#  that  the  Jew 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me  as  my  Father  being 
1  hope  an  old  man  fhall  frutifie  unto  you. 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  difh  of  Doves  that  I  would  beftow 

upon  your  worftiip,  and  my  fuit  is. 
Laun.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my 

felf ,  as  your  worfhip  fhall  know  by  this  honeft  old  man, 
and  though  I  fay  it ,  though  old  man  yet  poor  man  my 
Father. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both ,  what  would  you  > 
Laun.  Serve  you  fir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defect  of  the  matter  fir. 

Bajf.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtain'd  thy  fuit, 
Shjrlockjhy  Matter  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 

And  hath  prefer'd  thee,  if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jews  fervice,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  Gentleman. 

Clo.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my 

Mafter  Shjloch^  and  you  fir ,  you  have  the  grace  of  God 
fir,  and  he  hath  enough. 

Baff.  Thoufpcak'ft  it  well;  go  Father  with  thy  fonne, 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  Mafter,  and  enquire 

My  lodging  out,  give  him  a  Livery 
More  garded  then  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Clo.  Father  in,  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no,  I  have  ne're 
a  tongue  in  my  head  well:  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a 
fairer  table  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  book »  I 

fhall  have  good  fortune ;  go  too  ,  here's  a  fimple  line  of 
life,  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of  wives ,  alas,  fifteen  wives  is 
nothing,  a  leaven  widdowes  and  nine  maids  is  a  fimple 
coming  in  for  one  man  ,  and  then  to  fcape  drowning 

thrice,  and  to  be  in  perill  of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a 

featherbed ,  here  are  fimple  fcapes ;  well  if  Fortune  be  a 

woman ,  fhe's  a  good  wench  for  this  gerc :  Father  come, 
i'le  take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in  the  twinkling. Exit  Clown. 

Bajf.  I  pray  thee  good  Leonardo  think  on  this, 

Thefe  things  being  bough:  and  o-derly  beftowed Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feaft  to  night 

My  beft  efteem'd  acquaintance,  hie  thee  gone.  ; 
Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  fhall  be  done  herein. Exit  Leonato. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

<fijf>  -     ir55c£iO  3fl!  03  t>fii  bisl  UOY         T  S^'Ib'tafTfl 
Gra,  Where's  your  Mafter. 

Leon. 
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Leon.  Yonder  fir  he  walks. 

Gra.  Signior  Bafanio. 
Baf.  G rati ano. 
Gra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Baf.  You  haveobtain'd  it. 
Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  mc,  I  mufl  go  with  you  to 

Belmont. 

Baf.  Why  then  you  muft  :  but  hear  thee  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voyce, 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults ; 
But  where  they  are  not  known,  why  there  they  fhow 
Something  too  liberal],  pray  thee  take  pain 
To  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 
Thy  skipping  fpirit,  leaft  through  thy  wild  behaviour 
I  be  mifconfterd  in  the  place  I  go  to, 
And  loft  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Bajf  anio,  hear  me, 
If  I  doe  not  put  on  a  fober  habit, 
Talk  with  refpecl,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then, 

Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely, 
Nay  more,  while  Grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh  and  fay  Amen, 
Ufe  all  the  observance  of  civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 

To  pleafe  his  Grandam,  never  tiuft  me  more. 

Baf  Well,  wc  fhall  fee  yeur  bearing. 
Gra.  Nay  but  I  barre  to  night,  you  (hall  not  gage  me 

By  what  we  doe  tonight. 
Baf.  No  that  were  pity. 

I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 

That  purpofc  merriment :  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  bufineffc. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft, 

But  wc  will  vifk  you  at  fupper  time.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Jeffica  and  the  Clown. 

Jef.  I  am  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  Father  fo, 
Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou  a  devil 

Did'ft  rob  it  of  fome  taftc  of  tcdioufneffe ; But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  Ducat  for  thee, 
And  Lancelet,  foon  at  fupper  fhalt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  Mafters  gueft, 
Give  him  this  Letter,  doe  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  farewell :  I  would  not  have  my  Father 
Sec  me  talk  with  thee. 

Clo.  Adieu,  teares  exhibit  my  tongue,  moft  beautifull 
Pagan,  moft  fweet  Jew,  if  a  Chriftian  did  not  play  the 
knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived  ;  but  adieu,  thefe 
foolifh  drops  doe  fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit : 
adieu.  Exit. 

Jef.  Farewell  good  Lancelet. 
Alack,  what  hainousfin  is  it  in  me 
To  beafhamed  to  be  my  Fathers  child, 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners :  O  Lorenzo , 
If  thou  keep  promife  I  {hall  end  this  ftrife, 
Become  a  Chriftian,  and  thy  loving  Wife. 

£»ttr  g rat iano,  Lorenzo,  Salarino,and  Solania. 
Lo.  Way,  we  will  flinke  away  in  fupper  time, 

Difguife  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  hour. 
Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 
Sal.  Wc  have  not  fpokc  us  yet  of  Torch-bearers. 

Sol.  'Tis  vile  unlcffe  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered, 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a  clock,  we  have  two  hours 
To  furnilli  us  ;  friend  Lancelet  what's  the  newes  > 

Enter  Lancelet  with  a  Letter. 

Lan.  And  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  fhall 
feem  to  fignifie. 

io.  I  know^the  hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  hand, 
And  whiter  then  the  paper  it  writ  on , 
I  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra.  Love-newes  in  faith. 

La.  By  your  leave  fir. 
Lor.  Whether  goeft  thou  > 

La.  Marry  to  bid  my  old  Mafter  the  Jew  to  fii|>  to 
night  with  my  new  Mafter  the  Chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  tell  gcmkjejfica 
I  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately : 

Go  Gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  you  for  this  Maske  to night  ? 

I  am  provided  of  a  Torch- bearer.  '  Exit  Clown. 

Sal.  I  marry,  i'le  be  gone  about  it  ftraight. Sol.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano  at  Gratianos  lodging Some  hour  hence. 

Sal.  'Tis  good  wc  doe  fo.  Exit. 
Gra.  Was  not  that  Letter  from  fair  Jeffica  ? 
Lo.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all,  fhe  hath  directed 

Howl  fhall  take  her  from  her  Fathers  houfe, 
What  gold  and  jewels  fhe  is  furnifht  with, 
What  Pages  fuit  ftie  hath  in  readinefle  : 

Jf  c're  the  Jew  her  Father  come  to  heaven , 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughters  fake ; 
And  never  dare  misfortune  croffe  her  foot, 
Unlcffe  fhe  doe  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  flic  is  ifluc  to  a  faithleffe  Jew  : 

Come  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft, 

Fair  Jeffica  ftiali  be  my  Torch-bearer.  Emt- 

Enter  Jew,  and  his  man  that  was  the  Clown,, 

Jew.  Well,  thou  fhalt  fee,  thy  eyes  fhall  be  thy  judge5 
The  difference  of  old  Shylockj  and  Bajfanio  } 

What  Jeffica,  thou  fhalt  not  gurmandize 
As  thou  haft  done  with  me  :  what  Jeffica  ? 

And  fleep,  and  fnore,  rend  apparell  out. 

Why  Jeffical  fay. 
Clo.  Why  Jeffica. 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  doe  n?t  bid  thee  call* 
CI".  Your  worfhip  was  Wont  to  tell  mc 

I  could  doe  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeffica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 
Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper  Jeffica, 

There  are  my  Keyes:  but  wherefore  Ihould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love,  they  flacter  me, 
But  yet  Pie  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 

Theprodigall  Chriftian.  J efsica  my  girie,  • 
Look  to  my  houfe,  I  am  right  loath  to  go, 
There  is  fome  ill  a  brewing  towards  rny  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  money  bags  to  night. 

Clo.  I  befeech  you  fir  go,  my  young  Mafter 
Doth  expect  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  doe  I  his. 

(flo.  And  they  have  cont'phed  together,  1  will  not  fay 
you  fhall  fee  a  Maske,  but  if  you  doe,  then  it  was  not- for 
nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  black  Munday 

P  laft 
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laft,  at  fu  a  clock  ich*  morning,  falling  out  that  yea*  on 

Afhwednefday  was  four  year  in  th'afternoon. 
Shy.  What  are  their  masks  ?  hear  you  me  Ief si cat 

Lock  up  my  doores,  and  when  you  hear  the  Drum 
And  the  \  Lie  fquealing  of  the  wry-neckt  Fife, 
C/amber  not  you  up  to  the  Cafements  then, 
Nor  thrult  your  head  into  the  publicic  ftrcet 
To  gazcon  Chriftian  fools  with  vainifht^aces : 
But  (top  my  houfes  eares,  I  mean  my  Cafements, 
Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  foppery  enter 

My  lobcr  houfc.  By  lacobs  ftaffe  I  fwcar  , 
I  have  nominde  of  feafting  forth  to  night : 

But  I  will  go ;  go  you  before  me  firrah , 

Say  I  will  come. 
Clow.  I  will  go  before  fir. 

Miftieffe  lookout  at  window  for  all  this ; 

There  will  come  a  Christian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a  Jew's  eye. 
Shy.  What  fayes  that  fool  of  Hagars  off-fpring? 

ha. 
' 

Ief.  His  words  were  farewell  miftris,  nothing  elfe. 
Shy.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder : 

Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  fleeps  by  day 
More  then  the  wild-cat :  drones  hive  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 

His  borrowed  pilffe.  Well  Iefsica  go  in, 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately  ; 
Doe  as  I  bid  you,  fhut  doors  after  you,  faft  bind,  faft finde  , 

A  oroverbe  never  ftale  in  thrifty  minde.  Exit. 
Ief.  Farewell,  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 

I  have  a  Father,  you  a  Daughter  loft.  Exit. 

Enter  the  Masker s,  Gratldno  and  Salino. 

Gra.  This  is  the  penthoufe  under  which  Lorenzo 
Dcfired  us  to  make  a  ftand. 

Sal.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 
Gra.  And  it  is  marvell  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 

For  lovevs  ever  run  before  the  clock. 
Sal.  O  ten  times  fafter  Venus  Pigeons  flie 

To  ftcal  loves  bondJ  new  made,  then  they  are  wont 
!  To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited. 
]     Gra.  That  ever  holds,  who  rifeth  from  a  feaft 
|  With  that  keen  appetite  that  lie  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  Horfe  that  doth  untiead  again 
His  tedious  meafuves  with  the  unbated  fire 

That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?  all  things  that  are , 

Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  then  enjoy'd. 
How  lik  a  younger  or  a  prodigall 
Theskarfed  baikeputs  from  her  native  bay, 

Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpct  winder 
How  like  a  prodigall  fhe  doth  return 

With  over-wither'd  ribs  and  ragged  failes, 

Lean, rent,  and  begger'dby  the  ftrumpet  winde  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Salino.  Here  cctmes  Lorenzo ,  more  of  this  hereaf- ter. 

Loren.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  longa- bodc, 

Not  I,  but  my  affaires  have  made  you  wait  : 
When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  Wives 
Tie  watch  as  long  for  you  then  :  approach 

Here  dwells  my  Father  Jew.  Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

■  Iefsica  above. 

Ief.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  Tie  fwear  that  I  doe  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenz,o^  and  thy  Love. 
Ief.  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  love  indeed, 

For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows 

But  you  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 
Lo.  Heaven  and  thy  thoughts  are  witnefs  that  thou  art. 

Ief.  Here,  catch  this  casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains, 

I  am  glad  'tis  night,  you  doe  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange  : 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 

The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit, 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfclf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  tranformcd  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 
Ief.  What,  muft  I  hold  a  Candle  to  my  fhamc  > 

They  in  themfelves  goodfooth  are  too  too  light. 

Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  Love  , 
And  Ifhouldbeobfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  you  are  fweet, 

Even  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy :  but  come  at  once, 
For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 

And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajfanio'skaR. 
Ief.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors  and  guild  my  felf 

With  fome  more  Ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  Hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 
Lor.  Befhrew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily. 

For  fhe  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her, 

And  fair  fhe  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true, 

And  true  fhe  is,  as  fhe  hath  prov'd  her  felf: 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true  , 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Enter  Iefsica. 

What,  art  thou  come  ?  on  gentlemen, away, 

Our  masking  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay  #j 

Enter  a/ittthomo. 

Exit 

Ant.  Who's  there  ? 

Gra.  Signior  Anthonio. 

Ant.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano,  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
'Tis  nine  a  clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you, 

No  maskc  to  night,  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Baff  unio  prefently  will  go  aboord, 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on'c,  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Then  to  be  under  fail, and  gone  to  night.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Portia  with  Morrocho^  and  both  their  trains. 

Tor.  Go,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
The  fevcrall  Caskets  to  this  noble  Prince : 
Now  make  your  choyfe. 

Mcr.  The  fiift  of  gold,  who  this  infeription  beares, 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  men  defire* 
T  he  feeond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries,  §m 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  defer^^ 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 

Who  choofeth  me^muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  knoytf  if  I  doe  choofe  the  right .? Tor. 
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{    'Tor.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  picture  Prince, 

'  If  you  choofe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withall. 
i    Mar.  Some  God  direct  my  judgement,  let  me  fee , 

•  I  will  furvey  the  inferiptions,  back  again  : 

j  What  fayes  this  leaden  casket  ? 

'  Who  choofeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  al!  he  hath. 
Mart  give,  for  what  ?  for  lead  ? 
This  casket  threatens  men  that  hazard  all, 

Doe  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages : 
A  golden  mind  ftoops  not  to  fhowes  of  drofTe , 

I'ic  then  nor  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  lead. 
What  fayes  the  Silver  with  her  virgin*  hue  ? 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
As  much  as  he  deferves,  paufe  there  Morocho, 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand, 
If  thou  bceft  rated  by  thy  eftimation 
Thou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  Lady  : 
And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  diftbling  of  my  felf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve,  why  that's  the  Lady. 
I  doe  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes, 

In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  : 
But  more  then  thefe,  in  love  I  doc  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  choofe  here  ? 
Let's  lee  once  more  this  faying  gravd  in  gold. 
Who  chooieth  me,  {hall  gain  what  many  men  defire  : 
Why  that  s  the  Lady, all  the  world  defires  her : 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come 
To  kiffe  this  fhrine,  thismortall  breathing  Saint. 
The  Hircanian  deferts,  and  the  vaft  wildes 

Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  through  fares  now 
For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  watery  Kingdome,  whofe  ambitious  head 
Spets  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  barre 
To  flop  the  forrain  fpirits,  but  they  come 

As  o're  a  Brook  to  fee  fair  Portia. 
One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heavenly  picture. 

Is't  like  that  Lead  contains  her  ?  'twere  damnation 
To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought,  it  were  too  groffe 
To  rib  her  feardoth  in  the  obfeure  grave  : 
Or  (hall  I  think  in  Silver  (he's  immur'd 

Being  ten  time  undervalued  to  tri'd  gold  ; 
Ofinfull  thought,  never  foricha  Jem 
Was  let  in  worfe  then  gold  !  They  have  in  England 
A  Coin  that  bearcs  the  figure  of  an  Angell 

Stampt  in  gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon : 
But  here  an  Angell  in  a  golden  Bed 

Lies  all  within.  Deliver  me  the  Key  ; 
Here  doe  I  choofe, and  thrive  I  as  I  may. 

P»r.  There  take  it  Prince,  and  if  my  form  lie  there 
Then  I  am  yours. 

Mor.  O  hell  J  what  have  we  here,  a  carrion  death , 

Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a  written  fcrowl  J 

■All  that  gliflers  is  not  gold , 
Often  have  y oh  heard  that  told ; 
tetany  a  man  his  life  hath  fold 
But  my  omfideto  behold  ; 
Guilded  timber  doe  wormes  infold  : 

Wfaj' you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
Toting  m  limbs ,  in  judgement  old, 
Tour  anftter  had  not  been  infer  eld  J 
Fare  you  veil,  your  fuit  is  cold , 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  labour  loll, 

Then  farewell  heat,  and  welcome  frofr  : 

Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  g:  iev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave  :  thus  loofeis  part.  Exit, 

For.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  curtains,  go ; 

Let  all  of  his  complexion  choofe  m-  fo.  Exeunt „ 

*.- 

Enter  Salar'tno  and  Soh.nio. 
Flo.  Cornets. 

Sal.  Why  man  I  faw  Baffanio  under  fail , 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along  ; 

And  in  their  fhip  I  am  fure  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Sol.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  cheDuke^ 
Who  went  with  himtofearch  Bajfanio's  fhip. 

Sal.  He  comes  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  undaftand 
That  in  a  Gondilo  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  amorous  Jefftga. 

Befides,  Ant honio  certified  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Baffanio  in  his  fhip. 

Sol.  I  never  heard  a  paffion  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outragious,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  dog  few  did  utter  in  the  ftreets ; 
My  Daughter,  O  my  Ducats,  O  my  Daughter, 
Fed  with  a  Chriftian,  O  my  Chriftian  Ducats  \ 

Jufticc,  the  Law,  my  Ducats,  and  my  Daughter  > 
A  fealed  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  Ducats, 
Of  double  Ducats,  ftoln  from  me  by  my  Daughter^ 

A  nd  Jewels,  two  rich  and  precious  Stones, 

Stoln  by  my  Daughter :  juftice,  find  the  Girl, 
She  hath  the  Stones  upon  her,  and  the  Ducats. 

Sal.  Why  all  the  Boyes  in  V ?nlce  follow  him  j 

Crying  his  Stones,  his  Daughter, and  his  Ducats, 
Sol.  Let  good  aAnthonio  look  he  keep  his  day 

Or  he  (hall  pay  for  this. 
Sal.  Marry  well  remembred, 

I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  leas  that  part 
The  French  and  Englifh,  there  mifcarried 
A  veffell  of  our  countrey  richly  fraught 

I  thought  upon  Anthonio  when  he  told  mej 
And  wifht  in  filence  that  it  were  hot  his. 

Sol.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hcar> 

Yet  doe  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 
Sal.  A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  earth, 

I  faw  Baffanio  and  Anthonio  part, 
Baffanio  told  him  he  would  make  fame  fpced 
Of  his  return  :  he  anfwered,  doc  not  fo, 
Slubber  not  bufineffefor  my  fake  Baffanio , 

But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time , 

And  for  the  Jew's  bond  which  he  hath  of  me,- 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love  : 

Be  merry,  and  employ  yourchiefeft  thoughts 
To  courtfhip,  and  fuch  fair  clients  of  love 
As  fhall  conveniently  become  you  there  ; 
And  even  there  his  eye  being  big  with  tears , 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him  j 
And  with  affection  wondrous  fenfible 

He  wrung  B<ffanio\  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sal.  I  think  he  only  loves  the  world  for  h'imj 
I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and  find  him  out 
And  quicken  his  embraced  heavinefic 
With  fomc  delight  or  other. 

Sal.  Doe  we  fo.  Ex:tint. 

Enter  Nerijfaand  a  Serviter. 

Ner.  Quick,  quick  I  pray  th  ce,draw  the  curtain  fti'.iu, P  2  The 
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The  Prince  of  A 11  agon  hath  tanc  his  oath, 
And  comes  to  his  election  prefcntly. 

Snter  Arragon,  his  train,  and  Port ui. 
I  lor.  Cornets. 

Tor.  Behold  there  ftand  the  caskets  noble  Prince, 

If  you  choofe  that  wherein  I  am  contain'd, 
Straight  fhitl  our  nuptia  11  rights  be  folernniz'd  : 
But  if  thou  fail,  without  more  fpeech  my  Lord, 

You  mi' ft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoyn'd  by  oath  to  obferve  three  things ; 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 

Which  casket  'twas  I  chofc,  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket)  never  in  my  life 
To  wooc  a  Maid  in  way  of  marriage  : 
Lartly,  if  I  doe  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choyfe, 
Immediately  to  leave  you,  and  begone. 

For.  To  thete  injunctions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthleffe  felfe. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  add  reft  me,  fortune  now 

1  To  my  hearts  hope  :  gold,  filver,  and  bafe  lead. 
I  Who  choofeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
I  You  (hall  look  fairer  ere  1  give  or  hazard. 

What  fayes  che  golden  cheft,  ha,  let  me  fee  : 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  many  men  defile  : 
What  many  men  defive,  thac  many  may  be  meant 
By  the  fool  multitude  that  choofe  by  fhow, 
Not  learning  more  then  the  fond  eye  doth  teach, 

Which  payesnot  to  th'interior,  but  like  the  Martlet 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Even  in  the  force  and  rode  of  cafualty^ 
I  will  not  choofe  what  many  men  defire, 
Becaufc  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 

Why  then  to  thee  thou  Silver  treafurehoufe, 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear  ; 

Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves : 
And  well  (aid  too,  for  who  fhall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit,  let  none  prefume 
To  wear  anundeferved  dignity  : 

0  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices, 

I  Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  and  that  clear  honour 
j  Were  purchaft  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ; 
I  How  many  then  fhould  cover  that  ftand  bare  ? 
,  How  many  be  commanded  that  command  ? 
!  How  much  low  pleafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  And  how  much  honour 

Pickt  from  the  chaffe  and  ruine  of  the  times, 

To  be  new  varnifht :  Well,  but  to  my  choyfef  • 
Who  choofeth  me.  fhall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
1  will  affume  defert ;  give  me  a  key  for  this, 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Per.  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 
Ar.  What  s  here,  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot 

Prefenting  me  a  fcedule,  I  will  read  it : 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 

How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings  > 
Who  choofeth  me,  fhall  have  as  mueh  as  he  deferves. 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  then  a  fools  head  ? 

Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 
Po.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftincl:  offices, 

And  of  oppofed  natures. 
Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  feaven  times  tried  this, 

Seaven  times  tried  that  judgement is, 
That  did  never  choofe  amifs, 
Some  there  be  that  fhadows  kjfle, 
Such  have  but  a  fhadowes  blijfe  : 

,    There  be  fools  alive  I  wis 
Silver' d  o're,  and  fo  was  this : 
Taks  what  Wife  y  oh  will  to  bed, 
I  will  ever  be  your  head  : 
So  be  gone fir,  yon  are  fped. 

Ar.  Still  more  fool  Ifriall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here, 
With  one  fools  head  I  eame  to  vyooe, 

But  I  go  away  with  two. 
Sweet  adieu,  Tie  keep  my  oath, 

Patiently  to  bear  my  wroath. 

For.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth : 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools  when  they  do  choofe, 
They  have  the  wifdome  by  their  wit  to  bofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefie, 

Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 
Por.  Come  draw  the  curtain  Nerriffa. 

Enter  Meffengtr. 

Mef.  Where  is  my  Lady  ? 

Por.  Here,  what  would  my  Lord  ? 

Mef.  Madam , there  is  a-lighted  at  your  gate 

A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 

To  fignifie  th'approaching  of  his  Lord, 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  rcgrects  ; 
To  wit  (befides  commends  and  courteous  breath) 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yet  I  have  not  fecn 
So  likely  an  Ambaffadour  of  love. 

A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet 
To  fhow  how  coftly  Sumfner  was  at  hand  , 

As  this  fore- fpurrcr  comes|  before  his  Lord. 
Por.  No  more  I  pray  thee,  I  am  half  a  fcard 

Thou  wilt  fay  anon  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee, 

Thou  fpend'ftfuch  high-day  wit  in  praifing  him.* 
Come  come  Nerriffa,  for  I  long  to  fee  * 
Quick  £»plds  Poft,  that  comesfo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Baffanio  Lord,  love  if  thy  will  it  be.  Exeunt. 

AUiis  Tertius. 

Enter  Solanio  and  Salarino. 

Sol,  Now,  what  newes  on  the  Ryalto  ? 

Sal.  Why  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that  Anthonio 
hath  a  fhip  of  rich  lading  wrackt  on  the  narrow  Seas; the 
Goodwins  I  think  they  call  the  place,  a  very  dangerous 
flat,  and  fatal],  where  the  carcaffes  of  many  a  tall  fhip 
lie  buried,  as  they  fay,  if  my  goffips  report  be  an  honeft( 
woman  of  her  word. 

Sel.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  goffip  in  that,  as  ever 

knapt  Ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  fhe  wept 
for  the  death  of  a  third  husband  :  but  it  is  true,  without 

any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  croffing  the  plain  high-way  of 
talk,  that  the  good  ̂ Anthonio,  the  honeft  Antho.  O  that 
I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his  name  company  I 

Sal.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Sol.  Ha,  what  fayeft  thou,  why  the  end  is,  he  hath loft  a  fhip. 

Sal.  j 
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Sal.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  hisloffes. 

Sol.  Let  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  leaft  the  Devil  eroffc 

my  prayer,  for  hcie  he  comes  in  the  likcneffe  of  a  Jew. 

1  How  now  Shylockj,  what  newes  among  the  Merchants? 
Enter  Shylocke. 

Shy.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of 

my  daughters  flight-. 
SW.That's  certain,  I  For  my  part  knew  the  Tailor  that 

made  the  wings  fhc  flewwithall. 

Sol.  And  Shylocke  for  his  own  part  knew  the  bird 

wasfledg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  to leave  the  Dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 
Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  Judge. 
Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebcll. 
Sol.  Out  upon  it  old  carrion,  rebells  it  at  thefe  yeares. 

Shy.  I  fay  my  Daughter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 
Sal.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  flefh  and 

hers,  then  between  Jet  and  Ivory,  more  between  your 

bloods,then  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhennilh  :  buc 

tell  us,  doe  you  hear  whether  Atithonio  have  had  any 
bffe  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match,  a  bankrout,  a 
prodigall,  who  dare  fcarce  fhew  his  head  on  the  Ryalta, 

a  beggar  that  v  as  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  Mart : 
let  him  look  to  his  bond,  he  was  wont  to  call  me.  Ufurer, 

let  him  look  to  his  bond,  he  was  wont  to  lend  money  for 
a  Chriftian  curtfic,  let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

Sal.  Why  I  am  furg  if  he  forfeit ,  thbu  wilt  not  take 

his  flefh,  what's  that  good  for  > 
Shy.  To  bait  fifh  withall,  if  it  will  feed  nothing  elfc, 

it  will  feed  my  revengei  he  hath  difgrae'd  me,  and  hin- 
dred  me  halfe  a  million,  laught  at  my  loffes,  mockt  at  my 
gains,  fcorncd  my  Nation,  thwarted  my  bargairis,  cool- 

ed my  friends,  heated  mine  enemies,  and  what's  the  rea- 
fon  ?  I  am  a  Jew  :  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ?  hath  not  a  Jew 
hands,  organs,  dimentions,  fenfes,  affections,  paffions  ? 
fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame  weapons,  fub- 

jec"l  to  the  fame  difeafes,healed  by  the  fame  means, warm- 
ed and  cooled  b*y  the  fame  Winter  and  Summer  as  a 

Chriftian  is?  if  you  prick  us,  doe  we  not  bleed?  if  you 
tickle  us,  doe  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poyfon  us,  doe  we  not 

die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  (hall  we  not  revenge  ?  if  we 
are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will  refcmble  you  in  that.  If 

a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriftian,  what  is  his  humility,  revenue  ? 
If  a  Chriftian  wrong  a  Jew,  what  fliould  his  fufferance 

be  by  a  Chriftian  example  ?  why  revenge.  The  yillany 
you  teach  me  I  will  execute,  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will 
better  the  inftruction, 

Enter  a  man  from  Anthonio. 

Gentlemen,  my  Mafter  Anthonio  is  at  his  houfe,  and 
defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feck  him. 
an  m 
Enter  Tuball. 

Sol.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe,  a  third  cannot 
be  matcht,  unleffe  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Shy.  How  now  Tuball,  what  newes  from  Genowa  ? 

haft  thou  found  my  daughter  ?  '  m 
Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  can- not find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there;  there,  there,  there,  a  Diamond 
gone  coft  me  two  thoufand  Ducats  in  Iranckfori,  the 
curfe  never  fell  upon  our  Nation  till  now,  I  never  felt  it 
till  now,  two  thoufand  Ducats  in  that,  and  other  preci- 

ous, precious  jewels  :  I  would  my  daughter  were  dead  at 
my  foot ,  and  the  jewels  in  her  earc  :  would  (Tie  were 
heaift  at  my  foot,  and  the  Ducats  in  her  Coffin  \  no 
newes  of  them,  why  To  ?  and  I  know  not  how  much 
is  fpent  in  the  fearch  :  why  then  ioffe  upon  loffe,  the  thief 

gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo  much  to  find  the  thief,  and 
no  fatisfa<5t)on,no  revenge,  nor  no  ill  luck  ftirring,  but 
what  lights;  a  my  fhoulders,  no  fighs  but  a  my  breathing} 
no  teares  but  a  my  fnedding.  . 

Tub.  Yes,  coheir  men  have  ill  luck  too ,  Anthonio  as  I 
heard  in  Gjjtowa. 

Shy.  What,  what,  what,  ill  luckj  ill  luck. 
Tub.  Hath  an  Argofic  caft  away  comming  fromTW- 

folis. 

Shy.  I  thank  God;  I  thank  God,  is  it  true,  is  it  true  ? 
Tu.  I  fpoke  with  fome  of  the  Saylers  that  efcaped  the 
wrack*  j 

Shy.  I  thank  thee  good  Tnball  ̂   good  newes,  good 
newes :  ha,  ha,  here  in  Genowa. 

Tu.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Geneva;  as  . I  heard,  one 

night  fourfcore  Ducats. 

Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  Dagger  in  me,  I  ihali  never  fee 
my  gold  again,  fourfcore  Ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore Ducats.  ... 

Tu.  There  came  divers. of  &Ant homo's  Creditors  in 

my  company  to  Venice ,  that  fwear  he  cannot  choofc  but 
break.  ■ 

Shy.  Iam  very  glad  of  it,  I'le  plague  him,  Pie  torture 
him,  I  ̂rri  glad  of  it.  - 

Tub.  One  of  them  fhewco!  me  a  Ring  that  he  had  of 

your  Daughter  for  a  Monkie. 
Shy.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tortureft  me  Tuball,  it  was 

my  Turkis,  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  Batchelor :  I 
would  not  have  given  it  for  a  wilderneffeof  Monkies, 

Tub.  Bus  Anthonio\%  certainly  undone. 

Shy .  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true,  go  Tuball,  fee 
me  an  Officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before^  I  will 

have  the  heart  of  him  if  he  forfeit,  for  were  he  ought  ol" 
V tnice,  I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will :  go  Tuball^ 

and  meet  me  at  our  Synagogue,  go  good  Tub  all,  at  our 
Synagogue  Tuball.  Exeunt. 
Snter  Bafianio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  ani  all  their  train. 

Par,  I  pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a  day  or  two 
Before  you  hazard  ;  for  in  choofing  wrong  , 

I  lofe  your  company  ;  therefore  forbear  a  while,' 
There's  fomcthing  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  Would  not  lofe  you,  and  you  know  your  fclf, 
Hate  ceunfells  not  in  fuch  a  quality  ; 

But  leaft  you  fhould  not  underftand  me  well, 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tdngue  but  thought  jJ 

I  would  detain  you  here  fome  mofteth  or  two 

Before  you  venture  for  rrfc.  I  could 'teach  you 
How  to  choofc  right,  but  then  I  am  forfworn  j 
So  will  I  never  be,  fo  may  you  miffe  me, 

But  if  you  doe,  you'll  make  rhe  wifh  a  fin,- ' That  I  had  been  forfworn  :  Befhi  ew  your  eyes, 

They  have  o- re-lookt  me  and  divided  me, 

One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  halfe 
Mine  own  I  would  fay  4  but  firft  mine,  then  yours-, 

And  foall  yours  j  O  thefe  naughty  times  j 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights. 

And  fo  though  yours,  not  yours  (prove  it  fo) 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it,  not  li 

.  I  fpeak  loo  long,  but  'tis  to  peize  the  time, 
To  ich  it,  and  draw  it  out  in  length, 

To  ftay  youffbm  election. 
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B-if.  Let  me  choofc, 
For  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

Por.  Upon  the  rack  Bajfanio,  then  confefle 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

Baf.  None  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  love  : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life, 

'Twccn  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love, 
Por.  I,  but  I  fear  yeu  fpeak  upon  the  rack , 

Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 
Baf.  Promife  me  life,  and  Tie  confefle  the  truth. 
Tor.  Well  then,  confefle  and  live. 

Baf.  Confefle  and  love 
Had  been  the  very  fumme  of  my  confeffion : 

0  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  mc  anfwers  for  deliverance : 

But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets. 
Por.  Away  then,  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them , 

If  you  doe  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Nerriffa  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
Let  mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  choyce, 
Then  if  he  loofe  he  makes  a  Swan-like  end, 
Fading  in  mufick.  That  the  comparifon 

May  ftand  more  proper,  my  eye  fhall  be  the  ftrcam 
And  watry  death-bed  for  him :  he  may  win , 
And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  Then  mufick  is 

Even  as  the  flour ifh,  when  true  fubjc&sbowe 
To  a  new  crowned  Monarch  ;  Such  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bride-grooms  ear, 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage.  Now  he  goes 
With  no  leffe  prefence,  but  with  much  more  love 

Then  young  Alcidcs,  when  he  did  redeem  . 
The  Virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  Sea-monfter  :  I  ftand  frir  facrificc, 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives : 

With  bleared  vifages  come  forth,  to  vievy 

The  iffue  of  th'  exploit ;  Go  Hercules^ 
Live  thou,  I  livc,with  much  much  more  difmay 

1  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  fray. Here  Mufick^  . 

A  Song  thz  whilfl  Baffanio  comments  on  the  i 
C*skjts  to  himfelf. 

Tell  me  where  is  f ancle  bred, 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  : 

How  begot)  how  ttourlfhed.  Reality  reflle. 
It  is  engendred  in  the  eyes, 

JVith  gazing  fed,  and  Fancie  dies, 
In  the  cradle  w  here  it  lies  : 

Let  us  all  ring  Fancies  Jkjttll. 
Pic  begin  it. 

Ding,  dong,  bell, 
All.  Ding,d'»g,Bel!.. 

Baf.  So  may  the  outward  fhowes  be  lcaft  themfelves, 

The  world  is  ftill  deceiv'd  with  ornament. 
In  Law  what  Plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 

But  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voyce, 
Obfcurcs,  the  fhow  of  evil  ?  In  Religion, 
Wrnc  damned  errour,  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  blefTe  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  groflcneffc  with  fair  ornament :  . 
There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  aflumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts ; 

How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 

As  ftayrcs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  (JMarj  ? 
Who  inward  fearcht,  have  livers  white  as  milk, 
And  thefe  affumc  but  valours  excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.  Look  on  beauty, 

And  you  (lull  fee  'tis  purchaft  by  the  weight , 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 

Make  them  lighteft  that  wear  moft  of  it : 
So  are  thofe  crifped  fnakie  golden  locks 
Which  makes  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  winde 

Upon  fuppofed  fairneffe,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowrie  of  a  fecond  head , 
The  fcullthat  bred  them  in  the  Sepulcher. 
Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guilded  fhore 
To  a  moft  dangerous  fea  :  the  bcautious  fcarfe 
Vailing  an  Indian  beauty  :  Jn,  a  word, 
The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  intrap  the  wifeft.  Therefore  thou  gaudy  gold, 
Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee, 

Nor  none  of  thee  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 

'Twccn  man  and  man :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought  > 

Thy  palenefle  moves  me  more  than  eloquence , 
And  herechoofcT,  joy  be  the  confequence. 

Por.  How  all  the  other  palTions  fleet  to  ay  re  j 

Asdoubtfull  thoughts,  and  rafh  ernbrae'd  defpair : 
And  fhuddring  fear,  and  green-eyed  jealoufic. 
0  love  be  moderate,  allay  thy  eittafic, 

In  meafurc  rain  thy  joy,  leant  this  exceffe, 
1  fed  too  much  thy  bldTing,  make  it  leffe , 
For  fear  I  furfet. 

Baf.  What  findT  here  > 
Fair  Portias  counterfeit.  What  demy  god 

Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  move  thefe  eyes  > 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  bals  of  mine 

Seem  they  in  motion?  Here 'are  fcvcr'd'lips 
Parted  with  fugar  breath,  fofweet  a  barre 
Should  fundcr  fuch  fweet  friends:  here  in  her  haiies 

The  Painter  playes  the  Spider  and  hath  woven 

A  golden  mcfh  t'intrap  the  hearts  of  men 
Fafter  then  Gnats  in  Cobwebs :  but  her  eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  doe  them  ?  having  made  one, 

Me  thinks  it  fhould  have  power  to  fteal  both  his 
And  leave  it  felfe  unfumifht :  Yet  look  how  far 

The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  thisfhadow 
Inunderprifing,  fo  far  this  fhadow 

Doth  limp  behind  the  fubftance.  Here's  the  fcrowlc , 
The  continent,  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

.     Tost  that  choofe  not  by  the  view, 

Chance  as  fair,  and  chotfe  as  true. 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you, 
Be  content,  and  ftek^no  new. 

If  you  be  wellpleaftd  with  this, 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  bliffe, 
Turn  you  where  your  Lady  ts, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kjjfe. 

;  uvpKVp  ui.  ;i  t^woa  3/idvv  %Vi-  v."  v  wort  wr>H  .n\?. A  gentle  fcrowle ;  Fair  Lady,  by  your  leave, 
I,  come     note  to  give,aitd  to  receive, 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  peoples  qyes ; 

Hearing  applaufe  and  uriivcrfall  fhout, 
Giddy  in  fpirit,  ftill  gazing  in  a  doubt 
Whether  thofe  peaks  of  praife  be  his  or  no. 

S< 
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S-)  thrice  fair  Lady  ftand  I  even  fo, 
,  As  doubtfull  whether  what  I  fee  be  trtic  , 

|  Urftill  confirmed,  fign'd,  ratified  by  you. 
Per,  You  fee  my  Lord  Baftanio  where  I  ftand , 

j  Such  as  I  am  ;  though  for  my  felf  alone 
;  I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh ,. 

j  To  wifh  my  felf  much  better,  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  my  fclf, 

A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  time's 
More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  account , 

I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends , 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  lumme  of  me 

Is  fumme  of  nothing  :  which  to  tcrme  in  grofle, 

Is  an  unleffoned  Girl,unfchoord)unprac~tiz'd : 
j  Happy  is  this,  (he  is  not  yet  fo  old 

But  (The  may  learn  :  happier  then  in  this 
She  is  not  bread  fo  dull  but  (he  can  learn ; 

.  Happieft  of  all  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 

'  Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  directed , 
'  As  from  her  Lord,  her  Govcrnour,  her  King. 
My  fe!f,and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 

!  Is  now  converted.  But  now  I  was  the  Lord 

OfthisfairManfion,Mafterof  my  Servants, 

Qwccn  o're  my  felf,  and  even  now  :  but  now 
This  Houfe,  thefe  Servants,  and  this  fame  my  felf 

Are  yours,  my  Lord,  I  give  them  with  this  Ring, 
Which  when  you  part  from,  loofcor  giveaway, 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruine  of  your  love, 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Baf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 
Onely  my  blood fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins , 
And  there  is  fuch  confufion  in  my  powers, 
As  after  fomc  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafcd  multitude, 
Where  every  fomcthing  being  blent  together, 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy 
Exprcft,and  notexpreft:  but  when  this  Ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence, 

0  then  be  hold  to  fay  Bahama's  dead. 
Nf r.  My  Lord  and  Lady,  it  is  now  our  time 

That  have  ftcod  by  and  feen  our  wifhes  profper, 

To  cry  good  joy,  good  joy  my  Lord  and  Lady. 
Gra.  My  Lord  Brjfanio^  and  my  gentle  Lady, 

1  w-ifh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifh : 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wifh  none  from  me  ; 
And  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnize 

Thcba  rgain  of  y  our  faith  :  I  doe  befecchyou 
Even  at  thatthnc  I  may  be  married  too. 

Baf  With  ail  my  heart,  fo  thou  canft  get  a  Wife. 
Gra.  I  thank  yout  Lordfhip,  you  have  got  mc  one. 

My  eyes  my  Lord  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours  • 
You  faw  the  Miftris,  I  beheld  the  Maid : 

You  lov'd,  I  lov'd  for  intermiffion, 
No  more  pertains  to  me  my  Lord  than  you ; 
Your  fortune  flood  upon  the  caskets  there, 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls : 
For  wooing  heat  untill  I  fweat  again, 
And  fwearingtill  my  very  rough  was  dry 
Withoathes  of  love,  at  laft,  if  promife  laft, 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here 
To  have  her  love :  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchicv'd  her  Miftrelfe. 

.    Par.  Is  this  true  N'errifa. 
Ner.  Madam  it  is  lb,  fp  you  ftand  pleas'd  withall. 
Baf.  And  doe  you  Gratiant  mean  good  faith? 

m 

Gra.  Yes  faith  my  Lord. 
Baf,  Our  feaft  fhall  be  much  honoured  in  your  mar- 

riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  boy  for  a  thou- 
j  fand  Ducats. 

j     Ntr.  What  and  ftake  down  ? 
Gra.  No>  we  fhall  ne're  win  at  that  fport,  arid  ftake 

down. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  Lorenzo  arid  hislnfidell? 

What  and  my  old  Venetian  friend  Salcrio  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jejficat  and  Salens 

Baf.  Lorenzo  and  Salerio,  welcome  hither. 

If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  iritercft  here  , 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome  :  by  your  leave 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  Countrimcri 
Sweet  Partis  welcome. 

Tor,  So  doe  I  my  Lord,  they  are  intirely  welcome. 
Lor.  I  thank  your  honour  5  for  my  part  my  Lord^ 

My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here, 
But  meeting  with  Saleria  by  the  way, 
Hee  did  intreat  me  paft  all  faying  nay 

To  come  with  him  along. 
Sat.  I  did  my  Lord. 

And  have  reafonfor  it,  Signior  AnthonU 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Baf.  Ere  I  ope  this  Letter 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick  my  Lord,  unleffcit  be  in  mindj, 
Nor  well,  unleflc  in  mirid  ;  his  Letter  there 

Will  fhew  you  his  cftate. 

Opens  the  Letter ; 
Gra.  Nerrijfa,  cheer  yond  ftranger,bid  her  welcome. 

Your  hand  Sa/erioy  what's  the  newes  from  Venice  } 
How  doth  that  royall  Merchant  good  %/€nthtnio^ 
I  know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  fuccefle> 

We  are  the  Jafoxsy  we  have  won  the  fleece. 
Sal.  I  would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft. 
Par.  There  are  fomc  fhrewd  contents  in  yond  fame 

Paper , 

That  fteals  the  colour  from  Bafianio's  checkj  , 
Some  dear  friend  dead,  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  conftitution 

Of  any  conftant  man.  What  worfc  and  worfc  ? 
With  leave  B ajj aula  I  am  half  your  fclf, 
And  muft  freely  have  the  halfe  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you, 

Baf.  O  fweet  Portia, 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words 
That  ever  blotted  paper.  Gentle  Lady, 
When  I  did  firft  irnpart  my  love  to  you* 

I  freely  told  you  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins :  I  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  then  I  told  you  true :  and  yet  dear  Lady , 

Rating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  fhall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  Braggart,  when  I  told  you 

My  ftate  was  nothing,!  fhould  then  bave  told  yoti 

That  I  was  worfe  then  nothing .-'  for  indeed 
I  have  ingag'd  my  fclf  to  a  dear  friend, 
Ingag'd  my  friend  to  his  meer  enemy 
To  feed  my  meanes.  Here  is  a  Letter  Ladys 
The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend , 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound 

Iffuing  life  blood.  But  is  it  xxwzSalerio  ? 



176 
The  <£\£er  chant  of  Venice. 

Hath  all  his  ventures  fa i I'd  j  whac  not  one  hit'!     #  i  ' 
From  Tripi/lis,twm  Afcxico,  and  EtigUvdy 
From,  Lisbon,  Bdrbarj,  and  India, 
And  not  one  VeflTdl  fcape  the  dreadfull  touch 

Of  Merchant-marring  Rocks? 
Sal.  Not  one  my  Lord. 

BefidcSjit  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  money  to  difchargc  the  Jew, 
He  wottld  not  take  it :  never  did  I  ftnow 

A  creature  thru  d  id  bear  the  fhape  of  man 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man. 
He  piics  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night, 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedome  of  the  Mate 
If  chey  deny  him  jufHce.  Twenty  Merchants, 
The  Duke  himfclf,and  the  Magnificoes 

■  Of  greateft  port  have  allperfwadcd  with  him, 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture  of  jtifticc,  and  his  bond. 

Jef  When  I  was  with  him,  1  have  heard  him  fwear 

J.  To  Tuball and  to  Chus,  hisCountrimeri, 

,  That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  Rifa, 
Then  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fummc 
That  he  did  owe  him :  and  I  know  my  Lord  y 
If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not , 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthenio. 

Tor.  Is  it  your  dedr  friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 
J?*/..  The  dcaieft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeftman, 

The  belt  condition'd,  and  unwearied  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefics t  and  one  in  whom 

The  ancient  Romane  honour  more  appcares 
Then  any  that  drawes  breath  in  Italy. 

Tor.  What  futxime  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 
Baf,  For  me  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
Tor.  What,  no  more? 

Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond : 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 

Before  a  friend:  of  this  defcription 

;  Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Ba/fanio's  fauk. 
Firft  go  with  me  to  Church,  and  call  me  wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  : 

For  nev«r  (hall  you  lie  by  Portia's  fide 
Withan  unquiet  foul.  You  fhall  have  gold 
To  pay  the^etty  debt  twenty  times  over. 
Wtan  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along, 
My  maid  Nerriffa,  and  my  felf  mean  time 

\  Will  live  as  Maids  and  Widows ;  come  away, 
For  ycu  fhall  hence  upon  your  wedding  day  : 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  fhow  a  merry  cheer  , 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  Letter  of  your  friend. 

Sweet  Baffanio,  my  (hips  have  all  mif carried,  my  Cre- 
ditorf grow  cruell,  my  estate  is  very  lot*,  my  bond  to  the 

\  Jew  is  forfeit,&  fince  in  paying  it, it  is  impossible  I  fhould 
live,  all  debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  I,  if  I  might 
fee  yon  at  my  death  :  notwithftanding  ufe  your  pleaf ure,tf 
your  love  doe  not  per f  wade  you  to  come,  let  not  my  Letter. 

Tor,  Olove  !  difpatch  all  bufineiTc  and  be  gone. 
Baf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  haftc  ;  but  till  I  come  again  ̂  

No  bed  fhall  e're  be  guilty  of  my  ftay, 
Nor  reft  beinterpofer  *twixt  us  twain.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Jew.  and  Solanio,  and  Anthouio  , 
and  the  Jaylor. 

J  ext.  Jay  Jor,  look  to  him,  tell  not  rae  of  mercy, 

This  is  thefool  that  lends  out  money  gratis, 

Jaylor,  look  to  him. 
aAnt.  Hear  me  yet  good  Shylicke. 
Jew .  Tie  have  my  bond,  fpeak  not  againft  ray  bond, 

I  have  fworn  an  oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond : 
Thou  calPdft  me  dog  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe, 
But  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  phangs , 
The  Duke  fhall  grant  me  jufticc :  I  doe  wonder 

Thou  naughty  Jaylor,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

nAnt.  I  pray  thee  hear  tne  fpeak. 
Jew.  ric  have  my  bond,  I  will  not  hear  thet  fpeak> 

Pic  have  my  bond,  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 

Tie  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  fool, 
To  fhake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh,  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  interceflburs  :  follow  not, 

I'le  have  no  fpeaking,  I  will  have  my  bond.   Exit.  Jew. 
Sel.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  curre 

That  ever  kept  with  men. 
Ant.  Let  him  alone, 

I'le  follow  him  no  more  with  bootleffe  praycH : 
He  feeks  my  life,  his  reafon  well  I  know ; 

I  oft  dehver'd  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  mone  to  m?, 

Therefore  he  hates  me.  
*** 

Sel.  I  am  Cure  the  Duke  will  never  grant  this  forfei- 
ture to  hold. 

An.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfc  of  law ; 
For  the  commodity  that  ftrangers  have 
With  us  in  Venieey  if  it  be  denied, 

Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  State, 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  City 
Confifteth  of  all  Nations.  Therefore  go, 

Thefe  griefs  and  lofles  have  fo  bated  me, 
That  I  fhall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefh 
To  morrow  to  my  blocdy  Creditor. 

Well  Jaylor,  on,  pray  God  Baffanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not.  Exeunt. 

Snttr  Portia,  Nerriffa,  Lorenzo,  J'ffica,  a  man  of Portiaes. 

Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefence , 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 

Of  god-like  amity,  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  Lord. 

But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fhew  this  honour , 
How  true  a  Gentleman  you  fend  relief, 

How  dear  a  lover  of  my  Lord  your  Husband, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work 
Then  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

For.  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 

Nor  (hall  not  now  :  for  in  companions 
That  doc  convcrfe  and  wafte  the  time  together, 
WhoCe  foules  doc  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love, 

There  muft  be  needs  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners  and  of  fpirit , 
Which  makes  me  think  that  this  Anthonio 

Being  the  bofome  lover  of  my  Lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  Lord.  If  it  be  fo, 
How  little  is  the  coft  I  have  beftowed 

In  purchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul, 
From  out  the  ftatc  of  hcllifh  cruelty. 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felf, 
Therefore  no  more  of  it :  here  other  things, 
LorennoJ.  commit  into  your  hands, 

* 
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j  The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe, 
\  Untillmy  Lords  return  ;  for  mine  own  part 

]  I  have  toward  heaven  brcath'd  a  fecret  voWj 
!  To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation, 
■  Onely  attended  by  Ncrrlffa  here, 
1  Untill  her  husband  and  my  Lords  return  : 
There  is  a  monaftery  two  miles  off, 

And'therewe  will  abide.  I  doe  defirc  you 
Not  to  deny  this  impofition, 
The  which  my  love  and  fomc  neceffity 
Now  layes  upon  you. 

L*r.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart, 

I  fhall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands; 
For.  My  people  doe  already  know  my  minds, 

And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jefsica 
In  place  of  Lord  Bajfanio  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well  till  we  fhall  meet  again* 

Lor.  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  houres  attend  on  you. 
Ief.  I  wifh  your  Ladifhip  all  hearts  content. 

For.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifhj  and  am  well  pleas'd To  wifh  it  back  on  you  :  fare  you  well  Iefsiea.  Exeunt. 
Now  Balthaz,aryzsl  have  ever  found  thee  honeft  true, 
So  let  me  find  thee  ftill :  take  this  fame  Letter, 

And  ufe  thou  all  the  endeavour  of  a  man, 
In  fpeed  to  Mantuay  fee  thou  render  this 

Into  my  Coufin's  hand,  Doctor  Bellarlo , 
And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee, 

Bring  them  I  pray  thee  with  imagin'd  fpeed 
Unto  the  Trane6r,  to  the  common  Feme 
Which  trades  to  Venice ;  wafte  no  time  in  words , 

But  get  thee  gone,  I  fhall  be  there  before  thee. 
Bal.  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed. 
Vo,  Come  on  Nerrljfa^  I  have  work  in  hand 

That  you  yet  know  not  of,  wc'Jl  fee  our  husbands 
Before  they  think  of  us  ? 

Ner.  Shail  they  fee  us  ? 

For.  They  fhall  Nerrijfa :  but  in  fuch  a  habit, 
That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  that  we  lack ;  Tie  hold  thee  any  wager 
When  we  arc  both  accoutred  like  young  men, 

I'lc  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  Dagger  with  the  braver  grace, 
And  fpeak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy , 
With  a  reed  voyce,  and  turn  two  mincing  fteps 
Into  a  manly  ftride,  and  fpeak  of  frayes 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth :  and  tdl  quaint  lies 
How  honourable  Ladies  fought  my  love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died. 

I  could  not  doc  withall :  then  I'lc  repent , 
And  with  for  all  that,  that  I  had  notkiU'd  them  ; 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  Tie  tell 
That  men  fhall  fwearl  have  difcontinued  fchoole 

Above  a  twelvemoncch  :  I  have  within  my  minde 
Athoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jacks, 
Which  I  will  pra&ice. 

Ner.  Why,  fhall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

For.  Fie,  what  a  queft  ion's  that, 
If  thou  wcrt  near  a  leud  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  Pie  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  Coach,  which  ftayes  for  us 
At  the  Parke  Gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  wc  rnufr  meafurc  twenty  miles  to  day.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Clown  and  Iefsiea. 

Clown.  Yci  truly  ;  for  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  Father 

arc  to  belaid  upon  the  children  j  therefore  I  promifeyou, 
I  fear  you,  I  was  alwayes  plain  with  you,  and  fo  how  I 

fpeak  my  agitation  of  the  matter :  therefore  be  pf  good 

cheer,  for  truly  I  think  you  are  damn'd,  there  is  but  one 
hope  in  it  that  can  doe  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a 
kind  of  baftaid  hope  neither. 

Ief.  And  what  hope  is  that  I  pray  thee  ? 

Clow.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father 

got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's  Daughter. 
Ief.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard  hope  indeed,  fo  the 

fins  of  my  Mother  fhould  be  vifited  upon  me. 
Clow.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damned  both  by  Fa- 

ther and  Mother,  thus  when  I  fhun  S cilia  your  Father,  I 
fall  into  Charibiis  your  Mother ;  well,  you  are  gone  both 
wayes. 

Ief.  I  fhall  be  faved  by  my  Husband,  he  hath  made 
mc  a  Ghriftian. 

Clow.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he,  wc  were  Chrifti- 

ans  enow  before^  e'ne  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by 
another  :  this  making  of  Chriftians  will  raife  rhe  price  of 
Hogs,  if  we  grow  all  to  be  Porkc-eaters ,  we  fhall  not 
fhortly  have  arafher  on  the  coales  for  money. 

Enter  Lorenzo, 

Ief.  I'lc  tell  my  Husband  Lancelet  what  you  fay,  here he  comes. 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly  Lancelet %  if 

you  thus  get  my  Wife  into  corners  ? 
/<r/.Nay  you  need  not  fear  us  Lorenzo ,  Lancelet  and 

I  are  out,  he  tells  me  flatly  there  is  no  mercy  for  me  in 
heaven,  becaufc  I  am  a  Jcwcs  daughter  :  and  he  fayes 
you  are  no  good  member  of  the  common- wealth,  for  in 
converting  Jews  to  Chriftians,  yon  raifc  the  priee  of Porke. 

Lor.  I  fhall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  Common-wealth 

than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  Negroes  belly  :  the 
Moore  is  with  Childe  by  you  Lancelet. 

Clow.  It  is  much  that  the  Moore  fhould  be  more  then 

reafon:  butiffhebe  leffe  then  an  honeft  woman,  fhe  is 
indeed  more  then  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word,  I  think 
the  beft  grace  of  wit  will  fhortly  turn  into  filence ,  and 
difcourfe grow  commendable  in  none  onely  but  Parrats; 

go  in  firra,  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner  ? 
Clow.  That  is  done  fir,  they  have  allftoniacks  > 
Lor.  Goodly  Lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you,  then 

bid  them  prepare  dinner. 
Clow,  That  is  done  too  fir,  onely  cover  h  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  than  fir? 
Clow.  Not  fo  fir  neither,  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion,  wilt  thou 
fhew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftant ;  I  pray 

thee  underftand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  meaning* :  go 
to  thy  fellows,  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferve  in  the  meat 
and  wc  wiil  come  in  to  dinner. 

Clow.  For  the  table  fir,  it  (hall  be  ferv'd  in,  for  the 
meat  fir,  it  fhall  be  covered,  for  your  comining  in  to  din- 

ner fir,  why  let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits  fhall  go- 
vern. Exit  Clown. 

Lor.  O  dear  difcrction,  how  his  words  are  luted, 

The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 

An  Army  of  good  words,  and  I  doe  Anow 
A  many  fools  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
Garnifht  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  word 

Defie  the  matter  :  how  checr'ft  thou  Jejfica, 
And  now  good  fwect  fay  thy  opinion, 

How 
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How  doft  thou  like  the  Lord  BaffanWs  wife  ? 

Jef.  Pair  all  exprclfing,  k  is  very  meet 
The  Laid  Bafianio  live  an  upright  life 
For  having  fuch  a  blclfing  in  his  Lady, 
He  findes  the  joyes  of  heaven  here  on  earth, 
And  if  on  earth  he  doe  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reafon  he  fhould  never  come  to  heaven  ? 

Why,  if  two  gods  fhould  play  fome  heavenly  match, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia,  one  ;  there  muff  be  fomething  clfe 

Pawn'd  with  the  other,  for  the  poor  rude  world Hath  not  her  fellow. 
ho.  Even  fuch  a  husband 

Haft  thou  of  me,  as  fhe  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef.  Nay,  but  aske  my  opinion  too  of  that  ? 

Lor.  I  will  anon,  fir  ft  let  us  go  to  dinner  f 

Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praifc  you  while  I  have  a  ftomack  ? 

Lor^  No  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table  talkc, 

Then  howfom  ere  thou  fpcak'ft  'mong  other  things, 
I  fhall  digeft  it  f 

Jef.  Well,  I'lefct  you  forth.  Etceunt. 

ABm  Quartus. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Magmficoes^Anthonlo^  Bafjanie, 
and  GratidHO. 

Duk.  What,  is  *A"nthonio  here  ? 
Ant.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  grace  ? 
Dtt.  I  am  forry  for  thee,  thou  art  come  to  anfwer 

A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhumane  wretch, 
Uncapable  of  piety,  void,  and  empty 
From  any  dramme  of  mercy. 

Atit^  I  have  heard 
Your  grace  hath  tane  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rigorous  courfc  :  but  finee  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawfull  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envies  reach,  I  doe  oppofe 

My  patience  to  his  fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer  with  a  quietnefle  of  fpirit, 

The  very  tiranny  and  rage  of  his. 
2)«.  Go  one  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 

Sal.  He  is  ready  at  the  door,  he  comes  my  Lord. 

Enter  Shylockj. 

Dh.  Make  room,  and  let  him  ftand  before  our  face. 

Shylockj^  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 

That  thou  but  lead'ftthis  fafhion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  laft  hour  of  aft,  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thou'lt  fhew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrangc, 
Than  is  thy  ftrangc  apparent  cruelty, 

And  where  thou  now  exa&'ft  the  penalty, 
Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  Merchant's  flefh, 
Thou  wilt  not  onely  loofe  the  forfeiture , 

But  touch'd  with  humane  gentleneffe  and  love, 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal], 
Glancing  an  eye  of  pitty  on  his  loffes 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back, 
Enow  to  preffc  a  royall  Merchant  down  ; 
And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 
From  braflie  bofomes,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint, 
From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tarters  never  traind 

To  offices  of  tender  courtcfie, 

We  allexpc&a  gentle  anfwer  Jew  ? 
Jew.  1  have  poffeft  your  grace  of  what  I  purpofe, 

And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  cf  my  bond, 

j  If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  Charter,  and  your  Cities  freedome. 

You'll  aske  me  why  I  rather  choofe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flefh,  then  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  Tie  not  anfwer  that : 

But  fay  it  is  my  humour  ;  Is  it  anfwercd  ? 
What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  Rat, 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  Ducats 
To  have  it  bain'd  ?  What,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? Some  men  there  arc  love  not  a  gaping  Pigge : 
Some  that  arc  mad,  if  they  behold  a  Cat : 

And  others,  when  the  Bag-pipe  fings  i'th'  nofe, 
Cannot  contain  their  Urine  for  affe&ion. 

Mafters  of  pa(Tion  fwayes  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loathes,  now  for  your  anfwer  : 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  rend  red 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  Pigge  ? 

Why  he  a  harmleffe  neceflary  Cat  ? 

Why  he  a  woollen  Bag- pipe  :  but  of  force 
Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame, 

As  to  offend  himfelf  being  offended  • 
So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  then  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing 
I  bear  Anthonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  loofing  fuit  againft  him  ?  Are  you  anfwercd  > 
Baf.  This  is  no  anfwer  thou  unfeeling  man, 

To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Jew.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwer. 
Baf  Doe  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  doe  not  love? 
Jew.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 
Baf.  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 

Jew.  What,  would' ft  thou  have  a  Serpent  fting  thee 
twice  > 

Ant.  I  pray  youthink  you  queftion  with  a  Jew  : 
You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  be  at  his  ufuall  height, 
Or  even  as  well  ufe  queftion  with  the  Wolfe, 
The  Ewe  bleat  for  the  Lamb:  when  you  behold, 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  Mountain  Pine? 

To  wagge  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noifc 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  heaven  : 
You  may  zs  well  doe  any  thing  moft  hard , 
As  feek  to  foften  that,  than  which  what  harder  ? 
His  Jewifh  heart.  Therefore  I  doe  befeech  you 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  meanes , 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 

Let  me  have  judgement,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 
Baf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  Ducats  here  is  fix. 
Jew.  If  every  Ducat  in  fix  thoufand  Ducats 

Were  in  fix  parts,  and  every  part  a  Ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond  ? 

Dh.  How  fhaltthou  hope  for  mercy,  rendring  none? 

Jew.  What  judgement  fhall  I  dread  doing  no  wrong? 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  flave, 
Which  like  your  Afles,and  your  Dogs  and  Mules, 
You  ufe  in  abjeft  and  in  fla  villi  part, 

Bccaufe  you  bought  them.  Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 

Why  fweat  they  under  burthens  ?  Let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  yours:  and  let  their  pallats 

B  efcafon'd  with  fuch  Viands:  you  willanfvscr 

The 
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The  flavesare  ours.  So  doc  I  anfwer  you. 

!  The  pound  of  fkfh  which  I  demand  of  him 

J  Js  dearly  boi'ght,  'cis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  Law, 

■  There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  V enlce  • 
j  I  ftand  for  judgement, anfwer,  fhall  I  have  it  ? 

Du.  Upon  my  power  I  may  difmiflc  this  Court, 
Unleffe  Bellarlo  a  learned  Doftor, 
Whom  I  have  ferjt  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal-  My  Lord,  here  ftayes  without 
A  MefTenger  with  Letters  from  the  Doctors 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Dh.  Bring  us  the  Letters,  Callthe  Meffengers. 
Baf.  Good,  cheer  ̂ Anthonio.  What  man,courage  yet : 

The  Jew  fhall  have  my  flefh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  fhalt  loofe  forme  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  Weather  of  the  flock, 
Meeteftfor  death,the  weakeft  kind  of  fruit 

Drops  earlieft  to  the  ground, fo  let  me  ; 

You  cannot  better  be  employ 'd  Baffanlo, 
Then  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  Epitaph. 

Enter  Nerlffa.  . 

'  Du.  Came  you  from  Padua  from  Bellarlo  ? 
Ner.  From  both. 

My  Lord  Bellarlo  greets  your  Grace. 

"  ̂H^af.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly? lew.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrout  there. 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  foale,  but  on  thy  foul  harfh  Jew 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  knife  keen:  but  no  mtetall  can  , 
No,  not  the  hangmans  Axe  bear  half  the  keerineffe 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.  Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  f 

lew.  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  damn'd  inexorable  do? , 

And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accus'd  : 
Thou  alrroft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  faith  ; 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfeives 

Into  the  trunks  of  men.  Thy  currifh  fpirit 

Govern'd  a  Woolf,  wfho  hang'd  for  humane  (laughter, 
Even  from  the  Gallows  did  his  fell  foul  fleet ; 

And  whil'ft  thou  layeft  in  thy  unhallowed  Damme, 
Infus'd  itfelfin  thee  :  For  thy  defires 

Arc  Woolvifh,  bloody,  ftei  v'd,  and  ravenous. 
lew.  Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my  bond  • 

Thou  but  ofFcnd'ft  thy  Lungs  to  fpeal  fo  loud: 
Repair  thy  wit  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  endleffe  mine.  I  Rand  here  for  Law. 

Du.  This  Letter  from  Bellarlo  doth  commend 

A  young  and  Learned  Doctor  in  our  Court ; 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ner.  Heattehdeth  here  hard  by 

To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him. 
Du.  With  all  my  heart.  Some  three  or  four  of  you 

Go  give  him  courteous  conduit  to  this  place  , 

Mean  time  the  Court  fhall  hear  Bellar'to1*,  Letter. 

ej^Our  Grace  fhall  understand,  that  at  the  recelt  of  your 
Letter  I  am  very  fickj.  but  in  the  Instant  that  your 

mejj  enger  came,  in  loving  vlfitatlon  was  with  me  a  young' 
Dotlor  of%ome,  his  name  is  Balthafar  .•  I  acquainted 
him  with  the  Cafe  in  controverjie,  between  the  lew  nnd 

Anthonio  the  Merchant :  We  turn'd  ore  many  Books  to- 
gether: he  is  furnlfhed  with  my  opinion,  which  bettered 

with  his  own  learning,  the  greatneff  'e  whereof  I  cannot 
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awugh  QJ0&ie''d,  comes  with  him  at  my  infport  unity,  to 
fill  iff  yoTHTGt::Ces  recjHfjl  in  my  fiend.  I  befeech  you,  let 
his  Lich^of  yearesbe  no  impediment  to  let  him  lacl^a re- 

j  verend  efilm.it  ion  -.for  I  never  kjiew  fo  young  a  body, with 
!  Jo  old  a  head.  I  leave  him  to  your  gracious  acceptance 

1  whofe  triall (hall  better  publifh  his  commendation. 

■  ■  •        Enter  Tortia  for  Balthafar 
Du.  You  hear  the  learn'd  Bellarlo  what  he  writes 

And  here  (I  take  it)  i?the  Doctor  come. 
Give  me  your  hand:  Came  you  from  old  Bellarlo  } 

Por.  I  did  my  Lord. 
Du.  You  are  welcome  :  take  ̂ our  place  j 

Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  Court, 

Por.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  Cafe. 
Which  is  the  Merchant  here  ?  and  which  the  Jew  ? 

Du.  Anthonio  and  old  Shylocke,  both  ftand  forth. 

Por.  Is  your  name  Shylocke. 
lew.  Shylocke  is  my  name. 
Por.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fute  you  follow  , 

Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  Law 

Cannot  impugne  you  as  you  doe  proceed. 
You  ftand  within  his  danger,  doe  you  not  ? 

Ant.  I,  fo  hefayes. 

Por.  Doe  you  confefle  the  bond? An.  I  doe. 

Por.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful!. 
lew.  On  what  compulfton  muft  I  ?  Tell  me  that. 

Por.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd, 
Itdroppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath.  It  is  twice  blcft,  i 
It  bleffethhim  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes, 

'Tis  mighticft  in  the  mightieff,  it  becomes 
The  throned  Monarch  better  than  his  Crown.  . 

His  Scepter  fhewes  the  force  oftemporall  power. 
The  attribute. to  awe  and  Ma  jefty, 

Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  0nd  fear  of  Kings: 
But  mercy  is  above  this  fecptred  fway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings, 

It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf ;  - 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  fhew  likeft  Gods 
When  mercy  feafons  Juftice.  Therefore  Jew^ 

Though  Juftice  be  thy  pica,  confidcr  this, 
7  hat  in  the  courfe  of  Juftice,  none  of  us 

Should  fee  falvation  :  we  doe  pray  for  mercy ,  ■ 
And  that  fame  prayer,doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.  I  have  fpoke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  : 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftricSl  courfe  of  Venice 

Muft  needs  give  fentence  againft  the  Merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  deeds  upon  my  head,  I  crave  the  Law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Por.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

Baf.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court  , 
Yea,  twice  the  fumme,  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 

I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o' re, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart : 

If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear- 
That  malice  beares  down  truth.  AnH  I  befeech  you 
Wrcft  once  the  Law  to  your  authority. 

To  doe  a  great  right,  doe  a  little  wrong. 
And  curbe  this  cruel  1  devil  of  his  will. 

Por.  It  muft  not  be,  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftablifhed  : 

'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  Prefidenr, 

And 
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And  many  an  crrourby  the  fame  example  ;  q| 
Will  fifti  inco  [!1C  rtate:  It  cannot  be. 

A  Daniel  come  to  judgement,  yea  a  Daniel. 

O  wife  young  Judge,  how  doe  I  honour  thee. 

Por.  r  pray  you  look  upon  the  bond. 

lew.  Here  'tis  moft  reverend  Doctor,  here  it  is. 

Por.  Shylockf,  ther's  thrice  thy  money  offered  thee. 
Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heaven  : 

Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  Soul  ? 
^o  not  for  Venice. 

Por.  Why  this  bond  is  forfeit, 
And  lawfully  bv  this  the  Jew  may  claime 

A  pound  of  flefli,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  Merchants  heart ;  be  mercifull, 

Take  thrice  thy  money,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 
[erv.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenure. 

It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  Judge : 
You  know  the  Law,  your  cxpofition 
Hath  been  moft  found.  I  charge  you  by  the  Law , 

Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgement :  By  my  foul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me  :  I  ftay  here  on  my  bond. 

An.  Moft  heartily  I  doe  befeech  the  Court 

To  give  the  judgement. 
P$r.  Why  then  thus  it  is  : 

You  muft  prepare  your  bofome  for  his  knife. 
lew.  O  noble  Judge,  O  excellent  young  man. 
Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpofeof  the  Law 

Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 

Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

lew.  'Tis  very  true  :  O  wife  and  upright  Judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  then  thy  looks  ? 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofome. 
lew.  I,  his  breft, 

So  fayes  the  bond,  doth  itnot  noble  Judge  ? 
Neareft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Tor.  Itisfo:  Are  thett  balance  here  to  weigh  the 

flefh? 
lew.  I  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have  by  fome  Surgeon ,Shylockj,  on  your  charge 
To  (top  his  wounds,  leaft  he  fhould  bleed  to  death. 

lew.  It  is  not  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Por.  It  is  not  fo  expreft :  but  what  of  that  ? 

3Twere  good  you  doe  fo  much  for  charity. 
lew.  I  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 
Por.  Come  Merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay , 

Ant.  But  little  :  I  am  arm'dand  well  prepar'd, 
Give  me  your  hand  B affinity  fare  you  well. 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fain  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  fortune  fhewes  her  felf  more  kind 
Then  is  his  cuftome.  It  is  ftill  her  ufe 

To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth, 

To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow  • 
An  age  of  poverty.  From  which  lingring  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery,  doth  fhc  cut  me  off : 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  Wife, 

Tell  her  the  proceffe  of  Anthonio's  end  : 
Say  how  I  lov'd  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  death  : 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
Whether  Baffanio  had  not  once  a  Love : 

Repent  not  you  that  you  fhall  lofc  your  friend , 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  payes  your  debt, 
For  if  the  Jew  doe  cut  but  deep  enough  , 
Fie  pay  it  inftantly,  with  all  my  heart. 

Baf.  Anthomo^  I  am  married  to  a  wife, 

Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  it  felf, 

But  life  it  felf,  my  wife  and  all  the  world, 

Arc4not  with  me  eftcem'd  above  thy  life. 
I  would  lofe  all,  Ilacrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Por.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that , 
If  fhe  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra.  I  havea  Wife  whom  I  protcft  I  love, 

'.  would  fhc  were  in  heaven,  fo  flic  could 
ntreat  fome  power  to  change  thiscurrifh  Jew. 

Ntr.  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back, 
The  wifh  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe.  (ter 

lew,  Thcfe  be  the  Chriftian  husbands :  I  have  a  daugh- 
Would  any  of  the  ftock  oiBarrabas 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  then  a  Chriftian. 

We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  purfue  fentence. 
Por.  A  pound  of  that  fame  Merchants  flefh  is  thine, 

The  Court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 
lew.  Moft  rightfull  Judge. 

Par.  And  you  muft  cut  this  flefh  from  off  his  breaft, 
The  Law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it. 

lew.  Moft  learned  Judge,  a  fentence,  come  prepare. 
Por.  Tarry  a  little,  there  isfomcthing  elfe, 

This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  bloud , 
The  words  exprefly  are  a  pound  of  flefli : 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh, 
But  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doft  fned 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 

Are  by  the  Lawes  of  V tnice  conftfeate 
Unto  the  State  of  V (nice. 

Gra.  O  upright  Judge. 

Mark  Jew,  O  learned  Judge. 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 
Por.  Thy  felf  fhalt  fee  the  Acl: 

For  as  thou  urgeft  juftice,  be  affur'd Thou  fhalt  have  juftice  more  then  thou  defireft. 

Gra.  O  learned  Judge,  mark  Jew,  a  learned  Judge. 
lew.  I  take  this  offer  then,  pay  the  bond  thrice. 

And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 
Baf.  Here  is  the  money. 

Por.  Soft,  the  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice,  foft,  no  hafte, 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  O  Jew,  an  upright  Judge,  a  learned  Tudge. 
Por.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefh  , 

Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  leffe  nor  more 

But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh  •  if  thou  tak'ft  more 
Or  leffe  then  a  juft  pound,  be  it  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubftance, 
Or  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 

Of  one  poor  fcruple,  nay  if  the  fcale  doe  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair , 

Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confiscate. 

Gra.  A  fecond  cDaniely  a  Daniel  Jew, 
Now  infidell  I  nave  thee  on  the  hip. 

Por.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe,  take  thy  forfeiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  principal!,  and  let  me  go. 
Baf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee,  here  it  is. 

Per.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  Court, 
He  fhall  have  meerly  juftice  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel^ 

I  thank  thee  Jew  for  teaching  me  that  word. 
Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principall  ? 
Por.  Thou  fhalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 

To  be  taken  fo  at  thy  perill  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  Devil  give  him  good  bfit; 
I'le  ftay  no  longer  qucftion. 
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Por.  Tarry  jew, 
The  Law  hath  yec  another  hold  on  you. 
Tc  is  enacted  in  the  Lawes  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  proved  againft  an  Alien, 
That  by  direct,  or  indirect  attempts 
He  feck  the  life  of  any  Citizen, 

The  party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive, 
Shall  feize  one  half  his  goods,  the  ether  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  State , 
And  the  offenders  life  lies  in  the  mercy 

Of  the  Duke  onely,  'gainft  all  other  voyce. 
In  which  predicament  I  fay  thou  ftandft  : 
For  it  appcarcs  by  manifeft  proceeding , 

That  indirectly-,  and  dirc&ly  too 

Thou  had  tontriv'd  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant  :  and  thou  haft  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rchearft. 
Down  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 

Gra.  Beg  that  thou  maift  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felf, 
And  yet  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate , 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord , 

Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  ftates  charge. 
DhI^.  That  thou  (halt  fee  the  difference  of  our  fpirit3 

I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  askc  it : 

For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Ant  halo's ; 
The  other  halfe  comes  to  the  generall  ftatc, 
Which  humblenefle  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

Por.  I,for  the  ftatc,  not  for  Anthnlo. 

I  Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that , 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  doc  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe  :  you  take  my  life 
When  you  doe  take  the  meanes  whereby  I  live. 

Por.  What  merry  can  you  render  him  Anthnlo  > 

Gra.  A  Halter  Gratis,  nothing  elfe  for  (§o"ds  fake. 
Ant.  So  pleafe  my  Lord  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Court 

To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  good«, 
I  am  content  rfo  he  will  let  me  have 

The  other  halfe  in  ufc,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death,  unto  the  Gentleman 

That  lately  ftolc  his  daughter.  f 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favour 
He  prefently  become  a  Chriftian :  \ 
The  other,  that  he  doe  record  a  gift 
Here  in  the  Court  of  all  he  dies  pofTcft 
Unto  his  Son  Lorenzo,  and  his  Daughter. 
Hn\.  He  (hall  doe  this,  or  elfe  I  doe  recant 

The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 
Per.  Art  thou  contented  Jew  >  what  deft  thou  fay  ? 
Shy.  I  am  content. 
Por.  Clarke,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  from  heace , 
I  am  not  well,  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Ditkj.  Get  thee  gone,  but  doe  it. 
Gra.  In  Chriftning  thou  fhalthave  two  (Bodfatheis, 

Had  I  been  Judge,  thou  fhouldft  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  Gallows,  not  to  the  Font.  Exit, 

Dul^,  Sir,  I  entreat  you  with  me  home  to  dinner. 
Por.  I  humbly  doe  defire  your  Grace  of  pardon, 

I  muft  away  this  night  toward  Padua  , 
And  it  is  meet  I  prefently  fet  forth. 

Duk^  I  am  forry  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not : 
Anthnlo  gratifie  this  Gentleman , 

For  in  my  mind,  you  arc  much  bound  to  him. 
Exit  Bttkt  and  his  train, 

Bajf.  Meft  worthy  Gentleman,  I  and  my  friend 

f  Have  by  your  wifedome  been  this  day  acquitted 

|  Of  grievous  penalties,  in  lieu  whereof 
j  Three  thoufand  Ducats  due  unto  the  Jew 

I  We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  witbalK. 
j     Ant.  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above 
•  In  love  and  fervicc  to  you  evermore. 

Por.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisficd , 

And  I  delivering  you,  am  fatisficd, 
And  therein  doc  account  my  felf  well  paid. 

My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercinary. 
I  pray  you  know  me  when  we  meet  again, 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bajf.  Dear  fir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further  > 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us  as  a  tribute, 
Not  as  a  fee :  grant  me  two  things^  I  pray  you 

Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 
P$r.  You  preffe  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield  , 

Give  me  your  Gloves,  Tie  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  love  Tie  take  this  Ring  from  you,- 

j  Doe  not  draw  back  your  hand,  Tie  take  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  (hall  not  deny  mc  this  ? 

Saf.  This  Ring  good  fir,  alafs  it  is  a  trifle, 
;  I  will  not  fihame  rriy  felf  to  give  you  this. 

Par.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  onely  this,  *^ And  now  me  thinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Baf.  There's  more  depends  on  this  then  on  the  value, 
The  deareft  Ring  in  V tnlce  will  I  give  you, 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation, 

Onely  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

*Por.  I  fee  fir  you  are  liberall  in  offers, 
!  You  taught  mc  firft  to  beg,  and  now  mc  thinks 

You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  fhould  be  anfwer'd. Baf.  Good  fir,  this  Ring  was  given  me  by  my  Wife, 

And  when  (lie  put  it  on,  ftie  made  mc  vow 
ThSttI  fhould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

Por.  That  fcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts, 
And  if  your  Wife  be  not  a  mad  woman, 

And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  Ring } 
She  would  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever 

For  giving  it  to  mc  :  well,  peace  be  with  you.  Exeunt. 
,  Ant.  My  Lord  Bafanlo,  let  him  have  the  Ring, 

Let  his  defcrvings  and  my  love  withall 
Be  valued  againft  your  Wives  commandement; 

Baf.  Go  G ratlano,  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  hirn  the  Ring,  and  bring  him  if  thou  canft  ̂   ^ 

Unto  Anthonio's  houfe,  away,  make  haftc.    Exit  G ran. 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently  , 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both  , 

Flic  toward  BelmontjCome  ̂ yinthnio.  hxeunt. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerrljfa.        ,  ( 

Por.  Enquire  the  Jews  houfe  out,  give  him  this  deed, 

And  let  him  fign  it,  we'll  away  to  night , 
And  be  a  day  before  our  Husbands  home : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

Enter  G rati ano. 

Gra.  Fair  fir,  you  are  well  o'retane : 
My  Lord  Bajfanlo  upon  more  advice, 

Hath  fent  you  here  this  Ring,  and  doth  inricai 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

Por.  That  cannot  be  ; 

His  Ring  I  doe  accept  moft  thankfully, 

And  fo  I  pray  you  tell  him :  furthermore, 

I  pray  you  fhew  my  youth  old  Shylock^  houfe, Gratl.  That  will  I  doe. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you  : 

Q;  I'ic 
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I'le  fee  if  I  can  get  my  Husbands  Ring 
Which  I  did  make  him  f wear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Por. Thou  mailt  I  warrant,  we  fhallhave  old  fwcaving 
That  they  did  give  the  Rings  away  to  men  ; 

But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  ont-fwear  them  too  : 

Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 
Ner.  Come  good  fir,  will  you  fhew  me  to  this  houfc. 

ExtHHt. 

AUm  Quintus. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jtjfica. 

Lor.  The  Moon  fhin'es  bright.  In  fuch  anight  as  this, 
When  the  fwect  wind  did  gently  kiffe  the  trees , 
And  they  did  make  no  noyfc :  in  fuch  a  night 
Troylus  me  thinks  mounted  the  Troyan  wall, 

And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents 
Where  frefied  lay  that  night 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night. 

Did  Thisbie  fearfully  o' re- trip  the  dew, 
\ndfaw  the  Lyons  madow  ere  himfelf, 
And  randifmayed  away. 

Loren.  In  fuch  a  night 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Willow  in  her  hand 

?  Ipon  the  wild  Sea  banks,  and  waft  her  Love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night 
(JMedea  gathered  the  inchanfed  herbs 
That  did  renew  pld  Efon. 

Loren.  In  fuch  a  night 
Did  Jef  sic*  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew , 
And  with  an  Unthtift  Love  did  run  from  Venice , 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  night. 

Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well, 
Stealing  her  feul  with  many  vowes  of  faith  , 
And  ne're  a  true  one. 

Loren.  In  fuch  a  night 

Did  pretty  Itffica  (like  a  little  fhrow) 
Slander  her  Love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Ief.  I  would  out-night  you  did  no  body  come  i 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Mefftnger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft  in  filence  of  the  night  ? 
Mef.  A  friend.  (friend? 
Loren.  A  friend,  what  frifind,  your  name  I  pray  you 
Mef.  Stefhano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word 

My  MiMrefle  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  Here  at  Be/mont,  (he  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  crofles,  where  fhe  kneels  andprayes 
For  happy  wedlock  hourcs. 

Loren.  Who  comes  with  her  > 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  Hermit  and  her  maid , 

I  pray  you  is  my  Mafter  yet  retum'd  ? 
Loren.  He  is  not,  nor  we  have  not  heard  from  him, 

But  go  we  in  I  pray  thee  leffica, 
And  ccremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  Miftrcffe  of  the  houfe. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clow.  Sola,  fola  :  wo  ha  ho,  fola,  fola. 

Loren.  Who  calls? 

C/#.Sola,  did  you  fee  M.  Lorenzo,  and  Mrs.  torenz.a^ 
Lor.  Leave  hollowing  man,  here.  (fola,  fola, 
Clo.  Sola,  where,  where  ? 

Lor.  Here? 
Clo.  Tell  him  there's  a  Poft  come  from  my  Matter^ 

with  his  horn  full  of  goodncwes,  my  Mafter  will  be  hcie 
ere  morning  fwcet  love. 

Loren.  Let's  in,  and  there  expe&  their  comming. 
And  yet  no  matter  why  fhould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stefhano  figrtifie  pray  you 
Within  the  houfe,  your  Miftreflc  is  at  hand  , 

And  bring  your  mufick  forth  into  the  aire. 
How  fweet  the  Moon-light  flecps  upon  this  bank, 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  Mufick 
Creep  in  our  earcs ;  foft  ftilneffe,  and  the  night 
Become  the  tutches  of  fweet  harmony  : 
Sit  IeJJlca,  looke  how  the  floor  of  heaven 
Is  thick  inlayed  with  patterns  of  bright  gold, 

There's  not  the  fmalleft  orbc  which  thou  bchold'ft 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  Angel  rings , 

Still  quiring  to  the  young  eyed  Chcrubims ; 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortall  fouls, 
But  whilft  this  muddy  vcfture  of  decay 

Doth  grofly  clofc  in  it,  we  cannot  hear  it : 
Come  hoc,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymne, 
With  fweeteft  tutches  pierce  your  Miftrcffe  care , 
And  draw  her  home  with  Mufick. 

Ief.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  Mufick. 
Play  Mttfick, 

Lor.  Th:  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive : 
For  doe  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd 

Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud, 
Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood, 

If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  trumpet  found, 

Or  any  ayre  of  Mufick  touch  their  eares, 
You  fnall  perceive  them  make  a  mutuall  ftand, 

Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  gaze 
By  the  fwcet  power  of  mufick  :  therefore  the  Poet 

Did  fain  that  Orfheus  drew  tear'es,  ftones,  and  floods. 
Since  naught  fo  ftockifh,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 
But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature  : 
The  man  that  hath  no  Mufick  in  himfelf, 
Nor  is  not  moved  with  concord  of  fwect  founds , 
Is  fit  for  trcafons,  ftriatagems,  and  fpoyles, 

The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affections  darke  as  Erebus, 
Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted :  marke  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Portia  and  Ner  riff  a. 

Por.  That  light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  hall : 
How  farrc  that  little  Candle  throws  his  bcames , 

So  fhines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.  (  die  ? 
Ner.  When  the  Moon  fhone,  we  did  not  fee  the  can- 
Por.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefle$ 

A  fubftitute  fhines  brightly  as  a  King 

Untill  a  King  be  by,  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  it  felf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters :  mufick,  hark.  Mnf.c\.  \ 

Ner.  It  is  your  mufick  Madam  of  the  houfe. 
Por.  Nothing  is  good  I  fee  without  refpect, 

Me  thinks  it  founds  much  fwecrer  then  by  day  ? 

u  Ner.  Silence  beftowes  that  virtue  on  it  Madam , 
'Por.  The  Crow  doth  fiW  as  fweetly  as  the  Larke 
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When  njuhcris  attended  :  and  I  think 

ThcNightin^ale  if  lh:  (nould  fing  by  day 
When  every  Goolc  is  cackling,  would  be  chouse 
No  better  a  M  ifician  then  the  W ren  ? 

How  many  things  by  feafon,  feafon'dare. 
To  their  right  praifc,  and  true  perfection  : 
Peae,  ho  v  the  Mx>n  Sleeps  with  Endimion, 

And  would  no:  be  awak'd. 
Mufck^ccafes . 

Lor.  That  is  the  voyce  , 

O. 1  am  much  decciv'd  of  Portia. 
Por.  He  knows  mc  as  the  blind  man  knows  the  Cuc- 

kow  by  the  bad  voyce. 
Lor.  Dear  Lady  welcome  home. 
Pgr.  We  hare  been  praying  for  our  husbands  welfare, 

Which  fpeed  we  hope  the  better  for  our  words , 

Are  they  return'd  ? 
Lor.  Madam,  they  arc  not  yet : 

But  there  is  come  a  Melfenger  before 
To  fenific  their  comming. 

Por.  Go  in  NerrijJ a  , 
Give  order  to  my  fcrvants,  thatchey  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence, 

Nor  you  Lore»*9j  Jejfica  nor  you. 
A  Tucket  f  muds. 

Lor.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Trumpet, 
We  are  no  teli-tales  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This  night  me  thinks  is  but  the  day-light  fick , 
It  looks  a  little  palcr/tis  a  day  : 
Such  as  the  day  is,  when  the  Sun  is  hid. 

Sttter  Baffan to ,  Anthonio,  Grxtlano^and  their 
Followers, 

Baf.  We  iTiould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walkc  in  abfence  of  the  Sun. 

Por.  Let  mc  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light, 
For  a  light  Wife  doth  make  a  heavy  Husband , 
And  never  be  Bajfanio  fo  from  mc  , 

But  God  fort  all :  you  are  welcome  home  my  Lord. 
Baf.  I  thank  you  Madam,  qive  welcome  to  my  friend, 

This  istheman,  this  is  tA*nthonioy 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  fhould  in  all  fence  be  niuch  bound  to  him  \ 
For  as  I  hear  he  was  much  bound  for  you, 

Ant.  No  more  then  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe  : 

Itmuft  appear  in  other  wayes  then  words, 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  cof  rtefie. 

</V*.  By  yonder  Moon  I  fwcar  you  doe  mc  wrong, 
Infaith  I  gave  it  to.  the  Judges  Clerk, 
Woukl  he  were  gels  chat  had.it  for  my  part , 
Since  you  doc  take  it,  Love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.  A  quarrell  hoc  already,  what's  the  matter? 
Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  Gold,  a  paltry  Ring 

That  iTie  did  give  me,  whole  Poefie  was 
For  all  the  World  like  Cutlers  Poetrie 

Upon  a  Knife  ;  Love  me,  and  leave  me  not. 
Ner.  What  talke  you  of  the  Poefie  or  the  value : 

You  fwore  to  me  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  the  hour  of  death, 
And  that  it  iTiould  lie  with  you  in  your  graye, 
Though  not  forme,  yet  for  your  vehement  oajhes, 
You  fhould  have  been  refpe&ive  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judges  Clerk  :  but  well  I  know 

The  Clerk  will  ne're  wear  hair  on's  face  that  had  it. 

Or*.  He  will,  and  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  If,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 
Gra.  Now  by  this  hand  I  gave  it  to.  a  youth^ 

A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  then  thy  felf,  the  Judges  Clerk, 

A  prating  boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  Fee ,  ■ I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 
Por.  You  were  too  blame,  I.muft  be  plain  with  you3 

To  part  fo  (lightly  with  your  wives  firft  <>ift, 
A  thing  (tuck  on  with  oathe;  upon  your  finger, 
And  fo  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefh. 

I  gave  my  Love  a  Ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it. and  here  he  ftands : 
I  dare  be  fworn  to  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 

Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
Thar  the  world  matters.  Now  infaith  Grxu*not 

You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufo  of  grief, 
And  'twere  to  mc  I  (liould  be  mad  at  it. 

Ba[.  Why  I  were  beft  to  cue  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  Ring  defending  it.  j 

Gra.  My  Lord  Bafftmoozyc  his  Ring  away 

Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Defcrv'd  it  too  :  and  then  the  boy  his  Clerk 

That  took  fomc  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine , 
And  neither  man  nor  maftcr  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  Rings. 

Por.  What  R  ing  gave  you  my  Lord  > 

Not  that,  I  hope » which  you  receiv'd  of  me.  . 
Baf.  If  I  could  addc  a  lye  unto  a  fault, 

I  would  deny  it  \  but  you  fee  my  finge/r 
Hath  not  the  Ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Par.  Atid  even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  truth. 

By  heaven  I  will  ne're  come  in  your  bed Untill  I  fee  the  Ring. 

Ner.  Nor  'I  in  yours,  till  I  again  fee  mine, 

Baf.  Swee^tfrf/**, If  yon  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  Ring  , 

If  you  did  kno\v  for  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  Ring, 

And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  Ring, 

When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  Ring, 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleafure  ? 

Por.  If  yoB  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  Ring  , 
Or  half  her  worthineflc  that  gave  the  Ring, 

Or  your  own  honour  to  contain,  the  Ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  Ring  ; 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreasonable, 

If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  tearmes  of  Zeale :  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  : 
Nerrifia  teaches  me  what  V6  believe  , 

Tie  dicfor't,  but  fomc  Woman  had  the  Ring  ? 
Be.f.  No  by  mine  honour  Madam,  by  my  foul 

No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  Doctor , 

Which  did  rcfufe  three  thoufand  Ducats  of  me. 

And  begg'd  the  Ring  #te  which  I  did  deny  him, 

And  fuffei'd  him  to  go|/pleas'd  away  : 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life  .  

Of  my  dear  friend,  What  fhould  I  fay,f wect  Lady  ? 
I  wasinfore'd  to  fend  it  after  him, 
I  was  befet  with  fhame  and  courtefie, 

My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 

'So  much  befrjiear  it.  Pardon  me  good  Lady, 
And  by  ihcfe  bleffed  Candles  of  the  night , 

Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  Ring  of  me,  to  give  thee  worthy  Doctor. 

2  Por^ 
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Por.  Let  not  that  Doctor  c  le  come  near  my  houfc, 
Sine:  he  hath  got  the  Jewell  that  I  lorcd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me, 
I  will  become  as  libe rail  as  you, 
Tie  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have  , 

No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husbands  bed  : 
Know  him  I  Hull,  1  am  well  lure  of  it. 

Lie  not  a  night  from  home.  Watch  me  like  Argtt*  , 

If  you  doe  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now  by  nunc  honour  which  is  yet  mine  own, 
ric  have  the  Doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  Clerk  I  therefore  be  well  adris'd 
How  you  doe  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Gra.  Well,  doc  you  fo :  let  not  me  take  him  then  , 

For  if  I  doe,I'le  mane  the  young  Clerks  pen. 
Ant.  I  am  th'  unhappy  fubject  of  thefc  quarrclls. 
Por.  Sir,giievc  not  you, 

You  are  welcome  notwithstanding. 

Br.f.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong, 
And  in  the  heating  of  thefe  many  friends 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes 

Wherein  I  fee  my  felf.-  - 
For.  Mark  you  but  that  ? 

In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf  : 
In  each  eye  one,  fwear  by  your  double  felf, 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit. 

Baf.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Anth.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  thy  wealth  , 
Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  husbands  Ring 
fted  quite  mifcarried.  I  dare  be  bound  «gain, 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  Lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

Por.  Then  you  fhall  be  hisfurety  :  give  him  this , 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  then  the  other. 

Ant.  Here  Lord  Baffanio,  fwear  to  keep  this  Ring. 
Baf.  By  heaven  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Doctor. 
Por.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  BaJfanioy 

For  by  this  Ring  the  Doctor  lay  with  me. 
Ner.  And  pardon  me  my  gentle  Gratianty 

For  that  fame  ferubbed  boy  the  Doctor's  Clerk 
In  lieuof  this,  laft  nightdid  lie  with  me. 

Gra.  Why  this  islikethe  mending  of  high  wayes 
In  Summer,  where  the  wayes  are  fair  enough : 

W  hac,  are  we  Cuckolds  ere  we  hive  deferv'd  it  ? 

j     Por.  Speak  not  lb  giolfcly,  you  aic  all  amai'd  ; Here  is  a  Letter,  read  k  at  your  leifurc , 
It  comes  from  taiiua  homBel/ario. 

There  you  fhall  find  that  Portia  was  the  Doctor , 
Nerriffa  there  her  Cleik.  Lorenzo  here 

Shall  witnefle  I  fet'forth  asfoon  as  you, 

And  but  even  now  rcturn'd  :  I  have  not  yet 
Entrcd  my  houfe.  Ant  homo  you  aic  welcome, 
And  I  have  better  newes  in  ftorefor  you 

Than  you  expect :  unleale  this  Letter  foon, 
There  you  fhall  find  three  of  your  Argofics 
Arc  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  Letter. 

Anth.  I  am  dumbe. 

Baf.  Were  you  the  Doctor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 
Gra.  Were  you  the  Clerk,that  is  to  make  me  Cuckold? 
Ner.  I,  but  the  Clerk  that  never  meanes  to  doc  it, 

UnlefTc  he  live  untill  he  be  a  man. 

Baf.  (Sweet  Doctor)  you  lhall  be  my  bedfellow, 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  (Sweet  Lady)  you  have  given  me  life  and  living; 
For  here  I  read  for  certain  that  my  {hips 

Are  fafely  come  to  Rhodes. 
Por.  How  now  horenx.t  ? 

My  Clerk  hath  fomcgood  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  I,  and  I'le  give  them  him  without  a  fet. 
There  doe  I  give  to  you  and  JeJJica 

From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpeciall  deed  of  gift 

After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  poffefs'd  of. 
Loren.  Fair  Ladies  you  drop  Manna  in  the  way 

Of  ftarved  people. 

Per.  It  is  almoft  morning, 

And  yet  I  am  fure  you  arc  not  fatisfted 
Of  thefc  cventi  at  full.  Let  us  go  in, 

And  charge  us  there  upon  interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo,  the  fhft  interrogatory 

That  my  Nerrljfa  'fhall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  till  the  next  night  fhe  had  rather  flay, 
Or  go  to  bed,  now  being  two  hours  to  day, 
But  were  the  day  come,  i  fhould  wifh  it  dark, 
Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Doctors  Clerk. 

Well,  while  I  live,  I'le  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafc  Nerriffat:  Ring. ExtttMt, 

"2  idyll 
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dAtlus  Trimus.  Scena  Trima, 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orland*. 

S I  remember  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  fashion 

bequeathed  me  by  will,  but  a  poor  thoufand 
Crowns,  and  as  thou  faift,  charged  my  bro- 

ther on  his  bleflmg  to  breed  me  well ;  and 

there  begins  my  fadneffe  :  My  brother  Iaques  he  keeps 
at  fckoole,  and  report  fpeaks  goldenly  of  his  profit :  for 

my  part,  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  home,  or  (to  fpeak 
more  properly)  ftayes  me  here  at  home  unkept :  for  call 

you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  my  birth,  that  dif- 
fers not  from  the  flailing  of  an  Oxe  ?  bis  horfes  arc  bred 

better,  for  befides  that  they  are  fair  with  their  feeding, 

they  are  taught  their  mannage,  and  to  that  end  Ridcis 

dearly  hir'd  .*  but.I  (his  brother)  gain  nothing  under  him 
but  growth,  for  the  which  his  Animals  on  his  dunghills 
are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I :  befides  this  nothing  that 
he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  fomething  that  nature  gave 
me,  his  countenance  feems  to  talf  from  me  :  he  lets  me 
feed  with  his  Hindes,  barres  me  the  place  of  a  brother,and 

as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility  with  my  edu- 
cation. This  is  it  Adam  that  grieves  me,  and  the  fpirit 

of  my  Father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mu- 
tiny againft  this  fervitude.  I  will  no  longer  endure  it, 

though  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy  how  to  a  void  it„ 
Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  Matter,  your  brother. 

Grlax.  Go  apart  Adamy  and  thou  flialc  hear  how  he  1 
will  {hake  me  up. 

Oli.  Now  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ; 
Or  la.  Nothing :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

Oil.  What  marre  you  then  fir  > 
Or  la.  Marry  fir,  I  am  helping  you  to  marre  that  which 

God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours  with  idle- 
neffe. 

OH.  Marry  fir  'ac  better  employed,  and  be  naught  a while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  huskes  with 
them  ?  what  prodigall  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  fliould 
come  to  fuch  penury  ? 

OH.  Know  you  where  you  arc  fir  > 
Orla.  O  fir,  very  well :  here  in  your  Orchard. 
Oli.  Know  you  before  home  fir  > 
Orla.  I,  better  then  him  I  am  before,  knowes  me  :  I 

know  you  are  my  eldeft  brother,  and  in  the  gentle  con- 
dition of  blood  you  fhould  fo  know  me :  the  courtefie  of 

nations  allowes  you- my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  firft 
born,  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away  my  blood, 
were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us :  I  have  as  much 

of  my  father  in  me,  as  you  ;  albeit  I  confefTc  your  com- 
ming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 

Oil.  What  Boy.  (chis. 
Orla.  Come,  come  elder  brother,  you  are  too  youns  in 
Oil.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me  villain  ? 
Orla.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  Son  of  fir 

Rowland  dt  Boyes:  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice  a 
villain  that  fayesfuch  a  father  begot  villains  :  wert  thou 

not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from  thy 

throat,  till  this  other  had  pull'd  out  thy  tongue,  for  fay- 
ing fo,  thou  htft  rail'd  on  thy  felf. 
Adam.  Sweet  Maftcr  be  patient,  for  your  Fathers  re- 

membrance, be  at  accord. 
OH.  Let  me  go  I  fay. 

.  Orla.  I  will  not  till  I  pleafc .•  you  /hall  hear  me :  my  fa- 

ther charg'd  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  education  t 
you  have  train'd  mc  up  like  a  pezant,  obfeuring  and  hi- 

ding from  mc  all  gentleman-like  qualities :  the  fpiiic  of  my 
father growesftrong  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure, 
it  r  therefore  allow  me  fuch  exercifes  as  may  become  a  | 
gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  allottcry  my  father  left  me 
by  trftamcnt,  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

Oil.  And  what  wilt  thou  doe  ?  beg  when  that  is  fpent? 

W<rii  fir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you  :  you  fhall  have  fome  part  of  your  will,  I  pray  you have  me. 

Orla.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  then  becomes  mc 
for  my  good. 

Oil.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dogge. 
Adam.  Is  old  dogge  my  reward :  molt  true,  I  ha  ve  loft 

my  teeth  in  your  fcrvice :  God  be  with  my  old  mafter,  he 
would  not  have  fpokc  fuch  a  word.       Exit  Orl.  &Ad. 

Oil.  Is  it  even  fo,  begin  you  to  grow  upon  mc  ?  I  will 

phyfick  your  ranknefle,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand  crowns 
neither   holla  Dennis. 

Enter  Dennis. 

Den.  Calls  your  worlhip. 

Oil.  Was  not  Charles  the  Duke's  Wraftlcr  here  Co, 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door5  and  im- 
portunes accefle  to  you.  j 

Oil.  Call  him  in :  'twill  be  a  good  way  ?  and  to  mor- 
row the  wraftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char.  Good  morrow  to  your  worfliip. 

Oil .  Good  Mounfieur  Charles  :  what's  the  new  newes 
at  the  new  Court  ? 

char.  There's  no  newes  at  the  Court  fir  Jbut  the  old 
newes :  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banifhed  by  his  youn- 

ger brother  the  new  Duke  ,  and  three  or  four  loving 
-'    Q^f  Lords 
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Lords  hay  put  themfeWcs  inco  a  voluntary  exile  with 
him:  whole  Lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new  Duke , 

therefore  He  gives  them  pood  leave  to  wander. 

Oil.  Can  you  tell  if  %ofaImd  the  Dukes  daughter  be 
banifhed  with  her  Father  ? 

Cha.  O  no  ;  for  the  Dukes  Daughter  her  Coufm  fo 

loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  together, 
that  fhe  would  have  followed  their  exile,  or  have  died  to 

(lay  behind  her ;  fhe  is  at  the  Court,  and  no  lcffe  beloved 

of  'her  Uncle,  then  his  own  Daughter,  and  never  two 
Ladies  loved  as  they  doc. 

Oil.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  Forrcft  of  Arden, 
and  a  many  merry  men  with  him  ;  and  there  they  live 

like  the  old  'Robin  Hood  of  England  :  they  fay  many 
young  Gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the 
time  carelefly  as  they  did  . in  the  golden  world. 

Oil.  What,  you  wraftic  to  morrow  before  the  new 
Duke  ? 

Ctyarl,  Marry  doc  I  fir  :  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter :  I  am  given,fir,fecretly  to  underhand,  that 

your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition  to  come 

in  difguis'd  againft  me  to  try  a  fall :  to  morrow,  fir,  I 
wraftle  for  my  credit,  and  he  that  efcapes  me  without 
fome  broken  limbe,  fhall  acquit  him  well :  your  brother 

is  but  young  and  tender,  and  for  your  love  I  would  be 
loth  to  foyle  him,  as  I  muft  for  mine  own  honour  if  he 
come  in  :  therefore  out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither 

to  acquaint  you  withall,  that  either  you  might  flay  him 
from  his  intendment,  or  brook  fuch  difgrace  well  as  he 
fhall  run  into,  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch, 
and  altogether  againft  my  will. 

Oil.  foarles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  fhalt  find  I  will  mo  ft  kindly  requite:  I  had  my 
felf  notice  of  my  Brothers  purpofc  herein,  and  have  by 
under-hand  meanes  laboured  to  difTwade  him  from  it ; 
but  We  is  refolutc.  I  tell  the  Charles,  It  is  the  ftubborneft 

young  fellow  of  France,  full  of  ambition,  an  envious 
emulator  of  every  mans  good  parts,  a  fecret  and  villanous 
contriver  againft  me  his  naturall  brother :  therefore  ufe 

Scena  Secunda. 

thy  discretion,  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his  neck 

as  his  finger.  And  thou  wert  beft  look  too't ;  for  if  thou 
doft  him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he  doe  not  mightily 
grace  himfelf  on  thee,  he  will  practice  againft  thee  by 
poyfon,  to  entrap  thee  by  fome  treacherous  device,  and 
never  leave  thee  till  he  hath  tane  thy  life  by  fome  indirect 
meanes  or  other ;  for  I  affure  thee  j  (artd  almoft  with 
tearcs  I  fpeak  it)  thetc  is  not  one  fo  young,  and  fo  vil- 

lanous this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but  brotherly  of  him  , 
but  fhould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  ,  as  he  is,  I  muft 

blufh,  and  weep ,  and  thou  muft  look  pale  and  won- 
der. 

Cha.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you:  if  he 
come  to  morrow,  Tie  give  him  his  payment :  if  ever  he 

go  alone  again,  1'le  never  wraftle  for  prize  more  :  and  fo 
God  keep  your  worfhip.t    ■  Exit. 

Oli.  Farewell  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftirrc  this 
Gamcfter  I  hope  I  fhall  fee  an  end  of  him,  for  my  foul 
(yet  I  know  not  why)  hates  nothing  more  then  he :  yet 

he's  gentle,  never  fchool'd  and  yet  learned,  full  of  noble 
device  ,  of  all  forts  enchantingly  beloved  ,  and  indeed 
fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and  efpccially  of  my 
own  people,  who  beft  know  him,  that  I  am  altogether 
mifprifed  :  but  it  ftiall  not  be  fo  long,  this  wraftler  fhall 

clear  all nothing  remains, but  that  I  kindle  the  boy  thi- 

ther, which  now  I'lc  go  about.  Exit, 

Enter  %ofalind,  and  Cella. 

Cel.  I  pray  thee  Rofallnd,  fweet  my  Coz,  be  merry. 

Rtf.  Dear  Cella  ;  Ifhowmore  mirth  then  I  am  mi- 
ftrefTc  of,  and  would  you  yet  were  merrier:  unlefle  you 
could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banifhed  father,  you  muft  not 
learn  me  how  to  remember  my  extraordinary  plca- furc. 

Cel.  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the  full 
waight  that  I  love  thee  ;  if  my  Uncle  thy  banifhed  father 
had  banifhed  thy  Uncle  the  Duke  my  Father ,  fo  thou 
hadft  been  ftill  w.ith  me,  I  cou!«l  have  taught  my  love 
to  take  thy  father  for  mine  ;  fo  wouldft  thou,  if  the  truth 

of  thy  love  to  me  were  fo  rightcoufry  temper 'd,  as  mine  is 
to  thee. 

Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate, 

to  rejoyce  in  yours. 
Cel.  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  child  but  I^nor 

none  is  like  to  have ,  and  truly  when  he  dies,  thou  (halt 
be  his  heir  ?  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  fa- 

ther perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affection  :  by 
mine  honour  I  will,  and  when  I  break  that  oath,  let  me 

turn  monfter  :  therefore  my  fweet  %sfet  my  dear  Rofe  be 
merry. 

Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  Coz,  and  devife  fports : 

let  mc  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love  > 
Cel.  Marry  I  prcthec  doe,  to  make  fport  withall :  but 

love  no  man  in  good  earneft,  nor  no  further  in  fport  nci 
ther,  then  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufh,  thou  maift  in  ho- 

nour come  off  again.  ̂  

Rof.  What  fhall  be  wir  fport  then  > 
Cel.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfwife  Fortune 

from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  beftow- ed  equally. 

Rof.  I  would  we  could  doe  fo :  for  her  benefits  are 

mightily  mifplaccd,and  the  bountifull  blind  woman  doth 
mod  miftakein  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true,  for  thofe  that  fhe  makes  fair,  (he  fcarce 
makes  honcft,  and  thofe  that  fhe  makes  honc/t,fh.8  makes 

vcjy  ill-favourcdly. 

Rof.  Nay  now  thou  goeft  from  Fortunes  Office  to  Na- 
tures :  Fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the 

lineaments  of  Nature,, 

Enter  Clown. 

Cel.  No  ;  when  Nature  hath  made  fair  a  creature,may 

fhe  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  fire  ?  though  Nature  hath 
given  us  wit  to  flout  at  Fortune,  hath  not  Fortune  fent  in 
this  fool  to  cut  off  this  argument  ? 

H^of.  Indeed  Fortune  is  there  too  hard  for  Nature, 

when  Fortune  makes '  Natures  naturall,  the  cutter  off  of Natures  wit. 

Cel.  Pcradventure  frhis  is  not  Fortunes  work  neither, 

but  Natures,  who  perceiving  our  naturall  wits  too  dull 

to  reafon  of  fuch  goddeffes,  hath  fent  this  Naturall  for 

our  whetftone  :  for  alwayes  the  dulncffc  of  the  fool,  is 

the  whetftone  of  the  wits.  How  now  Wit,  whether  wan- der you  ? 

Clow.  Miftreflc,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father, 

Cel.  Were  you  made  the  Meflenger  > 
Clo  No  by  mine  honour,but  I  was  bid  to  come  for  you. 

Rof 
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*R»f.  Where  learned  you  that  oath  foole  ? 
Ch.  Of  a  certain  Knight  ,  that  fvVore  by  his  Honour 

[they  were  good  Pancakes ,  and  fworc  by  his  Honour  the 

Muftard  was  naught:  Now  1'le  ftand  to  it,  the  Pancakes 
were  naught,  and  the  Muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was 
not  the  Knight  forfworn. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledge  ? 

R«f.  I  marry,  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdomc. 
Clo .  Stand  you  both  forth  now :  ftrokc  your  chinnes, 

and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 
Cel.  By  our  beards  (  if  we  had  them  )  thou  art. 

Clo.  By  my  knavery  (if  I  had  it)  then  I  were :  but  if 

you  fwear  by  that  that  is  not ,  you  are  not  forfworn :  no 
more  was  this  Knight  fwcaring  by  his  Honour, For  he  ne- 

ver had  any ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fwdrn  it  away,  before 
ever  he  faw  thofe  Pancakes,  or  that  Muftard. 

Cel.  Prethee,  who  is't  that  thou  mcans't  ? 
Clo.  One  that  old  Fredrick^ your  Father  loves. 

Rof,  My  Fathers  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough; 

fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for  taxation ,  one 
of  thefc  dayes. 

Clo.  The  more  pity  that  foolesmay  not  fpeak  wifely, 
what  Wife  men  do  foolifhly. 

Cel.  By  my  troth  thou  faicft  true :  For,  fince  the  little 
wit  that  fooles  have  was  filenced  ,  the  little  foolery  that 
wife  men  have  makes  a  °reat  fhew ;  Here  comes  Moun- 
fieur  he  Ben. 

Enter  Le  Ben. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Cei.  Which  he  will  put  on  us ,  as  Pigeons  feed  their 

young. 

Rof.  Then  lhall  we  be  news-cram'd.  " 
Cel.  All  the  better :  we  fhall  be  the  more  marketable. 

Boon-jour  Mounfieur  le  Bsu)  what  newes  > 
Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefs, 

You  have  loft  much  fport. 
Cel.  Sport :  of  what  cobirr  ? 
Le  Be»K  What  colour  Madam  ?  How  fliall  I  anfwer 

you  ? 
Rof  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 
Clo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decrees,  i 
Cel.  Well  faid,  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowell. 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank. 
Rof  Thou  loofeft  thy  old  fmell. 
Le  Ben.  You  amaze  me  Ladies  :  I  would  have  told 

you  of  good  wraftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 
Rof  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  Wraftling. 

LeBeu.  I  will  tell  you  the -beginning :  and  ifitpleafe 

your  Ladifhips,  you  may  fee  the  cnd;;  foir  the  beft  is  yet 
to  doc, and  here  where  you  are ,  they  are  coming  toper- 
form  it. 

Cel.  Well}  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 
Le  Beu.  There  comes  an  old  man ,  and  his  three  fons. 

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  ta!c. 

Le  Ben.  Three  proper  young  men,of  excellent  growth 
and  prefence. 

Ref  With  bils  on  their  necks:  Be  it  known  unto  all 
men  by  thefe  prefents. 

Le  Beu.  The  eldcft  of  the  three,wraftled  with  Charles 
the  Dukes  Wraftler  ,  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him  5  and  broke  three  of  his  ribbes ,  that  there  is  little 

hope  of  life  in  him :  So  he  ferv'd  the  fecond ,  and  fo  the 
third  :  yonder  they  lye,  the  poor  old  man  their  Father, 
making  fuch  pitifull  dole  over  them  ,  that  all  the  behol- 

ders take  his  part  with  weeping. 
■Rof. -Ah*.  . 

Clo.  But  what  is  the  fport  Mounfieur,  that  tr.e  Ladies 
have  loft  ?    '  , 

Le  Beu.  Why  this  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifcr  every  day „  Itisthe-j 
raft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  libbes  was  fport for  Ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  prOmife  thee. 
Rof  But  is  there  any  elle  longs  to  fee  tins  broken  Mu 

fick  in  his  fides?  Is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  rib- : 
breaking  ?  Shall  we  fee  this  wraftling  Cofin  ? 

Le  Beu.  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here ,  for  here  is  the 

place  appointed  for  wraftling ,  and  they  are  ready  to  per- form it. 

Cel.  Yonder  fure  they  are  coming.    Let  us  now  ftay 

and  fee  it.  *'* 

Ilottrijh.  Enter  Dukf,  Lords,  Orlando^  Charles 
and  Attendants 

Duk^.  Come  on,  fince  the  youth  will  not  be  entreated, 
His  own  perillon  his  forwardncfico 

Rof  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 
Le  Beu.  Even  he,  Madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young :  yet  he  lookes  fuccefsfully. 
L^uk^  How  now  daughter,  and  Colin : 

Are  you  crept  hither  to  fee  the  wraftling  ? 
Rof.  I  my  Liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 
JDh.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  you, 

there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  man  :  In  pity  of  the  challengers 
youth ,  I  would  fain  diflwadc  him  ,  but  be  will  not  be 
entreated.  Speak  to  him  Ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move 

him.    _  ' .  "  •'      ;  -• Cel.  Call  him  hither  good  Mounfieur  Le  Bed. 

Duk_.  Do  fo :  I'lc  not  be  by. 
Le  Bex.  Mounfieur  the  Challenger,  the  Princcffe  calls 

for  you. 

OrU.  I  attend  them  with  all  refpe&  and  duty,  i- 

rRof.  Young  man  ,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles  the Wraftler? 

Orl.  No  fair  Princeffc :  he  is  the  gcncrall  challenger, 
I  come  but  as  others  doc,  to  try  with  him  the  ftrength  of 

my  youth. Cel.  Young  Gentleman  ,  your  fpirits  arc  too  bold  for 
your  years  :  you  have  feen  cruell  proofc  of  this  mans 
ftrength  ,  if  you  faw  your  felfe  with  your  eyes ,  or  knew 

your  felfe  with  your  judgement,  the  fear  of  your  adven- 
ture would  counfell  you  to  a  more  equall  enterprife,  We 

pray  you  for  your  own  fake  to  embrace  your  own  fafety, 
and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Rof.  Do  young  Sir,your  reputation  fliall  not  therefore 
be  mifprifed  :  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  Duke,  that 
the  wraftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orl.  I  bcfccch  you,  punifh  mc  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts ,  wherein  I  confefle  me  much  guilty  to  deny  fo 
fair  and  excellent  Ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair 

eyes,  and  gentle  wifties  go  with'  me  to  my  triall ;  where- 
in if  I  be  foil'd  ,  there  is  but  one  iham'd  that  was  never 

gracious :  if  kil'd  ,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo :  I. 
fhall  doe  my  friends  no  wrong ,  for  I  have  none  to  la- 

ment me  ;  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing  : 
onely  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place ,  which  may  be  better 
fupplyed,  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have ,  I  would  it  were with  you. J  Cel. 
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Cel.  And  mine  to  eelu one  he: s. 

Rof.  Fare  you  well :  pray  heaven  I  be  decciv'd  in  you. 
Cel.  Your  hcarrs  dcfires  be  with  you. 

Char.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is  fo 
defirous  to  lye  with  his  mother  earth  > 

Or  la.  Ready  fir,  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  morcmodeft 
woi'king. 

Duk^.  You  fhall  try  but  one  fall. 

C/jAr.  No,I  warrant  your  Grace  you  fhall  not  entreat 
him  to  a  fecond  ,  that  have  fo  mightily  pcrfwaded  him 
from  a  firft. 

Or  la.  You  mean  to  mook  me  after  :  you  fhould  riot 
have  mockt  before  :  but  come  yourwayes. 

Rof.  Now  Hercules^  be  thy  fpced  young  man, 
Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fel- 

low by  the  leg.  They  Wraflle. 
Rof.  Oh  excellent  young  man. 
Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell  who 

fhould  down.  Shout. 

Dnk^  No  more,  no  more. 

Or  la.  Yes  I  befeech  your  Grace,  I  am  hot  yet  well 
breath'J. 

DhI^.  How  do'ft  thou  Charles  } 
Le  Bett.  He  cannot  fpeak  my  Lord, 
Dttkj  Bear  him  away  : 

What  is  thy  name  young  man  ? 

Or  I.  Orls.ndo  my  Liege,  the  youngeft  (on  of  Sir  Rtw- 
landde  Boj/es. 

Dxkj  I  would  thou  had'ft  been  fon  to  fomc  man  clfe, 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  father  honourable, 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy  : 

Thou  fhould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Had'ft  thou  defended  from  another  houfe  : 
But  fare  thee  Well*  thou  art  a  gallant  youth, 

I  would  thou  had'ft  told  me  of  another  Father. 
Exit  T>nhe. 

Cel.  Were  I  my  Father  (Coze)  would  I  do  this  ? 
Or  I.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowlands  fon, 

His  youngeft  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Fredrick^. 

Rof.  My  Father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  as  his  foul, 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  Fathers  minde, 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 

I  fhould  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties, 

Ere  he  fhould  thus  have  ventur'd. 
Cel.  Gentle  Cofin, 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him  : 
My  Fathers  rough  and  envious  difpofition 

Sticks  me  at  heart :  Sir,  you  have  well  defcry'd, 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promifc, 
Your  Miftris  fhall  be  happy.  i 

Rof.  Gentleman,  * 
Wear  this  for  me :  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune, 

Tn.n  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 

Shall  we  go  Coze  > 
Cel.  I :  fare  you  well  fair  Centleman, 
OrU.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ?  My  better  parts 

Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  (lands  up 
Is  but  a  quintine,  a  meer  livelefle  block. 

Rof.  He  calls  us  back :  my  pride  fell  with  my  fortunes 
Pie  ask  him  what  he  would :  Did  you  call  Sir  ? 
Sir,  you  have  wraftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  then  your  enemies. 

Cel.  Will  you  go  Coze  ? 

Rof.  Have  with  you :  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

O.What  pallion  hangs  thefc  waights  upon  my  tongue? 

[  cannot  fpeak  to  her,  yet  (lie  uig'd  conference. 
Enter  Le  Bett. 

0  poor  Orlando  \  thou  art  overthrown 
Or  Charles,  or  fomething  weaker  matters  thee. 

Le  Ben.  Good  fir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counfcll  you 

To  leave  this  place ;  Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Dukes  condition, 
That  hemifconfters  all  that  you  have  dofie  : 
The  Duke  is  humorous,  what  he  is  indeed 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  then  I  to  fpeak  of, 

Orl.  I  thank  you  fir ;  and  pray  you  tell  me  this, 

Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  to  the  Duke,  ■ 
I  That  here  was  at  the  Wraftling  ? 

Le  Ben.  Neither  his  daughtcr,if  we  judge  by  manners, 
But  yet  indeed  the  taller  is  his  daughter , 

The  other  is  daughter  to  the  banifh'd  Duke, 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter  company ,  whofe  loves 
Are  dearer  then  the  naturall  bond  of  Sifters: 

But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 

Hath  tane  dilpleafure 'gainft  his  gentle  Neicc, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 

But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  vertues, 
And  pitty  her,  for  her  good  fathers  fake  ; 

And  on  my  life  his  malice  'gainft  the  Lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth:  Sir,  fare  you  well, 
Hereafter  in  a  better  world  then  this, 

1  fhall  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you. 
Orl.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you :  fare  you  weir} 

Thus  muft  I  from  the  ftnoke  into  the  fmother, 

From  tyrant  Duke,  unco  a  tyrant  Brother, 
But  heavenly  R»f aline.  Exit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Celia,  and  Rof  aline. 

Cel.  Why  Cofin,  why  Rof  aline :  Cupid  have  mercy, Not  a  word  ? 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 
Cel.  No ,  my  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away 

uponcurres,  throw  fome  of  then  at  me  ;  come,  lame  me 
with  reafons. 

Rof  Then  there  were  two  Cofins  laid  up ,  when  the 

one  fhould  be  lam'd  with  reafons,  and  the  other  mad without  any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  Father  ? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  childes  Father :  OH  how 
full  of  briers  is  this  working  day  world. 

Cel.  They  are  but  burs,  Cofin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
holiday  foolery,  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths, 
our  very  petti-coats  will  catch  them. 

Rof.  I  could  fhakc  them  off  my  coat,  thefe  burs  are  in 

my  heart. Cel.  Hem  them  away. 

Rof.  I  would  try  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  have  him. 
Cel.  Come,  come,  wraftle  with  thy  affections. 
%of.  O  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wraftler  then  my 

fclf.  
' 

Cel.  0 ,  a  good  wifh  upon  you :  yoo  will  try  in  time 
in 
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in  dcfpight  of  a  fall :  but  turning  thcfe  jefts  our  of  fcrvice, 
lc:  us  calk  in  good  earneft  :  Is  k  poflRblc  on  fuch  a  fud- 

j  den,  you  fhould  fall  into  fo  ftrangc  a  liking  wich  old  Sir 
%ow lands  youngeft  fon  ? 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  Father  lov'd  his  Father  dearly, 
i     fccl.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  fhould  love  his 

'Son  dearly?  By  this  kinde  of  chafe,  I  fhould  hate  him, 
for  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly ;  yet  1  hate  not 
Orlando. 

%°f.  No  faith,  hate  him  not  for  my  fake. 
Cel.  Why  fhould  I  not  ?  doth  not  he  deferve  well  ? 

Enter  Duke  with  Lards. 

Rof  Let  me  love  him  for  that,  and  doe  you  love  him 
Bccaufc  I  doe.  Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 
Dttk_.  Mifti  is,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  hafte, 

And  get  you  from  our  Court. 
Ity.  Me  Uncle  ! 
Drnkj  YouCofin, 

Within^thefe  ten  dayesif  that  thou  beeft  found! 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  ewenty  miles, 
Thou  dieftfer  it. 

R»f.  I  doe  befeech  your  Grace. 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me : 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  intelligence, 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  defires, 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  tiuft  I  am  not)  then  dear  Unkle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  unborne, 

Did  I  offend  your  Highnefle. 
Duk^  Thus  do  all  Traitors, 

If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 

Thev  aret<  innocent  as  grace  it  felf; 
Let  rt  ftrffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  mifiruft  cannot  make  me  a  Traitor ; 
Tell  pie  whereon  the  likelihood  depends  > 

E>f*kj.  Thou  art  thy  Fathers  daughter,  there's  enough. 
Rcf.  So  was  I  whe-n  your  highnefs  took  his  Dukjadome, 

So  was  I  when  your  highneffe  banifli'd  him  ; 
Treafon  is  not  inherited  my  Lord, 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 

What's  that  to  me,  my  Father  was  no  Trakour : 
Then  good  my  Liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  thimk  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

£el„  Dear  Soveraign  hear  me  fpeak. 
DhI^.  I  Cr//>,weftaid  her  for  your  fake, 

Elfe  had  fhe  with  her  Father  rang'd  along. 
Cel.  I  did  not  then  intreat  to  have  her  ftay. 

It  «>as  your  plcafure,  and  your  own  remorfc, 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her, 
But  now  I  know  her :  if  fhe  be  a  Traitour, 

Wny  foam  I ;  we  frill  have  flcpt  together, 

Rcfe  at  an  inftant,  learn'd,  plaid,  eat  together, 
And  -whercfocrc  we  Went,  like  Inno's  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  infeparable. 

Duk.  She  is  too  fubtile  for  thee ,  and  her  fmoothnefs 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience, 

jSpeak  to  the  people,  and  they  piety  her : 
Thou  art  a  foole,  fhe  robs  thee  of  thy  name , 

And  thou  wilt  fhow  more  bright ,  and  feem  more  vertu- 
When  file  is  gone  :  then  open  not  thy  lips,  (ous 
Firm,  and  irrevocable  is  my  doombe, 

Which  I  have  paft  upon  her,  fhe  is  banifh'd. 
Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me  my  Liege , 

I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Dfik,  You  are  a  foole :  you  Neice  pro-idc  your  felf, 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  hohour, 
And  in  the  grcatneffe  of  my  word  you  dye. 

Exit  Dttkf,  &c. 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofallney  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  father  ?  I  will  give  thee  mine: 

I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  then  I  am. 
Rof,  I  have  more  caufc. 
Cel.  Thou  haft  not  Cofin, 

Prethec  be  cheerefull ;  know'fl  thou  mot  the  Duke 
Hath  banifh'd  me  his  daughter  ? 

Rof  That  he  hath  not. 
Cel.  No,  hath  not  ?  Rof  Aline  lacks  then  the  love 

Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  lam  one, 
Shall  we  be  fundi  ed  ?  fhall  we  part  fweet  girle  ? 

No,  let  my  Father  feek  another  heir : 
Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  mayflye, 

Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us, 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  charge  upon  you, 

To  bear  your  griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out  i 
For  by  this  heaven  (  now  as  our  forrowes  pale ; ) 

Say  what  thou  canft,  I'lc  go  along  with  thee. 
Rof.  Why,  whither  fhall  we  go  > 
Cel.  To  feek  my  Unkle  in  the  Forreft  of  Arden* 

Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
(Maids  as  we  arc)  to  travcll  forth  fo  far  .? 
Beauty  provoketh  thceves  fooner  then  gold. 

Cel.  I'le  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  attire-, 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmutch  my  face, 
The  like  doycm,  fo  fhall  we  paffe  along, 
And  never  ftiraffailants. 

Rof.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  then  common  tall. 

That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man, 
A  gallant  curtelax  upon  my  thigh, 

A  borc-fpear  in  my  hand,  and  in  my  hear: 
Lye  there  what  hidden  womansfear  there  will, 

We'Jl  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  marfhall  outfide, 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  wi;h  their  femblances. 

Cel.  What  fliall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

%of.  Tie  have  ho  worfe  a  name  then  loves  own  Page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Gammed, 

But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? Cel.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  flac« ; 

No  longer  Cellay  but  tAltena. 
%of.  But  Cofin,  what  if  we  affaid  CO  fteal  , 

The  clownifh  Foole  out  of  your  Fathers  Court : 

Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travcll  ? 

Cel.  He'll  go  along  o're  the Leave  mc  alone  to  wooe  him  ;d 

And  get  our  Jewels  and  our  wealth  together ; 
Devife  the  fltteft  time,  and  fafeft  way 

To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 

After  my  flight :  now  go  we  in  content 

To  liberty  and  not  to  banifhment.  Exeunt. 

lc  world  with  me, 

's  away 

(zdttus  Secundum  Stena  Trima. 

Enter  Dukj  Senior :  Amyens,  and  two  or  three  Lords 
like  For -reflers. 

Dnk,  Sen.  Now  my  Coe-mates,  and  brother  in  exile  ? 
Hath  not  old  cuftome  made  this  life  more  fweet 

Then 
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Then  that  of  painted  pomp?  Arc  nqp  thae  woods 
More  tree  from  peiill  then  the  envious  Court? 
Here  feel  wc  not  the  penalty  of  ̂ Adam, 
The  fcafons  difference's  the  Icic  phangc 
And  churUlh  chiding  of  the  winters  windc, 
Which  when  it  baits  and  blowes  upon  my  body 
Even  till  1  flu  ink  with  cold,  I  fmik,  and  fay 
This  is  no  flattery  :  thefe  arc  counsellors 
That  feelingly  pcrfwadc  mc  what  I  am  : 

Sweet  arc  the  ulcs  of  adveifit'y 
Which  like  the  toad,ougly  and  venemous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  Jewell  in  his  head  : 
And  this  our  life  exempt  from  publick  haunt, 
Findes  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 
Sermons  in  ftoncs,and  good  in  every  thing. 

Am'icn.  I  would  not  change  it,  happy  is  your  Grace That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornneffe  of  fortune 

Intofo  quiet  rnd  fo  fweet  a  ftile. 

DukJSen.  Come,  fhall  wc  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me  the  poor  dapled  fooles 
Being  native  Burgers  of  this  defert  City, 
Should  in  their  own  confines  with  forked  heads 

Hsve  their  round  haunches  goard. 
i .  Lord.  Indeed  my  Lord 

The  melancholly  Jaqttts  grieves  at  that, 
And  in  that  kinde  f wears  you  do  more  ufurp 

Then  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banilh'd  you  : 
To  day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  my  felf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him  «s  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antickroop  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood, 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  Stag 
That  from  the  hunters  aim  hadtane  a  hurt, 

Did  come  to  languifh;  and  indeed  my  Lord 

The  wretched  animall  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans 
That  their  difchargedid  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting,  and  the  big  round  tears 
Couib'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofc 
Tn  pittcous  chafe  :  and  thus  the  hairy  foole, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholly  Iayaes, 

Stood  on  th'extreameft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

DpikjSeK.  But  what  faid  Iaquts  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpe£laclc  ? 

i.  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies. 
Fi:  ft,  for  his  weeping  into  the  necdleffe  ftream  ; 

Poo.  Decr,quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  tcftament 
-s  worldlings  doe, giving  thy  fumof  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much  :  then  being  alone, 

Left  and  abandoned  offfc  velvet  friend  ; 
Tis  ight,  quoth  he,  thu^ifery  doth  part 
The  Flux  of  company  :  anon  a  careleffe  Heard 

Full  pf  the  paftme,  jumps  along  by  him 
And  never  ttayes  to  greet  him :  I ,  quoth  Iaqttesi 

Sweep  on,  you  fat  snd  grcazy  Citizens-, 
•Tis  juft  the  fafhion  ;  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Thus  moft  invecTivcly  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea ,  and  this  our  life,  f wearing  that  we 
Are  meer  ufuroers  tvranrs  and  whats  worfe. 

To  fright  the  Animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 

In  their  affign'd  and  native  dwelling  place,  ; 
<Du.Sen.Kv\d  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation? 
v..  Lord.  We  did  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 

Upon  the  fobbing  Deer. 

1 
 

Dh.  Sen.  Show  me  the  pjace, 

I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  firs, 

For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

i.  Lor.  I'lc  bring  you  to  him  ftra:ght.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Duke  with  Lords. 

Dak,.  Can  it  be  poffible  that  no  man  faw  them  \ 
It  cannot  be,  fome  villains  of  my  Court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufferance  in  this. 

i .  Lord,  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her, 
The  Ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber, 
Saw  her  abed,  and  in  the  morning  early, 

They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  of  their  Miftris. 
a  .Lor.  My  Lord,  thejoyrvifh  Clown,  at  whom  fo  oft, 

Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing  : 

HifferUy  the  Princcffe  Gentlewoman, 
Confeffes  that  fhe  fecretly  ore-heard 

Your  daughter  and  her  Cofin  much  commend 
Theparts  and  graces  of  the  Wraftler 
That  did  but  lately  foile  the  fynowy  Charles  t 
And  fhe  believes  where  ever  they  are  gone 
That  youth  is  furcly  in  their  company. 
Dnk.  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  gallant  hither, 

If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me. 
Tie  make  him  finde  him :  do  this  fuddenly ; 
And  let  not  fearch  and  inquifition  quaile, 

To  bring  again  thefe  foolifh  runawayes.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Or  Undo and  Ad  Am. 

OH.  Who's  there  ? 
Ad.  What  my  young  mafter,  oh  my  gentle  mafter, 

Oh  my  fweet  msiter,  0  you  memory 

Of  old  Sir  Rowland*  Why,  what  make  you  here  * 

Why  are  you  vertuous  ?  Why  do  people  love  you  > 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 

Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you. 

Know  you  not  Mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  men, 
Their  graces  ftrve  them  but  as  enemies, 

No  more  do  yours :  your  yertues  gentle  Matter 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  traitours  to  you  : 
Oh  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it  ? 

Orl.  "Why,  what's  the  matter  ? tsfd.  O  unhappy  youth, 

Come  not  within  thefe  doors :  within  this  roofe, 

The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives. 
Your  brother,,  no,  no  brother,  yet  the  fon 
(Yet  not  the  fon,  I  will  not  call  him  fon) 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father, 

Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means, 
To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lye, 
And  you  within  it:  if  hefail  of  that 

He 
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He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  oft  ; 
I  overheard  him  :  and  his  pra&ifcs : 
This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery ; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Or  I.  Why  whither  Adam  would'ft  thou  have  me  go  ? 
Ada.  No  matter  whither,  for  you  come  not  here. 

Orl.  What ,  would'ft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my 
Or  with  a  bafc  and  boiftrous  Sword  enforce  (food, 
A  theevifti  living  on  the  common  rode  ? 
This  I  imift  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,do  how  I  can: 
I  rather  will  fubjeel:  me  to  the  malice 

Of  a  diverted  bloud,  and  bloudy  brother. 
Ada,  But  do  not  fo :  I  have  five  hundred  Crowns, 

The  thrifty  hire  I  faved  under  you  father, 
Which  I  did  ftoreto  be  my  fofterNurfc, 
When  fervice  Ihould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 
And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown, 
Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed, 

Yra  providently  caters  for  the  Sparrow, 
Be  comfort  to  my  age :  here  is  the  gold, 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant, 
Though  1  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty ; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  ray  bloud, 
Nor  did  not  with  unbafhfull  forhead  wooc, 

The  means  of  weaknefle  and  debility, 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 
Frofty  but  kindly  ;  let  me  go  with  you, 

I'le  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bufineffe  and  neccflities. 

Orl.  Oh  good  old  man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  fervice  of  theantick  world, 

When  fervice  fweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed : 
Thou  art  not  for  the  falhion  of  thefe  times. 

Where  none  will  fwcat,  but  for  promotion, 
And  having  that,do  choak  their  fervice  up, 
Even  with  the  having,  it  is  not  fo  with  thee : 

But  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  bloflbme  yield, 

In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry: 

But  come  thy  wayes,  we'll  go  along  together, 
And  ere  we  have  my  youthfull  wages  fpent, 

We'll  light  upon  fome  fetled  low  content. 
Ada,  Mafter  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 

To  the  laft  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty, 
From  feventy  years,  till  now  almcft  fourfcorc 

Here  liv'd  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years,  many  their  fortunes  feek, 
But  at  fourfcorc,  it  is  too  late  a  week, 

Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 

Then  to  dye  well,  and  not  my  Matters  debtcr.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Rof  aline  far  Cjanimei,Celia  for  Alitna, 
and  Clown,  alias  Touchfione. 

Rof.  O  Jupiter,  how  merry  are  my  fpirits  ? 
Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirits ,  if  my  legges  were  not 

weary. 

Rof.  I  could  findc  in  my  heart  todifgrace  my  mans 
apparell  ̂   and  to  cry  like  a  woman :  bat  I  muft  comfort 

the  weaker  vefTell,  as  doublet  and  hofc  ought  to  iliow  it 
felf  couragious  to  a  pettycoat ;  therefore  courage ,  good Aliena, 

Cel.  I  pray  you  bear  with  me  ,  I  can  goe  no  fur ther. 

Clo.  For  my  part  5  I  had  rather  bear  with  you ,  then 
bear  you  :  yet  I  ftiould  bear  no  crolfe  if  I  did  bear  you, 
for  I  think  you  have  no  money  in  your  purfe. 

Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  Forreft  of  Arden. 
Clo.  I ,  now  am  I  in  Arden ,  the  more  foole  I,  when  I 

was  at  home  I  was  in  a  better  place  ,  but  Travellers  muft be  content. 

Enter  Corin,  and  Silviits. 

R»f.  I,  be  fo  good  Toachftone :  look  you  who  comes 
here,  a  young  man  and  an  old  in  folemn  talk. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  herfcornyou  ftill. 
Sil.  O  Cor  in,  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her, 

Cor.  I  partly  gueflc :  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 
St  I.  No  Cor  in,  being  old,  thou  can'ft  not  guefife. 

Though  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  lover 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow  : 
But  if  thy  love  were  ere  like  to  mine, 
As  fure  I  think  did  never  man  love  fo : 

How  many  actions  moft  ridiculous, 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fancafie  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten- 
Sil.  Oh  thou  didft  then  never  love  fo  heartily, 

If  thou  rcmembreft  not  the  flighteft  folly, 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 

Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  Miftris  praife. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company, 

Abruptly  as  my  parftonnow  makes  me, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
0  efhebe,  Vhebe,  Phebe.  Exeunt, 

Rof.  Alas  poor  Shepheard*  fearching  of  their  wound, 
1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Clo.  And  I  mine :  I  remember  when  I  was  in  love ,  I 

broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone ,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 
coming  a  nights  to  Jane  Smile  and  I  remember  the  kif- 
fing  of  her  batlet,  and  the  Cowes  dugs  that  her  pretty 

chopt  hands  had  milk'd  ;  and  I  remember  the  wooing 
of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  tods, 
and  giving  her  them  again ,  £aid  with  weeping  tears  , 
wear  thefe  for  my  fake :  we  that  are  true  Lovers,  run  into 
ftrange  capers ;  but  as  all  is  mortall  in  nature,  fo  is  all  na- 

ture in  love,  mortall  in  folly. 

%of.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifcr  then  thou  art  ware  of. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  Iriall  ne're  beware  of  mine  own  wit,  till I  break  my  lhins  againft  it.  % 

Rof.  love,  love,  this  Shepheards  pafilon 
Is  much  upon  my  falhion. 

Clo.  And  mine ,  but  it  growes  fomething  ftaic  with 

me. 

Cel.  I  pray  you^onc  of  you  queftion  yon'd  man  s If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food, 
I  faint almoft  to  death. 

Clo.  Holla  ;  you  Clown. 

'Rof.  Peace  fool,  he's  not  thy  kinfraan. Cor.  Who  calls  ? 

Clo.  Your  betters  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfc  are  they  very  wretched. 
.   .Rof. 
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%of.  Peace  I  lay  ;  good  even  to  you  friend.             j  : 
Cor.  And  co  yatt  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all.  | 
%nf.  1  pvcthcc,Sliephcard,if  that  love  or  gold  | 

Can  in  this  Dcfctt  plaec  buy  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  fclvcs,  and  feed  : 

Hcrc'f  a  young  Maid  with  travcll  much  oppreffed, 
And  faints  for  fuccour. 

Cor.  Fair  fir,  I  piety  her, 
And  wifh  for  her  fake  more  then  for  mineown, 

My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her : 
But  I  am  fhephcard  to  anocher  man, 
And  do  not  lhcer  the  Fleeces  that  I  graze: 
My  mafter  is  of  chuihfh  difpofition, 
And  little  wreaks  to  finde  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality. 
Befides  his  Coat,  his  Flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  Iheep-coat  now 
By  rcafon  of  his  abfencc  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on :  but  what  is,  come  fee, 

And  in  my  voyce  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 
Rof.  What  is  he  that  fhall  buy  his  flock  and  pafture  ? 

(for.  That  young  Swain  that  you  faw  here  but  ere- while. 

That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 
Rof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honcfty, 

Buy  thou  the  Cottage,  and  the  pafture,  and  the  flock,  , 
And  thou  fhalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages : 
1  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could 
Wafts  my  time  in  it. 

Cei,  Affuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold  : 
Go  with  me,  if  you  like  upon  report, 
The  foile,  the  profit,  and  this  kinde  oflife, 
i  will  your  very  faithfull  Feeder  be, 

And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddcnly.  Exeunt. 

you  :  but  that  they  cart  complement  is  like  th'encounter 
of  two  dog- Apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me  heartily, 
methinks  1  have  given  him  a  penny  ,  and  he  renders  me 
the  beggarly  thanks.  Come  fing ,  and  you  that  will  not, 
hold  your  tongues. 

Amy.  Well,  Tie  end  the  fong.  Sirs,  cover  the  while, 
the  Duke  will  drink  under  this  tree ;  he  hath  been  all  this 
day  to  look  you. 

Iaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him  : 
He  is  too  difputeablc  for  my  company : 

I  think  of  as  many  matters  as  he,  but  I  give 
Heaven  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft  of  them. 

Come,  warble,  come. 

Song.           Altogether  here. Who  doth  ambition  fhnn, 

and  loves  to  live  i'th  Sun, 
Seeking  the  food  he  tuts, 

zAnd  pleas'd  with  what  he  gets : Come  hither,  some  hither,  come  hither , 
Here  (hall  he  fee,  no  enemy, 

But  winter\and  rough  Weather. 

Iaq.  Tie  give  you  a  verfc  to  this  note, 
That  I  made  yefterday  in  defpight  of  my  invention. 

tAtny.  And  I'lc  fing  it. 
Iaq.  Thus  it  goes. If  it  doe  come  to  pafi, 

That  any  man  turn  Affe: 
Leaving  hit  wealth  and  eafe, 

tA ftuhborn  will  to  pleafe , 
Ducdame,  ducdame,  ducdame : 
Here  fhall  he  fee,  grof  tfooles  as  het 
And  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Amy.  What's  that  Ducdame  ? 
Iaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation ,  to  call  fools  into  1  cir- 

cle. Tie  go  flcep  if  I  can :  if  I  cannot,  Pie  raile  againft  all 
the  firft  born  of  Egypt. 

zAmy.  And  Tie  go  feek  the  Duke,  , 

His  banket  is  prepar'd.  Exeunt. Scena  Quinta. 

Enter ,  Amyens,  Jaques,  and  ethers. Song. 

Under  the  greenwood  tree, 
mho  loves  to  lye  with  me, 

And  turn  his  mer  ry  Note, 
unto  the  fweet  Birds  throte : 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  : 
Here  (hall  he  fee  no  enemy, 

But  Winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  prethee  more. 
Amy.  It  will  make  you  mclancholly  Mounfieur  laques. 
Iaq.  I  thank  it:  More^l  prethee  more, 

I  can  luck  melancholly  out  of  a  fong. 
As  a  Weazel  fucks  eggs :  More,  I  prethee  more. 

Amy.  My  voyce  is  ragged  ,  I  know  I  cannot  pleafe 

you. Iaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me, 
I  do  defire  you  to  fing  : 

Come,  more, another  ftanzo :  Call  you'em  ftanzo's  ? 
aAmy.  What  you  will  Mounfieur  laques. 
Iaq.  Nay ,  I  care  not  for  their  names ,  they  own  me 

nothing    Will  vnu  finer 

Amy.  More  at  yourrequcft,  then  to  pleafe  my  felf 
Iaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man  ,  Tie  thank 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Orlando,  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  Mafter,  I  can  go  no  further : 

O I  dye  for  food.  Here  lye  I  down, 
And  meafure  out  my  grave.  Farewell  kinde  mafter. 

Or  I.  Why  how  now  Adam  ?  No  greater  heart  in  thee ! 
Live  a  little,  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thy  felf  a  little. 
If  this  uncouth  Forrcft  yield  any  thing  favagc, 

I  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee : 
Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  then  thy  powers. 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable ,  hold  death  a  while 
At  the  armcs  end :  I  will  here  be  with  thee  prefently, 

And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat, 
I  will  give  thee  leave  to  dye :  but  if  thou  dieft 
Before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour. 

Well  faid,  thou  look'ft  cheerely, 
And  I'lc  be  with  thee  quickly :  yet  thou  licft 
In  the  bleak  aire.  Come  I  will  bear  thee 

To  fome  Ihelter,  and  thou  fhalt  not  dye 
For  lack  of  a  dinner, 

If  there  livcany  thing  in  this  Defert, 

Cheerely  good  tAwam,  Exeunt. 
Scena 
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Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Duke  Sen.  and  Lord,  like  out-lawes. 

Du.  Sen.  I  think  he  be  transform' d  into  a  beaft, 
Fori  can  nowhere  finde  him, like  a  man. 

i .  Lord,  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence, 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearins  of  a  Song. 

Du.  Sen.  If  he  compact  of  jarres,  grow  Muficall, 
We  fhall  have  fhortly  difcord  in  the  Spheres  : 
Gofeek  him,  tell  him  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 

i.  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 
Du.  Sen.  Why  how  now  Monfieur,  what  a  life  is  this 

That  ■  rour  poor  friends  muft  wooe  your  company, 
What,  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool :  I  met  a  fool  i'th  Forreft , 
A  motley  fool  (  a  miferable  world :  ) 
A ;  I  doe  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool , 

Who  hid  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  in  the  Sun, 
And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  termes, 
:  In  good  fet  termes,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
Good  morrow  fool  (  quoth  I  : )  no  Sir,  quoth  he, 
Call  me  not  foo},  till  heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune, 

■And  then  he  drew  a  Dxall  from  his  poake , 
And  looking  on  it,  with  lack-luftre  eye, 

-Sayes,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  clock  : 
Thus  we  may  fee  (quoth  he)  how  the  world  wagges : 

'Tis  but  but  an  hour  ago,  fince  it  was  nine , 
And  after  one  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven, 
And  fo  from  hour  to  hour,  wre  ripe,  and  ripe* 
And.  then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool,  thus  mora  11  on  the  time, 
My  Lungs  began  to  crow  like  Chanticleere, 

That  Fools  fhould  be  fo  deep  contemplative  : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intei million 
An  hour  by  hisDiall.  Oh  noble  fool, 

A  worthy  fool :  Motley's  thsonely  wear. Dtt.  Sen.  What  fool  is  this  ? 

Jaq.  O  worthy  fool :  one  that  hath  been  a  Courtier 
And  fayes,  if  Ladies  be  young,  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 

After  a  voyage  :  He  hath  ftrange  places  cram'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 

In  mangled  formes.  O  that  I  were  a  fool , 
lam  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Du.  Sen,  Thou  (halt  have  one. 

i    Jaq.  It  is  my  onejy  fuite, 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judgements 
Of  all  opinion  that  growes  rank  in  them, 

'That  I  am  wife.  I  muft  have  liberty 
Withall,  as  large  a  Charter  as  the  winde, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe,  for  fo  fools  have  : 
And  they  that  are  molt  gauled  with  my  folly, 
They  moft  muft  laugh  :  And  why  fir  muft  they  fo  ? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  Parifh  Church : 
He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart 
Seem  fenfeieffc  of  the  bob.  If  not , 

The  Wife-man's  folly  isanatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  a  fool. 
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Inveft  me  in  the  motley  :  Give  me  leave 

]  To  fpeak  my  mindc,  and  I  will  through 

j  Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'infe&ed  world3 
!  If  they  will  pntiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Dn.Sen.  Fic  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft  doj 
Jaq.  What,  for  a  Counter,  would  I  doe,  but  good  ? 
Du.Sen.  Moft  mifchicvous  foul  fin,  in  chidin^  fin  : 

For  thou  thy  felf  haft  been  a  Libertine, 
As  fenfuallasthe  bmitifh  fting  it  felf, 

And  all  th'imboffed  fores,  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licenfe  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  generall  world. 

Jaq.  Why  who  cries  out  on  pride , 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  j 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
Till  that  the  weary  very  meanes  doe  ebbe. 
What  woman  in  the  City  doe  I  name, 

When  that  I  fay  the  City  woman  beares 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  fhoulders? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay  that  I  mean  her, 
When  luch  a  one  as  fhe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  function, 
That  fayes  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft, 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  but  therein  fuits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  fpeech, 
There  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein 

My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  :  if  it  doe  him  right,  • 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf  :  if  he  be  free, 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild-goofe  flies 

Unclaim'd  of  arty  man.  But  who  comes  here  1 

Enter  Orlando. 

Or  I.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet, 

Orl.  Nor  fhalt  not,  till  neceffity  be  ferv'd. 
Jaq.  Of  what  kinde  fhould  this  Cock  come  of  ? 

Du.  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd  man  by  thy  diftrefs? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 

That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 
Orl.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firft,  the  thorny  point 

Of  bare  diflreffe,  that  hath  tane  from  me  the  fhew 

Of  fmooth civility:  yet  am  I  in-land  bred, 
And  know  fome  nurture  :  But  forbear, I  fay? 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit , 

Till  I,  and  my  affaires  are  anfwered. 

Jaq.  And  you  will  not  be  anfwer'd  w'th  reafonj I  muft  die. 

Dm.  Sen.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Your  gentlencffe  fhall  force,  more  then  your  force 
Move  us  to  gentlencffe. 

Orl.  I  almoft  dio for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 
Du.  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  table 

Orl.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  me,  I  pray  you, 
I  thoupbt  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here, 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 

Of  ftern  command'ment.  ,3ut  what  e're  you  are 
That  in  this  defart  inacceflible, 

Under  the  lliade  of  melancholiy  boughs. 

Loofe,  and  neglect  the  creeping  aoures  of  ti(jne : 

If  ever  you  have  tffok'd  on  better  dayes : 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoird  to  Church  : 

If  ever  fate  at  any  good  mans  feaft : 

If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  piety,  and  be  pittied , 
Let  gcntleneffc  my  ftrong  enforcement  be, 
In  the  which  hope,  I  bufh,  and  hide  my  Sword. 

,      R  D<ike.\ 
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Dm.  Sen.  True  is  it,  that  we  have  feen  better  dayes, 
And  have  with  holy  bell  bin  knowld  to  Church, 

And  fat  at  good  mens  feafts,  and  wip'd  ourcyes 
1  Of  drop?,  that  facrcd  pitty  hath  engendred  .• 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentleneffe, 
And  take  upon  command,  what  help  we  have 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  minifticd, 

Or  I.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while , 
Whiles  (like  a  Doe)  I  go  to  findc  my  Fawn  , 
And  give  it  food.  There  is  an  old  poor  man  , 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 

Limpt  in  pure  love  :  till  he  be  firft  fufhVd, 
Opprcft  with  two  weak  evils,  age,  and  hunger , 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Dm.  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 

And  we  will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 
Or  I.  I  thank  ye,  and  be  bleft  for  your  good  comfort. 
Dm.  Sen.  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy  : 

This  wide  and  univerfail  Theater 

Prcfents  more  wofull  Pageants  then  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Ja.  All  the  world's  a  ftage , 
And  all  the  men  and  women,  meerly  Players ; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrances> 
And  one  man  in  his  time  playcs  many  parts , 
His  A£t%  being  feven  ages.  At  firft  the  Infant, 
Mewling,  and  puking  in  the  Nurfes  aimes. 
Then,  the  whining  Schoole-boy  with  hisSatchell , 
And  fhining  morning  face,  creeping  like  Snaile 
Unwillingly  to  Schools.  And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  Furnace,  with  a  wofull  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Miftreffe  eye-brow.  Then  a  Soldier, 
Full  of  ftiange  oathes,  and  bearded  like  the  ParW, 
Jealous  in  honour,  fudden,  and  quick  in  quarrcll, 
Seeking  the  bubble  Reputation, 
Even  in  the  Canons  mouth.  And  then,  the  Juftice 

In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  Capon  lin'd, 
With  eyes  fevere,and  bcavd  of  formallcut, 
Full  of  wife  fawes,  and  modern  inftances, 

And  fo  he  playes  his  part.  The  fixt  age  fhifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flippcr'd  Pantaloone, 
With  fpc&aclcs  on  snofe,  and  pouch  on  fide  ; 

His  youthfull  hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhiunk  fhank,  and  his  big  manly  voyce, 
Turning  again  toward  cbildifh  trebble  pipes, 
And  whittles  in -his  found.  Laft  Scene  of  all, 

That  ends  this  ftrange  evcntfullhiftory , 
Is  fecond  childifhneffe,  and  meer  oblivion, 

Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing. 

Enter  Orlando  ytith  Adam. 

Dm.  Sen.  Welcome  :  fct  down  your  venerable  bur- 
then, and  let  him  feed. 

Or/.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him. 
■Ad-  So  had  you  need, 

I  fcarcecan  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  felf. 
Dm.  Sen.  Welcome, fall  too :  I  will  not  trouble  you, 

As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes : 
Give  us  fome  mufick,  and  good  Coufin,fing. Song. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  winde  , 
ThoM  art  not  fo  Mnkjnde,  as  mans  ingratitude  ; 
Thy  ttoth  is  n»t  fo  keen,  becanfethoM  art  not  feen , 

A It  bough  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Heigh  h»,fing  heigh  ho,  Mnto  the  green  holly, 

M*fl friendjhip  isfaining  •  moft  Loving  meer  folly  ; The  heigh  ho,  the  holly, 
This  Life  is  moft  jolly , 

Frie*e,  frieze,  thou  bitter  skje,  that  dofl  not  bite  f«  nigh as  benefits  forgot : 

ThiMgh  thoM  the  waters  warpe,  thy  fling  is  not  f«  fharp, 
as  friend  remembred  not , 

Heigh  ho,fing  &c. 

Dm.  Stu.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowlands  (on. 
As  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witneffe  , 
Moft  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither  :  I  am  the  Duke 

Thatlov'd  your  Father :  the  Refidue  of  your  fortune, 
Go  to  my  Cave,  and  tell  me.  Good  old  man  , 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  Mafter  is : 
Support  him  by  the  arme  :  give  me  your  hand, 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand.  Extmt. 

ABus  Tertius*  Scena  Trima* 

Enter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 
Dm.  Not  fee  him  fince  ?  Sir,  fir,  that  cannot  be : 

But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  fhould  not  fee  an  abfent  argument 

Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  but  look  to  it, 

Find  oat  thy  brother  wherefoe're  he  is, 
Seek  him  with  Candle :  bring  him  dead,  or  living 
Within  this  twelvemonetli,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  Territory.  . 

Thy  Lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  fcizurc,  doe  we  feize  into  our  hands, 
Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brothers  mouth  , 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee. 

01.  Oh  that  your  Highneffe  knew  my  heart  m  this  jr 

I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life.  . 
Duke.  More  villain  thou.  Well,  puflihim  out  ofdqors 

A  ad  let  my  Officers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  Houfe  and  Lands : 
Doe  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.    <  Exeunt 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Orl.  Hang  there  my  verfe,  in  witneffe  of  my  love, 
And  thou  thrice  crowned  Queen  of  night  furvey 

With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above 
Thy  Huntieffename,  that  my  full  life  doth  fway. 
O  RofMlnd,  thefe  Trees  fhall  be  my  Books, 
And  in  theirbarks  my  thoughts  Tie  character, 

That  every  eye,  which  in  this  Forreft  looks, 
Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witneft  every  where. 
Run,  run  Orlando,ctxyt  on  every  Tree , 

The  fair,  the  chafte,  and  unexpretTive  fhe.  Exit. 

Enter  Qorin  and  Clown. 

O.And  how  like  you  this  Shepherds  life  }A.Toucbftone? 
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;  Clow.  Truly  Shepheard,  in  refpeci  of  it  fdf,  it  is  a 
j  good  life  ;  but  in  refpeit  that  it  is  a  Shephcardslife,  it  is 
naught.  In  Kfpeft  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well : 
but  in  refpcft  that  it  is  piivate,  it  is  a  very  vild  life.  Now 
in  rcfpedt  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well :  but  in 
refpect  it  is  not  in  the  Court,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare 
life  (look  you)  it  fits  my  humour  well :  but  as  there  is  no 

more  plsnty  in  it,  it  goes  much  againft  my  ftomack.  Has't 
any  Philofophy  in  thee  Shepheard  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one  fickens, 
the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is :  and  that  he  that  wants  money, 
meanes,  and  content,  is  without  three  good  fiiends.That 
the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire  to  I  urn  :  That 
good  pafture  makes  fat  fhecp  r  and  that  a  great  caufe  of 
the  night,  is  lack  of  the  Sun  :  That  he  that  hath  learned 

no  wit  by  Nature,  nor  Art,  may  complain  of  good  bree- 
ding, or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  naturall  Philofopher. 

Was'tever  in  Court  Shepheard  ? 
Cor.  No  truly. 

Ch.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 
Cor.  Nay,  I  hope. 

Ch,  Truly  thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill  roafted  Egge, 
all  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court  ?  yourreafon. 

Clo.  Why,  if  thou  never  was't  at  Court*  thou  never 

*aw'ft  good  manners;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  manners, 
then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked ;  and  wickedneffe  is  fin, 

and  fin  is  damnation  :  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  ftate,  Shep- 
heard. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit  Touchftone :  thofe  that  have  good 
manners  at  the  Court,  areas  ridiculous  in  the  Countrey, 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  Countrey  is  moft  mockable  at  the 
Court.  You  told  me,  you  falute  not  at  the  Court,  but 
you  kifie  your  hands ;  that  courtcfie  would  be  uncleanly 
if  Courtiers  were  Shcpheards. 

Clo.  Inftance,  briefly  :  come,  inftancc. 

^  Cor.  Why  we  are  ftill  handling  our  Ewes,  and  their 
Fels  you  know  are  greafie. 

Clo.  Why,  doe  not  your  Courtiers  hands  fweat?  and 
is  not  the  greafe  of  Mutton  as  wholfome  as  the  fweat  of  a 
man  >  Shallow,  {hallow :  A  better  inftancc  I  fay  :  Come  : 

Cor.  Sefides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooncr . Shallow  agen: 
a  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  nre  often  tarr'd  over,  with  the  furgery 
of  our  Sheep :  and  would  you  have  us  kiffe  Tarre  ?  The 
Courtiers  hands  are  perfumed  with  Civet. 

Clo.  Moft  fhallow  man  :  Thou  wormes-meat  in  re- 

fpe&of  a  good  oiece  of  flefh  indeed  :  learn  of  the  wife 
and  perpend  :  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  then  Tarre  ;  the 

very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  Cat.  Mend  the  inftance  Shep- 
head. 

Cor.  You  have  too  Courtly  a  wit  for  me,  Tie  reft. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee  fhallow 
man :  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  Labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat ;  get 
that  I  wear;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  mans  happi- 
nefle  ;  glad  of  other  mens  good,  content  with  my  harme  ; 

and  the  greateft  of  my  pride,  is  to  fee  my  Ewes  graze, 
and  my  Lambs  fuck. 

Clo.  That  is  another  fimple  fin  in  you,  to  bring  the 
Ewes  and  the  Rammes  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your 

living,  by  the  copulation  of  Catiell,  to  be'  a  Bawd  to  a 
Bell-weather,  and  to  betray  a  fhce-Lamb  of  a  twelve- 
moncth  to  a  crooked-pated  old  Cuckoldly  Ramme,  out 

of  all  reafonable  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  damnd  for  this, 
the  devil  himfclf  will  have  no  Shepheards ;  I  cannot  fee 
how  thou  fhouldft  fcape. 

Car.  Here  comes  Mr.  Gammed,  my  new  Miftrefles Brother. 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Rof  Trent  the  eaft  to  weft  em  Inde, 
no  Tew  el  is  like  Rofalinde, 

Her  worth  being  mounted  on  the  winde, 
through  all  the  World  beares  Rofalinde 

All  the  PiElures  fair  eft  Linde, 

art  bt*t  blacky  to  Rofalinde  f 
Let  no  face  be  k*ft  in  minde, 

but  the  moft  fair  %ofal\nde. 

Clo.  I'lc  rime  you  fo,  eight  yeares  together  5  dinners, 
and  fuppers,  andflecping  houres  excepted :  it  is  the  right 
Butter-womens  rank  to  Market, 

Rcf.  Out  Foole. 
Clo.  For  a  tafte. 

Jf  a  Jidrt  dot  lacb^  a  Minde. 
Let  him  feekjut  Rofalinde  } 

If  the  Cat  will  after  kjnde, 

fo  be  fnre  will  Rofalinde : 
Winter  G arments  muft  be  linde, 

fo  muft  fender  Rofalinde : 
They  that  reap  muft  fheafe  and  binde, 

them  to  Cart  with  Rofalinde. 
SweeteSl  meat  hath  fowreft  rinde, 

fuch  a  nut  is  Rofalinde. 
Ht  that  fweeteft  roft  willfinde, 

muft  finde  Ltves  pricks  and  Rofalinde. 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  Verfcs,  why  doe  you  infect 
your  lelf  with  them  ? 

Rof.  Peace  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 
Clo.  Truly  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

£of.  I'le  graffe  it  with  you,  and  then  I  fhall  graffe  It 
with  a  Mfdler  r  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  i'th  coun- 

trey :  for  you'l  be  rotten  e're  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's the  right  virtue  of  the  Medler. 

Clo.  You  have  faid :  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the Forreft  jwdge. 

Snter  Ctliawith  a  Writing, 

Rof.  Peace,  here  comes  my  filter  reading,  fland  afide. 
Cel.  Why  fhould  this  Defart  be, 

for  it  u  unpeopled  ?  Noe  : 
Tongs  Vie  hang  on  every  tree, 

that  fhall  civil  fayiugs  fhoe. 

Some,  how  brief  the  Life  of  man  - .  rms  his  erring  pilgrimage  , 
That  the  fir  etching  of  a  fpan, 

buckles  in  his  frtmme  of  age. 
Some  of  violated  vowes , 

'twixt  the  fouls  of  friend,  and  friend, 
Snt  upon  the  fair  eft  bowes  , 

or  at  every  fentence  end  \ 
Will  I  Rofalinda  write  , 

teaching  all  that  read,  to  kjtew 
This  quint  efience  of  every  fprite, 

heaven  would  in  little  (how. 

Therefore  heaven  Nature  chang'tt, 
that  one  body  fhould  befill'd 

With  all  Graces  wide  enlarged, 
nature  prefently  diftill'd 

R  2  Helen] 
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Helen'/  cheeks, but  not  his  heart, 
Cleopatra'/  Majesty  ; 

Attalanta'/  better part  ; 
fad  Lucreciacs  Moitfly. 

Thus  Rofalinde  of  many  parts, 

by  Heavenly  Synod  was  devis'd, 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts , 

to  have  the  touches  dearefi  prixld. 
Heaven  would  that  jhe  thefe  ftfts  fhotkldhavt, 

and  I  to  live  and  die  hcrfldve. 

Rof,  O  moft  gentle  Jupiter ,  what  tedious  homily  of 
-ove  have  you  wearied  your  Parifhioners  withal!,  and 

never  cri'd,  Have  patience  good  people. 
Cel.  How  now  J  back  friends:  Shepheard  go  off  a 

ittle  :  go  with  him  firrah. 
Clo.  Come  Shepheard,  let  us  make  an  honourable  re- 

treat, though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip 
and  lcrippage.  Exit. 

Cel.  Didit  thou  hear  thefe  Vcrfcs  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ,  for  fome 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  then  the  Verfes  would 

Cel.  That's  no  matter :  the  feet-might  bear  the  Verfes. 
Rof  I,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 

themfelves  without  the  vcrfe,  nnd  therefore  ftood  lamely 
in  the  vcrfe. 

Cel.  But  didlt  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 

nam?  fhould  be  hang'd  and  carved  upon  thefe  trees  ? 
Rcf  I  was  feven  of  the  nine,  dayes  out  of  wonder,  be- 

>re  )  cm  came  :  for  look  here  whar  I  found  on  a  Palme 

tree ;  I  was  never  fo  berim'd  fince  Pythagoras  time  that 
was  an  liifh  Rat.  which  1  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Tro  y6u,  who  hath  done  this  ? 
Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 
Cel.  And  a  chain  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  neck : 

change  your  colour  ? 
Rof.  I  prethee  who  ? 
Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 

meet ;  but  Mountains  may  be  remov'd  with  Earthquakes, and  fo  encounter.  . 

Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 
Cel.  Is  it  pcllible  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  I  prethee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  vehe- 
mence, tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderfull,  wonderfull,  and  moft  wonderfull 

wonderfull,  and  yet  again  wonderfull,  and  after  that  out 
of  all  hooping. 

Rof  Good  my  complcction,  doft  thou  think  though 

I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  a  hofe 
in  my  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more,  is  a  South- 
fea  of  difcovery.  I  prethee  tell  me,  who  is  it  quickly,  and 
fpeak  apace  :  I  would  thou  couldft  Itammer,  that  thou 

might'ft  powre  this  conceal'd  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as 
Wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow-mouth'd  bottle  :  either  too 
much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I  prethee  take  the  Corke 

out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 
Cel.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 
%of.  Is  he  of  G  ods  making  ?  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Is  his  head  worth  a  hat  ?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

"Rof  Why  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankfull ;  let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  beard} if  thou 
delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tript  up  the  Wraftlers 
heeles,  and  your  heart,  both  in  an  inftant. 

%$f.  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking  .•  fpeak  fad 
brow,  and  true  maid : 

Cel.  I'faith  (Co*)  'tis  he. 
Rof  Orlando  f Cel.  Orlando. 

'Rof.  Alafs  the  day,  what  (hall  I  doe  with  my  doublet and  hofe  ?  What  did  he  when  thou  faw'ft  him  ?  What 
faid  he  ?  How  look'd  he  ?  Wherein  went  he?  What  makes 
he  here  ?  Did  he  ask  for  me  ?  Where  remains  he  ?  How 
parted  he  with  thee  ?  And  when  fhalt  thou  fee  him  a- 
gain  ?  Anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

Cel.  Ycu  muft  borrow  me  Gargantuas  mouth  flrft  : 
'tis  a  Word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  Ages  fize :  to fay  I  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  then  to  anfwer 
in  a  Catechiime.  >  .  .■ 

Rof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Forreft,  and 
in  mans  apparell  ?  Looks  he  as  frcfhly,  as  he  did  the  day 

heWraftled?  
J .  Cel.  It  is  as  eafie  to  count  Atomes  as  to  refolvethe 

propofitions  of  a  Lover  :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding 
him,  and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him 

under  a  tree  like  a  dropp'd  Acorn. 

Rof.  It  may  well  be  call'd  Joves  treei  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam. 

Rof  Proceed. 

Cel.  There  lay  he  ftretch'd  along  like  a  Wounded knight. 

Rof.  Though  it  be  piety  to  fee  fuch  a  fight ;  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

Cel.  Cry  holla,  to  the  tongue,  I  prethee  :  it  curyettes 

unfeafonably.  He  was  furnifh'd  like  a  Hunter. 
Rof.  O  ominous,  he  comes  to  kill  my  Hart. 

Cel.  I  would  fing  my  fong  without  a  burthen,  thou 

bring'ft  me  out  of  tune. 
Rof.  Doe  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman,  when  I  think, 

I  muft  fpeak  :  fweet,  fay  on. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Jaqttts. 

Cel.  You  bring me-ont.  Soft,  comes  he  not  near? 

Rof.  'Tis  he,  fling  by,  and  note  him. 
Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company ;  but,good  faitb,I 

had  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

Orl.  And  fo  had  I :  but  yet  for  fafhion  fake 
I  thank  you  too,  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  God  buy  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. Orl.  I  doe  defire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you  marrc  no  more  trees  with  Writing 
Love-fongs  in  their  barkes. 

0>l.  1  pray  you  marre  no  more  of  my  verfes  with  rea- 
ding them  lll-favouredly. 

Jaq.  Rofalinde  is  your  loves  name  ? 
Orl.  Yes,Juft. 

Jaq.  I  doe  not  like  her  name. 
Orl.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you  when  fhe 

was  chriften'd. 
Jaq.  What  ftature  is  fhe  of  ? 
Orl.  Juft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

J* .You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwersrhave  you  not  bin  ac- 
quainted with  goldfmiths  wives,&  cond  them  out  of  rings. 

Orl.  Not  fo  :  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloath, 

from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  queftions, 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit;  I  think  'twas  made  of 
Attalanta'%  heeles.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  wc 
two  will  raile  againft  our  Miftrcfle  the  world ,  and  all our  mifety. 

Orl.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my  felf 

againft 
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1  againft  whom  I  know  no  faults. 
Ja<j.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 
Orl.  Til  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft  virtue  : 

I  am  weaiy  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  fceking  for  a  Fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Orl.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook,  look  but  in,  and 
you  fhall  fee  him. 

J*q.  There  I  fhall  fee  mine  own  figure. 
Orl.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  Fool,  or  a  Cipher. 

Jacj.  Tie  tarry  no  longer  wi'.h  you,  farewell  goodfig- nior  Love. 

Orl.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure  :  Adieu  good  Mon- 
fieurMelanchelly. 

Rof.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcie  Lacky,  and  un- 

der that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him:  doe  you  hear 

Orl.  Very  well,  what  would  yr  ■<  >  (Forreftcr. 
Rof.  I  Dray  vou,waat  i  fta  clock  ? 

Orl.  You  fhould  aske  me  what  time  o'  day  :  there's  no clock  in  the  Forreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Forreft,  clfe 

fighing  every  minute ,  and  groan:ng  every  hour  would 
detect  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Orl.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  Had  not 
that  bin  as  proper  ? 

Rof.  By  nomeanes  fir  ;  Time  travels  in  divers  places, 
with  divers perfons :  Tie  tell  you  who  Time  ambles  with- 
all,  who  Time  trots  withall,  who  time  gallops  withall,and 
who  he  ftands  ftill  withall. 

Orl.  I  prethee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withall  > 
Rof.  Marry  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,between 

the  contract  of  her  marriage,and  the  day  it  is  folemniz'd  : 
if  the  interim  be  but  a  fennight,  Times  pace  is  fo  hard, 
that  it  feemsthe  length  of  feven  year. 

Orl.  Who  ambles  time  withall  ? 

Rof  With  a  Prieft  that  lacks  Latine,  and  a  rich  man 

that  hath  not  the  Gowcc  :  for  the  one  deeps  eafily  be- 
caufe  be  cannot  ftudy ,  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  be- 

caufe  he  feels  no  pa:n  :  the  one  lacking  the  burthen  of 
lean  and  waftefull  Learning  ;  the  other  knowing  no  bur- 

then of  heavy  tedious  penury.  Thefe  time  ambles  with- 
all. 

Orl.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withall  ? 
Rof.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows :  for  though  he  go 

as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall ,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon 
there. 

Orl.  Whom  ftayesit  ftill  withall  ? 

Rof  With  Lawyers  in  the  vacation  :  for  they  fleep  be- 
tween Terme  and  Terme,  and  then  they  perceive  not 

how  time  moves. 

Orl.  Where  dwell  you  pretty  youth  ? 
Rof  With  this  Shepheardeffe  my  fiftcr :  here  in  the 

skirts  of  the  Forreft ,  like  Fringe  upon  a  Petticoat. 
Orl.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  Cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  fhe  is 
kindled. 

Orl.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  info  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof  I  have  bin  told  fo  of  many :  but  indeed,  an  old 
religious  Unckle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in 
his  youth  an  inland  man,  one  that  knew  Courtfhip  too 
well :  for  there  he  fell  in  love,  I  have  heard  him  read  ma- 

ny Lectures  againft  it,  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  Wo- 

man  to  be  touch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  offences  as  he 
hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex  withall. 

Orl.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils, 

that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof  There  were  none  principal  1,  they  were  all  like  one 
another,  as  half-pence  are,  every  ones  fault  fceming  mon 
ftrous,  till  his  fellow-fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orl.  I  prethee  recount  fome  of  them. 
%°f.  No :  I  will  not  call  away  my  phyfick,  but  on 

thofe  that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  Forreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofallndoti 
their  barkesjhangs  Odes  upon  Hawthorns,and  Elegies  on 
brambles ;  all  (forfooth)  deifying  the  name  of  Rofallnd 
If  I  could  meet  that  Fancy-monger  ,  I  would  give  him 
fome  good  counfell,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quotidian 
of  Love  upon  him. 

Orl.  I  am  he  that  is  fo  Love-fhak'd ;  I  pray  you  tell me  your  remedy. 

Rof  There  is  none  of  my  Unckles  markes  upon  you 
he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love  :  in  which  cage 
of  rufhes,  lam  fare  you  are  notprifoner. 

Orl.  What  were  his  markes  > 

Rof  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not :  a  blew  eye 
and  iunken,  which  you  have  not :  an  unqueftionable  fpi- 
rit,  which  you  have  not :  a  beard  neglected,  which  you 
have  not :  (but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  fimply  your  ha- 

ving no  beard,  is  a  younger  brothers  revenue)  then  your 

hofe  fhould  be  ungarter'd,  your  bonnet  unhanded,  your 

fleeve  unbutton'd,  your  fhooe  unti'd,  and  every  thing 
about  you  demonftrating  a  careleffe  defolation :  but  you 
arenofuch  man,  you  are  rather  a  point  device  in  your 
accouflrcments,  as  loving  your  fclf,  thanfecming  the  Lo- 

ver of  any  other.  (I  Love. 
Orl.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe 
Rof  Me  believe  it  ?  You  may  as  foon  make  her  that 

you  Love  believe  it,  which  I  warrant  fhe  is  apter  to  doe, 

than  to  confelfe  fhe  do's :  that  is  one  of  the  points,  in  the 
which  women  ftill  give  the  lye  to  their  consciences.  But 
in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  verfes  on  the 
Ttees,  wherein  Rofallnd  is  fo  admired  ? 

Orl.  I  fwear  to  thee  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of  Ro- 
fallnd lam  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

%of  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love  as  your  rimes  fpeak? 
Orl.  Neither  rime  nor  reafon  can  expreffe  how  much , 

Rof,  Love  is  meerly  a  madneffe ,  and  I  tell  you,  de- 
ferves  as  well adarkchoufe, and  awhip,as  madmen  doer 

and  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifh'd  and  cured,  is 
that  the  Lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  whippcrsarein 

lov"  too  :  yet  I  profeffe  curing  it  by  counfell. 
Orl.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 

Rof.  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.  Hee  was  to  imagine 
me  his  Love,  his  Miftreffe  :  and  I  fee  him  every  day  to 
wooe  me.  At  which  time  would  I,beingbut  a  moonifh 
youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing,  and 

liking,  proud, fantafticall,  apifh,  ("hallow,  inconftant,full of  teares,  full  of  fmiles  ;  for  every  palfion  fomething,  and 

for  no  palfion  truly  any  thing,  as  boyes  and  women  are 
for  the  moft  part  cattel  of  this  colour  :  would  now  like 
him,  now  loathe  him:  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwear 

him :  now  weep  for  him ,  then  fpit  at  him  ;  that  I  drave 

my  Suitor  from  his  mad  humour  of  love,  to  a  living  hu- 
mour of  madneffe,  which  was  to  forfwear  the  full  ftrcam 

of  the  world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  meerly  Monaftick  : 
and  thus  I  cur  d  him,  and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to 
wafh  your  Liver  as  cleer  as  a  found  fheeps  heart,  that 

there  fhall  not  be  one  fpot  of  love  in't. 
Orl.  I  would  not  beciu'd,  youth. 
Rof.  I  would  cure  you,  if  you  would  but  call  me  Rof  a. 

llnd,  and  come  every  dav  co  my  Coat,  and  wooe  me. 

R  3  OrL[ 
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As  you  like  it. 

Orlan.  Now  by  the  faich  of  my  love,  1  w.l!  ;  Tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  He  ihew  ;t  you :  and  by 
the  way,  you  fhall  tell  rac,  where  in  the  Fori  eft  you  live  : 
Will  you  go  ? 

Orl.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  you  mutt  call  me  %ofalind:  Come  fifter 
will  ycu  go  ?  Exeunt. 

Seem  Tertia. 

Enter  Ciotvn,  Audrey,  and  Jaques, 

Ch.  Come  apace  good  Andre y, 1  will  fetch  up  your 
Goates,  Audrey;  and  now  Audrey  am  I  the  man  ̂ et  } 

!Doth  my  fiinple  feature  conren:  you  ? 

Aud.  Your  featu>es,Loid  warrant  us':  what  features? 
Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee,  and  thy  Goats,  as  the  moft 

capricious  Poethoncft  Ovid  was  among  the  Goches. 

Jay.  O  knowledge  ill  inhabited,  woife  then  Jove  in  a 
thatch'd  houfe. 

Clo.  When  a  mans  vcrfes  cannot  be  undeiftood,  nor 
a  mans  good  wit  feconded  with  the  forward  childc,  Hn- 
derftanding  :  it  ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  then  a  great 

reckoning  in  a  little  room;  truly,  I  would  the  Gods  had 
made  the  Poeiicall. 

Aud.  I  doe  not  know  what  Pocticall  is :  isithoneft 

in  deed  and  word  :  is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Clo,  No  truly  .•  for  the  trueft  Poetry  is  the  moft  fain- 
mg,  and  Lovers  are  given  to  Poetry  :  and  what  they 

fwear  in  Poetry,  may  be  faid  as  Love's,  they  doe  feign. 
And.  Doe  you  Willi  then  that  the  Gods  had  made  me 

Poeticall  ? 

( lo.  I  doc  truly  :  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me  thou  art  ho- 
neft  :  Now  if  thou  wort  a  Poet,  I  might  have  fome  hope 
thou  didft  f< :  ign. 

And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honf:ft  ? 

Clo.  No  truly,  unlefle  thou  weit  hard-favour'd  :  for 
honefty  coupled  to  beauty  ,  is  to  have  Hony  a  fawce  to 
Sugar. 

No,  no,  the  noblcft  Deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  Raf- 

call :  Is  the  finglcman  therefore  blcffcd  ?  No,  as  a  wall'd 
Town  is  more  worthier  then  a  -village,  fo  is  the  forehead 
of  a  married  man,  more  honourable  then  the  bare  brow 
of  a  Batchcllour  :  and  by  how  much  defence  is  better  then 

no  skill,  by  fo  much  is  a  horn  more  precious  then  to want. 

Enter  S ir  01  her  Mar -text. 

Here  comes  Sir  Oliver  •  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text  you  are  well 
met.  Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or  fhall 
we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappell  > 

Ol.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 
Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Ol.  Truly  fhc  mud  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is  not 
lawful!* 

>C6ed,  proceed  :  I'le  give  her. 

t&.  Good  even,good  M.  what  yc  cajl't :  how  doe  you 
Sir,  you  are  very  weli  met :  godiM  vou  for  yotw  latt  com- 

pany, I  am  very  glad  60  fe«  yon,  *  ven  a  toy  in  hard  here 
S:r  :  Nay,  pray  becover'd. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley  ? 
Clo.  AstheOxe  hath  his  bow  fir,  the  horfc  hiscurb, 

and  the  Falkon  his  bells,  foman  hath  his  defire,  and  as 
Pigeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

Ja/j.  And  will  you  (being  a  man  of  your  breeding)  be 
married  under  a  bufh  like  a  beggar  ?  Get  you  to  Church, 
and  have  a  good  Prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage 
is  :  this  fellow  will  but  joyn  you  together,  as  they  joyn 

Wainfcot,  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  fhrunk  pannell, 
and  like  green  timber,  warpe,  warpe. 

Clo.  i  am  not  in  the  minde,  but  I  were  better  to  be 

married  of  him  then  of  another,  for  he  is  not  like  to  mar- 
ry me  well :  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good 

excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaej.  Go  thou  with  me. And  let  me  counlell  thee. 
Clo.  Come  fweet  Audrey, 

We  muft  be  married,  or  we  mutt  live  in  bawdrcy : 

Farewell  good  M.  Oliver  -.  Not  O  fweet  Olivet O  brave 
Oliver  leave  me  not  behind  thee  :  But  windc  away  »  be 

gone  I  lay,  I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

Ol.  'Tis  no  matter ;  ne'rea  fantafticall  knave  of  them 
all  fhall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Jay.  A  matcriall  foole. 
And.  Well,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the 

Gods  make  mc  honciT. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  cpona  foul  flut, 
were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  difli, 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo,  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods,  for  thy  foulencfTc  ; 
fluttifhneffe  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it,  as  it  may  be, 
I  will  marry  thee  rand  to  that  end,  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Mar-text,  the  Vicar  of  the  next  Village,who  hath 

prcmis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  Foncft,and  ts 
couple  us. 

J*?/?.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 
And.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  joy. 

Clo,  A  men.  A  man  may  if  he  were  of  a  fearful!  hear:, 
in  this  attempt  :  for  here  wc  have  no  Temple 

-  the  Wood  :  no  aflfcmbly  but  Horn-bcafts.  But  what  |  Marry  his  kifles  are  'judas's  own  children 
tjiovgh  ?  Courage.  As  homes  are  odious,  they  are  necef-  j     Rof,  I'faith  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour, 
lary.  It  is  f?  id,  many  a  man  knowes  no  end  of  his  goods;  \     Cel.  An  excellent  colour : 
ris>ht :  Many  a  man  has  good  Horns,  and  knowes  no  end  j  Your  Chcffcnut  was  ever  the  onely  colour 

of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife,  'tis  none  j     "Rof,  And  his  killing  is  as  full  of  fancHty, 
of  his 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celt  a. 

Rof.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Doe  I  prethce,  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  confider, 
that  teares  doe  not  become  a  man. 

Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 
Cel.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defire, 

Therefore  weep. 

Rof.  His  very  hair 
Is  of  the  diflembhng  colour. 

Cel.   Something  browner  then  JttAaiH 

own  getting homes,  even  fo  poor  men  alone  :  As  the  touch  of  holy  br„'ad. 

Cel. 
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(fel.  He  hach  boughca  pair  of  chad  lips  of  Diana  :  a 
Nun  of  winters  hfteihood  kiflfes  noc  more  religiouflie , 
(he  very  ice  of  chnftity  is  in  them. 

RoJ.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  mol- 
ing, and  ccmes  noc  ? 

Cel.  Nay  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 
Rof.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel.  Yes,  I  think  he  is  noc  a  pick  purfe ,  nor  a  horfe- 
ftealer ,  but  for  his  verity  in  love ,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 

cave as  a  covered  goblet ,  or  a  Worme-eaten  nut. 
R»f.  Not  true  in  love  f 
Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in,  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 

Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright  he  was. 
Cel.  Was,  is  not  is :  befides,  the  oath  of  a  Lover  is.  no 

ftronger  then  the  word  of  aTapfter  j  they  are  both  the 
confirmer  of  falfc  reckonings,  he  attends  herein  thefor- 
reft  on  the  Duke  your  father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  quefti- 
on  with  him :  he  askt  me  of  what  parentage  I  was ;  I  told 

him  of  as  good  as  he,  fo  he  Iaugh'd  and  let  mc  go.  But what  talk  we  of  Fathers,  when  there  is  fuch  a  man  as 
Orlando  > 

Cel.  O  that's  a  brave  msn,he  writes  brave  verfes,  fpeaks 
brave  words ,  fwcars  brave  oaths  ,  and  breaks  them 

bravely,  quite  travers  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover,  as  a 
puifny  Tilter ,  that  fpurres  his  horfe  but  on  one  fide , 

breaks  his  ftaffe  like  a  noble  goofe  ;  but  all's  brave  that 
youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides :  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Corln. 

|    Cor  'm.  Miftrcfs  and  Mafter,  ycu  have  enquired. After  the  Shepheard  thatcomplaind  of  love, 
|  Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  TuifFe, 
[Praifing  the  proud  difdainfull  Shcpheardefs 
That  was  his  Miftrefs. 

Cel.  Well :  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truely  plaid 
Between  the  pale  compiection  of  true  Love, 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcornand  proud  difdain, 
Go  hence  a  little  and  I  fhall  conducl  youa 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rof.  O  come,  let  us  remove, 
The  fight  of  Lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love  : 

Bring  us  to  this  fight,  and  you  (hall  fay 
He  prove  a  bufie  after  in  their  play.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Silvms  and  <phebe. 

Sil.  SvttnPhebe  donotfeorn  me,do  x\Qt^Pbebey 
Say  that  you  love  me  noc,  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs ;  the  common  executioner, 

Whofe  heart  th'accudom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck, 
But  firft  begs  pardon  :  will  you  fterner  be 
Then  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  blomly  drops  ? 

Enter  Rofallnd^  Cell  a,  and  Cor  in. 
Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner, 

Iflie  thee,  fori  would  not  injure  thee: 

Thou  tel'ft  me  there  is  murther  in  mine  eye, 
'Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 

That  eyes  that  are  the  fiaint,and  foftelt  things, 
Who  fhut  their  coward  gates  on  atomyes, 
Should  be  called  tyrants,  butchers,  murtherers. 
Now  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart, 
And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee; 
Now  counterfeit  to  fwound,  why  now  fall  down, 

Or  if  thou  can'tf  not,  oh  for  fhame,for  fhame, 
Lye  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  miirthereis: 
Now  llicw  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee^ 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 
Some  fear  of  it:.  Lean  but  upon  a  rufh,  , 
The  Cicatrice  and  capable  impreffure 

Thy  Palme  fome  moment  keeps :  but  now  mine  eyes 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not, 
Nor  I  am  fure  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt, 

Sil.  O  dear  7>hebey 
If  ever  (  as  that  ever  may  be  near  ) 
You  met  in  fome  frefh  cheek  the  power  of  fancie3 
Then  fhall  you  know  the  wounds  invifible 
That  Loves  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe.  But  till  that  time 

|  Come  not  thou  near  me  :  and  when  that  time  comes, 
j  Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,  pitcy  me  not, 

S  As  til:  that  time  I  fhall  not  piety  thee. 

!     Rof.  And  why  I  pray  you?  who  might  be  your  mother 

j  That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all  at  once 
j  Over  the  wretched  ?  what  though  you  have  no  beauty 

j  As  by  my  faith,  1  fee  no  more  in  you 
|  Then  wichout  Car.  Jie  may  go  dark  to  bed  : 
j  Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pittilefs  ? 
Why  what  means  this  ?  why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  then  in  the  ordinary 

Of  natures  Tale-Work  ?  'ods  my  little  life, 
I  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  min:  eyes  too  s 

No  faith,  proud  Miftreis,  hope  not  after  it, 

'Tisnot  you  inkie  browes,your  black  filk  hair, 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream 
That  can  entamc  my  fpirics  to  your  woifhip. 
You  foolifh  Shepheard,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 

Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  windeand  rain, 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man 

Then  fhe  a  woman.  'Tis  fuch  fooles  as  you 
That  makes  the  world  full  of  ill-favou.'d  children: 

'Tisnot  her  glafs,  but  you  that  flatters  her, 
And  out  of  you  fhe  fees  her  f  elf  more  proper 

Then  any  any  of  hei  lineaments  can  ihow  her : 
But  Miftris,  know  your  felf,  down  on  your  knees 
And  thank  heaven,  faffing  for  a  good  mans  love  ; 
For  I  mult  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear  , 
S:ll  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets : 
Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,  take  his  offer , 
Foul  is  moft  foul,  being  foule  to  be  a  fcoffer. 
So  take  her  to  thec,Shepheard,fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together, 

I  had  rather  hear  you  chide  then  this  manwooe. 

%of.  He's  fal'n  in  love  with  your  foulnefs,  and  flie'H 
Fall  in  love  with  my  anger.  If  i:  be  fo,  2s  fait 
As  fhe  anfwers  thee  with  frowning  locks,  Plefauce 
Her  with  bitter  words :  why  look  you  fo  upon  me  > 

Phe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

%of.  I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 
For  1  am  falfer  then  vowes  made  in  wine  : 

Befidcs,  I  like  you  not :  if  you  will  know  my  houfe, 

'Tisat  the  tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by : 
Will  you  go  Sifter  ?  Shepheard  ply  her  hard : 

Comc 
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Come  Siller,  Shcpherdeis,  look  011  him  better 

And  be  not  prouit, though  all  the  work!  could  fee, 

Nbnc  could  befoabtis'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come  to  our  flock.  Exit. 

Phe.  Deed  Shephcard,  now  I  flndc  thy  faw  of  might, 

Who  ever  bv'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  flirt  fight  ? 
Sll.  Sweet  Pbebe. 
Ph.  Hah  :  what  fayeft  thou  Silvlus  ? 

Sll,  Sweet  Pbebe^xtty  me. 

Fhe.  Why  I  am  for' y  for  thee,  gentle  S thins. 
Sli.  Whew  evcrfoi'ow  is,  reHtf  would  be  : 

If  you  <b  forvow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love  your  foi  row,  and  my  grief 

Were  both  ixrefmin'd. 
The.  Thou  hall  nw  love,  is  not  that  neighbourly  > 
Sit.  T  wonld  have  you. 

P,      Why  that  were  covctoufnefs : 
Silvius  ;  he  time  was,  fcjlK  I  hated  thee; 
And  j  or.  11  is  not,  thy  c  I  bskt  thee  love, 
B  it      e  that  thou  cr.nft  talk  of  love  fo  well, 

Thy  company,  which  earft  was  irkefometo  me 

I  will  endure  ;  and  I'le  employ  thee  too  : 
B'.;:  d'>  not  look  for  further  reeompence. 
Then  thine  own  gladnefs,  that  tWoo  art  employed. 

Sll.  So  holy,  andfo  perfect  iff  my  love,  . 
And  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace, 
That  I  fliall  think  it  a  moft  plentious  crop 
To  <^!canthe  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps :  loofenowand  then 

A  fcattered  fr  ii!e,  and  that  I'le  live  upon.  (while  ? 
Phe.  Know  ft  thou  the  youth  that  fpoketo  me  yere- 
Sil.  Not  very  well, but  I  have  met  him  oft, 

And  he  hath  bought  the  Cottage  and  the  bounds, 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  was  Matter  of. 

Phe .  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for  him, 

'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well, 
B'it  what  cave  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  Well, 
When  he  that  fpeaksthem  pleafes  thofe  that  hear  : 

It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty* 

But  fare  he's  proud,  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him ; 
He'll  make  a  proper  man  :  the  bell  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion  i  and  falter  then  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up  5 

He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  yeais  he's  tall  i 

His  leg  is  but  fofo,  and  yet  'tis  well  : 
There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
A  little  viper,  and  more  lufty  red 

Then  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  :  'twas  juft  the  difference 
Betwixt  th'!  onftant  red,  and  mingled  Damask. 

There  be  fome  women,S/7w'«f,had  they  mark'd  him 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  love  with  him:  but  for  my  part 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not :  and  yet 
I  have  more  caufc  to  hate  him  then  to  love  him, 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me? 

He  faid  mine  eyes  were  black  and  my  hair  black, 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me : 
I  marvell  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again, 
But  that's  all  one :  omittance  is  no  quittance: 
I'le  write  to  him  a  very  tanting  Letter, 
And  thou  flialt  bear  it,  wilt  thou,S//v»  ? 

j     Sll.  Pbebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

zAUus  Quartus.  Scena  Trima. 

Phe.  Tk  write  it  ftraight 

The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart, 
T  will  be  bitter  with  himjand  paffing  fhort  ; 
Go  with  me,SllvlHs. 

Enter  Rofalinde,  tndCelia^and  Jiques. 

Jaq.  I  prethee,pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  acquaint ed  with  thee. 

Rof.  They  fay  you  are  amelancholly  fellow. 
Jaq.  I  am  fo :  I  do  love  it  better  then  laughing. 
Rof.  Thofe  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are  abomi- 

nable fellows  ,  and  betray  themfelves  to  every  modern 
cenfure,  worfe  then  drunkards. 

J<?^.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad  and  fay  nothing. 
Rof.  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  poft. 
Jaq.  I  have  neither  the  Schollcrs  melancholly,  which 

is  emulation :  nor  the  Mufitians ,  which  is  fantafticall ; 

nor  the  Courtiers,  which  is  proud:  nor  the  Souldiers, 
which  is  ambitious :  nor  the  Lawyers,  which  is  politick: 
nor  the  Ladies ,  which  is  nice  :  nor  the  Lovers,  which 

is  all  thefe  :  but  it  is  a  melancholly  of  mine  own  ,  com- 
pounded of  many  fimples,  extracted  from  many  objects, 

and  indeed  the  fundrie  contemplations  of  travells ,  in 

which  my  often  rumination  ,  wraps  me  in  a  moft  humo- 
rous fadnefs. 

Rof.  A  Traveller:  by  my  faith  you  have  great  reafon 
to  be  fad  :  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own  Lands ,  to  fee 
other  mens;  then  to  have  feen  tnuch,and  to  have  nothing, 
is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  haivds. 

Jaq .  Yes,  1  have  gain'd  my  experience. 
Enter  Orlando. 

Rof.  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had  rather 
have  a  fook  to  make  me  merry  ,  then  experience  to  make 
me  fad,  and  to  travellfor  it  too. 

Orl.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalinde. 

Jaq.  Nay  then  God  buy  you  ,  and  you  talk  in  blank 
verle.  Exit. 

Rof.  Farewell  Mounfieur  Traveller  :  look  you  iifp, 

and  wear  ftrange  fuits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  your 
own  Count:  ie :  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity ,  and  al- 
moft  chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance  you  are; 
or  I  will  fcaice  think  you  havefwam  in  a  Gundcllo.Why 

how  now  Or Undo ,  where  have  you  bin  all  this  while?  you 
a  lover  ?  and  youferve  me  fuch  another  trick ,  never 
come  in  my  light  more. 

Orl.  My  fair  Rofalindfj  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 

promife. Rof  Bieakan  hours  promife  in  love?  he  that  will  di- 
vide a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,and  break  but  a  part 

of  the  thoufand  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of  love, 

it  may  be  faid  of  him  that  Cupidhzth  clapt  him  oth' 
fhoulder ,  but  I'le  warrant  him  heart  hole. 

Orl.  Paidon  me  dear  Rofalinde. 

Rof.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  tardy ,  come  no  more  in  my 

fight,  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  Snaile. 
Orl.  Of  a  Snaile? 
Rof  I,  of  a  Snaile :  for  though  he  comes  flowly  ,  he 

carries  his  houfe  on  his  head  :  abetter  joynture  I  think 

then  you  make  a  woman  :  befides,  he  brings  his  deftiny: with  him. 

Orl.  Whac's  that  ? 
'Rof.  Why  horns :  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  be  be- 

holding to  your  wives  for:but  he  come  armed  in  his  for- 

Exettnt.  tune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of  his  wife. 
Orl.  Vertuc 

\  - 
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Orl.  Vercue  is  no  horn-maker :  and  my  Rofallnde  is  1 
vertuous. 

%of.  And  lam  your  Rofallnde. 

(fel.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo  :  but  he  hath  a  Rofa-  \ 
linde  of  a  better  leer  then  you. 

Rof.  Come,  wooe  me,  wooe  ,  me  :  for  now  I  am  in  a  \ 
holy-day  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent :  What 
would  you  fay  to  me  now  ,  and  I  were  your  very ,  very 
Rofallnde  ? 

Orl.  I  would  kifs  before  I  fpoke. 

%of  Nay,  you  were  better  ipeak  firft,  and  when  you 

were  gravcl'd ,  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occa- 
fion  to  kifs :  very  good  Orators  when  they  are  out ,  they 
will  fpit ,  and  for  lovers ,  lacking  (God  warn  us)  matter, 
the  cleanlieft  fhifc  is  to  kifs. 

Orl.  How  if  the  kifs  be  deni'd  ? 
Rof.  Then  (he  puts  you  to  entreaty  i  and  there  begins 

new  matter. 

Orl.  Who  could  be  out  *  being  before  his  Leiover' 
Miftris  > 

Rof.  Marry  that  fhould  you  if  I  were  your  Miuus,  or 
I  fhould  think  my  honefty  ranker  then  my  wit. 

Qrl.  What,  of  myfuit  ? 
Rof.  Not  out  of  your  apparell ,  and  yet  out  of  you* 

fuit. 

Am  not  I  your  Rofallnde  ? 

Orl.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are ,  becaufe  I  would 
be  talking  of  her. 

Rof.  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 
Orl.  Then  in  mine  own  perfon,  I  doe. 

Rof.  No  faith ,  die  by  Attorney :  the  poor  world  is 
almoft  fix  thoufand  years  old  ,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  dyed  in  his  own  perfon  (  videlicet )  in 
a  love  caufe  :  TroUus  had  his  brain  dalh'd  ouc  with  a 
Grecian  club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before^ 
and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he  would 

have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had  turn'd 
Nun ;  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  Midfuromer-night,  for 
(  good  youth  )  he  went  but  forth  to  wafh  in  the  Heller 

fponr,  and  being  taken  with  the  cramp,wa$  droun'd,  and 
the  foolifh  Chroniclers  of  that  age,  found  it  was  Hero  of 
Seftos.  But  theCe  are  all  lies ,  men  have  died  from  time  to 
time,  and  wormes  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for  Iove^ 

Orl.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalinde this  mind, 

fo*- 1  proteft  her  frown  might  kill  me. 
Rof.  By  this  hand,it  will  not  kill  aflie » but  come,now 

I  will  be  your  %ofalinde  in  a  more  comming-on  difpofi- 
tion  :  and  ask  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orl.  Then  love  me,  Rofalinde. 

Rof.  Yes  faith  will  I ,  Fridayes  and  Saturdayes  i  and 
all 

Orl.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

'Rof.  I,  and  twenty  fuch . Orl.  What  fayeft  thou  i 
Rof.  Are  you  not  good  ? 
Orl.  I  hope  fo. 

%ofalind.  Why  then ,  can  one  defire  too  much  of 
a  good  thing :  Come  fifter ,  you  (hall  be  the  Prieft ,  and- 
marry  us ;  give  me  your  hand  Orlando-.  What  doc  vou 

fay  filter?  
' 

Orl.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 
C el.  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 
Rof.  You  muft  begin,  will  you  Orlando. 
Cel.  Go  too  :  will  you  OrUndo,  have  to  wife  this  Ro- 

Jtllude  ? 
Orl.  I  wiL 

%of.  But  when  ? 

Orl.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 

Rof.  Then  you  muft  fay ,  I  take  thee  Rofalinde  for wife. 

Orl.  I  take  thee  Rofalinde  for  wife. 

,  Rof.  1  might  ask  you  for  your  CommiflTion, 

But  1  do  take  thee  Orlando  for  my  husband  :  there's  a 
givle  goes  before  the  Pneft  ,  and  certainly  a  Womans 
thought  runs  before  her  actions. 

Orl.  So  do  all  thoughts,  they  arc  wing'd. 
Rof.  Now  tell  me  how  long  you  would  have  her,  after 

you  have  poiTeft  her  ? 
Orl.  For  ever,  and  a  day. 

%of.  Say  a  day,without  the  ever  i  No^no  OrUndofntn 
are  Aprill  when  they  wooe  ,  December  when  they  wed : 
Maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids ,  but  the  sky  chan- 

ges when  they  are  wives:  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee, 

•  B.irbary  cock-pigeon  ovei  his  hen,  more  cia 

•■>  i  Parrat 

againft 
rain ,  more  new-fanned 

e  re  giddy  in  my  defires ,  then  a  monkey . 

I  ■  iU  weep  for  notbing,like  HI  an  a  in  the  Fountain,  and 

I  mi   ipe  that  when  you  are  difpos'd  to  be  merry:! 
g  n  19  c  a  Hysn  ,  and  that  when  thou  art  inclin'd 

tofleep.  I  \    •      It. J 
Orl,  But  will  my  Rof  allude  ̂ 0  fo  f 

Rof.  By  my  life,  (he  will  do  as  I  do. 
Orl.  O  but  fhe  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  eiie  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this :  the 

wifer,  the  waywarder :  make  the  doores  upon  a  womans 

wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement :  fhuc  that,  and  'twill 

out  at  the  key.  hole :  flop  that,  'twill  flie  with  the  fmoak out  at  the  chimney. 

Orl.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  witj  he  might 

fay,  wk  whether  wilt?  < 
Rof  Nay  ,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it ,  till  you 

met  your  wives  wit  going  to  your  neighbours  bed, 
Orl.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufc  that  ? 

Rof  Marry  to  fay,  (he  came  to  feck  you  there:you  fhall 
never  take  her  without  her  anfwer ,  unlefs  yoii  take  her 
without  her  tongue :  O  that  woman  that  cannot  make  her 
fault  her  husbands  occafion,  let  her  never  nurfe  her  childe 
her  felf,  for  fhe  will  breed  it  like  a  foole. 

Orl.  For  thefe  two  houre$,£#/rf//Wr,I  will  leave  thee. 

'Jtyf.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  tWo  hours. 
Orl.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner,  by  two  a  clock 

I  wiil  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  I,  go  your  wayes ,  go  your  wayes :  I  knew  what 
you  would  prove,  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  iefs:  that  flattering  tortgue  of  yours  wonne 

me :  'tis  but  one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  death :  two  o' 
clock  is  your  houre. 

Orl.  I  fweet  Rofafmde. 

%of.  By  my  troth  j  and  in  good  earneft,  and  fo  God 
mend  me ,  and  by  all  pretty  oathes  that  are  not  dan- 

gerous, if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife ,  or  come  one 
minute  behinde  your  houre  ,  I  will  think  you  the  moft 

pathetieall  bieak-promife,  and  the  moft  hollow  lover, 

and  the  moft  unworthy  of  her  you  call  'Rofallnd,  that 

may  be  chofen  out  of  the  groffe  band  of  the  'unfaith- 
fuli :  therefore  beware  my  cenfure ,  and  keep  your  pro- 

mife. -        '  ' 
Orl.  With  no  lefs  religion ,  then  if  thou  weit  indeed 

my  Rofalinde :  fo  adieu.  - 
Rof  Well,Time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all  fuch 

offenders,  and  let  time  try :  adieu.  Exit. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love- 

prate  : 



202 As  you  li\e  it. 

prace  :  we  mutt  have  your  doublet  and  hole  pluckt  over 
your  her>d  ,  and  lhew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done 
to  hei  own  ncft. 

Rof.  O  Coz,  coz,  coz :  my  pretty  little  coz ,  that  thou 

did'ft  know  how  many  fatheme  deep  I  am  in  love  :  but 
it  cannoc  be  founded  :  my  affection  hath  an  unknown 
bottome,  like  the  Bay  of  Porcugall. 

Cel.  Qi  rathei  bottjomeleife  ,  that  as  fa  ft  as  you  poure 
•ffcCi  ton  in,  it  runs  ou  . 

Rof,  No,  that  lame  wicked  Baftard  of  Venus,  that  was 

begat  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpiecn  ,  and  borne  of 
madnefs ,  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  thatabufes  every  ones 

y  s ,  beciufc  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge  ,  how 
:_r>  I  am  in  love  :  Tie  tell  thee  AlienA,  I  cannot  be  out 

>f  the  fight oi Orlando;  I'legofinde  a  ihadow,  and  figh tii!  he  come. 

Cel.  And  1'Je  flcep.  '  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  faques  and  Lords,  Forrejiers, 

Jacj.  Which  is  he  that  killed  the  Deer  ? 
Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

,    Jaq.  Let's  pi  efent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  Con- 
qutrour,  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  Deers  horns  up- 

on his  hes,d,  for  a  branch  of  Victory  ;  have  you  ho  fong 
Forreikr  fori  this  purpofe  ? , 

Lord.  Yes  Sir, 

b  Jaq.  Sing  it :  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  time ,  fo  it 
make  noyfe  enough. 

Mufidk,  Song.  ! 

What  (hall  he  have  thttMil'd  the  Deer  ? 
His  Leather  siqlfi,  and  boms  to  wear  : 

Then  Jiyg  him  home,  Hie  reft  Jfyill  hear  this  bur- 
Take  thott  no  [corn  to  wear  the  horn,  (then; 
It  was  a  creft  ere  tho  u  waft  born,, 

Thy  fathers  father  wore  it, 

nsfnd  thy  father  bor-e  it, 
The  horn,  the  horn,  the  lufty  horn, 
Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  f  torn.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Rofalihde  and  Celia. 

Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  a  clock  ? 
And  here  much  Orlando y 

Cel.  I  warrant  you  with  pure  love,and  troubled  brain. 
•  Enter  Silvim. 

He  hath  t'anc  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth 
To  fleep :  iook  who  comes  here. 

Sil.  My  errand  is  to  you, fair  youth, 
My  gentle  Phebe,  bi£  me  gi  ve  you  this : 
I  knew  not  the  contents,  but  as  I  guefs 

\  By  the  fiern  brow,  find  wafpifh  action 

'  Which  (lie  did  ufe,  as  fhe  was  writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure  ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  meffenger. 

Rof.  Patience  her  fclf  would  ftanle  at  this  letter, 

And  play  the  fwaggerer,  bear  this,  bear  all: 
She  faies  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  lack  manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  fhe  could  not  love  me 

Were  man  as  rare  as  Phenix:  'od'smywill, 
Her  love  is  not  the  Hare  that  I  did  hunt, 
Why  writes  fhe  fo  to  me  ?  well  Shepheard,  well, 
This  is  a  Letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sil.  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  contents, 'phebe  did  write  it, 

Rof,  Come,  come,  you  are  a  foole, 
And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand,  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 

A  free-ftone  coloured  hand ;  I  verily  did  think 

That  her  old  gloves  were  one,  but  'twas  her  hands : 
She  has  a  hufwifes  hand,  but  that's  no  matter : 
I  fay  fhe  never  did  invent  this  letter, 
This  is  a  mans  invention,  and  his  hand. 

Sil.  Sure  it  is  hers.  J 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boyfterous  and  a  cruell  ftile, 
A  ftiie  for  challengers :  why,  fhe  defies  rae, 

Like  Turk  to  Chriftbn :  womens  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  iuch  giant  rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  ef¥e& 

Then  in  their  countenance :  will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 
Sil.  So  pleafe  you,  fori  never  heard  it  yet: 

Yet  heard  too  much  o{  Thebes  crudtie. 

Rof.  She  Phebes  me :  mark  how  the  tyrant  writes. 
Read.  Art  thou  god,  to  fhepheard  turn  At 

That  a  maidens  heart  hath  burn"  d  f 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus. 

Sil.  Call  you  this  railing  ? 

Rof.  Read,  why,  thy  godhead  laid  of  art, 
Wafst  thou  with  a  womans  heart  ? 

Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 
whiles  the  eye  of  man  didwooe  me, 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me. 

Meaning  me  a  beaft. 
If  the  [corn  of  your  bright  cine 
Have  power  to  raifefuch  love  in  mint, 
Alack^  i  in  me,  what ftrange  effete 

Would  they  work-in  mild  afpeil  > 
whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love, 
How  then  might  your  frayers  move  f 
He  that  brings  this  love  to  thee , 
Little  knowes  this  love  in  me : 

And  byhimfeal  up  thy  mindet 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kfnde 
Will  thefaithfull  offer  take 

Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  makj, 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny, 

lAnd  then  Tie  ftudy  how  to  dy. 
Sil*  Call  you  this  chiding  t 
Cel.  Alas  poor  Shepheard, 

Rof.  Doc  you  pitty  him  ?  No ,  he  deferves  no  piety : 
wilt  thou  love  fuch  a  woman?  what  to  make  thee  an  in- 

ftrumcnt,  and  play  falfe  firings  upon  thee  ?  not  to  been- 

dur'd.  Well,  go  your  way  to  her;  (for  I  fee  Love  hath 
made  thee  a  tame  fnake  )  and  fay  this  to  her  ;  That  if  fhe 

love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee :  if  fhe  will  not  ,  I  will 
never  have  her  ,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her :  if  you  be  a 

true  lover,  hence,-  and  not  a  word  ;  for  here  comes  more 

company.  Extt,  Stl. Enter  Oliver, 

know) 

Oliv.  Good  morrow  ,  fair  ones:  pray  you,  ("if  you 
Wherein  the  Purlews  of  thisForreft  ftands. 



<iA$  you  likg  it 

A  fheep-coat,  fcne'd  about  with  Olive- trees. 
Cel.  Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  neighbour  bottdmc 

The  rank  of  Oziers,by  the  murmering  ftrcam  ; 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  bring  you  to  the  place : 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfc  doth  keep  it  felfe, 

There's  none  within. 
Oil.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tonguCj 

Then  fhould  I  know  you  by  description, 

Such  garments,  and  fuch  years: :«t!?e  boy  is  fair, 
Of  female  favour,  and  beftowes  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  litter  :  But  the  woman  low 
And  browner  then  her  brother :  are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

Cel.  It  is  no  boaft,  being  ask'd,  to  fay  we  arJ, 
Oil.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 

And  to  that  youth  he  calls  his  %zfallndc, 
H«  fends  this  bloudy  napkin ;  are  you  he  ? 

%of.  I  ara  :  what  muft  we  understand  by  this  ? 
Oil.  Some  of  my  fhame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 

What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 

This  handkercher  was  ftaia'd. 
Ctl.  I  pray  you  tell  ir. 
Oil.  When  Iaft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 

He  left  a  promifc  to  return  again 
Within  an  houre,  and  pacing  through  the  Forrcft, 
Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancie, 
Loe  what  befell :  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 
And  mark  what  object  did  prefent  it  felf 

Under  an  old  Oak,  whofe  bows  were  mofs'd  with  age, 
And  high  tcp  bald  with  drie  antiquity  : 
A  wretched  ragged  man, ore-grown  with  hair 
Lay  flceping  on  his  tack;  about  his  neck 

A  green  and  guilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  it  felf, 

Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats  a pproach'd 
The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  fuddcnlv 

Seeing  Orlando,  it  uniiok'd  it  felf, 
And  with  indented  glides,  did  flip  away 
Into  a  bufli,  under  whofe  bufhes  fhade 

A  Lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  drie, 

Lay  cowching  head  on  ground,  with  catlike  watch 

When  that  the  fieepin*  man  fhould  ftir ;  foe  'tis 
The  royalldiipofition  of  thatbeaft 
To  prey  on  nothing,  that  doth  fcem  as  dead  : 
This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man, 
Aii  a  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

Cel.  O  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother, 
And  he  did  lender  him  the  mbft  unnaturall 

Tha:  liv'd  amcngft  men. 
OH.  And  well  he  might  fo  doe,' 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnaturall. 
I^f.  But  to  Orlando :  did  he  leave  him  there 

Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  Lionefs  ? 
Oil.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back  and  purpos'd  fo : 

But  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  then  revenge, 
And  nature  ttronger  then  his  juft  occafion, 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  Lionefs : 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferablc  flumber  I  awaked. 

Cel.  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

.   Rof.  Was't  you  he  refcu'd  ? 
Cel.  Was't  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 
OH.  'Twas  I :  but  'tis  not  I :  I  do  not  fhame 

To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fwcetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloudy  napkin  ? 
Oil.  By  and  by : 

I  When  fiom  the  firft  to  laft  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountmems  had  moft  kindly  bathU, 
As  how  I  came  into  that  Dcfart  place. 

In  brief,  he  led  me  ro  the  gentleDuke, 
Who  gave  me  frefh  array,  and  entertainment 
Committing  me  unco  my  brothers  love, 
Who  led  mcinfhntly  unto  his  Cave, 

There  ftript  himfelf,  and  here  Upon  hisarme 
The  Lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefh  away. 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fainted^ 
And  cii'd  in  fainting  upon  Rofallnde. 
Bi  ief,  I  recover'd  him,  bound  up  his  wound, 
And  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  hearty 
He  fent  me  hither,  granger  as  I  am 
To  tell  this,  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  promifc,  and  to  give  this  napkin 
Died  in  his  bloud,  unto  the  Shepheard  youth, 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  h[$%ofallftde. 

Cel.  Why  how  now  Gammed,  fweet  Gammed. 
Oil.  Many  will  fwooh  when  they  do  look  on  bloud 
Cel.  There  h  no  more  in  it ;  Cofen  Gammed. 
Oil.  Look,  he  recovers. 
Rof.  I  would  I  were  at  homtf. 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither: 
I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  arme. 

OH.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth :  you  a  man  ? 
You  lack  a  mans  heart. 

Rof  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it : 
Ah,  firra  ,  a  body  would  think  this  was  well  counterfeit- 

ed, I  pray  you  tell  your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited: 

heigh-ho.  ■  •  * 
Oh.  This  was  not  counterfeit ,  there  is  too  great  fc- 

ftimony  in  your  complexion ,  that  it  was  paffion  of  ear- neft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  affurc  you. 
Oil.  Well  then  ,  take  a  good  heart ,  and  counterfeit 

to  be  a  roan. 

Rof.  So  I  do :  but  Ifaith,  I  fhould  have  been  a  woman 

by  right. Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler:  pray  yon  draw 
homewards :  good  fir,  gowith  us. 

Oil.  That  will  I :  for  I  muft  bear  anfwer  bacK 

How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofallnde.  v  • 
Rof.  I  fhall  devifc  fomethingrbut  I  pray  you  commend 

my  counterfeiting  to  him :  will  you  goe  ? Exeunt. 

<lABus  Qmntus.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  Clown  and  %/fndr\e« 

v\  "&it  sli.u.'iW  '<■  P  :s  i3hs&£*ifcQ  ."'»  j) (flo.  We  fhail  finde  a  time  Andrlt ,  patience  geatle Audrle. 

Aud.  Faith  the  Piicft  was  good  enough  ,  for  all  the 
old  gentlemans  faying, 

Clo.  A  mod  wicked  Sir  Oliver ,  Audrle ,  a  moft  vile 

|  Mar-text.  But  Audrle^  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  For- 
reft  layes  claim  to  you. 
i    tAttd.  I  ,  I  know  whertis :  he  hath  no  intereft  in  me 

i  in  the  world :  here  comes  the  man  you  mean, 

i  • Enter  JVilliani. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Ciovvn  ,  by 

my 
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my  troth ,  wc  chat  have  good  wits,  have  much  to  anfwer 
for  :  wc  fhall  be  flouting :  wc  cannot  hole!. 

Will.  Good  cv'n  i/itidrey. 
And.  God  ye  good  ev'n  William. 
Will.  And  good  cv'n  to  you  Sir. 
Clo.  Good  ev'n  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  head,  cover 

thy  head  :  Nay  prethce  be  covcr'd.  How  old  arc  you 
Fncnd  > 

Will.  Five  and  twenty  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  is  thy  name  William? 
Will.  William^hr. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.  Was't  born  i'th  Forreft  here  ? 
Will.  I  fir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God  :  A  good  anfwer : 
Art  rich  ? 

Will,  'Faith  fir,  fo,  fo. 
Clo.  So,fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good: 

and  yet  it  is  no:,  it  is  but  to,  fo  : 
Art  thou  wife  ? 

Will.  I  fir,  I  have  a  pretty  wir. 

Cls.  Why,  thou  fayeft  well. I  do  now  remember  a  fay- 
ing :  The  foole  doth  think  he  is  wife  ,  but  the  wifeman 

knowes  himfelf  to  be  a  Foole.  The  Heathen  Philofo- 

pher,  when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  Grape,  would  open 
his  lips  when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ,  meaning  there- 

by ,  that  Grapes  were  made  to  eat ,  and  lips  to  open. 
You  do  love  this  maid  > 

Will.  I  do  fir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand :  Art  thou  Learned  ? 
Will.  No  fir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me,  To  have,  is  to  have.  For 

it  is  a  figure  in  Rhetorick  ,  that  drink  being  powr'd  out 
of  a  cup  into  aglafs,  by  filling  the  one>  doth  empty  the 
other.  For  all  your  W liters  do  confent ,  that  iffe  is  he : 
now  you  are  not  ipfe,  for  I  am  he. 

Will.  Which  he  fir  ? 

Clo.  He  fir,  that  muft  marry  this  woman  :  Therefore 
you  Clown ,  abandon :  which  is  in  the  vulgar ,  leave  the 
focietie :  which  in  the  boorifh  ,  is  company,  of  this  fe- 

male :  which  in  the  common  is  woman  :  which  together, 
is  ,  abandon  the  fociety  of  this  Female ,  or  Clown  thou 
perifheft  :  or  to  thy  better  understanding ,  dyeft  ;  or 
(to  wit)  I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away,  tranflate  thy  life  in- 

to death ,  thy  liberty  into  bondage  :  I  will  deal  in  poy- 
fon  with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  ftee! :  I  will  bandy 
with  thee  in  facVion ,  I  will  ore-run  thee  with  policy :  I 
will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  wayes,  therefore  trem- 

ble and  depart. 

And.  Do  good  William. 

Will,  God  reft  you  merry  fir.  Exit, 

Enter  Cor  in. 

fir.  Our  Mafter  and  MiftrefTe  feeks  you :  come  away, away. 

Clo.  Trip  Audrey^  trip  Audrey^  I  attendj 
I  attend.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secund*. 

  

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Orl.  Is't  polfible ,  that  on  fo  lictle  acquaintance  you 
fhould  like  her  ?  that,but  feeing,  you  fhould  love  her  ? 

 .  ,  

And  loving  wooe  ?  and  wooing,  flic  fhould  grant  ?  And 

will  you  perfevcre  to  enjoy  her  > 
01.  Neither  call  the  giddincfTe  of  it  in  queftion  ;  the 

poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance  ,  ray  fudden  woo- 
ing, nor  fudden  confenting :  but  lay  with  me,I  love  Alie- 

na  :  fay  with  her,  that  fhe  loves  me  ;  confent  with  both, 
that  we  may  enjoy  each  other :  it  fhall  be  to  your  good : 
for  my  fathers  houfc,and  all  thereveni^  that  was  old  Sir 
Row  lands  I  eftate  upon  you ,  and  here  live  and  die  a 
Shepheard. 

Enter  Rtfalind. 

Orl.  You  have  my  confent. 

Let  your  wedding  be  to  morrow  :  thither  will  I 

Invite  the  Duke,  and  all's  contented  followers : 
Go  you,  and  prepare  Alien* ;  for  look  you , 
Here  comes  my  Rofalinde. 

Rof.  God  favc  you  brother. 
&rl.  And  you.  fair  fitter. 

Rof.  Oh  my  dear  O^Undo ,  how  it  grieves  me  co  fee 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarfe 

Orl.  It  is  my  arme. 

Rof.  I  thought  my  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the clawes  of  a  Lion. 

Orl.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  Lady. 
Rof  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 

found,  when  he  fhew'd  me  your  handkercher  ? 
Orl.  I  and  greater  wonders  then  that. 

Rof,  O,  I  know  where  you  are  •  nay,  'tis  true :  there 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden  ,  but  the  fight  of  two 
Rammes,  and  Cefars  Thrafonicall  brag,  of>  I  came,faw, 

and  overcame.  For  your  brother,  and  my  filter, no  foon- 

er  met ,  but  they  look'd  :  no  fooner  look'd  ,  but  they 
lov'd;  no  fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd  :  no  fooner  figh'd, 
but  they  ask'd  one  another  the  reafon  :  no  fooner  knew 
the  reafon  ,  but  they  fought  the  remedy :  and  in  thefe 
degrees ,  have  they  made  a  pair  of  ftaires  to  marriage , 
which  they  will  climbe  incontinent,  or  elfe  be  inconti- 

nent before  marriage ;  they  arc  in  the  very  wrath  of 
love  ,  and  they  will  together.  Clubbcs  cannot  part them. 

Orl.  They  fhall  be  married  to  morrow :  and  I  will 
bid  the  Duke  to  the  Nuptiall.  But  O,  how  bitter  a  thing 
it  is  ,  to  look  into  happinefs  through  another  mans  eyes : 
by  fo  much  the  more  fhalilto  morrow  be  at  the  height 

of  heart  hcavinefs  ,  by  how  much  I  fihall  think  my  bro- 
ther happy,  in  having  what  he  wifhes  for. 

'Rof,  Why  then  to  morrow,  I  cannot  fcrve  your  turn for  Rofalinde} 
Orl.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me  then  (  for  now  I  fpeak  to  fome  pur- 

pofe  )  that  I  know  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  good  conceit : 
I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  fhould  bear  a  good  opinion 

of  my  knowledge :  infomuch  (I  fay)  I  know  you  are :  nei- 
ther do  I  labour  for  a  greater  efteem  then  may  in  fome 

little  meafure  draw  a  belief  from  you,  to  do  yourfelf 
good ,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then  ,  if  you  pleafe, 
that  I  can  doe  ftrange  things :  I  have  fince  I  was  three 
year  old  converft  with  a  Magitian ,  moft  profound  in 

his  heart,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Rofalinde 

fo  near  the  heart ,  'as  your  gefture  cries  it  out :  when  your- 

brother  marries  oA'/ie-na^you  fhall  marry  her.  I  know  in« 
to  what  ftraights  of  fortune  fhe  is  driven,  and  it  is  not 
impoffible  tome,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to  you, to 
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to  fet  her  before  your  eyes  co  morrow,  humane  as  (he  is, 
and  without  any  danger. 

Orl.  Spcak'ft  thou  in  fober  meanmgs  ? 
Rof.  By  my  life  I  doe,  which  I  tender  dearly,  though 

I  fay  I  am  a  Magician  :  Therefore  put  you  in  your  beft 

aray  ,  bid  your  friends  :  for  if  you  will  bs  married  to 

morrow,  you  fhall :  and  to  Rofallnd  if  you  will. 

Eater  Sllv'tpts  and  Phebe. 
Look,  here  c?m:s  a  Lover  of  mine,  and  a  Lover  of  hers 

Phe.  Youth,  vou  have  done  me  much  ungentlcneffe, 

To  i"hew  the  Letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 
Rof  I  c?re  not  it' I  have :  it  is  my  ftudy 

To  feem  detpigntfulland  ungentle  co  you : 
You  are  there  folio-.ved  by  a  faithfull  Shepheard, 
Look  upon  him,  leva  him  :  he  woifhipsyou. 

Phe.  Good  Sh>pheard,tell  chis  youth  what  'tis  to  love. 

Sil.  it  is  to  '.-•••'r;    -  all  of  fishes  and  teares , And  fo  am  I  fbr  Phebe. 

Phs.  And  If.  CaniTK-'i. 
Or.  And  1  tor  Rtyalihdi 

Rof.  And  I  for  n $  woman. 
Sll.  It  ;e  to  bealj  lmde  of  faith  ;nd  fervice , 

And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 
Pbt.  And  I  for  Ganlmel. 

Or.  And  I  for  Rof.xlind, 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 
Sil,  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafie , 

All  made  of  paifion,  and  all  made  of  wifhes  , 
All  adoration,  duty  and  obtcrvance, 

All  humbleneffe,  all  pat;ence,  and  impatience, 
All  purity,  alltnall,  all  obiervance : 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Gammed. 

Or.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofallnd. 

rRof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 
Phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 
Sll,  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Or.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Rof.  Why  doe  you  fpeak  too  ?  Why  blame  you  me 
to  love  you  ? 

Orl!  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Rof.  Pray  you  no  more  of  this,'t:s  like  the  howling  of 
Irifh  Wolves  againft  the  Moon  :  I  will  help  you  if  I  can : 

I  wouid  love  you  if  I  ccu'td  :  To  morrow  meet  me  alto- 
gether :  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I  marry  Woman,  and 

Fie  be  married  to  morrow:  I  wiH  fatisfje  you,  if  ever  I 

|fatisfi'd  man,  and  you  fhall  be  married  tomorrow.  I  will 
content  you,  if.what  pleafes  you  contents  you,  and  you 
[fhall  be  married  to  mortow :  As  you  :ove  %$JfaUnd  meet, 

as  you  love  Phebe  met  ., and  as  I  love  no-weman  Tie  meet: 
fo  fare  you  well,  I  have  lrct  you  commands. 

Sll,  Tic  not  fail,  if  I  live, 
Phe.  Nor  I. 
Orl.  Nor  I.  Exeuut. 

Here  come  two  of  the  banifh'd  Dukes  Pages, 
Enter  two  'Pages, 

j.  Pa.  Well  met  honeft  Gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  wellmet :  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  fong. 

2.  Pa.  We  arc  for  you,  fit  i'ch  middle. 
1.  Pa.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hauking, 

or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are  the  onely 

prologues  to  a  bad  voxe. 
2.  Pa.  I'faich,  i'faith,  and  both  in  tune,  like  two  Jip- fies  on  a  horfe. 

Songt>  .  t 

It  t» as  a  Lover ̂   and  his  L<*°e, 
}■;  tha  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 

Tht"  9're  the  green  cornfield  did  pajfe, 
In  the  jpring  time  ;  the  onely  pretty  rang  sime, 

When  Birds  doe  Jing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding. 
S  ■■"<  Lovers  rove  the  spring. 

chr.  "fore  take      prefent  timey 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hty  nonino^ 
For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime. 
In  fp  r  ing  time,  &c. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  Rie, 

With  a  hey,  attd  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  : 
Thefe  pretty  Countreyfolkj  would  lie9 
In  the  fpringtime,  &c. 

The  Carroll  they  began  that  houre, 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  , 

How  that  a  life  was  but  *  'Blower, In  the  fpring  time,  &c, 

Clo  .Truly  young  Gentlcmew,though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  untUnable. 

i.  Pa.  You  are  deceiv'd  Sir,  we  keep  time,  we  loft  not our  time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  yes:  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  hear 
fuch  a  foolilh  long.  God  buy  you,  and  God  mend  your 
voyces.  Come  Audrey.  Exeunt. 

Seen*  Quarta. 

Scena  Terha. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey, 

Clo.  To  morrow  is  the  joy  full  day,  Audrey  to  mor- 
row will  we  be  married. 

■Aft.  I  doe  defire  it  withall  my  heart :  and  I  hope  it  is 
no  difhoneft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world? 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amyens,  jaques,Orlando , 
Oliver,  Celia. 

Du,  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  doe  all  this  that  he  hath  promiled  ? 

Or.  I  fometimes  doe  believe,  and  fometimcs  doc  not» 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofdlnde,  Silvlus,  and  Phebe. 

Rof.  Pauence  onre  more,whiles  our  compact  is  urgM : 

You  fay,  if  i  onng  in  your  Rofd'.nde, Yds  wnl  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ?  (heri 

Du.Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdomes  to  give  wu! 

1Z.of.And  you  fay  you  will  have  her,when  I  bring  her? 
Or.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdomes  King. 

Rof.  You  fay,  you'l  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing. 
Phe.  That  will  I,  fhould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Rof.  But  if  you  doe  vefufe  to  marry  me, 

You'l  give  your  felf  to  this  molt  faithfull  Shepheard. Phe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof.  You  fay  that  you'l  have  Phebe  if  fhe  will. 
Sil.  Though  to  have  her  and  death,  were  both  one 

thing. 
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As  you  lil^e  it. 

Rof.  1  have  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even : 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  Daughter , 
You  yo\w>>Orlando,  to  receive  his  Daughter : 

j  Keep  you  your  word, P^?,  that  you'l  marry  me, 
j  Or  elfe  refufing  me  to  wed  ths  Shepheard  : ' 
Keep  your  woid,6'//^/«.f,  that  you'l  marry  her, 
IS  (he  refufe  mc,  and  from  hence  I  go 
To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even.        Exit  Rof.  andCelia. 

Da.  Sen.  I  doe  remember  in  this  Shepheard  boy  , 

S  xi"ic  lively  touches  of  my  daughters  favour. 
Or.  My  Lord,  the  fiift  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 

Me  thought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter :  • 
But,my  gooYl  Lo;d,  this  Boy  is  Forreft  born, 
And  hath  bin  tutoi'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  m3ny  defperate  ftudks,  by  his  Unckle, 
Who  he  reports  to  be  a  great  Magician. 

Enter  Clown  and  Andre). 

Obfcured  i  n  the  ci  rcle  of  this /For  reft* 

JW^.Th-re  is  fure  another  flood  toward, and  thefe  cou- 
ples aiecommmg  to  the  Artce.  Here  comes  a  pair  of  very 

ftrange  beafts,  which  in  all  tongues,  are  cali'd  Fosues. 
Clo.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all. 

Jaq.  'Good  rriy  Lord,  bid  him  welcome :  This  is  the 
Motley- minded  Gentleman,  that  Ihave  fo  often  met  in 
the  Forreft :  he  hath  bin  a  Courtier  he  fwearei. 

Clo.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my  pur- 
gation, I  have  crod  a  rhearBre^l  have  flattred  a  Lady,  I 

have  bin  politick  with  my  friend,  fmnoth  with  mine  ene- 
my, I  have  undone  three  Tailors,I  have  had  four  quarrejs, 

and  like  to  have  fought  one. 

J«q.  And  how  was  that  tanc  up  ? 
Clo.  Faith  we  met  ,  and  found  the  quarrell  was  upon 

the  feventh  caufe. 

J^.How  the  feventh  caufe  ?  Good  my  Lord,  like  this 
fellow. 

Du.  Sen.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you  fir,  I  delire  you  of  the  like  :  I  prefle 
in  here,  fir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  Countrey  copulatives 
to  fwear,  and  to  forfwear,  .according  as  marriage  bindes 

and  blood  breakes :  a  poor  virgin,  fir,  an  ill-favour'd 
thing,  fir,  but  mine  ownx'a  poo*  humour  of  mine,  fir,  to 
cake  that  that  no  man  elfe  will:  rich  honefty  dwells  like 

a  mifer,  fir,  in  a  poor  houfc,as  your  Pearl  in  ycur  Oy- 
fter. 

Du.Sen.  By  my  faith  he  is  very  fwift,and  fententious. 
Clo.  Accoiding  to  thefooles  bolt,  fir,  and  fuch  dulcet 

difeafes. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  f.venth  caufe  :  How  did  you  find* 
the  quarrell  on  the  feaventh  caufe  ? 

Clo.  -Upon  a  lye  feven  times  removed  :  (bear  your  bo- 
dy more  feeming  Audry)  as  thus  fir  :  I  did  diflikc  the  cut 

of  a  certain  Courtieis  beard  :  he  lent  me  word,  If  I  faid 
his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  minde  it  was : 

this  is  cali'd  the  retort  courteous.  If  I  fent  him  worda- 
gain  it  was  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word  he  cut  it  to 

plealehimfelf  ?  this  is  cali'd  the  quip  modeft.  If  again,  it 
was  not  well  cut,  hedifabledmy  judgement  .-this  is  cali'd 
the  reply  churlifh.  If  again  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would 

anfwer  I  fpake  not  tiuc  :  this  is  cali'd  the  reproof  valiant. 
If  again  it  was  not  well  cut,  hewoold  fay,  I  lie:  this  is 

cali'd  the  counter-check  quarrclfome  :and  fo  to  the  lie  cir- 
cumftantinll,  and  the  lie  direct. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  beard  was  not  well 
cut  ? 

Clo.  I  durft  go  no  further  then  the  lye  circumftantiall : 
i 

nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  lye  direct  :  and  io  we  mea- 
fur'd  f words,  and  parted 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of the  lye. 

Cb.  Ofir,  we  quarrell  in  print,  by  the  book  :  as  you 
have  books  for  good  manners :  I  will  name  you  the  de- 

grees. The  firft ,  the  Retort  courteous  :  the  fecond,  the 
Quip  modeft  :  the  third,  the  Reply  churlifh :  the  fourth, 
the  Reproof  valiant :  the  fifth ,  the  Countercheck  quar- 
relfome  :  the  fixth ,  the  Lye  with  circumftance  :  the 
feventh,  the  Lye  direft  :  all  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the 
Lye  diredt  :  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I 
knew  when  feven  Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  Quarrell, 
but  when  the  parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them 
thought  but  of  an  If  \  as,  If  you  faid  fo,  then  1  faid  fo  : 
and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore  brothers.  Your  If  is 

the  onely  peace-maker  j  much  virtue  in  If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow  my  Lord  ?  He's  as  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Du.  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe,  and 
under  the  prefentation  of  that  he  lhoots  his  wit. 

Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind,  and  Cell*. Still  Mafick. 

Hymen.  Then  is  there  mitth  in  heaven , 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

atttne  together. 

Gotd  Duke  receive  thy  daughter ; 

Hymen  from  heaven  brtught  her. 
Tea  brought  her  hither. 

That  thou  mightfi  joyn  her  hand  with  his, 
fVhofe  heart  within  his  bofome  is. 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  my  felf,for  I  am  yours. 
Or.  To  you  I  give  my  felf,  for  I  am  yours. 
Du.Se.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  daughter. 
Or.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  %ofalind. 
Phe.  If  fight  and  fhape  be  true,why  then  my  love  adieu, 
Rof  I'le  have  no  Father,  if  you  be  not  he  : 

Tie  have  no  Husband,  if  you  be  not  he  i 

Nor  ne're  wed  woman,' if  you  be  not  fhe. 
Hy.  Peace  hoa  :  I  bar  confufion, 

'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  events : 

Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands., 
To  joyn  in  Hymens  bands, 
If  truth  holds  true  contents. 

You  and  and  you,  no  crofTe  fhall  part ; 
You  and  you,  are  heart  in  heart ; 

You,  to  his  love  muft  accord, 
Or  ha  ve  a  Woman  to  your  Lord. 
You  and  you,  are  fure  together, 
As  the  Winter  to  foul  weather  : 
Whiles  a  Wedlock  Hymn  we  fing , 

Feed  your  felves  with  queftioning  •• 
That  reafon,  wonder  may  diminifh 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 

Song. 

Wedding  is  great  Junos  crown  , 

O  bU(fed  bond  cfboord  and  bed  : 
'Tis  Hymen  peoples  every  town, 
Highrvtdbck. /ben  be  honoured  : 

Honour,  high  honour  and  renown 
To  Hymen,  God  of  every  Town. 

Du.  Sen.  O  my  dear  Niece,  welcome  thou  art  to  me, 
Even  daughter  welcome,  in  no  leffe  degree. S  Phe. 



<zAs  you  like  it. 

i    Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine, 

I  Thy  faith,  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

Enter  fecond  Brother. 
2.  Bra.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  : 

I  am  the  fecond  Ton  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 

Tiiat  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  affembly. 

Duke  Frederick,  hearing  how  that  every  day, 

Men  of  gceat  worth  reforted  to  this  Forreft, 

Addreft  a  mighty  power  which,  were  on  foot 

In  his  own  conduct,  purpofely  to  take 

His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  this  wilde  Wood  he  came  ; 

Where,  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 

After  iome  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 

Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world  : 

His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifh'd  Brother, 
And  all  their  Lands  reftor'd  to  him  again 
That  were  with  himexiPd.  This  to  be  true, 

I  doe  engage  my  life. 
Dn,Sen.  Welcome  young  man 

Thouoffer'ft  foirly  to  thy  brothers  wedding  : 
To  one  his  lands  with-held,  and  to  the  other 

A  land  it  felfe  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedome. 
Firft,  in  this  Forreft,  let  us  doe  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number 

That  have  endur'd  fhrew'd  dayes  and  nights  with  us, 
Shall  fhare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune, 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  {rates. 

Mean  time,  forget  this  ncw-faln  dignity, 
And  fall  into  ourRuftick  Revelry  : 

Play  Mufick,  and  you  Brides  and  Bride-grooms  all, 

With  meafure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  th'  Meafures  fall. 
J4tj.  Sir,  by  your  patience  :  If  I  heard  you  rightly, 

The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life, 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  Court. 
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z.Bro.  He  hath. 

Jay.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefc  convertites , 

There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard,  and  learn'd  .• 
You  to  your  former  Honour,  I  bequeathe 
Your  patience,  and  your  virtue  well  deferves  it. 
You  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit  : 
You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies  : 

You  to  a  long,  and  well-defeived  bed  : 
And  you  to  wrangling,  for  thy  loving  voyage 

Is  but  for  two  moneths  viftuall'd :  So  to  your  plcafurcs  , 
I  am  for  other,  then  for  dancing  meafures. 

Dm.  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques,{Hy. 

J*q.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I :  what  you  would  have  , 

Tie  ftay  to  know,  at  your  abandon'd  cave.  Exit. 
Du.  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed*  we  will  begin  thefe  rights. 

As  we  doe  truft,  they'l  end  in  true  delights. 
1ty.lt  is  not  the  faihion  to  fee  the  Lady  the  Epilogue: 

but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  then  to  fee  the  Lord  the 

Prologue.  Ifitbetrue,  that  good  wine  needs  no  bufh, 

'tis  true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue.  Yet  to 
good  wine  they  do  ufe  good  bufhes  :  and  good  Playes 
prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues :  What  a 
cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue,  nor 
cannot  infinuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  Play  ? 

I  am  not  furnifh'd  like  a  Beggar,  therefore  to  beg  will 
not  become  mee.  My  way  is  to  conjure  you,  and  Tie  be- 

gin with  the  Women.  I  charge  you  (O  women)  for  the 
love  you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  Play,  as 

pleafesyou  :  And  I  charge  you  (O  men)  for  the  love 
you  bear  to  women  (as  I  perceive  by  your  fimpring,none 

of  you  hates  them)  that  between  you,  and  the  women,  the 
Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were  a  Woman,  I  would  kiffe  as 

many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas'd  me,  complexions 
that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  1  defi'd  not :  And  I  am 
fure,  as  many  as  have  good  beards,or  good  faces,or  fweet 

breaths,  will  for  my  kind  offer,  when  I  make  curt'fie,  bid me  farewell.  Sxeunt. 

FINIS 
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The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Enter  Beggar  and  Hoftepe,  Chr'ijlophcro  Sly. 

Beggar. 
Le  phccze  you  infakh. 

Hofi.  A  pair  of  Stocks  you  Rogue, 

Beg.  Y'arc  a  baggage,  the  Sites  are  rto 
Rogues.  Look  in  the  Chronicles,  we  came 

in  with  Richard  Concjuerouy  :  therefore  Paucas  palla- 
bris,  let  the  world  fl  dc  :  Scffa. 

Haft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glaffcs  you  have  bur(t? 

Beg.  No,  not  a  deniere :  go  by  S.Jerommy,  go  to  thy 
cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hofi.  I  know  my  remedy>  I  muft  go  fetch  the  Head- 
borough. 

Beg.  Third,  or  fuurth,  or  fift  ̂ oroUgji,  Tie  anfwer 
him  by  Law.- Tic  not  budge  an  inch  boy  :  LetMui  come, 
and  kindly.  falls  ajleep. 

Wind  horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  hunt:ng,ivlth  his  train. 
ho.  Huntfman,  I  chaige  thee,  tender  well  my  hounds, 

Brach  Aferrlman,  the  poor  Currc  is  imbolr , 

And  couple  Clowder  with  the  decp-mouth'd  brach, 
Saw'lt  thou  not  boy  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge  corner,  in  the  coldcft  fault , 
I  would  not  bfe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hun.  Why  Be/m.w  is  as  good  as  he,  my  Lord  , 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meerelt  IofTe, 

And  twice  to  day  pick'd  out  the  dulleft  fent ; 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  ait  a  fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet , 
I  would  eftecm  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch  : 

,But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all , 
To  morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What's  here  >  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?  See  doth 
he  breathe  ? 

z,  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  waim'd 
with  Ale,  this  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  bcaft,  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies. 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  image  ! 

Sirs,  I  will  pradife  on  this  drunken  man. 

What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed  , 

Wrap'd  in  fweet  cloathes  :  Rings  put  upon  his  fingers : 
A  moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed  , 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
Would  not  the  Beggar  then  forget  himfclf? 

i.  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lordj  I  think  he  cannot  choofe. 

z.HunXx.  would  feem  ftrangeunto  him  when  he  wak'd. 
Lord.  Ev:n  as  a  flatt'ring  dream,  or  worthlcfs  fancy. 

Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jeft : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  fairert  Chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pictures: 
Balm  his  foul  head  in  warm  diftilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  Wood  to  make  the  Lodging  fweet : 
Procure  me  Mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heavenly  found  : 
And  if  hs  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight 
(And  with  a  low  fubmillive  reverence) 
Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command  : 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  Bafon 

Full  of  Rofe-water,and  beltrew'd  with  Flowers, 
Another  bear  the  Ewer :  the  third  a  Diaper, 

And  fay,  wilt  pleafc  your  Lordfhip  cool  your  hands. 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  fuit , 
And askc  him  what  apparcll  he  will  wear: 
Another  tell  him  of  his  Hounds  and  Horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe, 
Perfwade  him  that  he  hath  bin  Lunatick, 
And  when  he  fayes  he  is,  fay  that  he  d  realties , 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord  : 
I  his  doe,  and  doe  it  kindly,  gentle  firs, 
It  will  be  paft/Ync  palling  excellent , 
If  it  be  husbandad  with  modcity. 

i  .Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  we  will  play  our  part> 
As  hcfhall  think  by  our  true  diligence 
H;  is  no  leffe  then  what  wefay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him, 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. 

Sound  Trampets. 

Sirrah,  go  fee  what  T  rumpet  'cis  that  founds, 
Belike  fome  Noble  Gentleman  that  meanes 

(Travelling  fome  journey)  to  repofe  hirnfclf  here. 

Enter  Serv'mgman. How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  Honour,  Players 
That  offer  fervice  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Enter  Players. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near  : 

Now  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 
Pla.  W«  thank  your  Honour. 

Lor.  Doc  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to  night  ? 

2.  Pla.  So  phafe  your  Lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty. 
Lord.  With  all  my  heart.  This  fellow  I  remember, 

Since  once  he  plaid  a  Farmer's  eldeft  fon, 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  Gentlewoman  fo  well: 
I  have  forgot  your  name :  but  fure  that  part 

Was 
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j  Was  aptly  luted,  and  naturally  perfoun'd 
Sim.  I  clunk  'twas  oV<?  that  yom  Honour  meanes. 

LirA,  ;T:s  very  true,  thou  didit  it  excellent : 
Wcii  you  arc  come  to  me  in  h^ppy  time, 

The  rather  fori  have  fomcfportlri  band,  • 
Wherein  your  dinning  canafTift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Low?  will  hear  you  play  to  night ; 
But  I  am  doLDtfull of  your  modefties,  N 

I  Leaii  (over-eying  of  his  odJe  bcluvioar, 
I  F^r  -ct  his  Honour  never  heard  a  Play) 
I  You  break  into  fome  merry  paflion, 

I  And  fo  offend  him  .-  for  I  teii  you  fu  s, 
If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  growes  impatient. 

PL"..  Fear  not  my  Lord,  we  cap  contain  our  fclvcs , 
Were  he  the  vericft  antick  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go  fin  a,  take  them  to  the  Buttery, 

And  give  them  "friendly  welcome  every  one, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affords. 

Exit  one  with  the  Placers. 
Sirra  50  you  to  Battholmew  my  Page, 

And  lee-him  d reft  in  all  fuits  like  a  Lady  : 
That  done,  conduct,  him  to  the  Drunkards  chamber, 
And  call  him  Mr. dam,  doe  him  obeifance : 

Tell  him  from  trie  (as  he  will  win  my  love) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  action 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  Ladies 
Unto  their  Lords,  by  themaccomplifhed  , 
Such  duty  to  the  D;unkard  let  him  doc  : 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefie, 

And  fay  :  Whatis'r  your  Honour  will  command  , 
Wherein  your  Lr.d'', and  your  humble  Wife, 
May  {hew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love. 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kiffes , 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofome 
Bid  him  Hied  tcarts,  as  being  over-joyed 

To  fee  her  noble  Lord  reftor'd  to  health, 
Who  for  this  feven  yeares  hath  efteemcd  him 
No  better  then  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar  : 

And  if  the  hoy  have  not  a  wemans  gift 
To  rain  a  fhower  cf  commanded  teares, 
An  Onion  will  doe  well  for  fuch  a  thift, 

Which  in  a  Napkin  (being  clofc  convey 'd) 
Shall  in  defpignt  enforce  a  watry  eye  : 

S •  c  thisdifpatch'd  with  ali  the  haft  thou  canft, 
Anon  FJegivc  thee  more  inftiuctions. 

Exit  a  Servingman. 

I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurpe  the  grace , 
:  Voyce,  gate,  and  action  of  a  Gentlewoman. 
;I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  Drunkard,  Husband, 

And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelvcs  from  laughter  , 
When  they  doe  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant , 
Tie  in  tocounldl  them  :  haply  my  prefence 
May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen  , 
Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extrcamcs. 

Enter  aloft  the  Drunkard  with  attendants,  fome  with  ap- 

parel,Bafon  &  Ewer,&  other  appurtenances,& Lord,. 
Beg.  For  Gods  fake  a  pot  of  fmall  Ale. 

i.^tfr.Wil'tpleafc  your  Lordihip  drink  a  cup  offack  ? 
/    i.Ser.  Wil'c  pieafc  your  Honour  tafte  of  thefe  Con- i  ferves  ? 

3.  Ser.  What  raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  to  day. 

Beg.  I  am  Chriftophero  Slid  call  not  me  Honour  nor 

Lordfhip  :  I  ne're  drank  fick  in  my  life  :  and  if  you  give 
me  any  Conferves,  give  me  Confcrves  of  Beef :  ne're  ask 
me  what  raiment  Tie  wear,  for  I  have  no  more  Doublets 

then  Backs :  no  more  Stockings  then  Legges  :  nor  no 
more  Shooes  then  Fcer,  naylbmctimcs  more  Feet  thtn 

;  Shooes,  or  fuch  Shoots  as  my  Toes  look  through  the  over. 
:  leather.  -.  .        ,  j 

Lor.  Heaven  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  Honour. 
Oh  that  a  mighty  man  cf  fuch  deicent , 

:  Of  fuch  poffeifions,  and  fo  h  gh  efteem, 
;  Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit. 

2?fg-..What,would  you  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  I  Chri- 

\flophero  Site,  old  Site's  fon  of  Burton- heath,  by  birth  a 
Pedler,by  education  a  Card-maker,  by  tranfmuiation  a 
Bear-heard,and  now  by  prefent  profeffion  a  Tinker.  Ask 
Man  tan  Hackjt  the  fat  Ale-wife  of  fvincot,  if  fhe  know 
me  not :  if  fhe  fay  1  am  not  xiv.d.  on  the  fcorefor  fheere 
Ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lyingft  knave  in  Chriftendome. 

What  I  am  not  beftraught :  here's  1 .  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn. 
2.  Man.  Oh  this  is  it  that  makes  your  fervants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  fhuns  your 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  Lunacy.  (houfe. 
Oh  Noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment, 
And  banifh  hence  the  abjeel:  lowly  dreames : 
Look  how  thy  fervants  doe  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  Mufick  ?  Heark,  Apollo  playes,  Mufick,. 
And  twenty  caged  Nightingales  do  ling. 

Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  We'l  have  thee  to  a  Couch, 
Softer  and  fweeter  then  the  luftfull  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semirawis. 
Say  thou  wilt  walk:  we  will  beftrow  the  ground. 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  ihall  be  trapp'd, 
Their  harneife  ftudded  all  with  Gold  and  Pearl. 

Deft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  Hawkes  will  foare 
Above  the  morning  Larke.  Or  wilt  thou  hunt , 
Thy  Hounds  fhall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them, 
And  fetch  fhrillecchoesfrom  the  hollow  earth. 

1 .  Man.  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thy  Gray-hounds  are  as 
As  breathed  Stags :  I,  fleeter  then  the  Roe.  (fwifc 

2 . M.  Doft  thou  love  pi<5tures?we  will  fetch  thee  ftraight 
<iAdonis  painted  by  a  running  brook, 
And  Citberea  allinfcdges  hid  , 

Which  fcem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath. 
Even  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  winde. 

Lord,  We'ifhew  thee  Jo,  as  fhe  was  a  Maid, 
And  how  (he  was  beguiled  and  furpriz'd, 
As  lively  painted,  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3.  Aian.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thorny  wood, 
Scratching  her  Lec-s,  that  one  fhall  fwear  fhe  bleeds, 
And  at  that  light  ihall  fad  Apollo  weep, 
So  workmanly  the  blood  and  teares  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but  a  Lord  : 
Thou  haft  a  Lady  far  more  beautifull , 
Then  any  woman  in  this  wainingage. 

1  .Man.  And  till  the  teares  that  fhe  hath  fhed  for  thee, 

Like  envious  fiouds,o'rc-run  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  fa i reft  creature  in  the  world  , 

And  yet  fhe  is  inferiourto  none. 
Beg.  Am  I  a  Lord,and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady? 

Or  doc  I  dream?  or  have  I  dream' d  till  now  ? 
I  doe  not  fleep  :  I  fee,  I  hear,  1  fpeak : 
T  fmell  fwect favours,  and  I  feel  ioftthings : 

Upon  my  life  I  am  a  Lord  indeed  , 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chriftophero  Slie. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight,  / 

And  once  again  a  pot  o'th'  fmalleft  Ale.  A 
S  2.  2. Man  y 
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2.  Man.  WU'i  pleal'c  your  MishtincrTc  to  wafhyour hands  ? 

j  Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  refto/d, 
;  Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  arc  .• 
jThefe  fifteen  yea  res  you  have  bin  in  a  dream, 

i  Or  when  you  wak'd,  fo  waVd  as  if  youflcpt. 
Beg.  Thefe  fifteen  yeares,  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap, 

But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

I .  Alan.  Ohycs,my  Lord,  but  very  idle  words, 
For  though  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yec  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door, 
And  rail  upon  the  Hoflcffc  of  the  Houfe, 
And  lay  you  would  prefene  her  at  the  Leet, 

Becaule  the  brought  Stone- Jugs,  and  no  fcal'd  quarts  : 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

Big.  I,  the  womans  maid  of  the  lioufe. 

I. Ma.  Why  fir,you  know  no  hoi;fc,nor  no  fuch  maid, 

Nor  no  fuch  men  as  you  have  reckon'd  up, 
As  Stephen  Slie,and  old  John  Napsoi  Greece , 
And  Peter  Turph,  and  Henry  Pimpernell, 
And  twenty  moie  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  faw. 

Beg.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 
Ml.  Amen. 

Enter  Lady  with  Attendants, 
Beg.  I  thank  thee,  thou  fhalt  not  lofe  by  it. 
Lady.  Hew  fares  my  noble  Lord  ? 
Beg.  Marry  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 

Where  is  my  Wife?  . 
La.  Heie  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her  > 
Beg.  Are  you  my  Wife,and  will  not  call  me  Husband? 

My  men  fhould  call  me  Lord,  I  am  your  good-man. 
Lrf.My  Husband  and  my  Lord,my  Lord  and  Husband, 

'   I  am  your  Wife  in  all  obedience. 
Beg.  I  know  ir  well,  what  muff  I  call  her  > 
Lord.  Madam. 

Beg.  Alee  Madam,  or  Jone  Madam  > 
Lord.  M  'dam,  and  nothing  elfe,  Co  Lo;ds  call  Ladies. 
Beg .  Madam  Wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dreanfd  , 

And  flept  about  tome  fifteen  year  or  more. 
Lady.  I,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me , 

B?ing  ail  this  time  abandon'd  from  your  bed. 
Beg.  5T;s  much,  fervants  leave  mc  and  her  alone  : 

Midam  undrefle  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 
La.  Thrice  noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you 

To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  : 
Or  if  notfo,  unriil  the  Sun  befet. 

For  your  Phyficians  have  expreffely  charg'd, 
In.  peiill  to  incurre  your  foimer  malady,- 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  : 
I  hope  this  teafon  (lands  for  my  excufe. 

Beg.  I,  it  ftands  fo  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long  : 
Butl  would  be  loth  to  fall  intomy  dre^mcs again  :  I  will 
therefore  tarry  in  defpight  of  the  fh.fh  and  the  blood. 

Enter  a  (JMe(fenger. 

Mef.  Your  Honours  Players  hearing  your  amendment, 
Arc  come  to  play  apleafant  Comedy, 
For  fo  your  Doitouis  hold  it  very  meet , 

Seeing  too  much  fidneffe  hath  congsal'd  your  blood, 
And  mclancholiy  is  the  Nurfe  of  frenzy , 
Therefore  they  thought  it  £ood  you  hear  a  Play  , 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment , 
Which  barres  a  thoufand  harmes,  and  lengthens  life. 

Beg.  Mar:y  I  will,  let  them  play,  it  is  not  a  Comon-  | 

cy,  a  Chnitmas  gambold,  or  a  tumbling  trick  ? 
Lady.  No  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleafing  ftuffe. 

Beg.  What,houilioldlluffe? 
Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory. 

Beg.  Well,we'l  fee'e  : 
Come  Madam  WTe,  fit  by  my  fide, 

And  let  the  world  flip,  we  fhall  ne're  be  younger. 

Flourljh.  Enter  LueentU,  and  his  man  TrauU. 
Luc.  Tranlo,  fince  for  the  great  defirel  had 

To  fee  (air  Padua,  nurfery  of  Arts, 

I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitfull  Lumbardyy 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy, 

And  by  my  fathers  love  and  leave  am  arm'd With  his  good  wil!,and  thy  good  company. 

My  trufty  fervant  well  approv'd  in  all, 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happly  inftitute 

A  courie  of  Learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 
Plfa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens 

Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firfl  / 
A  Merchant  of  great  Traffick  through  the  world  .* 
Vinctnti<fs  come  of  the  Bentlvolli, 

Vlncentloys  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 

It  fhall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceiv'd 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds : 

And  therefore,  Tranlo, (or  the  time  I  lludy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  Philofophy 

Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happineffe* 

By  virtue  Specially  to  bcatchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  minde,  for  I  have  Plfa  left , 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  (hallow  plafli,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 

Tra.  Me  Pardonato,  gentle  matter  mine : 
lam  in  all  affected  as  yourfclf, 

Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fuck  the  fweetsof  fweet  Philofophy. 

Onely  (good  mailer)  while  we  doc  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  morall  difcipline , 

Let's  be  no  Stoicks,  nor  no  flocks  I  pray ; 
Or  fo  devote  to  Arijiotles  checks  , 

As  Ovid  be  an  out-call  quite  abjur'd  : 
BalkeLogick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  practice  Rhetorickin  your  common  talke, 
Mufick  and  Poefie  ufe,  to  quicken  you  , 

The  Mathcma ticks, and  the  Metaphyficks, 

Fall  to  them  as  you  find  your  ftomack  fcrves  you : 
No  profit  growes,  where  is  no  plcafure  tanc : 
In  brief  fir, ftudy  what  you  mod  affecT; 

Luc.  Gra mercies  Tranlo,  wdldofl  thouadvife, 
If  Blondello  thou  wert  come  afhore, 

We  could  at  once  put  us  in  rcadinefle, 

And  take  a  Lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends  (as  time)  in  Padua  fhall  beget. 

But  flay  awhile,  what  company  is  this  > 
Tra.  Mafter  fome  fhew  to  welcome  us  to  Town. 

Enter  Baptlfta  with  his  tw  o  daughters,  Kathtrlua  and 
Bianca,Gremlo  a  Panta/owne,  Horttnjit  a  Sutter 

to  Blanc  a,  Lncen.  Tranlo,  fiand  by. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  mc  no  farther , 

For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  know  : 
That  is,  not  to  bellow  my  youn  gcll  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  husband  for  the  cl  r  : 

If  either  of  you  both  love  Katherlna , Becaufe 
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Bccaufe  1  know  yeu  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  Hull  you  have  tocouit  her  at  your  pleafurc. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  l  ather.  SHe*s  too  rough  for  me; 
There,  there  Hortentlo,  will  you  any  Wife  > 

}Cat.  I  pray  you  fir,  is  it  your  w  II 

To  make  a  (tale  of  me  among'ft  thofe  mates  > 
Hor.  Mates  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ? 

No  mates  for  you, 
Unlcffe  you  were  of  gentler  milder  mould. 

Kat.  l'faith  fir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear, 
I-wis  it  is  not  halfe  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  douht  not,  her  care  thall  be, 

To  combe  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ftoole, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  foole. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord  deliver  us. 
Gre.  And  me  too, good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufh'd  maiftcr,  heres  Come  good  paftime  toward, 
That  wench  is  ftark  mad  or  wondeifull  froward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  others  filencc  do  I  fee, 
Maids  milde  behaviour  and  fobrietie. 
Peace  Tranlo. 

Tr4.  Well  faid  Maifter,  mum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 
Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  m-ke  good 

What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in, 
And  let  it  notdifplcafe  thee,  good  Bianca, 

For  I  will  love  thee  ne're  the  lefie  my  girle. 
Kat.  A  pretty  per.,  it  is  beft  put  ringer  in  the  eye, 

and  fhe  knew  why. 
Blaa.  Sifter  content  you,  in  my  difcontent. 

Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubferibe : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fhall  be  my  company, 

On  them  to  look,  and  pi  aclife  by  my  felf. ~ Luc.  Heark  Tranlo,  thou  maifthear  Minerva  fpeak. 

Hor.  Signior  Baptlfta,  will  vou  be  fo  ftrange, 
Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  will  effects 
Bianco? s  gr:ef. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up 
(Signior  B apt! fit)  for  this  fiend  of  hell/ 
And  make  het  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  > 

Bap.  Gentlemen  content  ye  :  I  am  refoN'd: Go  in  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  llie  taketh  tr.oft  delight 
In  Mufick,  Inftruments,  and  Poetry, 
Schoolemaifters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 
Fit  to  inftrucl:  her  youth.  If  you  Hortentlo, 
Or  fignior  Gremio  you  know  any  fuch, 
Preferre  them  hither  :  for  to  Cunning  men, 

I  will  be  very  kinde  and  libera'll, 
To  mine  own  children,  in  good  bringing  up, 
And  fo  farewell :  Katberlna  you  may  ftay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  Exit. 

Kat.  Why,  and  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  mty  ]  not  ? 
What  fhall  I  be  appointed  houres,  as  though 
(Belike)  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leave  ?  Ha.  Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devi's  dam:  your  gifts  are  fo 

good,  here's  none  will  hold  you  :  Our  love  is  not  foj 
gceaiHorteiitit,  but  we  may  blow  our  nails  together,  and  j 
faft  it  fairly  out.  Our  cake's  dow  on  boch  fides.  Fare- 
wy  a:  yet  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fwcet  Bianca  ,  if  I  can  j 

b  ipny  means  light'  on  a  fit  man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  j 
sty  delights,  I  will  wifli  him-to  her  father. 

Hor.  So  will  I  Signior  Gremio  :  but  a  word  I  pray  : 
Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrcll  yet  never  brook'd  j 
parlee,  know  now  upon  advice,  it  touchcth  us  both  :  that  j 
we  may  yet  again  have  accefle  to  our  fair  Miftris ,  and  j 

be  happy  rivals  in  Si  area's  love,  to  labour  and  efrecit  one 
thing  fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that  I  pray  f 

Hor.  Marry  fir,  to  get  a  husband  for  her  fifter, 
Grti.  A  husband  :  a  devill. 

Hot.  I  fay  a  ht:sband. 

Gre.  I  fay  a  devill :  Think'ft  thou,  Hortentlo,  though 
hcrfacherbe  very  rich,  any  manisfo  very  a  foole  to  be married  to  hell  ? 

H@r.  TulTt  Gremio;  though  it  parte  your  patience  and 
mine  to  endure  her  lewd  alarums ,  why  man  ,  there  Be 
good  fellowcs  in  the  world,and  a  man  could  light  or!  them, 

Would  take  her  with  all  faults,  and  money  enough,,  ' 
Gre.  I  cannot  tell :  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 

with  this  condition ;  To  bewhipt  at  the  high  crofife  every 

morning. 

Her.  Faith  (as  you  fay)  there's  fmall  choice  in  rotten 
apples  :  come ,  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes  us  friends ,  .  it 

fhall  be  fo  forth  friendly  iruincain'd ,  till  by  ineljsihg 
Baptifta's  eldeft  daughter  to  a  husband,  we  fet  his  young- 
eft  free  for  a  husband  ,  and  then  have  too't  afrefh :  Sweet 
Bianca ,  happy  man  be  his  dole  :  he  tfkt  runnes  fafteft , 

gets  the  Ring  r  How  fay  you  fignior  Gremio  ?  '.  ., 
Grem.  I  amagrecd,anc  would  I  had  given  him  the  beft 

horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing  that  would  through- 
ly wooe  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the  houfe  of 

her.  Come  on. 
Exeunt  ambs,  Manet  Tranlo  and  Lnctncio. 

Tra.  I  pray  fir  tell  me,  is  ir  poifible  . 
That  love  fhould  on  a  d:dden  take  fuch  hold. 

Luc .  Oh  Tranlo,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  polTible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idely  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effect  of  Love  in  idleneffe, 

And  now  in  plainrieffe  to  confefTe  to  thee 
That  art  to  me  as  fecrct  and  as  dear 

As  Anna  :o  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was  : 
Tranlo  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perifiS.  Tranlo, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  girle  : 

Councell  me  Tranlo,  for  I  know  thoucan'ft : 
A/Tilt  me  Tranlo,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now. 
Afrcdtion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart  : 

If  love  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Redtme  te  captum  quam  queas  minima. 

Luc.  Gramercics  Lad  :  go  forward,  this  contents, 

The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found. 
Tra.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid 

Perhaps  you  mai  k\\  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 
Lue.  Oh  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face, 

Such  as  the  daughter  of  zAgenor  had, 

That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kift  the  Cretan  ftrond. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  maik'd  you  not  hovt  her  fifter, 
Began  co  fcold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm? 
That  mortall  ea;s  might  hardly  endure  the  din, 

Luc.  Tranlo,  1  faw  her  corrall  lips  to  move  ; 
And  with  her  breath  fhe  did  pei  fume  the  aire, 
Sacred  and  fwcet  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance : 
I  pray  awake  fir  :  if  you  love  the  Maid  ; 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  atchieve  her.  Thus  it  ftands : 

Her  eldeft  fifter  is  fo  cm  ft  and  fhrew'd, 
That  till  the  father  1  id  his  hands  of  her, 

Mafter,  your  love  rhuft  live  a  maid  at  home, 

And  therefore  has  he  clofely  meu'd  her  up, 
--  .  Becaufe 
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Recaufc  the  will  not  be  annoy 'd  with  lute  s. 
Luc.  Ah  Tranlo,  what  a  crucll  Fathers  he  : 

But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  ibme  cave 
To  get  her  cunning  Schoolcmaftersto  inllrucl  her. 

Tra.  I  many  am  I  fir,  and  now  'cis  plotted. Luc.  I  have  it  Tranlo. 

Tra.  Maifter,  for  my  hand, 

Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 
Lhc.  Tell  me  thine  fuft. 

Tra.  You  will  befchoole-maiftcr, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid : 

That's  your  device. 
Luc.  It  is :  May  it  he  done  ? 

Tra.  Nod  poffiblc:  for  who  i"ha!l  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vlncentlo's  fon, 
Keep  houfe ,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friendes, 
Vint  his  Counueymcn,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Lhc.  Bali  a,  content  thee  :  for  I  have  it  full. 

Wc  have  not  yet  been  feenm  any  houfe, 

Nor  can  we  be  aiftinguifh'd  by  our  faces, 
For  man  or  maifter :  then  it  follows  thus  ; 

Thou  fhaltbe  maifter,  TV^/o  in  my  fted  : 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  I  fhould, 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitans  or  meaner  man  olPlfa. 

'Tis  hatch'd,  and  (hall  be  fo  :  Tranlo  at  once 
Uncafe  thee  :  take  my  colour'd  hat  and  cloak, 
When  Blondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee, 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need  : 
In  brief  Sir,  fich  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tycd  to  be  obedient, 

For  fo  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting  : 
Be  ferviceable  to  my  fon  (  quoth  he) 

Although  I  think  'twas  in  another  fence, 
I  am  content  ro  be  Lucentlo, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucent  to, 

Luc.  Tranlo  be  ib,becai'.fe  Lucentlo  loves, 

And  let  me  be  a  flave,t'atchievc  that  maid, 

Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  eye. 

'  Enter  Blonde  Us. 

Here  comes  the  rogue.  Sirra,  where  have  you  been  > 
Blon.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay  how  now,  where  are 

you?  Maifter,  ha'smy  fellow  Tramo  ftol'n  your  cloathes, 
or  you  ftol'n  his,  or  both  ?  Pray  what's  the  news  ? 

Luc .  Sirrah  come  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  jeft. 
And  therefore  frame  your  manneis  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranlo  here  to  fave  my  life , 

Puts  my  apparell,  and  my  count'nanceon, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his : 
For  in  a  quarreU  fincc  I  came  afhove, 

I  kill'd  a  man,  and  fear  I  am  defcried : 
Wait  vou  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes : 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life : 
You  underftand  me  ? 

Blon  I  fir,  ne're  a  whit. 
Luc .  And  not  a  jot  oiTranlo  in  your  mouth, 

j  Tranlo  is  chang'd  into  Lucentlo. 
j     B Ion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too. 

\     Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith  boy,  to  have  the  next  wifh  af- 

'  tcr  ,  that  Lucentlo  indeed  had  Baptlfta's  youngeft  daugh- 
ter. But  firra  ,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  mcifters,  I  ad- 

vife  you  ufc  your  manneis  difcrcetly  in  all  kind  of  com- 
panies: When  I  am  alone,  why  then  I  am  Tranlo :  but  in 

all  places  ehc,  your  maifter  Lucentlo. 

Luc.  Tranlo  let's  go 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felf  execute, 

To  make  one  'mongthefc  wooers :  if  thou  ask  me  why, Sufficed!  my  reafons  arc  both  good  and  weighty, 
Exeunt.      The  Presenters  above  fpeakj. 

i.  (JMan.  My  Lord  you  nod ,  you  do  not  mind  the 

play. Beg.  Yes  by  Saint  Anne  do  I,  a  good  matter  furely  : 
Comes  ther;:  any  more  of  it  ? 

Lad.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  begun. 
Beg.  'Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  work,  Madam 

Lady  :  would  'cwere  done.  They  fit  and  marks . 

Enter  Petruchlo,  and  his  man  Grumlo. 
Pet.  V trona,  for  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua ;  but  of  all 

My  beft  beloved  and  approued  friend 
Hortentlo  and  I  trow  this  is  the  houfe  : 
Here  firra  Grumlo,  knock  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock  fir  ?  whom  fhould  I  knock  ?  Is  there  any 
man  ha's  rebus'd  your  worfhip  ? 

Pet.  Villain  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 
Gru.  Knock  you  here  fir  ?  Why  fir,  what  am  I  fir, 

that  I  fhould  knock  you  here  fir  ? 

Pet.  Villain  I  fay  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  Pie  knock  your  knaves  pate. 

Gru.  My  Maifter  is  grown  quarrelfome : 
I  fhould  knock  you  fiift, 

And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 
Pet .  Will  it  not  be  ? 

Faith  firra,  and  you'll  not  knock,  Tie  ring  it, 
Pie  try  how  you  can  Soly  Fa, and  fing  it. 

He  rings  him  by  the  ears. 

Gru.  Help  miftris  help,  my  maifter  is  mad.  . 
Pet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you :  firra  villain. 

Enter  Hortentlo 

Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  My  old  friend 
Grumlo ,  and  my  good  friend  Tetruchlo  }  How  do  you all  at  V trona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortentlo  ,  come  you  to  part  the  fray? 
Contutt;  !e  core  bene  trovatto,  npy  I  fay. 

Hor.  Alia  noflra  cafa  ben  venuto  mnlto  honor  at  o  Ji- 
gnlor  mio  Petruchlo. 
Rife  Grumlo,  we  will  compound  this  quarrell. 

Gru.  Nay  'tis  no  matter  fir,  what  he  leges  in  Latine. 
If  this  be  not  a  lawfull  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fervice  j 

look  you  fir:  He  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him  found- 
ly  fir.  Well ,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his  maftcr  foy 

being  perhaps  (  for  ought  I  fee )  two  and  thirty,  a  peep 

out  ?  Whom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knock't  at  firft, 
then  had  not  Grumlo  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenceleffe  villain  :  good  Hortentlo, 
I  bad  the  rafcall  knock  upon  your  gate , 

And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 
Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate?  O  heavens :  fpeak  you  not 

thefe  words  plain?  Sirra,  Knock  me  here  :  rap  me  here: 
knock  me  well ,  and  knock  me  foundly  ?  And  come  you 
now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirra,  be  gone,  or  talk  not  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petrnchlo  patience,  I  am  Grumlo 's  pledge : 
Why  this  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  pleafant  fervant  Grumio: 
And  tell  me  now  (fweet  friend)  what  happy  gale 

Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  V trona  ? 
Pet.  Such  wind  asfcatters  young  men  through  the  world, 

To 
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To  feek  their  fertunes  farther  than  at  home, 

;  Where  fmall  experience  growes  but  in  a  few. 
Senior  Hortentlo,  thus  it  ftands  with  me, 

i  f/fntomo  my  father  is  deceaft, 
And  I  have  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze, 

:  Happily  to  wive  and  thrive,  as  beft  I  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor.  Petruchlo,  fhall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee, 

And  wifh  thee  toja  fhrew'd  ill-fa  voui'd  wife  ? 
Thou'dft  thank  mc  but  a  little  for  my  councell: 

I  And  yet  Tie  promife  thee  fhe  fhall  be  rich, 

'  And  very  rich :  but  th'art  too  much  my  friend, And  Pie  not  wifh  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortentlo,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  we, 
Few  words  fuffice :  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 

One  riche  nough  to  be  Petruchlo' s  wife : 
j  (As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance) 
!  Be  fhe  as  foul  as  was  F  brent  I  m  Love, 

|  As  old  as  Slbell,  as  curft  and  fh:ew'd 
As  Socrates  Zantlppe,  or  a  worfe  : 

j  She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removrs  at  Ieaft 
AfTeclions  edge  in  time.  Were  fhe  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling,  Adriatic^  Teas. 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padu* : 
If  wealthily,then  happily  in  Padua. 

Gru.  Nay  look  you  fir  ,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his 

mindeis  :  why  give  him  Gold  enough  ,  and  marry  him 

to  a  Puppet  or  an  Aglet  babie,or  an  old  trot  withne're  a 
tooth  in  her  head  ,  though  fhe  have  as  manydifeafcs  as 
two  and  fifty  horles.  Why  nothing  comes  amifs,  fo  mo- 

ney comes  withall. 
Hor.  Petruchlofince  we  arc  ftept  thus  far  in, 

I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jeft, 
lean  'Petruchlo  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beautious. 
Brought  up  as  belt  becomes  a  Gentlewoman. 

Her  onely  fault,  and-  that  is  fault  enough, 
Is,  that  fhe  is  intollerablc  curft, 

And  fhrew'd  ,and  froward,Co  beyond  all  meafure, 
That  weie  my  ftate  far  worfcr  then  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  Gold. 

Pet.  Hortentlo  peace :  thou  know'ft  not  golds  efFc<ft, 
Tell  me  her  fathers  name,  and  'tis  enough: 
For  I  will  boord  her,  though  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  Autumne  crack. 

Hor.  Her  father  is  Baptifia  Mlnola, 
An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman, 
Her  name  is  Katherlna  Mlnola, 

Renown 'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 
Pet.  I  know  her  father,  though  !  know  not  her, 

And  he  knew  my  deccafed  father  well: 
I  will  nor  flcep  Hortentlo  till  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  fii  ft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  I  pray  yon  fir  let  himgo  while  the  humour  lafts. 
A  my  word  and  fhe  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do ,  fhe  would 

think  fcclding  would  doe  little  good  upon  him.  She 

may  perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcorc  "Knaves  ,  or  fo :  Why 
that's  nothing  ;  and  he  begin  once,,  he'll  raile  in  his  rope 
tricks.  I'Je  tell  you  what  fir  ,  and  fhe  ftand  him  but  a 
little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her  face, and  fo  disfigure 
her  with  it,  that  flic  (hall  have  no  more  eyes  to  fee  with- 

all then  a  Cat :  you  know  him  not  fir. 
Hlr.  Tarry  Petruchlo,  I  muft  go  with  thee,  | 
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For  in  Baptlfta's  keep  my  trealureis : 
He  hath  the  Jewell  cf  my  life  in  hold, 

Hisyoungeft  daughter,  beautifull  Blanc*, 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.  Ocher  more 
Suters  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  Love : 

Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoffible, 
For  thofe  defects  I  have  before  rehcarft, 

That  ever  Katherine  will  be  woo'd  : 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptlfla  tane, 
That  none  fhall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 

Till  Katherine  the  Curft,have  got  a  husband. 
Gru.  Katherine  the  curft, 

A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  worft. 
Hor.  Now  fhall  my  friend  Petruchlo  do  me  grace, 

And  offer  me  disguis'd  in  fobcr  robes, 
To  old  Baptifi*  as  a  fchoole-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  Mufick,  to  inftruft  Blanc*, 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device  at  leaft 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her, 

And  unfufpe&ed  court  her  by  her  felf. 

Enter  Grcmio and LucentUdlfgmfctl 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery.  See,  to  beguile  the  old  folks 
how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together.  Mai- 
ftcr,  maifter,  look  about  you:  Who  goes  there.?  ha,. 

Hor.   Peace  Grumlo,  it  is  the  rivall  of  my  Love. 
Petruchlo  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  (tripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  have  perus'd  the  note,. 
Heark  you  fir,  Tie  have  them  very  fairly  bound, 
All  books  of  Love,  fee  that  at  any  hand, 

And  feeyoif  read  no  other  Lectures  to  her: 
You  underftand  me.  over  and  befide 

Signior  Baptlfta's  Liberality 
Tie  mend  it  with  a  Largefs.  Take  your  paper  too, 

And  let  me  have  them  very  well  pcrfum'd, 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  then  perfume  it  felf 

To  whom  they  go  to  :  what  will  you  read  to  her  ? 
1    Luc  What  ere  I  read  to  her,  Fie  plead  for  you, 

As  for  my  Patron,  ftand  you  foaffur'd  ; 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  ftillin  place, 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fuccefsfull  words 

Then  you  ;  unleffe  you  were  a  fchollerfir. 
Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is. 
Gru.  Oh  this  Woodcock,  what  an  Alfe  it  is. 
Pet.  Peace  fina. 

Hor.  Gru.  mum :  God  favc  you  {\°x\\oxGrcmlo. 
Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortentlo. 

How  you  whither  I  am  going  ?  To  Baptift*  MlnoU* 
I  promis'd  to  enquire  carefully. 
About  a  fchoolerr  after  for  the  fair  Bianca, 

And  by  good  fortune  I  have  lighted  well   ■  ■ 
On  this  young  man :  For  learning  and  behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poeti  y 

And  other  books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  'Tis  well :  and  I  have  met  a  Gentleman 

Hath  pi  qmis't  me  to  help  one  co  another, A  fine  Mufitian  to  inftruft  our  Miftiis, 
So  fhall  I  no  whit  be  bchinde  in  duty 

To  fair  Buivcay(a  beloved  of  me.  .  '.       ..  . 
Gre.  Beloved  of  me,  and  that  my  deeds  fhall  prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  fhall  prove.  .  -  , 
Hor.  Gremlo,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love, 

Liften  to  me,  and  if  youfpeak  me  fair, 
Pie  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
He.e  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  1  met 

Upon 
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Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking 

Will  undertake  to  wooe  emit  Katerine,  ' 
Yea  and  to  many  her,  if  her  dowry  plcafe> 

Gre .  So  fa  id,  fo  done;  is  well : 

i*/#rf        have  you  cold  him  all  her  faults  ? 
Pet.  I  know  line  is  an  i;kfbme  brawling  fcold  : 

Jfthat  be  all,Maif«rs,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  lai'lt  me  'fb',  fi  :cnd  ?  What  Countreyman  ? Pet .  Born  in  Verou*,  old  Mutotilo  s  fon : 

Sly  father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me, 
\nd  I  do  hope,  good  dayes  and  Iorig,to  fee. 

Gre\  Oh  fir,  fuch  a  life  yvitrl  fuch  a  wife,  were  ftiange : 

5ut  if  you  have  a  ftbmackj  too't  a  Gods  name, 
YouftnH  fia-ve  m:  alTT/tirVg  you  in  all. 
Sue  will  you  wooe  this  Wddc-cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Gr»,  Will  he  wool'  her  ?  T':  or  l  ie  hano;  her, 

\    Pet.  Why  came  .1  h'tirr,  but  to  that  intent  ? Think  you  a  lietlc  dinnecan  daunt  mine  eais? 
!4ave  I  not  in  my  time  Mard  Lions  roar  ? 

Have  I  not  heaid  thefea,puft  "p  with  winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  Boar,  chafed  with  fweac? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  Oidnance  in  the  field  > 
And  heavens  Artiliry  thunder  in  the  skies? 

-lave  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 

Loud  Iarums",  neighing  fteeds,  and  trumpets  clar.gue  ? And  ao  you  tell  me  of  a  woinans  tongue? 
That  gives  not  half  Co  great  a  blow  to  hear, 
As  will  a  Chefs-nut  in  a  Farmers  fire. 

Ti'fhjtufh,  fear  boyeswith  bugs. 
G rtt.  For  he  fears  none. 
Gre.  Hortentio  hark  : 

This  Gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd, 
My  minde  preiumes  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promis'd  wc  would  be  Contributors, 
And  bear  his  chaise  of  wooing  whatfoever. 

At- Gre.  And  lo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 
Grti.  I  would  1  were  as  fureofagood  dinner. 

Enter  Tranio  brave,  and  Biondello. 

Tra.  Geriticmen  God  fave  you.  If  I  may  behold, 
Tell  me  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readied  way 
To  the  houfe  of  Signior  Baptifia  Minola  > 

Bio.  He  that  tens  the  two  fair  daughters  :  is'theyou mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he  Bionde'lo. 
Gre.  Heaik  you  fi ,  ypti  mean  not  her  to  

Tr,.    1  \'.v rs  him  and  her,  what  have  you  to  do? Pet.  Not  her  that  chides  fir,  a:  cny  hand  I  pray. 
Tra.  I  love  no  cinders  fir:  B  iondello,  let's  away. 
Luc.  Well  begun  f r.'.nio. 
Hor.  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go  : 

Are  you  a  futor  to  the  Maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 
Tra.  And  if  I  be,  Si>,  is  it  any  offence  ? 
Gre.  No:  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you  hence. 
Tra.  Why  fir,  I  pray  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 

For  me,  as  for  you  ? 
(j  re.  But  fo  is  not  fhee. 
Tra.  For  what  reafon  I  befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  rcafon  if  you'l  know, 
That  (he's  the  choice  love  of  SigniorGVm/V 

Hor.  That  flic's  the  cliofen  of  Signior  Hortentio. 
Tra.  Softly  my  Maiftcrs :  If  you  be  Gentlemen 

Do  me  this  fight :  hear  me  with  oatier.ee. 
B aptijia  is  a  ncblc  G  erfflcman, 

To  whom  my  Father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  then  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  futors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Ladaes  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers, 
Then  well  may  one  more  fait  Bi,,nca  have, 
And  fo  (lie  fhail.  Lucentio  fhall  make  one, 

Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 
Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talkus  all. 

Lu.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a  Jade. 
Pet .  Hortentio,  to  what  end  aie  all  thefe  words? 
Hor.  Sir,  let  mc  be  fo  bold,  as  to  ask  you, 

Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifia's  daughter  ? Tra.  No  fir,  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two : 
The  one,  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  is  the  other,  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  fir,  the  raft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by. 
Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Herculest 

And  iet  it  be  more  then  Alcides  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me  (infooth) 

The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  futors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Untill  the  elder  fiftef  firft  be  wed. 

The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 
Tra.  If  it  be  fo  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 

Muft  fteed  us  all,  and  mc  amongft  the  reft  : 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  fcek, 
Atchieve  the  elder :  fet  the  younger  free, 

For  our  accefs,  whole  hap  fiiall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  gracclels  be,  co  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive, 

And  fince  do  you  profefs  to  be  a  futor,- 
You  muft  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholding. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  flack,  in  figne  wherof, 
Pleafe  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  carowles  ;o  our  Miftrefs  health, 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, 

Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Grit.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion :  fellowes  let's  begone, 
Hor.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 

Petruchio,  I  fhall  be  your  Ben  venuto.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Katerine  and  Bianca. 

Bian.  Good  lifter  wrong  me  not,nor  wrong  your  felf, 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  flave  ofmc  ; 
That  1  difdain:  but  for  thefe  other  goods, 
Unbind  my  hands,  Tie  pull  them  off  my  felf, 
Yea  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  mc,  will  I  do, 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kat.  Of  all  thy  futers  here  I  charge  theetcll 
whom  thou  lov'ft  oeft:  fee  thou  diffemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me  hfter,  of  all  the  men  alive, 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpcciall  face* 
Which  I  could  fancie,  more  then  any  other. 

Kat.  Minion  thou  lyeft,Is't  not  Hortentio  ? 
Bian.  If  you  affccl:  him  fifter,  here  I  fwear 

I'le  plead  for  you  my  felf,  but  you  fhall  have  him. 
Kat,  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  riches  more, 

You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 
Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  envy  me  fo  ? 

Nay  then  you  jeft,and  now  I  well  perceive 
You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while  ; 

I  prethee,  filler  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 
Kat.  If  that  be  jciT,thcn  all  the  reft  was  fo.  Strides  her 

Enter 
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Enter  haptijta. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  Dame ,  whence  growcs  this  in- 
Jbfcnee  ? 

Bianco,  (land  allele,  poor  glrle  fhe  weeps  : 

Go  ply  thy  Needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
Fov  (li  me  thou  Hilding  of  a  develifh  fpirit, 

Why  do'il. thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne're  wrong  thee  ? 
When  did  fhe  crois  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Kat .  Her  hlence  flouts  me,  and  I'lcbe  reveng'd, 
Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight  ?  Bianca  get  thee  in.  Exit 
Kat.  What  will  you  not  Cutter  me  :  Nay  I  fee 

She  is  yowr  treafure,  fhe  muft  have  a  husband, 

I  muft  dance  bare- foot  on  her  wedding  day, 
And  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  Apes  in  hell. 
Talkno:  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
Till  I  can  finde  occafion  of  revenge. 

Bap.  Was  ever  Gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I  ? But  who  comes  here. 

Enter  Gremio^  Lucentio,  in  the  habit  of  a  mean  many 
Petruchio  with  Tranio  ,  with  his  boy 

bearing  a  Ltite  and  Bookj. 

Gre.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Gremo'.God  faveyou 
Gentlemen. 

Petn  And  you  good  fir :  pray  have  you  not  a  daughter, 

cail'd  Katerina,  fair  and  vei  tuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter  fir,  cail'd  Katerl«af 
Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me  fignior  Grernis,  give  me  leave. 
Iam  a  Gentleman  of  Verona  fir, 

That  hearing  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wit, 
Her  affability  and  bafhfull  modefty : 
Her,  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  Chew  my  felt  a  forward  gucft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  makc.mine  eye  the  witnefs 
Of  that  repo,  t,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard, 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 
1  do  prcfent  you  with  a  man  of  mine 
Cunning  inMufick,  and  thcMathematicks^ 
To  inftru£t  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 
Whereof  I  know  fhe  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,orelfe  you  do  me  wrong, 
His  name  is  Licioy  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome  fir,  and  he  for  your  good  fake. 
But  for  my  daughter  Katerina,  this  I  know, 

She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  morc's  my  grief. 
Pet.  I  fee  yon  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her. 

Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 
Bap.  Mittake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  finde, 

Whence  arc  you  fir  >  What  may  I  call  your  name. 
Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,  ̂ Antonio V  fen, 

-A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 
Bap.  I  know  him  weli :  you  are  welcome  for  his  fake. 
Gre .  Saving  your  tale  Tetruchio,\  pray  let  us  that  are 

poor  petitioneis  fpeak  too  ?  Baccare,  you  are  marvailous 
forward.  •  ' 

Pet.  Oh,  Pardon  me  fignior  Gremio,  I  would  fain  be 
doing.  • 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not  fir.  But  you  will  curfe 
Your  wooing  neighbours  :  this  is  a  gift 

ery  gratefull,  Iamfure  of  it,  to  exprefs 
The  like  kindnefs  my  felf ,  that  have  been 
More  kindly  beholding  to  you  then  any  : 

Free  leave  give  unto  this  young  Schollei  ,thac  hath 

Been  long  ftudying  at  Rhemes,  as  cunning 
In  Greek,  Latine,  and  other  Languages, 
As  the  other  in  Mufick  and  Mathcmaticks : 

His  name  is  (favnbio  :  pray  accept  hisfervice. 
Bap.  A  thou  fan  d  thanks  fignior  Gremio  % 

Welcomc'good  Cambio.  But  gentle  fir, 
Me  thinks  you  walk  like  a  ftianger, 

May  I  be  fo  bold,  to  know  the  ca'ufe  of  your  coming  } 
Tra.  Pardon  me,fir,  the  boldnefs  is  mine  own, 

That  being  a  ftranger  in  this  City  here,  " 
Do  make  my  felf  afuitor  to  your  daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,fau  and, vertuous : 
Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  unknown  to  me? 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  filter,, 
This  liberty  is  ail  that  I  requeft, 

That  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 

I  may  have  welcome  'mong'lt  the  reft  that  wooe-, And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters,' 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument, 
And  this  fmall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latine  books, 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great : 
Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name:  of  whence  I  pray„ 
Tra.  Of  Pi  fa  far,  fon  to  Vinfentio. 
Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pifa  by  report, 

I  know  him  vtfeil :  yo'uare  Very  welcome  fir : 
Take  you  the  L'ite,  and  you  the  fet  of  books, 
You  fhall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefentiy. 

Holla,  within. Enter  a  Servant, 

Sirrah,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen  ; 
To  my  two  daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 
Thefe  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well, 

We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner  :  you  are  palling  welcome, 

And  folpray  you  all  to  think  your  lelves. 

Pet.  Signior  Bapt'ifia^my  bufinefsasketh  hafte, And  every  day  I  caiinot  come  to  wooe, 
Yow  know  my  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 

Left  lolie  heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  goods,    ' ' Which  I  have  bettered  rather  then  decreafr. 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  daughters  love, 
What  dowry  fhall  I  have  with  her  to  wife. 

Bap.  After  my  death,  theone  halfe  of  my  Landss 

And  in  pofTeffion  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. ' 
Pet.  And  for  that  dowry ,-rieaflure  her  of 

Her  widdow-hood,bc  it  thatfhefurviveme, 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whatfoever, 

Let  fpecialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bcp.  I,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtain'd, 
That  is,  her  love  :  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet .  Why  that  is  nothing :  for  I  tell  you  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  fhe  proud  minded  : 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together 
They  do  con  fume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  furie. 

Though  little  fire'growes  great  with  little  winde, 
Yet  extream  gulls  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yields  to  mc, 

For  I  am  rough,  and  wooe  not  like  a  babe. 
Bap.  Well  maift  thou  wooe,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed  : 

But  be  thou  arm'd  for  forrie  unhappy  words. 
Pet.  I,to  the  proofe, as  Mountains  are  for  windes, 

That  (hake' not,  though  they  blow  perpetually. Enter  Hortentio  with  his  head  broke. 

Bap. 
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Bap.  How  now  my  friend,  why  doft  thou  look  fo  pale? 
Hor.  For  feW.  I  promifc  you,  If  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  wiil  my  tfaugb^er  prbvca  good  Mufitian? 
Hor.  I  think  fhe'll  lboner  prove  a  fouldicr, 

Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  Lutes. 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  can'ft  not  brerk  her  to  the  Lute? 

Hor.  Why  no,  for  ("he  hath  broke  the  Lute  to  me: I  did  but  tell  her  Hie  miftook  her  frets, 

Ai  !  bow'd  her  h  and  to  teach  her  fingering, 
When  (withamoift  impatient  dcvelilh  fphit) 
Frets  call  you  thelc  ?  (quoth  lire)  Tie  fume  with  them : 
And  with  that  wo:d  the  Itvuck  ire  on  the  he:.-:, 
And  thorugh  the  u(t:ument  rny  pate  made  way, 
And  there  I  flood  aqnaK.4      a  while,  j 
As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute, 

While  <"he  did  ca!;  me  llaiciii,  Fviier, 
And  cwangling  Jack,  with  twenty  inch  vilde  tearms, 
As  had  fhf  ftadied  to  mifufc  mc  fo.  - 

Pet.  Now  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  Wench, 
I  love  her  ten.  times  mpv,e  then  ere  I  did , 

Oh  now  I  ion; ,  ro  have  fome  chat  wita  her. 

Bap.  Well  go  wifh  me,and  be  nor  to  difcomfited. 

Pre cecd  in  pija$ifo  with  my  younger  daughter, 

She's  apt  to  lea  n,  and  tiiankfull  for  good  turns : 
Signior  Petruchlo\  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you. 

Exit,  Manet  Petrptckio. 

Pet.  I  pray  you  Jo.  I  attend  her  here. 
And  wooe  her  with  tome  fpirit  when  (Tie  comes. 
Say  that  fhc  raile,  why  then  Tie  tell  ber  plain, 
She  (trigs  as  fwectly  as  a  Nightingale : 

Say  that  (he  frown,  I'le  fay  (he  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  Roles  newly  wafh'd  with  dew : 
Say  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word, 

Then  I'le  commend  her  volubility, 
And  fay  fhe  uttercth  piercing  eloquence : 

If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  I'le  give  her  thanks, 
As  though  fhe  bid  me  ftay  by  her  a  week : 

If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'le  crave  the  day 
When  I  (nail  ask  the  .panes,  and  when  be  married. 
But  here  fhe  comes,  and  now  Pctruchio  fpeak. 

Enter  Katerina. 

Good  morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  name  I  hear. 
Kat.  Well  have  you  heard  ,  but  fomething  hard  of 

he  iring. 

They  call  me  Katerlne,  chat  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lye  infakh,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bony  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  curft : 

But  Kate,  the  p.  etcieft  Kfte'm  ChriP  ndomc, 
KateoC  Kate-\u',},iv,  fupcr-dainty  Kate, 
For  dainties  are  all  Kates,  and  therefore  Kate 

Take  this  ̂ f  roe,  Kate  of  my  confolation, 

Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  vermes  ipoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded, 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 

My  felf  am  mov'd  to  wooc  thee  for  my  wife. 
Kat.  Mov'd ,  in  good  time  ,  let  him  that  mov'd  you hither. 

|  Remove  you  hence :  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  > 

Kat.  A  joyn'd  ftoole. 
Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come  fit  on  me. 

you 

Pet.  Women  are  m^de  to  bear ,  and  fo  are  you. 
Kat.  N°  fuch  Jade  fir  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 
Pet.  Alas  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee, 

For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light. 
Kat.  1  oo  light  for  fuch  a  fwam  as  you  to  catch, 

And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  waight  fhould  be. 
Pet.  Should  be,  fhould  :  buzzc. 
Kat .  Well  tane,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Ohflow-wing'd  Turtle,fhall  a  buzzard  take  thee? 
Kat.  I,  for  a  Turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 

I  ei   I  Jome  ,  come  you  Wafpe ,  I'faith  you  arc  too 

Kat.  Affes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are 

angry 

Kh       1  be  wafpifh,  'beft  beware  my  fting. 
Pit.         caiedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out. 
I  n.   ,  f  the  foole  could  finde  it  where  it  lies. 
Pet.  Who  knoWes  not  where  a  Wafpe  does  wear  his 

fting  ?  in  distaile, Kat .  In  his  tongue  ? 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue. 

Kat.  Youisif.you  talk  of  tales,  and  fo  fare  well. 
Pet.  What  with  my  tongue  in  your  taile. 

Nay,  come  again,  good  Kate,l  am  a  Gentleman, 
Kat.  That  I'le  trie.  fhe  firlkjs  him. 
Pet.  I  i'wear  Tie  curTe  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. Kat.  So  may  you  loofc  your  armes, 

If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  Gentleman, 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then  no  armes. 

Pet.  A  Herald  Kate}  Ob  ou:  mc  in  thy  books. 
Kat.  What  is  ycur  Creft,  a  Coxcombe  > 

Pet.  A  com'  .cue  Ccck,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  Hen. 
Ka< .  No  Ccck  of  mine,  youtrow  too  like  a  craven. 
Tet.  Nay  come  Kate  ;  come  ;  you  muft  not  look  fo fowre. 

Knt.  It  is  my  fafhion  when  I  fee  a  Crab. 
Pet.  Why  here's  no  crab ,  and  therefore  look  not 

fowre. 

Kat.  There  is,  there  is. 
Pit.  Then  fhew  it  me. 

Kat.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face. 
Kat.  Weliaim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 
Pet.  Now  by  S.  George  lam  too  young  for  you. 

Kat.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. Pet.  Tis  with  cares. 
Kat.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay  hear  you  Kate.  Infooth  you  fcapenot  fo. 

Kat.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry ;  Let  me  »o. 
Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  findc  you  paflfing  gentle : 

Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fullen, 
And  now  I  finde  report  a  very  liar, 
For  thou  artpleafant,gamefome,  p.dling  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpecch,  yet  fwcet  as  fpring  time  flowers. 
Thou  can'ft  not  frown,  thou  can'ft  not  look  a  fcance, 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will, 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  talk : 

But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conference,  foft,and  affable. 
Why  does  the  world  report  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 

Oh  fland'rous  world  :  Kate  like  the  hazle  twig 
Is  ftraight,and  flender,and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  hazlc  nuts,  and  fweeter  then  the  kernels : 
Oh  let  me  fee  chec  walk :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kat.  Go  foolc,  and  whom  thou  kecp'ft  command. 
Pet,  Did  ever  Dlan  fo  become  a  Grove* 

As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gate  ; 

O  be  thou  Dlan,  and  let  her  be  Kate, And 
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And  then  let  Kate  be  chafte,  and  Dian  fportfull. 

Kate.  Whsredid  you  ftudy  all  tli  s  goodly  fpeech  ? 
Pet,  Icis  extempore,  from  my  mother  wit. 
Kate.  A  witty  mother,  witleffe  elte  her  fon. 
Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  > 

Kate.  Yes,  keep  you  wat  me. 
Pet .  Marry  fo  I  mean  fwcet  Katherlne  in  thy  bed  i 

And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
;Thus  in  plain  termes:  your  father  hath  contented 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife :  your  dowry  greed  on, 
;  And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now  Kate,  I  am  a  husband  for  your  turn  , 
For  by  this  light,  whereby  1  fee  thy  beauty, 
H  hy  beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me, 

Enter  Baptifiay  Gremio,  Tray  no. 

■For  lam  he  am  born  to  tame  you  Kate, 

'And  bring  you  from  a  Wild  Kat  to  a  Kate Conformable  as  other  houfhold  Kates  i 

Here  comes  your  father,  nevei  nuke  deniall , 

I  muft,  and  will  have  Katherine  to  my  wife,  (daughter? 
Bap.  Now  Signior  Petruehio,  howfpeed  you  with  my 
Pet .  How  but  well  fir  ?  how  but  well  ? 

ilt  were  impoflible  I  (hould  fpeed  amifTe.  (dumps  ? 
Bap.  Why  how  now  daughter  Katherine,  in  your 
Kat.  Call  you  me  daughter  ?  now  I  promifeyou 

;You  have  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 

'{To  w>'fh  me  wed  to  one  halfe  Lunatick, 
! A  mac-.ap  ruffian,  and  a^fwearing  Jack  , 
[That  thinks  withoathes  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father, *cis  thus,  your  felf  and  all  the  world 

That  calk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  sm'fle  of  her  : 
If  fhe  be  curft,  it  is  for  policy, 

For  file's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  Dove, 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn  ; 
For  patience  (lie  will  prove  a  fecond  Gri$elr 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity  : 
;  And  to  conclude,  we  have  greed  fo  well  together, 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding  day. 

Kat.  l  ie  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft.  (firft. 
Gre.  Hark  Petruehio,  fhe  fayes  fhe'll  fee  thee  hang'd 
Tra.ls  this  your  fpeedingfnay  then  good  night  our  pai t. 
Per.  Be  patient  gentlemen,  I  choofe  her  for  my  felf, 

If  (he  and  1  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain  being  alonc» 
That  fhe  fhall  ftill  be  curft  in  company, 

jl  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  fhe  loves  me  :  oh  thekindeft  Kate , 

jShe  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifTe  on  kiffc 

jShe  vi'd  fo  faft,  protefting  oath  on  oath, That  in  a  twink  fhe  won  me  to  her  love. 

Oh  you  are  novices,  'tis  a  world  to  fee 
How  tame  when  men  and  women  are  alone , 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  fhrevv: 

Give  me  thy  hand  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice 

To  buy  apparel!  'gainft  the  wedding  day  ; 
Provide  the  feaft  father,  and  bid  the  gucfts, 
/I  will  be  fure  my  Katherine  fhall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  me  your  hands, 

God  fend  you  joy,  Petruehio,  'tis  a  match. 
Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  witneffes. 

'Pet.  Father,  and  Wife,  and  Gentlemen  adieu, 
I  will  to  V enlce,  Sunday  comes  apace, 
We  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  fine  aray  , 

2ij 

And  kilTe  mc  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 
Exit  Petruehio,  and  Katherine, 

Gre.  Was  ever  match  clapt  up  fo  fuddenly  ?  1 
Bap,  Faith  Gentlemen  now  I  play  a  merchants  paxtJ 

And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  Mart. 
Tra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you , 

'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perifh  on  the  feas. 
Bap.  The  gain  I  feck,  is  quiet  me  the  match. 
Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch  : 

But  now  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter, 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for, 

I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuiter  firft. 
Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  Bianca  'more 

Then  words  can  witnefTe,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefle , 
Gre.  Youngling, thou  canft  not  love  fo  dear  asl ; 
Tra.  Gray-beard  thy  love  doth  freeze. 
Gre,  But  thine  doth  fry, 

Skipper  ftand  back,  'tis  age  that  nourifheth. 
Tra.  But  youth  in  Ladies  eyes  that  flourifheth. 
Bap.  Content  you  gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this 

'  Tis  deeds  muft  win  the  prize,  and  he  of  both  (ftrife, That  can  allure  my  daughter  grcateft  dower, 
Shall  have  Bianca's  love. 
Say  Signior  Gremio,  what  can  you  affiire  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  City 
Is  richly  furnilfied  with  plate  and  gold, 
Bafons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands : 

My  Hangings  all  oi  Tirian  Tapeftry  : 
In  Ivory  Coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  Ciowns : 
In  Cyprefle  Chefts  my  Arras  Counterpoints ; 
Coftly  apparell,  Tents, and  Canopies, 
Fine  Linnen.  Turky  Cufhions  boft  with  Pearl, 
Vallens  of  Venice  Gold,  in  needle-work : 
Pewter  and  Braffe,  and  all  things  chat  belongs 
To  houfe  or  houfc-keeping :  then  at  my  Farmc 
I  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  Paile, 
Six  fcorc  fat  Oxenftanding  in  my  Stalls ; 
And  all  thing*  anfvverable  to  this  portion. 
My  felf  am  ftruck  in  yeares  I  muft  confeffe , 
And  if  I  die  to  morrow  this  is  heis  , 

If  whil'ft  I  live  fhe  will  be  onely  mine. 
Tra.  That  onely  came  well  in  :  fir,  lift  to  me, 

I  am  my  Fathers  Heir  and  onely  Son, 

If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  Wife, 
Tie  leave  her  Houfes  three  or  four  as  good 

Within  rich  Pifa  Wails,  as  any  one 

Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua,  I 
Befidcs,  two  thoufand  Duckets  by  the  year 
Of  fruitfull  Land,  all  which  fhall  be  her  Joynter. 

What,  have  I  pincht  you  Signior  Gremio  > 
Gre.  Two  thoufand  Duckets  by  the  year  of  Land  , 

My  Land  amounts  no:  to  fo  much  in  all : 
That  fhe  fhall  have,  befides  an  Argofie 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfellis  roade  : 

What,  have  1  choak't  you  with  an  Argofie  ? 
Tra.  Gremio,  'Tis  known  my  Father  hath  no  leflc 

Then  three  great  Argofies,  befides  two  Galliaffcs 
And  twelve  tite  Gallies,  thefe  I  willaflure  her, 

And  twice  as  mich  what  e're  thou  cffer'ft  next.  - 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer'd  all,  I  have  no  more, 
And  fhe  can  have  no  more  then  all  I  have , 

If  you  like  me,  fhe  fhall  have  nic  and  mine. 

Tra.  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  from  all  the  w:oild 
By  your  firm  promife,  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

Bap.  I  muft  confeffe  your  offer  is  the  beft, 
And  let  your  Father  make  her  the  afTurance,  ( 

T  ;  Shel 
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>ofl  .v\V> 

>he  is  your  own,  cllc  you  muft.paidon  mc: 

"f  y<x;  fhould  cHc  Uforc  him,  whcrc's  her  dower  ? 
TV./.  '1  hot's  hut  a  cayill  :  he  is  old,  I  young. Gre.  And  may  not  young  men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Sap.  Well  gentlemen,  1  am  thus  rcfolv'd, 
On  funday  next,  you  know 
My  daughter  Katherlne  is  to  be  married  : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  to. lowing,  tiullBlanca 
Be  Biidc  to  you,  if  vou  make  ihisaflurance  : 

If  not,  to  SigntPr  Gremlo  \ 
And  fo  I  take  my,  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  Exit. 

Gre.  Adieu  good  neighbour:  how.I  fear  thee  not: 

ina,  young  .Garocftcr,  yeur  Father; were  a1  fool'   .  i->  i  V 
o  giaji  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  age  1 
et  foot  under  thy  table  •  tnt^  a  toy,  V.. 

^n  old  Italian  (ax  is  not  fo  kind  my  boy.      .  I  )  Exit. 

Tra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withcrcd.hide,- 

■Tel  I  have  fac'.cl'iLvVich  a  casd  of  ten  :,       '  ; f  f  t  i  <- ; ' 
'Tisin  my.bdadtoc(o:myinaft3f.gi)>sd  t.  "  8 
EiQCjioireaitm-b'itlViPPOs'a  Lnczntla  v     i  .  ') 

Mttfrg'tf  a  father;  caifd  iuppos'd.^Wfwr/^  bail 
And  that's  a  wojv2e.>:Tatheis  commonly  i         ;     .» -' 
Doe  get  their  children  :  but  in  this  cafe  of  wooing , 
A  child  lhall  get  a  fire, if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning.  Edcit 

  i     •  •  !-  .         "  ■  i 

zAUus  Tcrtius. 
//.i  \>t;»  em! 

/  .ov  I 

_  

v.rri 
£  titer  Luce^ntlo,  Hortentlo,  and  Blanca. 

Luc.  Fidler  forbear,  you  grow 'too  forward  fir, 
■lave  you  fo  foon. forgot  the  entertainment 

Her  fitter  Katherlne  welcoin'd  you  w^thall  ?  »Jv 
Hort.  But  wrangling  pedant,  this  is 

The  patronefie  of  heavenly  harmony  :  n 
That  give  mc  leave  to  have  prerogative 

And  when  in  Mufick  we  have'fpent  an  hoar, 
Your  Lcclure  fhall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prcpcfterous  Afle  thatnever  read  fo  far  , 

To  know  the  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain' d  : Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man 

After  hisftudies,  or  his  ufuall  pain? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  Philofophy, 
And  while  I  paufe,  fcrve  in  your  harmony. 

Hort.  Sim,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  braves  of  thine. 

Elan,  Why  gentlemen,  you  doe  me  double  wrong  , 

To  ftrive  for  that  which  rciteth  in  my  choyce  •• 
I  am  no  breeching  fchollar  in  the  fchooks, 

1'lc  not  be  tied  to  hour,  nor  pointed  times, 
But  learn  mv  Lcflonsas  1  pleafe  my  telfc, 
And  to  cut  off  alkftrife  :  here  fit  we  down, 

Take  you  your  inftmment,  play  you  the  whiles, 

His  Lecture  will  be  done  c'ic  youhavc  tun'd. 
Hort.  You'il  leave  his  Lecture  when  I  am  in  tune? 
Luc.  Thr.t  will  be  never,  tunc  your  infhument. 
Blan.  Where  left  we  la  It  ? 

Luc.  Here  Madam  :  Hlc  Ibat  Slmolsjilc  eft  Sigela  tel- 
lus,hic fteterat  Priami  regia  celfafems. 

Blan.  Confter  them. 

Luc.  Hlc  Ibat,  as  I  told  you  bcfove,5/'wo;V,  I  amL#- 
centlo,  hlc  ?i?,fon  unto  Vlncetitlo  of  Pifa,  Slgeiatel- 

ius,  di'gvifcd  this  to  get  your  love,  hlc  fteterat,  and  that 
Lucent lo  that  come"s  a  wooing, Prlatni, is  my  man  Tranio, 
regla,  bearing  my  port,  eclfa  (ems,  that  we  might  beguile 
the  old  Par.talounc. 

Hort.  Madam,  my  inftrumcnts  'in  tune, 
Blan.  Let's  hear,  oh  fie,  the  treble  jarres. 
Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole  man,  and  tuneagaine. 
Blan.  Now  let  me  Ice  if  I  can  confter  it.  Hie  that fi~ 

mols,  I  know  you  not,  hlc  eft  ftgela  tellus,  I  truft  you  not 
hie fteterat  prlaml,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  regia,  pre- 
fumc  not,  celfa  fenis,  delpairnot. 

Hort.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 
Luc.  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hort.  The  bafe  is  right,  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars. 
Luc.  How  fiery  and  ftoward  our  Pedant  is, 

Now  for  my  life  that  knave  doth  court  my  love, 

Pedafcule,  Tie  watch  you  better  yet  : 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 

Blan.  Mi  ft  tuft  it  not,  for  fure  zAiacldet 

Was  Ajax,  call'd  fofrom  his  Grandfather. 
Hort .  I  muft  oelievcmy  Mifter,  elfe  I  promifc  you, 

I  fhould  be  arguing  ftil!  upon  that  doubt, 
But  let  it  reft,  now  Litis  to  you : 
Good  mafter  take  it  not  unkindly  pray 

That  I  have  been  thus  plea  fan  t  with  you  both. 

Blan.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while, 
My  Lcflons  make  not  mufick  in  three  parts. 

Lhc ■,  Arc  you  fofoimall  fir,  well  X  muft  wait 
And  watch  withall,  for  but  I  be  deceived, 
Our  fincMufician  ©rowcth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrumenc  , 
To  learn  theorder  of  my  fingering , 

I  muft  l;cgin  with  rudiments  of  Art, 
To  teach  you  gamoth  in  a  briefer  fort , 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effectual!, 
Then  hath,  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade, 
And  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Blan.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  gamoth  long  ago. 
Hor.  Yet  read  the  gamoth  of  Horttnfio. 
Blon.  Gamoth  lam,  the  ground  of  all  accord  : 

Are,  to  plead  Hortenftei's  paiiion  : Beeme,  Blanca ,take  him  for  thy  Lord 
Cfaut,  that  loves  mc  with  all  affection : 
D  fol  rf,  one  Clifte,  two  notes  have  I, 

Elam  -y  fhow  pitty  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this. gamoth  ?tutl  like  it  not, 
Old  fafhions  pleafe  me  beft,  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  rules  for  old  inventions. Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

N!ckj  Miftreffe,  your  Father  prayes  you  leave  your 
And  help  to  dreffe  your  filters  Chamber  up,  (books, 
You  know  to  morrow  is  the  wedding  day. 

Blan.   Farewell  fwect  Mafters  both,  I  muft  be  gone. 
Luc.  Faith  Miftreflc  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  ftay. 
Hor.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant, 

Mc  thinks  he  looks  as  though  he  were  in  Jove: 

Yet  if  thoughts,  Blanca,  be  fo  humble 
To  caftthy  wandring  eyes  on  every  ftale  : 

Seize  thee  that  Lift,  if  once  1  find  thee  rang'ng, 
Hortenfto  will  be  quit  with  chffi  by  changing.  Exit. 

Enter  Baptist*,  Cjremlo,  Tranlo,  Katherlne,  Bianca, 
and  others,  attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Lucentlo,  this  the  pointed-day 
Thai  Katherlne  and  Petruchlo  fhruld  be  married, 

And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  Son  in  Law  : 
What  will  be  fa  id,  what  mockery  w  11  it  be? 

To  want  the  Bride-groom  when  the  Pntlt  attends 
Tofpcak  the  ceremoniall  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  fayes  L  ucentlo  to  this  ihame  of  ours  ? 
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Bio. 
Bap. 
Bio. 
Bay. 
Bio. 

(ming? 

i    Kate .  No  ihame  but  mine,  I  mull  forfooth  oe  foic'c 

j'To  give  my  hand  oppos'd  againft  my  hearc 
jUntoa  mad-brain  rudes<y,full  offpleen  , 
jWho  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  meanes  towed  atleifure: 
)l  told  you  I,  he  was  a  f ran  tick  fool, 

'Hiding  his  I  ittcr  jefts in  blunt  behaviour, 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man  ; 

He'll  wooe  a  choufand,  point  the  day  of  marriage  j 
M?kc  friends,  invite,  yes  and  proclaim  the  banes, 
Yet  never  meanes  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd  : 
Now  mutt  the  world  point  at  poor  Katheritte , 

And  fay,  loe,  there  is  mad  Petruchlo's  wife  , 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. . 

Tra.  Patience  good  Katberlne  and  Baptljta  too  , 
Upon  my  life  Petruchlo  meanes  but  well, 
What  ever  fortune  Itayes  him  from  his  word, 
Though  he  be  iunt,  I  know  him  palling  wife, 

Though  he  be  merry,  yet;  withall  he's  honeft. 
Kate.  Would  Katherlne  had  never  leen  him  though. Exit  weeping. 

Bap.  Co  girl,  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep, 
For  fuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  faint, 
Much  more  a  fhrew  of  thy,  impatient  humour. 

Enter  Bloadtlh. 

Blon.  Mjfter,  matter,  newes,  and  fuch  newesasyou 
lever  heaid  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Why,  is  it  not  newes  to  hear  of  Petruchlo's  com 
Is  he  come  > 

Why  no  fir; 
What  then  ? 
He  is  comming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here? 

Bio.  When  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 
Tra.  But  fay,  what  to  thy  old  newes? 
Bio.  Why  Petruchlo  is  comming,in  a  new  hat  and  an 

old  jerkin  ,  a  pair  of  old  b  eeches  thrice  tum'd  ;  a  paire 
of  boots  that  have  been  ondle-cafes  » one  buckled  y  an- 

other lae'd  :  an  old  rilty  fwoid  tane  out  of  the  Town 
Armory,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chapkffe  :  with  two 

roken  points :  h  shorlc  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy  lad- 
die ,  the  ftirrops  of  no  k  ndred :  befide  pclTrr.  with  the 

planders,and  like  to  mofe  in  the  chine,  troubled  with  the  > 
Lampafle,  infected  with  the  fafhiqns,  full  of  Windegalls, 
fped  with  Spavins,  raied  with  the  Yellowes,  pa  ft  cure 

of  the  Fives,  ftark  fpoy I'd  with  the  Staggers  ,  begnawn 
with  the  Bots,  Waid  in  the  back,  and  fhoulder-fhott- n, ! 

neer  Ieg'd  before,  and  with  a  halfe  checkt  Bit ,  and  a 

hcadftall  of  fheeps  leather,  which  being  reft  a  in' d  to 
keep  him  from  Mumbling ,  hath  been  often  buift  ,  and 

now  repai.ed  w.th  knots :  enc  girth  fix  times  piee'd,  and 
a  womr.ns  Crupper  of  velure^  which  hath  two  letters  for 
her  name,  fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds  i  and  here  and  there 

piee'd  with  packrhted. 
Bap.  Who  crmcs  with  him  ? 

Bio.  Oh  lit,  his  Lacky ,  for  all  the  world  Caparifon'd 
like  the  horfe :  with  a  linnen  ftock  on  one  leg ,  and  a 
kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other  ,  gartred  with  a  red  and 
blew  lift  ;  an  old  hat ,  and  the  humour  of  forty  fancies 

piickt  up  in't  for  a  feather :  a  monfter,  a  very  monfter  in 
anparell,  and  not  like  a  Chnftian  foo:-boy,or  gcntlemans 
Lackey. 

Tra.  'Tisfome  odde  humor  pricks  him  to  this  fafhion, 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  meanapparel'd. 

B ap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 
Bion.  Why  fir,  he  comes  not . 

Bap.  Did  It  thou  not  lay  he  comes  ? 

Bion.  Who,  that  that  rPetruchio  came  ? 
Bap.  I,that  Petruchlo  came,, 

Bion.  No  fir,I  lay  his  hoifc  comes  with  hirh  on  his  back. 

Bap.  Why  that's  all  one.    '  ' 
Bion.  Nay  by  S.JamyJ.  hold  you  a  penny,a  horfe  and 

a  man  is  more  then  one  ,  and  yet  not  n.any. 

Enter  Petruchio^and  (jrttmii.  •  > 

Pet .  Come,  where  be  thele  gallants,who's  at  home  ? 
Bap.  You  are  welcome  fir. 
Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  wellapaiell'd  as  I  wilh  you  were0 
Pet.  Were  it  better;  I  fhould  rulh  in  thus : 

But  where  is  Kate  >  where  is  my  lovely  B  idle  ?    •  i 

How  docs  my  fachei  ?  gentles  m .'thinks  youfioWn^ And  Wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company, 

As  if  theyfawfome  wond  ous  monument, 
Some  Co  ti  t,  or  fomeun  uuall  prodig? 

Bap.  Why  fir,  you  know  this  is  your  wedding  day  J 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  riot  come, 
Now  ladder  that  you  come  unp  ovided  j 

Fie,  doff  this  habit,  lhame  to  your  eftate, 
An  ey-fore  to  01 1  lolemnc  fefti  vail. 

Tra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 

Hath  all  fo  long  detain'd  you  from  your  wife? 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  your  fell  ?  s 

Pet.  Tccious  it  we  e  to  tell,  and  ha.fh  to  hears 
;S  ffketh  I  am  come  to  keep  my  wo  d, 

Though  in  lome  partcnfo>c  d  todigefle, 
Which  at  more  leifurel  will  fo.  extii  e, 

As  you  fhall  well  be  fatish>d  WithaHi :  ' 
B  it  where  is  Kate f  I  ft  •  y  too  long  f  om  her. 

The  morning  weais,  'tis  time  we  were  at  Church. 
Tra.  See  not  yom  B  ide  in  thele  iweverent  robes, 

Go  to  my  chamjer,  put  c  n  ciochesofmine. 

Pet.  No:  I,  beh.v-  me,  th"s  I'le  vilit  he  , 

Bap.  But  th  s  I  croft  you  wil.  not  marry  her.      *  '  : 
Pet  .Good  footh  even  th".s:therefore  ha  done  with  ̂ ords. 

To  me  (lie's  married,  not  unto  my  clothes : 
Could  I  repair  what  fhe  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  Could  change  thele  poor  accoutrements, 

'Tweie  well  for  Kate j and  better  for  my  ltlf. 
Bit  what  a  foole  am  I  to  chat  with  you, 

When  1  fhould  bid  good  mor  ow  :o  my  Bride  ?      '  >.< 
And  leal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifl\  Exit. 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  mean  n°  in  his  mad  attire, 

We  will  perfwade  him  be  it  polfible," 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  Chuichf. 

Bap.  I'ie  after  hirr^andfee  the  event  of  this.  Exit. 
Tra.  B-t  fir, Love  concerneth ustoadde 

Her  fathcis  liking,  which  to  bring  to  palfe 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  woifhip, 

I  am  to  get  a  man  what  e  re  he  be, 

It  skills  not  much,  we'll  fit  him  to  our  torn, 
And  he  fhall  be  Vlncentlo  of  Plfat 
And  makeaffuranee  here  in  Padua 

Of  greater  fummes  then  I  have  promifed, 
So  fhall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope, 

And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  fonfent. 
Lv-c.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolemaftcr 

Doth  watch  Blancaes  fteps  fo  narrowly : 

'Twere  good  me  thiriies  to  ftcal  our  maniage,  r 
Which  once  perform'd,  let  all  the  world  fa«y  no„ 
I'le  keep  mine  own  defpight  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 
T  2  Am.d 
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And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bulinclTe, 

We'll  over-reach  the  gray-beard  Gremlo  , 
The  narrow  prying  father  Minola, 
The  quaint  Mufician,  amorous  Litioy 

All  for  my  mafter's  fake  Lucentio. Enter  Gremlo. 

Signior  Gremlo,  came  you  from  the  Church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e're  I  came  from  fchoolc. 
7V<*.And  is  the  Bride  &  Bride-groom  comming  home? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you?  'tis  agroomindeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  (hall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  then  fhe,  why  'cis  impoffiblc. 
Gre.  Why  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 
Tra.  Why  flic's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devils  damme. 
Gre.  Tut,  fhs  s  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  fool  to  him  : 

Tie  tell  yu>  fir  Lucentio  ;  when  the  Pricft 
Should  cske  \iKatherine  fhould  be  his  wife, 

I»  by  gogs  woons  quoth  he,  and  fwoie  fo  loud  , 

That  all  amaz'd  the  Pried  Jet  fall  the  book, 

;  And  ns  heftoop'd  rgainco  tak?  it  up  , 
|  This  mad-brain'd  bride-groom  took  him  fucli  a  cuffe  , 
!  That  down  fell  Pricft  and  book,  and  book  and  Prielt , 
[Now  take  them  up  (quoth  he)  if  any  lift. 

Tm.  What  faid  the  Wench  when  he  rofc  up  again  ? 

Gre.  Tremoled  and  (hook  :  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and fwore. 

As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him : 

'  But  after  many  ceremonies  done, 
He  calls  for  wine,  a  health  quoth  he,  as  if 
He  had  been  aboard  carowzing  to  his  Mates 

'After  a  ftorme  ;  quaft  off  the  Mufcadell, 
And  threw  the  Sops  all  in  the  Sexton's  face  : 
Having  no  other  reafon,  but  that  his  beard 

!  Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  aske 
His  fops  as  he  was  drinking  :  This  done,  he  took 
:The  Bride  about  the  neck,  and  kift  her  lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 
All  the  church  did  cccho :  and  I  feeing  this, 
Camcfchence  for  very  foams,  and  after  me, 
I  know  the  rout  is  comming  ;  fuch  a  mid  marriage 
Never  was  before:  hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  miniticls  nh\ 

Muftck.  playes 
Enter  Petrmhio,  Kate,  Blanc*,  ffortenfio,  Baptlfta. 
Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 

I  know  you  think  to  dine  wirh  me  to  day,  (pains, 

And  bave  prcpar'd  great  (tore  of  wedding  cheer , 
put  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence, 
;And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

'    Bap.  Js't  poflible  you  will  away  to  night  ? 
Pet.  I  mult  away  to  day  before  night  come, 

Make  it  no  wonder :  if  you  knew  my  bufinefle, 
You  would  intreat  me  lather  go  then  ftay  : 
And  honeft  company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf 
To  this  moft  patient  fweetand  virtuous  wife  , 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me, 

I For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 
Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  till  after  dinner. 
Pet.  It  may  not  be. 
Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet .  It  cannot  be. 

Kit.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet .  I  am  content. 

Kat.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 

Per.  I  am  content  vou  fhall  entreat  me  ftay , 
But  yet  not  ftay,  entreat  me  how  you  can.. 

s  "•?*■..  '     ,  : 

Kate.  Now.  if  you  love  me  ftay. 
Pet.  Grnmio,  my  horfe. 

Crti.  I  fir,  they  be  ready,  the  Oates  have  eaten  the1 horfes. 

Kate.  Nay  then, 

Doe  what  thou  canii,  I  will  not  go  to  day  , 
No,  nor  to  morrow,  not  till  I  plcafe  my  felf, 
The  door  is  open  fir,  there  lies  your  way  , 

You  may  be  jogging  whiles  your  boots  are  green 
For  me,  I'le  not  be  gone  till  I  pleafe  my  felf, 
'Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Tet.  O  Kate  content  thee,  prethee  be  not  angry. 
Kat.  I  will  De  angry,  what  haft  thou  to  doe  ? 

Father,  be  quiet,  he  fhall  ftay  my  leifure. 
Gre .  I  marry  fir,  now  it  begins  to  work. 
Kat .  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Bridall  dinner. 

I  fee  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool 
If  fhe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet.  They  fhall  goforwaid  Kate  at  thy  command, 

Obey  the  Bi  ide  you  that  attend  on  her. 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revell  and  domineer  ; 

Carowfefuli  meafure  to  her  maiden-head, 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves : 

But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  mi'ft.  with  me  : 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret  , 
I  will  be  mnftcr  of  what  is  mine  own , 

She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  (he  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfhold-ftnffe,  my  field,  my  barn, 

My  horfe,  my  oxe»  my  afle,  my  any  thing, 
And  here  (he  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare, 
Tie  bring  mine  action  on  the  prondeft  he  , 

That  (tops  my  way  in  Padua  :  Grumio 
Diawfoith  thy  weapon,  we  are  belet  with  thieves, 

Refcue  thy  Miftrcffe  if  thou  be  a  mm  : 
Fear  not  fweet  wench,  thev  (hall  not  touch  thee  Kate  , 

i'le  buckler  thee  againft  a  Million,  Exeunt  P.  Ka. 
Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones.  (ing. 
Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  ihould  die  with  laugh- 
Tra.  Of  all  mad  nmchts  never  was  the  like. 

Lttc.  Miftrcfl  ,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  lifter  ? 
Blan.  That  being  mad  her  felf,  (he's  madly  mated. 
Gre.  I  warrant  hi  n  Petruchlo  is  Kated. 

Bap,  Neighbours  and  f  iends,though  Bride  and  Bridc- 
For  to  uipply  the  places  at  the  table,         (groom  wants 
You  know  there  wants  no  jonkrvs  at  the  feaft :  Lttcen- 

rlc,  you  (hall  fupply  the  B- idc»rooms place, 
And  let  Blanc  a  take  her  fiftcis  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Blanc  i  pracfife  how  to  bridf  it  > 

B*p.  She  fhp'l  Lucentio  ■  c>me  gentlemen  let's  go. 
En'er  Grumio.  Exeh  -. 

Gru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Matters, 
md  all  foul  wayrs  :  n  >s  evei  man  fo  beat.n  .  was  e\er 

man  fo  raide  ?  was  eve  ■  man  fo  weary  >  I  am  font  L  he 
to  make  a  fire  ,  and  they  are  comming  after  to  wai  nr 
them  :  now  wcrel  not  a  little  pot,  and  foon  hotjmy  vcVy 

lips  might  feeze  to  my  teeth,  my  ton  gu.  to  the  root 

my  mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  «■  e  I  (ho'ild  come  by  - 
fire  to  thaw  ins ;  but  I  with  blowing  the  fire  fhall  warrnd 

my  felf  .-for  confid:;ing  the  weather,  a  taller  man  then  I. 
will  take  cold :  Holla,  hoa  Curtis. 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt,  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  Cofiffy  ? 

Gru.  A  piece  of  Ice  :  if  thou  doubt  it,  thin  mailt 
I  Aide  from   my   (houlder   to   my  hcelc  ,  with  no 

evfter 
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greater  a  run,  but  my  head  and  my  neck.  A  fire  good  Cnr- tt4. 

Cur.  Is  my  Mafterand  his  w:fc  comming  Grumio  f 
Gru.  Oh  I,  Curtis,! ;  and  thereto;  e  fire,  fiie,  call  on 

no  water. 

Cur,  Is  fhefo  hot  a  flirew  as  flic's  reported. 
Gru.  She  was  good  Curtis  before  this  Fn  it :  but  thou 

know'fl  winter  tames  man,  woman,and  beafi  :  for  it  hath 

tan i'd  my  old  matter,  anu  my  new  miftrefie,  and  my  felt, 
fellow  Curtis. 

Cur.  Away  you  three-inch  fool,  I  am  no  beafl. 
Gru.  Am  1  but  three  inches  ?  Why  thy  horn  is  a  foot, 

andfo  long  ami  at  thelcaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  fire, 
or  fhall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  Miftreffe,  whofehand 
(fhe  being  now  at  hand)  thou  fiialt  foon  feel,  to  thy  cold 
comfort ,  for  being  flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Cur.  Iprethce  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
world  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  world  Curtis  in  every  office  but  thine,and 

therefore  fire  :  doe  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  duty,  for  my 
maftcrand  miftreffe  are  almoft  frozen  todeath. 

Cur.  There's  fire  ready,  and  therefore  good  Grumlo the  newes. 

Gru.  Why  Jack  boy,  ho  boy,  and  as  much  newes  as 
thou  wilt. 

Cur.  Come,  you  are  foful!  of  conicatching. 

Gru.  Why  therefore  fire,  for  I  have  cai'ght  extreme 

cold.  Where's  the  Cook  ,  is  iuppcr  ready ,  the  houfe 
trimm*d,iufhes  ft.ew'd,  cobwebs  fwcp:,  the  fervirig-men 
in  their  new  futtjan,  their  white  flock ings,  and  every  oQi- 
cer  his  wedd  ng  garment  on  ?  Be  the  Jacks  fair  within, 
the  Jills  f*ir  without,  Carpr.s  laid,  and  every  thin"  in 
order  ? 

C  wr.All  ready  :  and  therefore  T  pray  thee  what  newes? 

Gru.  F:;ft  know  my  horfe  is  tired  ,  my  mafler  and  j  What  ?~no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  nodiicy  ? miftrcii:  fain  out.  •  (  Where  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  fent  before  > 

Cur.  Hjw?  ".  Gru.  Here  fir,  as  foolifh  as  I  was  before. 
Gru.  Otitof  their  (addles  into  the  dirt,  and  thereby 

tale. 

jvrfip  and  the  reft  :  let  rhm  heads  be  fhckty  comb'd,  their 
Jlcw  coats  bruuYd,  and  their  garteisOfan  md  ffe'ient 
knit,  let  them  dWffie  with  their  left  le^s,  and  not  prcfume 
to  touch  a  hair  of  my  matters  horfc  tad,  till  they  kifjfe 
chcir  hands.  Are  tliey  all  ready  ? 

(  ur.  They  arc. 
Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

C  ur.  Doe  you  hear  ho  ?  you  mull  meet  my  mafler  to 
countenance  my  miftreffe. 

Gru.  Why  fhe  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 
Cur.  Who  knowes  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou  it  feems  that  calls  for  company  to  counte- nance her 

Cur.  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  five  fervingmen 

Gru.  Why  fiie  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 
Nat.  Welcome  home  Grumlo. 
Phil.  How  now  Grumlo. 

J  of.  What  Grumlo. 
NicJ^.  Fellow  Grumio. 
Nath.  How  now  old  lad. 

Gru.  Welcome  yoii :  how  now  you:  what  you  :  fel- 
low you  :  and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now  my  fpruce 

companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 
Nat.  All  things  arc  ready,  how  near  is  our  mafler  ? 

Gru.  E'ne  at  hand,  alighted  by  this :  and  therefore  be 
no:  Cocks  palfion,  filence,  I  hear  my  Mafler.  . 

Enter  Petruchlo  and  Kate. 
Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  What  no  man  at  door 

to  hold  my  flirrop,nor  to  take  my  horfe  ?  Where  is  7S(a- 
tha/nel,  Gregory,  Philip. 

All  Ser.  Here,  here  fir,  here  fir. 

'Pet.  Here  fir,  here  fir,  here  fir,  here  fir. 
You  loggciheaded  and  unpollifht  grooms : 

hangs  a 
Cur. 
Gru. 
Cut. 
Gru. 
Cur. 

Lee's  ha't  good  Grumlo. 
L  rid  thine  car.  . 
Here. 

There. 

This  'cistofeele  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 
Gru.  And  therefore  'ciscal'd  a  fenfible  tale  :  and  th;s 

Cuffe  was  but  to  .  knock  at  your  care  ,  and  befecch  lift 

ningrnow  I  begin,  Inprhivs  we  came  down  afoule'  h  I!> 
my  Matter  riding  behinde  my  Miflrcfs. 

Cur.  B  ttb  of  one  horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee? 

Cur.  Why'a  horfe. 
Gru.    Tell  thou  the  rater:  out  hadft  thou  not  croft  me, 

thoufhouldft  have  heard  now^c'torfe  fell,  and  fhe  un- 
der her  horfe  :  thou,  fhouldfihave  h'.ard  in  howmiery  a 

plac:,  how  fhe  was  bcmoil'd,  how  he  left  her'  with  ihe 
horfe  upon  her,  how  he  bent  me  bccaufcdieiUioifc. (tum- 

bled, h  nv  fhe  waded  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him.  off 

me  :  how  he  fwore,  how  fhe  pray\f,  that  nrverpray'd  be- 
fore :  how  I  c  i'd,  how  the  horfes  ran  away,  how  her 

/bridle  was  lu  ft  :  how  I  loft  n^  crupper,  with  many 
[things  of  wo  thy  memory,  which  now  fhaU  die  in  obli- 

vion, and  thou  lctui-n-uncxpcricnc'd  to  thy  grave. 
Cur.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  flirew  than  fhe. 

Gru.  I,  and  that  thou  and  the  prpudeft  of  you  aU'fball 
find  wh?n  he  comes  home.  Bit  what  talk  I  of  this'p'Call 

-"orth  Nathaniel,  Jofeph,  Nicholas,  Philip,  Walter,  Su- 

Pet.  You  pczan:,fwain,  you  horfon  mdt-horfe  drudge. 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  Parke, 

And  brin"  alone  die  rafcall  knaves  with  'thee  ? 
Gru.  Nathaniels  coat  fir  was  not  fully  made  , 

And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink't  i'th  heel : 
There  was  no  Link  to  colour  Peter's  hat, 
And  Walter's  dagger  was  not  come  from  fheathing  • 
Theie  were  none  fine,  but  zAdxm,  Rafe,  and  Gregory, 
The  rift  were  ragged,  old,  and  bc^qerly, 

Yet  ss  they  are,  they  come  to  m:ct  you.  ' 
Pet.  Qc  rafcalls,  go  and  fetch  my  fuppcr  in.  Ex  Ser. 

Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led  ? 

Where  aire  thofe  ?  Sit  .down  Kate. 

And  welcome.  S )ud,fot!j,  foud, foud.  1  | 
Enter  fcrvants  with  fuppcr. 

Why  when  I  fay  ?  Nay  good  fweet  Kate  be  merry; 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues  :  you  villains,  when  ? 

It  was  the  Friar  of  Orders  gray  , 

As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 

Out  you  ro^ue,  you  pluck  my  foot  awvy|, 

Tskc  that,  and  mend  the  plr eking  of  the  other."  '       '  ' 
Be  merry  Kate:  c6m'c  water  here  :  what  hoa. Enter  one  with  water.  [ 

Where's  my  Spaniel  Trails  ?  Sina,get'v'Mi  hence, 
And  hid  my  Coffin  Vcrdrnand comz  hicher: 

One  Kate  that  you  mi  ft  kiffc,  am!  be  nequa'nted  with. 
Where" 'arc  my  fiij'pcs  ?  iTi.dl  1  have  frme  water? 
Come  Kate  srjd  walli,  and  welcome  heartily  : 

You  horfon  villain  will  you  let  it  fail  > 

T  ̂   Kate 
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Kate.  Patience  I  pray  yon,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 
Pet.  A  horfon  beetle-headed  fiap-car'd  knave  : 

Conic  Kate  fit  down,  I  know  you  have  a  ftomack, 

Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  fhall  I  ? 

What's  this,  Mutton  ? 
i.Ser.  I. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 
Ser.  I. 

P,'t.  'lis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  meat  : 
What  do?s  are  thefe  ?  where  is  the  ralcall  Cook  ? 

How  dm  tf  yon  villains  bring  it  from  the  dieffer, 
And  fei  ve :  *hus  tr>  nie  that  love  it  not  ? 

!  here,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers, cups,  and  all : 

You  heedleffe  jok-ruvds,  and  unmanner'd  flaves. 
W  h  c,  doe  you  grumble  ?  I'le  be  with  you  ftiaight. 

Kate.  I  pray  you  Hus'.  .ind  be  not  fo  dilquicc, The  men  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  eel'  chee  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dried  away, 
And  1  exp!  effely  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 
For  it  engenders  choller,  planteth  anger, 

And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  faft, 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  arc  chollerick , 
Then  feed  it  with  fuch  over-rofted  fleili : 

Be  patient,  tomorrow't  fhall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  night  we'l  faft  for  company. 
Come  T  will  bnng  thee  to  thy  Bndall  Chamber.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Servants  fever  ally. 
Nath.  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
Peter.  He  kisls  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Grit.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis  a  Savant. 

Cur.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  (ermon  of  continen- 
cy  to  her,  and  raiis,and  fweares,  and  rates,  that  fhe  (poor 
foul)  knows  not  which  way  to  ftand,to  look,  to  fpeak, 
and  fits  as  one  new  rifen  from  a  dream.  Away,  away,for 
he  is  comming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchlo. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  reign, 

And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fucccffefully  : 
My  Faulcon  now  is  fharp,  and  paffing  empty, 

And  till  the  ftoop,  fhe  muft  not  be  full  gorg'd  , 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  Haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  Keepers  call : 
Thar,  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  Kites, 
That  bait,  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient : 
She  eat  no  meat  to  day,  nor  none  fhall  eat. 
Laft  night  fhe  flept  not,  nor  to  night  fhall  not : 
As  with  the  meat,  fome  undeferved  fault 

I'le  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 
And  here  Tie  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  boulfter, 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets : 
I, and  amid  this  burly  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her , 

And  in  conclufion,  fhe  fhall  watch  all  night, 

And  if  fhe  chance  to  nod,  I'le  raile  and  brawle, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  (till  awake  : 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  Wife  with  kindneffe, 
And  thus  Fie  curbe  her  mad  and  head-ftrong  humour. 
He  titer  knowes  better  how  to  tame  a  fhrew, 

No  v  let  him  fpeak,  'ciscbarity  to  fhew.  Exit. 
Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenjio. 

Tra.  Is't  pomble  friend  Lijio,  that  Miftreffe  B lanca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentioy 
I  tell  you  fir,  fhe  beares  me  fair  in  hand. 

H»r.  Sir,  to  fatisfle  you  in  what  I  have  faid, 

Stand  by,  and  maik  the  manner  of  his  teaching. Enter  Blanc  a. 

hue.  Now  Miftreffe,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 
Blan.  What  Maftcr  read  youfirft,  refolvc  me  that? 
Luc.  I  read,  that  I  ptofeffe  the  art  to  love. 

Blan.  And  may  you  prove  fir  mafter  of  your  art. 
Luc.  While  you  fweet  dear  prove  miftreffe  of  my heart. 

Hor.  Quick  procecders  marry ,  now  tell  me  I  pray, 

you  that  durft  fwear  that  your  miftreffe  Blanco,  lov'd  me 
in  the  World  fo  well  as  Lucentlo. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightfull  Love,  unconftant  woman  kind, 
I  tell  thee  Lljio  this  is  wonderfull. 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Lljio, 
Nor  a  Mufician  as  I  feem  to  be  , 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife, 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  Cullion  ; 

Know  fir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenjio. 
Tra.  Signior  Hortenjio,  I  have  often  heard 

Of  your  entire  affection  to  Bianca, 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witntffe  of  her  lightneffe, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented  , 
Forfwear  Bianca,  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kiffeand  court :  Signior  Lucentlo , 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
Never  to  wooe  her  more,  but  doe  forfwear  her, 

As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 

That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  herwithall. 
Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfained  oath, 

Never  to  marry  with  her,  though  fhe  would  intreat, 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  fhe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  world  but  he  had  quite  forfworn 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  oath. 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  Widow, 

Ere  three  dayes  paffe,  which  hath  as  long  lov'd  me, 
Asl  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainfull  Haggard  , 
And  fo  farewell  Signior  Lucentlo, 

Kindneffe  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks 
Shall  win  my  love,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
In  refolution,as  1  fwore  before. 

Tra.  Miftreffe  Bianca.  bleffe  you  with  fuch  grace, 
Aslongeth  to  a  Lovers  bleffcd  cale: 
Nay,  I  have  tane  you  napping  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenjio. 

Blan.  Tranio  you  jeft,but  have  you  both  forfworn  me? Tra.  Miftreffe  we  have. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Lljio. 

Tra.  I'faith  he'll  have  a  lufty  Widow  now  , 
That  fhall  be  woo'd,  and  wedded  in  a  day. Blan.  God  give  him  joy. 

Tra..  I,  and  he'll  tame  her. 
Bian.  He  fayes  fo  Trdn\». 

Tra.  Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming  fchoole. 
Blan.  The  taming  fchoole  :  what  is  there  fuch  a  place? 
Tra.  I  miftreffe,  and  Petruchlo  is  the  mafter, 

That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long , 

To  tame  a  fhrew,  and  charrrie  her  chattering  tongue. 

Enter  Blonde  lie. 

Blon.  Oh  mafter,  mafter,  I  have  watcht  fo  long, 

That  I  am  dog-weary,  but  at  laft  I  fpied 
An  ancient  Angel  comming  down  the  hill  , 
Will  fcrve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he  Blondello. 

Bio.  Mafter,  a  Marcantanr,  or  a  pedant, 
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 • I  know  not  what,  but  formall  in  apparcil, 

In  gate  and  countenance,  furly  like  a  father. 
Lue.  And  what  of  him  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  tale, 

I'le  mnke  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio, 
And  j;ive  aflurance  to  Baptifia  Mittola 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincent  io. 
Take  me  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ted.  God  fave  you  fir. 
Tra.  And  you  fir,  you  are  welcome. 

Tra  veil  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fa  theft  > 
Fed,   Sir,  at  the  farther!  Tor  a  week  or  two, 

But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome, 
And  fo  to  Ti.po.y,  if  God  lend  me  life. 
T r*.  What  Countreyman  1  pray  ? 
Ted.  Of  M-intua. 

I  ra.  Of  Mantua  Sir,  marry  God  forbid, 
And  com?  ro  Padua,  caieleffc  of  your  life  ? 

Ted.  My  life  fir  ?  how  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  deach  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua,  know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  fhipsare  Raid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke 

For  private  quarrell  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him, 

Hath  publifh'd  and  prcdaim'd  it  openly  : 
Tis  marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 

Yen  might  have  beard  it  elfeproclaim'd  about. 
Ted.  Alas  fir,  it  is  worfe  for  me  then  fo, 

Fcr  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well  fir,  to  do  you  curtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  I  will  advifeyou. 
Firft  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa  ? 

Ted.  I  fir,  In  Pifa  have  I  often  been, 
Pifa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  V'mcentlo  ? 
Ted  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  beard  of  him : 

A  Merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 
Tra.  He  is  my  father  fir,  and  footh  to  fay, 

In  count'nance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you. 
Blon.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyftcr,  and  all  one. 
Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 

This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake, 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  fhall  you  undertake, 

And  in  my  houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  lodg'd, 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  fhould, 
You  underftand  me  fir  :  fo  fhal!  you  ftay 
Till  you  have  done  yonr  bufineffe  in  the  City  : 

If  this  be  court'fie  fir,  accept  of  it. 
Ted.  Oh  fir  I  do,  and  will  repute  you  ever 

The  patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 
Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good, 

This  by  the  way  I  let  you  undcrltand, 

My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  paffe  aflurance  of  a  dowre  in  marriage 

'Twixt  me,  and  one  Baptifia's  daughter  here  : 
In  all  thefe  circumftr.nces  Pie  inftruft  you, 
Go  with  me  fir  to  death  you  as  becomes  you.  Exeunt. 

^Alim  Quartm.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Katherina  and  Grumio. 
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I    Cru.  No,  no  foi  footh  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Kat.  The  moie  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpitc  appears. 

What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ? 
Bcggers  that  come  unto  my  fathers  door, 
Upon  entreaty  have  a  piefent?!mes, 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  charity  : 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  fhould  intreat, 

Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  deep  : 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed, 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  then  all  thefe  wantUj 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  fhould  fleep  or  eat 

'Twere  deadly  fickneffe,  orelfe  prcfent  death, 
I  prethee  go,  and  get  me  fome  repaft, 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfome  food. 

G  ru.  What  fa  y  you  to  a  Neats  foot  ? 

Kat.  'Tis  palling  good,  I  prethee  let  me  have  it. 
Gru.  I  fear  it  istoophlegmatick  a  meat. 

How  fay  you  to  a  fat  Tripe  finely  jroil'd  ? 
Kat.  I  like  it  well,  good  Gthhuo  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  1  fear  'tis  chollerick. 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  Muftard  ? 

Kat.  A  difh  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 
Gru.  I,  but  the  Muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kat.  Why  then  the  Beef, and  let  the  Muftard  reft. 
Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not,  you  fhall  have  the  Muftard, 

Or  elfe  you  get  no  Beef  of  Grtmio. 
Kat.  Then  both  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Gru.  Why  then  the  Muftard  wiihout  the  Beef. 

Kat.  Go  get  thegone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave. Beats  him. 

That  fecd'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat, 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery : 
Go  get  thee  gone,  I  lay. 

Enter  Tetrucbif,  and  Hortentlo  with  meat. 

Tet.  How  fares  my  Kat <?,  what  fwceting,  all  amort  ? 
Hor.  Miftris,  what  cheer  ? 
Kat.  Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Tet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirits,  look  cheerfully  upon  me. 

Here  Love,  thoufee'ft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  dreffe  thy  meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee. 
I  am  fure,  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefle  merits  thanks. 

What,  not  a  word  ?  Nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not  : 
And  all  my  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here  take  away  the  difh. 

Kat .  I  pray  you  let  it  ftand. 
Pet.  The  pooreft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks s 

And  fofhall  mine  before  you  touch  the  meat. 
Kate.  I  thank  you  fir. 

Hor.  Signior  Tetruchio,  fie  you  are  too  blame ; 
Come  Miftris  Kate,  I'le  bear  you  company. 

Tet .  Eat  it  up  all  H ortentio,  if  thou  Ioveft  me ; 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart ; 
Kate  eat  apace  ;  and  now  my  hony  Love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  fathers  houfe, 
And  revell  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
With  filken  coats  and  caps,  and  golden  Rings, 
With  Ruffs  and  Curfs,and  Fardingales,and  things : 

With  ScarfFs,  andFanns,and  double  change  of  brav'ry, 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads,  and  all  this  kna  v'ry. 
With  haft  thou  din'd  ?  The  Tailor  ftaies  thy  leafurej 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruffling  treafure. Enter  Tailor. 

Come 
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C(  iiic  lailor,  ice  lis  lecthefe  ornament. 

Enter  Haberdafher. 

Lay  forth  the  gown.  What  news  with  you  fir  ? 
Tel.  Here  is  the  cap  yrur  w  niliipdid  befpeak. 
Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  porrcuger, 

A  Velvet  difli :  Pie,  fie 'tis  lewd  and  filthy, 
Way  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut-fhell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  crick, a  babi?scap: 
Away  with  it, come  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

K*t,  Tie  have  no  bigger-,  this  doth  fit  the  time, 
And  Gentlewomen  were  inch  caps  as  thefc. 

Pet.  When  you  arc  gentle,  you  (hail  have  one  too, 
And  n^t  till  theh. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  h?fle. 

Km.  Why  fir,  1  twill  may  have  leave  to  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  1  will.  1  amnochilde,  no  babe, 

Yo'ir  bcttcis  have  endur'd  me  ,  fay  my  minde, 
And  if  you  cannot,  bed  you  (bp  your  ea's. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart, 
Orelfe  my  heart  concciling  it  will  break, 
And  lather  then  it  fliall,  1  will  be  free, 
Even  to  the  uttcrmoll  as  1  plcafe  in  wosds. 

Pet.  Wny  thou  fai'd  tiue,  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  cudard  coffen,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pye, 

I  love  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik'll  it  not. 
Kar.  Love  mrj  or  love  me  not,  1  like  the  cap, 

And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown,  why  1  :  come  Tailor  let  os  fee't, 
0  mercy  God,  what  masking  dufie  is  here  ? 

What  ?  this  a  flecve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon, 

What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  applc-Tait  ? 
Here  Chip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifh  and  flafli, 
Like  to  a  Cenfor  in  a  barbers  fhop  : 

Why  what  a  devils  name  Tailor  call'fl  thou  this  ? 
Hor.  I  fee  fhe's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor  gown. 
Tai.  You  bid  me  make  i;  orderly  and  well, 

According  to  the  fafhion,  and  the  time. 

Pet,  Marry  and  did  :  U».t  if  you  be  remcmbred, 
1  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  86  the  time. 

Go  b.op  me  over  every  kcnn'ell  home, 
For  you  Hull  hop  without  itiv  cultome  fir : 
Tie  none  of  it:  liencc,  make  your  bed  of  it. 

Kar.  I  never  faw  a  better  fafhion'd  gown, 
More  qucint,  m  we  plcafing,  nor  m  >re  commendable  : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet,  Why  true,  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee. 
Tai.  She  fayes  your  Worfhip  means  to  make  a  puppet 

of  her. 

Pet.  Oh  mofl  monfinus  arroganee  : 
Thou  lycfl,  thou  thrcd,  thou  thimble, 

1  hou  yard,  three  quarters,  half  yard,quarte",  nail, 
Thou  Flea,  thou  Nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thor.  j 

Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfewith  a  skein  cf  thicd  : 

Away  thou  Rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant, 
Or  I  fhall  fo  bc-mcet  thee  with  thy  yard, 

As  thou  lhalc  think  on  prating  whiul  thou  liv'ft : 
I  tellthee  I,  thatthou  had  mai'd  her  gown. 

Tail,  Your  wovfiiip  isdecciv'd,  the  gown  is  made 
jt'das  my  Mjder  had  dr.tcl.on  : 

Grum  'o  gave  order  how  it  fli  ould  be  chine. 
Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  1  gave  him  the  duff, 

j    Tail.  But  bow  did  you>defire  it  fhould  be  made .? 

Gru.  Marry  fir  with  needle  and  three1. 
7V7.  But  duiyounotrequed  to  have  it  Cut  ? 

h.  Thou  had  fae'd  many  things. fail.  I  have. 

a  "own. 

Tai. 
Gru. 

ar. 

Gru.  Face  not  me  :  thou  halt  biav  d  many  if:in,biavc 

not  me  ;  I  will  neither  be  fae'd  nor  brav'd. I  fay  unto  thee, 
I  bid  thy  madcr  cut  out  the  gown ,  but  I  did  not  bid 
him  cut  it  to  pieces.  Ergo  thou  lied. 

Tai.  Why  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  tcdifie. 
Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lyes  in's  throat  if  he  fay  1  faid  fo. 
Tail.  Imp.imis,  a  loofe  bodied  gown. 
Gru.  Mader,  if  ever  1  faid  loofe- bodied  gown  ,  fowl 

me  in  the  skirts  of  it  ,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a  bot- 
tome  of  brown  thicd  :  I  faid 

Pet.  Proceed. 

With  a  lmall  compad  cape. 
I  confefle  the  cape. 
With  a  trunk  flecve. 

Grti.  1  confeflfc  two  flee ves.. 
Tai.  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Pet.  I  there's  the  villan  ,  . 

Gru.  Error  i'th  bill  fir,  error  i'th  bill  ?  I  commanded, 

the  fleeves  fhould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  again ,  and 
that  Tie  prove  upon  thee,  though  thy  little  finger  be  ar- med in  a  thimble. 

Tail.  This  is  true  that  I  fay  ,  and  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  fhouldflknow  it. 

Gru.  I  am  for  thcedraight:  take  thou  the  bill,  give 

me  thy  meet-yard,  and  fpare  not  me 
Hor.  God-a-mercy  Grumio  ,  then  he  fliall  have  no 

odd's. 
Pet .  W ell  fir  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'th  right  fir,  'tis  for  my  miflris. 
'Per.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  maders  ulc. 
Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life :  Take  up  my  Miflicfle 

gown  for  thy  mallcisufc. 

Per.  Why  fi--,  what's  your  conceit  in  that? 
Gru.  Oh  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  then  you  think  for 

Take  up  my  Mdh is  gown  untohis  maders  ufc. Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Per.  Horrent  ioy  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Tailor  paid  : 
Go  take  it  hence,  begone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Tailor,  Pic  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to  morrow  , 
Take  no  unkindnclTe  of  his  hady  words  : 

Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  Mailer.      Exit.  Tail. 
Pet.  Well,  c  ime  my  Kare^we  wili  unto  your  fathers 

Even  in  thele  honed  mean  habiliments: 

Our  purfes  fliall  be  proud,  our  garments  poof : 

For  'tis  the  minde  that  makes  the  body  rich. 
And  as  the  Sun  breaks  thiough  the  daiktfl  clouds, 

So  honor  pecreth  in  the  mcanell  habit. 
What  is  the  Jay  more  precious  then  the  Latk, 
Becaufehis  feathas  are  more  beautiful!? 

Or  is  the  Adder  better  then  theEcle, 
Beeaufe  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 

Oil  no,  good  Kate  :  neither  art  thou  the  vvcrfe 
For  this  pool  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

If  thou  accounted'!!  it  lhamc,  lay  i:  on  mcj 
And  therefore  f.olick,  we  will  hence  forthwith  s 

To  read  and  fport  us  at  thy  fatheis  houfe, 
Gi  call  my  men,  and  let  us  draight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horlts  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  w..lk  on  foot. 

Let'*  fee,  1  think  'tis  now  fome  feaven  a  clock, 
And  well  we  may  ccin?  theieby  dinner  time. 

Kar.  I  dare  all  are  you  fir,  'cis  almoft  .two, 
And  'twill  be  fuppei •  tim:  ere  yon  come  iheie. 

Per.  It  fliall  be  feven  eic  I  go  to  horfe  : 

Look  what  1  fpeak,  cv  do,  or  think  to  do. 

Yon 

I 
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You  are  ftill  crolfing  it  ;  firs  let'c  alone, 
I  will  not  gn  to  day,  and  ere  I  doe, 
It  fhall  be  what  a  clock  I  fay  ic  is. 

Hor.  Why  forthis  gallant  will  command  the  fun. 

Enter  Tranlo,and  the  Pedant  dreft  like  Vlneentlo. 
Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  houfc,pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 
Fed.  I  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived  , 

Signior  Baptifta  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  yeaves  ago  in  Geno.  „ 

Vra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers,  at  the  Pcgaftm  : 

'Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuchaufterityas  longeth  to  a  Father. 

'Enter  Blonde  Ho. 
Bed.  I  warrant  you  :  but  fir  here  comes  your  boy, 

*Tw:ic-  good  he  were  fchool'd. 
Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  :  firra  Blondello  , 

Now  doe  your  duty  throughly  I  advife  you: 

Imagine  'tweie  the  right  Vincentio. 
Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifta  } 
Bion.  I  told  hiiti  that  your  father  was  in  Venice  , 

And  that  y'  u  look'c  for  h'm  in  Padua. 
Tra.  1  ha  t's  1  cnll  fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 

Here  com.s  Baptifta  j  let  your  countenance  fir. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio  :  and  Tedant  booted 
and  bear- headed. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptlfl  a  you  are  happily  met : 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of, 
Tpray  youftand  good  father  to  me  now, 
QwtratBlanca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft  fon  :  fir  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  Tadna 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
M  ide  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you  , 
And  for  the  love  he  bcareth  to  your  daughter., 
And  fhe  to  him  ;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  fathers  care 

To  have  himmatchr,and  if  you  pleafe  to  like 

N">  worlethenl  fir  upon  fome  agreement, 
Me  ihall  youfintle  rncft  ready  and  moft  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed  : 

F01  curiousl  cannot  be  with  you 
Signior  Baptifta  pi  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  mc  in  what  I  have  to  fay  , 

ur rlainncffe  and  your  fhortneffe  'pleafe  me  well: 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 

D-th  love  my  d  ughter,  and  fhe  lovcth  him, 
Or  both  d  ffemble  deeply  their  affc&i  -ns : 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  ttan  this  , 
That  like  a  Father  you  willdeal  with  him, 
And  raff:  my  daughter  a  fufticient  dowre, 
The  match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 
You:  fon  fhall  have  my  daughter  with  confent. 

Tra.  I  thank  you  fir,  where  then  doe  you  know  heft 
We  be  aflfied,  and  fuch  affurance  tane, 
As  fhall  with  e:ther  parts  rgt-eement  ftand. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe  Lucentio,  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  earcs,and  I  have  many  fervants , 
Befdes  old  Gremio  is  harkning  ftiil, 
And  haply  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  and  it  like  you  fir 

1  nere  doth  my  father  lie :  and  there  this  night 

We'll  pafi'e  the  bufineffe  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughcer  by  your  fervant  here 

My  Boy  flu II  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefently, 
The  woift  is  this,  that  at  fo  (lender  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  chin  and  flender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  we  well  : 
Qamblo  hie  you  home,  and  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready 

ftraight : 

And  if  you  will  tell  vhit  hath  hapned, 

Lucentlo's  Father  is  arriv'd  in  Paduay 
And  how  (he's  like  to  be  Lucent io's  wife. 

Bion.  I  pray  the  gods  fhe  may  with  all  my  heart. 
Exit. 

Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 

Enter  letter. 

Signior  Baptifta,  fhall  I  lead  the  way, 
We  come,  one  meffe  is  like  to  be  your  cheer^ 
Come  fir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pifaa 

Bap.  I  follow  you.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucent and  Blondello . 

Bion.  Gambia. 

Luc.  Whatfaift  rhou  Blondello  ? 
Blond.  You  faw  my  Mutter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 
Luc.  BltndellOy  what  ot  chat  ? 
Blond.  Faith  nothing:  but  has  left  me  here  behind 

to  expound  the  meaning,  or  morall  of  hisfigns  and  to- kens. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  moralize  them. 
Blond.  Then  thus :  Bapt  fta  is  fafe  talking  with  the  de.  I 

ceiving  Father  of  a  deceitfull  Son. 
Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  f up- 

per. 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Blon.Yhz  old  Prieft  at  Saint  Luke's  Church  U  at  yoUr command  at  all  houres. 

Luc.  And  .vhat  of  all  thss  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are-bufied  about  a 
countefeit affurance  :  take  you  affurance  of  her»  Cum  pri- 

vilege ad  Imprlmcndum  {olum,  to  ch' Church  cake-the 
Prieft,  Claike,and  fome  furfkient  honeft  witneffes ; 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay s 
But  bid  Bianca  farewell  forever  and  a  day. 

Luc.  Hearft  thou  Blondello. 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  :  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an 

afternoon  as<fhe  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfeley  to' 
ftuffea  Ra  bit,  and  fo  may  you  fir :  and  fo  adieu  fir ,  my 
Mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  Saint  Luk/szo  bid 
chc  Prieft  be  ready  to  come  agair  ft  you  come  with  your 

appendix.  •  Exit. 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  fhc-be  fo  conrpnteVfkr' 

She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fhould  I  dtrtlue': 
Hjp  what  hap  may,  Pie  roundly  go  about  her  : 
It  fhall  go  haid  if  Camblo  go  without  her.  E.itt. 

Enter  Petruchlo,  Kate,  Hortenfo. 

Pet.  Come  on  a  Godsi.ame,  once-  more  toward  ou 

Fathers.  • '!  W  "' 
Cood  Lord  how  bright  and  goodly  (hires  the  Moon  : 

Katt.  The  Moon  ,  the  Sun  :  ic  is  noc  Moon  light now. 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  tharfhines  fbb'  ight, 
Katt  I  know  it  is  the  Sim  that  fhines  fo  bught. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  Mothers  Son, and  that's  my  felf, 

It 
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ft  lliall  be  moon,  or  ftar,  or  whatl  lift, 

Or  crc  I  journey  to  your  fathers  houfe : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again, 
Ever  more  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft, 

Ho r.  Say  as  he  fayes,  or  we  (hall  never  go, 
Kat.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  farre, 

And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh  Candle, 
Hence  forth  I  vow  it  lhall  be  fo  for  me. 

Pet .  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon. 
Kat.  I  know  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay  then  you  lye :.  it  is  the  blcffcd  Sun. 
Kat.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleflfed  Sun, 

But  fun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not. 
And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  minde : 

What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is, 
And  fo  it  fhall  be  fofor  Katherlne. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  wayes,  the  field  is  won. 
Pet.  Well,forward,  fo>  ward,thus  the  bowlelhould  rutt, 

And  not  unluckily  againft  the  Bias: 
But  foft,  Company  is  comminghere. 

Enter  Vlncentlo. 

Good  morrow  gentle  Mift.is,  where  away  : 
Tell  me  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
^aft  thou  beheld  a  f  efher  Gentlewoman : 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks : 

What  ftai  i  s  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty, 
As  thole  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  face? 

Fa'r  lovely  M?id,  once  more  good  day  to  thee : Sweet  Kate  uiibrace  her  for  her  beauties  fake. 

Hor.  A  will  make  the  man  mad  to  make  a  woman  of 
him. 

Kat.  Young  budding  Vii  gin/air,and  freih,and  fweet, 
Whicher  away,  or  where  is  thy  aboad  ? 
Happy  the  Parents  of  fo  fair  a  childe ; 
Happier  the  man  whom  favourable  ftars 
Alots  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why  how  now  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad, 
This  is  a  man,old,wrinckIed,  faded,  withered, 

And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thou  fai'ft  he  is. 
Kat.  Pardon  old  father  my  miftaking  eyes, 

That  have  been  fo  bcdazled  with  the  fun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green : 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father: 
Pardon  I  pray  thee  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet .  Do  good  old  grandfire,  and  withall  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelleft,  if  along  with  us, 
We  fhall  be  joyfull  of  thy  company. 

Vln.  F:  ir  ̂ir,  and  you  iny  merry  Miftris, 

TK.it  with  your  ft.unge  encounter  much  amas'd  me: 

My  name  is  call'd  V'tncentio,  my  dwelling  Pifa, A  id  bound;  I  am  to  Padua,  chere  to  vifit 
A  ion  pf  .mine,  which  long  I  have  notieen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  ? 

V \  *i,  Lucent lo,  gentle  fir. 
Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  fon : 

And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverent  age, 
I  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  father ; 
Thefifter  to  my  wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married :  wonder  not, 
Nor  be  not  grieved,  {he  is  of  good  efteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befeem 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman  : 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vlncentlo, 

And  wander  we  to  lee  thy  honeft  fon, 

Who  will  of  i  hy  arrivall  be  full  joyous. 
Vln.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure, 

Likeprefent  travellers  to  break  a  jeft 

Upon  the  company  you  overtake? 
Hor.  I  do  affure  thee  father  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come  go  along  and  fee  the  truth  hereof. 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous.  Exeunt 

Hor.  Well  Petruchlo,  this  has  put  me  in  heart : 

Have  to  my  Widdow,  if  (Tie  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortentlo  to  be  untoward.  Exit 

Enter  Blondello,  Lucent  Io  and  Blanc  a,  Gremlo 
is  out  before. 

Blon.  Softly  and  fwiftly  fir,  for  the  Prieft  is  ready. 
Luc.  I  flyc  Blondello ,  but  they  may  chance  to  neec 

thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us.  Exit 

Bion.  Nay  faith,  Tie  fee  the  Church  a  your  back,  anc 
then  come  back  to  my  miftris  as  foon  as  I  can. 

Cre.  I  marvaile  Cambi$  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petruchlo,  Kate,  Vincent  to,  Grttmia 
with  Attendants. 

Pet.  Sir  heres  the  door,  this  is  Lucent  it's  houfe, 
My  Fatheis  bears  more  toward  the  Market-place, 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you  fir. 

VI n.  You  fhall  not  choofe  but  drink  before  you  go, 
I  think  I  fhall  command  your  welcome  here  ? 
And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheer  is  toward.  Knacky 

Cre.  They're  bufie  within,you  were  beft  knock  louder. 
Pedant  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Ped.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down  the 

gate  ? 

Vln.  Is  Signior  LucentU  within  fir  ? 

Ped.  He's  within  fir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withall. 
Vln.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 

two  to  make  merry  withall. 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  your  felf,  he  fhall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay ,  I  told  you  your  fon  was  well  beloved  in 
Padua  :  doe  you  hear  fir,  to  leave  frivolous  circum- 

ftances  ,  I  pray  you  tell  fignior  Lncentio  that  his  Father 
is  come  from  Plfa,  and  is  here  at  the  door  to  [peak  with 
him. 

*2>ed.  Thou  lieft,  his  Father  is  come  from  Padua t  and 
here  looking  out  at  the  window. 

Vln.  Art  riiou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  I  fir,  fo  his  mother  fayes,  if  I  may  believe  her. 

Pet.  Why  how  now  gentleman :  why  this  is  flat  kna- 
very to  take  upon  you  another  mans  name. 

*Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain,  I  believe  he  means  to 
cozen  fome  body  in  this  City  under  my  countenance. 

Enter  Blondello. 
Blon.  I  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together,  God 

fend'em  good  (hipping:  but  who  is  here  ?  mine  old  Ma- 
tter Vlncentlo  :  now  we  are  undone  and  brought  to  no- 

thing. 

Vln.  Come  hither  crackhemp. 

Blon.  I  hope  I  may  choofe  Sir. 
P7#.Come  hither  you  rogue,what  have  you  forgot  me? 
Blon,  Forgot  you,  no  fir:  I  could  not  forget  you ,  for 

I  never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vln.  What,  you  notorious  villain  ,  did'ft  thou  never fee  thy  Matters  father,  Vlncentlo  ? 
Blon. 
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Blon.  What  my  old  worlhipfull  old  matter  ?  yes  mar- 

ry fir,  fee  where  he  looks  ouc  of  the  window. 

V\i.  Is'c  Co  indeed  ?  He  beats  Blondclh. 

Blon.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  mad  man  will  mur- rher  me. 

Peda.  Help,  fon,  help  fignior  Baptlfia. 

Pet.  Prethee  Kate  let's  ftand  afide  and  fee  the  end  of 
thiscontroverfte. 

Enter  Pedant  with ftrvantSy  Baptlfia,  Tranlo. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beat  my  fer- 
vant  ?  - 

Vln.  What  am  1  fir :  nay  what  are  you  fir :  oh  immor- 

tall  God's  :  oh  fine  villain,  a  filken  doublet,  a  velvet 

hofe,a  fcarlet  cloak,  and  a  copatain  hat :  oh  I  am  undone, 

I  am  undone :  while  I  play  the  good  husband  at  home , 

my  fon  and  my  fervant  fpend  all  at  the  Univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now,  uhat's  chc  matter  ? 
Bap.  What  is  the  man  hmaticki  ? 

Tra.  Sir,-  you  ferm  a  to  "  '-  Gentleman  by 
your  habit:  but  your  words  ihew  you  a  mad  man :  why 
fir ,  what  concerns  it  you  ,  if  I  wear  Pcatle  and  gold :  I 

ithank  my  good  father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Vln.  Thy  father!  oh -villain,  he  is  a  Sail-maker  in 
\Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake  fir,  you  miftake  fir,  pray  what  doe 
you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Vln.  His  name,  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 

brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old ,  and 
his  name  is  Tranlo. 

Ped.  Away,  away  mad  a{Te,  his  name  is  Lucentlo^nd 
he  is  mine  onely  fon  and  heir  to  the  Lands  of  me  fignior 
r tncevtio. 

Vln.  L-ueentio !  oh  he  hath  murthered  his  Mafter ;  lay 
hold  on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Dukes  name :  oh  my 
fonne,  my  fonne :  tell  me  thou  villain ,  where  is  my  fon 
Lucent  io  > 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  officer :  Carry  this  mad  knave  to 
the  Jayle  :  father  Baptlfia,  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be 
forth  comming. 

V \n.  Carry  me  to  the  Jayle  ? 
\  G re.  Stay  officer,  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap.  Talk  not  figmor  Gremlo  :  I  fay  he  fhall  go  to 
prifon. 

I  Gre.  Take  heed  fignior  Baptlfta ,  Ieaft  you  be  coni- 

catch'd  in  this  bufineffe  :  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right Wtncentlo. 

Ped.  Swear  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 
Tra.  Then  thou  we  rt  be  ft  fay  that  I  zmnot  Lucen- 

tlo. 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  fignior  Lucentlo. 
Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  Jayle  with  him. 

Entei\Blondello,  Lucentlo,  and  Blama. 

V tn.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd:ohmon- ftrous  villain. 

Blon.  Oh  we  are  fpoil'd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him, 
forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 
Exit  Blondello,  Tranlo^  and  Pedant  asfaft  as  may  be. 
Luc.  Pardon  fweet  father. 

V in.  Lives  my  fweet  fon  ? 
Blan.  Pardon  dear  father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended,  where  is  Lncentio. 

Luc.  Here's  Lncentlo ,  right  fon  to  the  right  Vln- eentio. 

That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine. 

I  While  counterfeit  fuppofes  bleei'd  thine  cine. 
Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witneffe  to  deceive  us  all. 

j     Vln.  Where  is  that  damned  villain  Tranlo, 

That  fae'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me  is  not  this  my  Camblo  ? 
BLr/2.  Camblo  is  chang'd  into  Lncentlo. 
Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.  Bianca'slovz 

Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranlo, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town, 

And  happily  I  have  aniv'd  at  laft Unto  the  wifhed  haven  of  my  bliife  : 

What  Tranlo  did,  my  felf  enfoi  ft  him  to ; 
Then  pardon  him  fweet  Father  for  my  fake. 

Vln.  l'le  flit  the  villains  nofe  that  would  have  fent  me to  the  Jayle. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear  fir,  have  you  married  my  daugh- 
ter without  asking  my  good  will : 

Vln.  Fear  not  Baptlfia,  we  will  content  you  j  go  to : 

but  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  villi  in.    ,  Sxlt. 
Bap.  And  I  to  foujnd  the  depth  of  this  knaveryi  Ex\t. 
Luc.  Look  not  pale,  Blanca,  thy  father  will  not  frown 

Exemt. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dogh,  but  Tie  in  among  the  reft, 
Out  of  hope  of  all,  but  my  ihare  of  the  fcaft. 

Kat.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  adoe. 
Pet .  Fn  ft  kifs  mc  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Kat.  What  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet  ? 

Pet.  What  art  thou  afnam'd  of  me? 

Kat.  No  fir,  God  forbid,  but  afham'd  to  kifs; 

Pet.  Why  then  let's  home  again  :  Come  firra  let's 

away. 

Kat .  ftay,  I  will  give  the  a  kifs ,  now  pray  thee  Love 

ftay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  come  my  fweet  Kate. 
Better  once  then  never,  for  never  too  late.  Exeunt. 

ABus  Quintus. 

Enter  Baptlfia,  Vlncentlo,Gremlo,the  Pedant, Lucent io ; 
and  Blanca,Tranu,Biondello,Grumlo,and  Wid- 

dew :  The  Serving  men  with  Tranlo 
bringing  in  a  banquet. 

Luc.  At  laft  though  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree, 
And  time  it  is  when  raging  war  is  come, 

To  fmile  atfeapes  and  perils  overblown  :' 
My  fair  Blanca  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  I  with  fclfefame  kindnefle  welcome  thine: 

Brother  Petruchlo,{\{k.zx  Katherlna, 

And  thou  Hort'entlo  with  thy  loving  Wlddonv  : 
Frift  with  the  heft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe, 

My  Banquet  is  to  dofeour  ftomachs  up 
/  ftei    u  r  r  t  good  cheer:  piay  you  fit  down, 
For  now  we  fi:  fco  eta:  ss  well  as  ear. 

Pet.  Nothing  but /it  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat. 
Bap.  PadjiA  affords  this  kindneffe,  fon  Petruchlo. 
Pet.  PsAm  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kinde. 
Hor.  For  both  our  fakes  I  would  that  word  were  true. 

Pet.  Now  for  my  life  Hortentiofcirs  his  Widdow. 
Hor.  Then  never  truft  me  if  I  be  afcard. 

Pet.  You  are  very  fencible ,  and  yet  you  milie  my 

fence : 
I  mean  Hortentlo  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wld^ 

t 
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fVid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  che  world  turns  round. 
Pet.  Roundly  replycd. 

K*t.  Miftris,  how  mean  you  that  f 
Wid.  Tht's  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hertentio  that? 
Her.  My  Widdow  fayes,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 
Pet.  Very  well  mended  :  kiffe  him  for  that  ,  good 

Widdow. 

Kat.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 
I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

ivid.  Your  husband  being  troubled  with  a  fhrew, 
Mea Cures  my  husbands  forrow  by  his  woe : 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kat.  A  very  mean  meaning. 
wid.  Right,  I  mean  you. 
Kat,  And  I  am  mean  indeed,  rcfpe&ing  you. 
Pet.  To  her  Kate. 
Hor.  To  her  Widdow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  do  put  her  down. 
Hor.  Thai's  my  office. 
Pet.  Spoke  like  an  Officer :  ha  to  thee  lad. 

Drinkj  to  Hortentio. 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremlo  thefe  quick  witted  folks  ? 
Believe  me  fir,  they  But  together  well : 

Bian.  Head,  and  but  an  hafty  witty  body, 
Would  fay  your  Head  and  But  were  head  and  horn. 

Vin.  I  Miftris  Bride,  hath  that  awakened  you  ? 

Bian.  I,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  Tie  fleep  a- 

gain. Pet.  Nay  that  you  fhall  not  fince  you  have  begun: 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  Bird,  I  mean  to  fhift  my  bufh, 
And  then  pcrfue  me  as  you  draw  your  Bow. 
You  are  welcome  all.  Exit  Bianca. 

Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me,  here  fignior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  airrra  at,  though  you  hit  her  not, 
Tlieiefore  a  health  to  all  that  lhot  and  mift. 

Tra.  Oh  fir,  Lucentit  flipt  me  like  his  Gray-hound, 
Which  runns  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  Maftcr. 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  fimile,  but  fomething  currifh. 

Tra.  'Tis  well  fir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  felf : 
'Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold,  you  at  a  bay. 

Bap.  Oh, oh  tPetruchioy  Tranio  hits  you  now. 
Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird  good  Tranio, 
Hor.  Confeffe,  confclTe,  hath  he  not  hit  you  here? 

Tet.  A  has  a  little  gall'd  me  I  confeffe: 
And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 

Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  too,  out-right. 
Bap.  Now  in  good  fadnefle  {cnPetruchio^ 

I  think  thou  haft  the  ver  ieft  fhrew  of  all. 

Pet .  Well,  I  fay  no  :  and  therefore  for  aflurance, 

Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife, 
And  he  whofe  wife  is  moft  obedient, 
To  come  at  firft  when  he  dorh  fend  for  her, 

Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

,.    Hor.  Content,  whai's  the  wager  ? 
Luc .  Twenty  Crowns. 
Pet.  Twenty  Crowns. 

Fie  venture  fo  much  of  my  Hawk  or  Hound, 
But  twenty  times  fomuch  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc .  A  hundred  then, 
Hor.  Content. 

Pet .  A  match,  'tis  done. 
Hor.  Who  fhall  begin? 
Luc.  That  will  I. 

Go  Biondelloy  bid  your  Miftris  come  to  me : 

Bion.  I  goe.  ,     Ex  in. 

Bap.  Son,  Flc  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. ' Luc .  Fie  have  no  halves :  Flc  bear  it  all  my  felf, Enttr  Biondello. 

How  now,  whatnewes? 

Bion,  Sir,  my  Miftris  fends  you  word 
That  fhe  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  (lie's  bufie, and  cannot  come:  is  that  an anfwer  ? 

C re.  I,  and  a  kinds  one  too  : 

Pray  God  fir  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 
Pet.  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirra  Biondello^  go  and  intreat  my  wife  to  come! 
to  me  forthwith.  Exit  BiondtUo. 

Pet.  Oh  ho,  intreat  her,  nay  then  fhe  xnuft  needsj corne. 

Hor.  I  am  afraid  fir,  do  what  you  can, 
Enter  Blende  Ho. 

Yours  will  not  be  entreated:  Now>  where's  my  wife? 
Bion.  fhe  fayes  you  have  fomc  goodly  Jeft  in  hand, 

She  will  not  come :  fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 
Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe,  fhe  will  not  come : 

Oh  vilde,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd  : 
Sirra  Grumio,  go  to  your  Miftris, 

Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  Exit. 
Hor.  I  know  her  anfwer. 
Pet.  What? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pet .  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end. 

Enter  Katherina. 

Bap.  Now  by  my  hollidam  here  comes  Katherinay 
Kat.  What  is  your  will  fir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  fifter,  and  Hortentio'sWifc  ? 
Kat.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  Parlor  fire. 
Pet.  Go  fetch  them  hither,  if  they  deny  to  come, 

Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  husbands: 
Away  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder, 
Hor.  And  fo  it  is :  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 

Pet.  Marry  peace  it  boads,  and  love,  and  cjuiet  life, 
An  awfull  rule,  and  right  fupremacy : 

And  to  be  fhort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 
Bap.Now  fair  befall  thee  good  Petruchio; 

The  wager  thou  haft  won,  and  I  willadde 
Unto  their  lofTes  twenty  thoufand  Crowns, 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter, 

For  (he  is  chang'd  as  lhe  had  never  been. 
Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet, 

And  lhow  more  figne  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new  built  vertue  and  obedience. 

Enter  Katef  Bianca,  and  IVtddow. 
See  where  fhe  comes, and  brings  your  froward  Wives 

As  prifonersto  her  womanly  perfwafion: 
Katherinc,  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
Off  with  that  table,  and  through  it  underfoot. 

Wid.  Lord  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh, 
Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  paffe. 

Bian.  Fie  what  a  fooliih  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would  your  duty  were  as  fooliih  too : 
i  The  wifdome  of  your  duty,fair  Bianca, 
\  Hath  coftme  five  hundred  Crowns  fince  fupper  time. 

Bian.  The  more  foole  you  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.Katherlve,  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  headltrong  wo- 

men, what  duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  husbands. Wid,  Come, 
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wii.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking :  we  will  Uave  no 
telling.. 

Pet.  Come  on  I  fay, and  firft  begin  wich  her. 
Wii.  She  fhall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay  (lie  ihall,  and  rutt  begin  with  her. 
Kat.  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkinde  brow, 

And  dart  not  fcornfull  glances  from  thofe  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  governour. 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads, 

Confounds  thy  fame,  whirle-vupds  fhakefair  buds, 
And  in  no  fence  is  meet  or  amiable. 

A  woman  mo v'd,  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty, 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  drie  or  thirfly 
Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 

Thy  husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  life, -thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,  thy  foveraign:  One  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  maintenance,.  CoilimilsJllS  body 
To  painfull  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land : 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftomrs,  the  day  in  cold, 

Whjl'ft  thou  ly'lt  warme  at  home,  fecureandfafe, 

And  c-a-ves  no;othcr  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
Bur  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience ; 

Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  Subject  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  woman;  oweth  to  her  husband : 

And  when  fhe's  froward,  pecvifh,  fullen,  fowre, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will, 

What  is  fhe  buta  foule  contending  Rebel!, 
And  graceleffe  traitour  to  her  loving  Lord  ? 

I  am  afham'd  that  women  are  fo  fimpie, 

To  offer  wane  where  they  ihouldkneei  for  peace  : 
Or  leek  fo*  rule,  fupremacy,and  fway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  fcrve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak,  and  fmooth, 
Unapt  to  toyl  and  trouble  in  the  world  , 

But  that  our  foft  conditions,  and  our  hearts  ,' 
Should  well  agree  with  our  cxter nail  parts  ? 
Corae,  come,  you  froward  unable  wormes  , 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 
My  heart  is  great,  my  reafon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frownfor  frown  j 
But  now  I  fee  our  Launces  are  but  ftrawes : 

Our  ftrength  as  weak,  our  weaknclfe  paft  compare, 
That  feeming  to  be  moll,  which  we  indeed  leaftare, 
Then  vale  your  ftomacks,  for  it  is  no  boot , 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  husbands  foot : 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe , 

My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  doc  him  cafe. 

Pet.  Why  there's  a  wench  :  Come  on,  iftd  kiflc  me 
Kate. 

Luc.  Well  go  thy  wayes,  old  Lad,  for  thou  (halt  ha't. 
Vin.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 
Lfic.  But  a  harfh  hearingi  when  women  arc  fcoward. 

Pet.  Come  Kate,  we'll  to  bed  , 
We  three  ars  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 

'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  you  hit  the  white , 
And  being  a  winner,  Qodgive  you  good  night. 

Exit  Pttntchh. 

Hortenf.  Now  go  thy  wayes,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curft Shrow. 

hue.  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,fhe  will  be  tam*d  fo. 

F  t  N   I  S 
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Alls  well  that  ends  well. 

^•twtmw  fl 

<tA&usTrMU3.  Scena  Trirna* 

itti  UuA  Oftx  <t;o  *r;;w^/:  ttomv  c  aoTwn  .m 

Enter  joung  'Bertram  Count  of%offill!on,hls  Motherland Helena,  Lord  Laf  err,  all  in  blacky. 

Mother. 

delivering  my  fon  from  me,  I  btrry  a  fecond 
husband. 

Rof,  And  in  going  Madam,  weep  o' ferny Fathers  death  anew;  but  I  mi ft  attend  his 

Majefti.s  command,  to  whom  I  am  now  in  Ward,  ever- 
more in  fubjt&ion. 

Laf.  You  ihall  find  of  the  King  a  husband,  Madam, 
you  fir  a  father.  He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times  good, 
muft  of  nccefTuy  hold  his  virtue  to  you,  whofe  worthir 
neffe  would  ftirre  it  up  where  it  wantedi  rather  then  lack 
it  where  there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Mo.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Ma  jetties  amendment? 

Laf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  Phificians,Madam,under 
whofe  practifts  he  hath  per fecuted  time  with  hope,  and 
finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  procefle,  but  onely  the 
lofing  of  hope  by  time. 

Me.  This  young  Gentlewoman  had  a  Father,  O  that 

had  !  how  fad  a  paflage  *c is,  whofe  skill  was  almoftas 
great  as  his  lunetty,  had  it  ftretch'd  fo  far,  would  have 
made  nature  immortall,  and  death  fhould  have  play  for 
ack  or  work.    Would,  for  the  Kings  fake,hee  were  li- 

ving, I  rhink  it  would  be  the  death  of  the  Kings  difcafe. 

Laf.  How  call'd  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of  Madam  ? 
cJW<?.  He  wasfamous  fir,in  h  s  p'of-fiion,  and  it  was 

his  gieac  ;ght  to  be  fo  :  Gerard  de  Narbon. 

Laf.  He  was  excellent  indeed,  Madam,  the  King  very 
lately  fpok:  of  him  admiringly,  an  1  mourningly  :  he  was 

skilful]  enough  to  have  liv'd  ftill,  if  knowledge  could  be 
f:c  1  .p  pgainft  mortal litie. 

Rof,  What  isit(my  good  Lord  )  the  King  languiihes 
of  ? 

L  \f.  AFiftula  my  Lord. 
Rof  I  h  ard  nnt  of  it  before. 
i  af.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  Gen- 

tlewoman the  Daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narban  ? 

Mo.  His  fole  child  my  Lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my 
over-lookin?.I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,that  her  edu- 

cation piomifes  her  difpofitions  fhe  inherits,  which 
makes  fair  gifes  fairer:  for  where  an  unclean  mind  car- 

ries vertuous  qualities ,  there  commendations  go  with 
pitty,  they  are  vermes  and  traitors  too :  in  her  they  are 
the  betcer  for  their  furiDleneffc  :  fhe  derives  hsrhoneftie 

v.  — 

and  atchieves  hergoodnefTe. 

Lafew.  Your  commendations,  Madam,  get  from  her 
teares. 

Mo.  'Tis  the  beft  brine  a  Ma iden  can  feafon  her  praife 
in.  The  remembiartce  of  her  Father  never  approaches 
her  heart,  but  the  tivanny  of  her  forrows  takes  all  liveli- 

hood from  her  cheek.  No  more  of  this  Helena,  go  to,  no 

more,  leaft  it  be  rather  thought  you  afFcdta  foriOW,then 

to  have  
Hel.  I  doe  affecl  a  forrow  indeed,  but  I  ha  Ve  it  too. 

Laf.  Moderate  lamentations'  is  the  right  of  the  dead, 
excefflve  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

Mf.  If  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  the  exceffe 
makes  it  foonmo  tail. 

Rof.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wifhes. 
Laf.  How  underftind  we  that  ? 
M».  Be  thou  blcit  Bertram,  and  fuccecd  thy  Father 

In  manncis  as  in  lhape :  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  Empire  in  thee,am1  thy  goodneffe 
Share  with  thy  birth-right.  Love  all, ctuft  a  few, 
Doc  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power  then  ufe  :  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  lifes  key.  Be  checkt  for  filence, 

But  never  tax'd  for  fpeech.  What  heaven  more  will, 
That  thee  may  fumiih,an^  my  prayers  pluck  down, 
Fallon  thy  hand.  Farewell  my  Lord, 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  Courtier,  good  my  Lord, Advifehim. 

Laf.  H_*  cannot  want  the  beft. 
Thatfhall  attend  hslove. 

Mo.  Heaven  blefle  him:  Farewell  Bertram.  Exit. 

Rof.  The  beft  wifhes  that  c*m  be  forg'd  in  your 
thoughts  be  fe  van.s  to  yo'i :  be  comfo  table  to  my  mo- 

ther, your  miftrefle,  and  m  -ke  much  of  her. 
Laf.  FaiewJI  pretty  Lady,  you  mail  hold  tht  credit 

of  your  Fa;her. 
Hel.  O  were  that  all,  I  think  not  on  my  Father, 

And  thefc  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more 
Then  thofc  I  fhed  for  him.  What  was  he  like? 

I  have  forgot  him.  My  imagination  \ 

Carries  no  favour  in't  but  Bertrams. 
I  am  undone,  there  is  no  living,  none, 

If  Bertram  be  away.  'Twere  all  one, 
That  I  fhould  love  a  bright  particular  ftarre, 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  fo  above  me 

In  his  bright  radiencc  and  collateral!  light, 

Muft 
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1  Mult  I  be  cumtorred,  no:  in  his  lphere  ; 
Th'ambirfon  in  my  love  chus  plagues  ic  felf: 
The  Hi'.uic  that  would  be  mated  by  the  Lion 

Mult  die  for  love.  'Twas  pretty,  though  a  plague 
To  fee  him  every  hour  lie  and  draw 
Hisarched  arrows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curies 
In  our  hearts  table  :  heart  too  capable 
Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fwcet  favour. 

But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
Mi  tt  lanctific  his  Relick.  Who  comes  here,  ? 

Enter  Parolles. 

One  that  goes  with  him :  I  love  him  for  his  fake, . 
And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  Liar, 
Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward, 
Yet  thefe  fixe  evj|s  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 

That  they  take  place,  when  Virtues  ftcely  bones 

Looks  bleak  i'th  cold  wind :  withal!,  full  oft  we  fee 
Cold  wifedome  waiting  on  fuperfluous  folly. 

Par.  Save  you  fair  Queen. 
Hel.  And  you  Monarch, 
Tar.  No. 
Hel.  And  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 
Hel.  I:  you  have  fome  ilain  of  louldier  in  you  :  Lec 

me  askc  you  a  q'leition.  Ma,n  is  enemy  to  virginity,  how 
may  we  barrocado  it  againft  him  > 

'Par.  Keep  him  out. 
Hel.Bu:  he  affaiks,  and  our  virginity  though,  vajiant, 

in  the  defence  yet  is  weak  :  unfold  us  fome  warlike  refi- 
ftance. 

Par.  There  is  none :  Man  fetting  down  before  you, 
will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Hel.  Blefie  our  poor  Virginity  from  Undern\rners, 

and  blowers  up.  Is  there  no  Military  policy  how  Vir- 
_jgins  might  blow  up  men  ? 

Par.  Virgin'uy  bjtina  Mown  down,  Man  will  quickli- 
er  be  blown  up  :  marry  in  blowing  him  down  again,  with 
fhe  breach  your  felves  made,  you  lofe  your  City.  It  is  not 
politick,  in  the  common-wealth  of  Nature,  to  prefcrve 
Virginity.  Lone  of  Virginity,  is  rationall  encreafe,  and 
there  was  never  virgin  got,  till  virginity  was  fiift  loft, 
nrbat  you  were  made  of,is  mcttall  to  make  Virgins.  Vir- 
inity,  by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found  :  by 

being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft  :  'cis  too  cold  a  companion : 
I  way  with't. 

Hel.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die 
a  Virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't,  'tis  againft  the  rule 
of  Nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  virginity,  is  toac- 
cufe  your  Mothers :  which  is  moft  infallible  difobedience. 

He  that  hangs  himfelf  is  a  Virgin  :  Virginity  murthers 
it  fclf,  and  ihould  be  buried  in  high-wayes  out  of.  all 
fanctified  limit,  as  a  defperate  Offendrefle  againft  Na- 
tjurc.  Virginity  breeds  mites,  much  like  a  Cheefe,  con- 

fumes  it  felfe  to  the  very  pairing,  and  fo  dies  with  feed- 
ing his  own  ftomack.  Befidcs,  Virginity  is  peevifh  , 

proud,  idle  ,  made  of  fclf- love  ,  which  is  th^  moft 
inhabited  fin  in  the  Cannon.  Keep  it  not ,  you  can- 

not choofc  but  loofe  by't.  Out  with't :  within  ten  yeares 
it  wjll  make  it  felf  two,  which  is  a  goodly  increafc  , 
and  the  principall  it  felf  not  much  the  worfe.  Away 
With't. 

Hel.  How  might  one  doe  fir,  to  loofe  it  to  her  own 
liking  ? 

Par.  Let  me  fee.  Marry  ill ,  to  like  him  that  ne're  it 
likes.  'Tis  a  cornmoditie  will  lofe  the  glolTc  with  lying. 
The  longer  kept,  the  lefle  worth  :  Off  with't  while  'tis 
vendible.  Anfwer  the  time  of  requeft,  Virginity  like 
an  olde  Courtier,  weares  her  cap  out  of  fafhion,  richly 
futed,  but  unfutahle,  juft  like  the  brooch  and  the  tooth- 

pick, which  were  not  now  :  your  Date  is  better  in  your 
Pye  and  your  Porredge,  then  in  your  cheek  :  and  your 
virginity ,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our  French 

wither'd  Peares;  it  looks  ill,  it  cats  drily,marry  'tis  a  wi- 
ther'd  Pear  :  it  was  formerly  better,  marry  yet  'tis  a  V&J 
ther'd  Pear.  Will  yoii  any  thing  with  it  ? Hel.  Not  toy  virginity  yet: 

There  fhall  yourMafter  have  a  thoufahd  loves, 
A  mother,  and  a  miftrefie,  and  a  friend  , 
A  Phoenix,  Captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefTe,  and  a  foveraign, 
A  Counfcllor,  a  Traitreflc,  and  a  Dear : 
His  humbleft  ambition,  proud  humility : 

His  jarring,  concord  :  and  his  difcord,  dulcet : 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafter :  with  a  world 

Of  pretty  fond  adopt ious  chriftendomes 
That  blinking  Cupid  goffips.  Now  fhall  he: 
I  know  not  what  he  fhall,  God  fend  him  well. 

The  Court's  a  learning  place,  and  he  is  one. 
Par.  What  one  ifaith  ? 

Hel.  That  I  wiih  well,  'tis  piety. 
Par.  What's  pi tty  ? 

Hel..  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in't , 
Which  might  be  felt,  that  we  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  ftarres  doe  fhut  them  up  in  wifhes  , 

Might  with  effects  of  them  follow  our  friends,    i    •  1 
And  fhew  what  we  alone  muft  think,  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  Parolltsy 
My  Lord  calls  for  you. 

Par.  Little  Hellen  farewell,  if  I  can  remember  thee, 
I  will  think  of  thee  at  Court. 

Hel.  Monfieur  Parellesy  you  were  born  under  a  cha- 
ritable ftarre. 

Par.  Under  Mars T. 

Hel.  I  efpecially  think  ilnder  Mars. 
Par.  Why  under  Mars  ? 
He/.  The  waters  hath  fo  kept  you  under,  that  you  muft 

need|  be  born  under  Mars. 
Par.  When  he  was  predominant. 
Hel.  When  he  was  retrogadel  think  rather. 
Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 
Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  fight. 

Par.  That's  for  advantage. 
Hel.  So  is  running  away , 

When  fear  propofes  fafety : 

But  the  composition  that  your  valour  and  fear  makes  in 

you,  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing,  and  I  like  the  wear I  well. 

Par  oil.  I  am.  fo  full  of  bufinefTes,  I  cannot  anfwer 

thee  acutely  :  I  will  return  perfect  Courtier  ,  in  the 

which  my  inftru&ion  (hall  ferve  to  naturalize  thee,  fo 

ithou  wilt  be  capable  of  the  Courtiers  counfell,  and  un- 
|derftand  what  advice  fhall  thruft  upon  thee,  clfe  thou 

jdieft  in  thine  unthankfulnelTe,  and  thine  ignorance  makes 
!  thee  away,  farewell  :  When  thou  haft  leifure,  lay  thy 

'prayers  :  when  thou  haft  none,  remember  thy  Friends: V  z  Get 
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Get  thee  a  good  husband,  and  life  him  as  he  ufes  thee : 
So  farewell:  Exit. 

Ffrl.  Our  remedies  oft  in  ourfclvcs  doe  lie, 
Which  we  afcribe  to  heaven:  the  fated  skie 

Gives  us  free  fcope,  onely  doth  backward  pull 
Oar  flow  defigns,  when  we  ourfclves  arc  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  lovefo  hie, 
That  makes  me  fee  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  mighticft  fpace  in  fortune,  Nature  brings 

To  joyn  like,hkcs  ;  and  kiil'e  like  native  things, 
.  Impolfible  be  ftrange  attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pains  in  fence,  and  doe  fuppofe 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.  Who  ever  ftrove 
To  fhew  hermeric,  that  tlid  miffe  her  love  ? 

'<  (The  Kings  dileafe)  my  project  may  deceive  me,' 
'  But  my  intents  are  iixt,  and  will  not  leave  me.  Exit. 
\ 

flourish  Cornets. 

Enter  the  King  of  France  veltb  Letters  r  and 
•  divers  Attendants, 

.!      King.  The  Florentines  and  Senoyszxt  by  th'  flares, 
Have  fought  wiih  equal!  fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  jMwtqj 

I,  Lo.  Cj.  So  'tis  reported  fir.  » 
Kin.  Nay  'tis  moft  credible,  we  here  receive  it, 

K  certainty  vouch'd  from  our  Coufin  Aufiriat 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  mil  move  us 

Foi  fpeedy  aide:  wherein  ourdeareft  f  iend 
Prejudicaces  the  bufinefle,  and  wonld  feem 
To  have  us  make  deniall.  , 

1.  L.G.  His  love  and  wifedome 

Approv'd  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead 
For  ampleft  [credence. 

Kin.  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwei* , 
And  Florence  is  dani'd  before  he  comes: 
Yet  for  our  Gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 

The  Tvfcan  fervice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  cither  part. 

2.  ho.  E.  It  may  well  ferve 
A  nurfery  to  our  Gentry,  who  are  lick 
For  breathing, and  exploic. 

King.  What's  he  comes  here? 

Enter  Bertramy  Lafew  and  Parolles. 

i .  Lo.  G.  It  'tis  the  Count  %offiUitny  my  good  Lord, 
Young  Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  Fathers  face, 
Frank  Nature  rather  curious  then  in  hafte, 

Hath  wellcompos'd  thee    Thy  Fathers  morall  parts Mailt  thou  inherit  too :  welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber,  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  Majefties. 
Kin.  I  would  I  had  that  corporall  foundneffe  now , 

As  when  thy  father,  and  my  fclfe,  in  friendship 

Fit  ft  tri'd  our  fouldierfhip  :he  did  look  farre 
Into  the  fervice  of  the  time,  and  was 

Difcipled  of  the  braveft.  He  lafted  long, 
But  on  us  both  did  hagdlli  A»c  fteal  on  , 

•And  wore  us  out  of  act :  It  much  repaires  me 
Totalke  of  yourgood  father;  in  hisyouth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 
To  day  in  our  young  Lords :  but  they  may  jeft 
Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 
Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour : 
Sj  like  a  Courtier,  contempt  nor  bitternefle 

Were  in  his  pride,  or  iharpnefTv;,  if  they  were, 

His  equall  had  awak'd  them,  and  his  honour 
Clock  to  it  felf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 

Exception  bid  him  fpeak,  and  at  this  time 

His  tongue  obey'd  his  hand.  Who  were  below  him, 
He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place, 
And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  tanks , 
Making  them  proud  of  his  hun  ility, 
In  their  poor  praife  he  humbled :  Such  a  mart 
Might  be  a  copy  to  thele  younger  times  j 
Which  followed  well,  would  demonftratc  them  novV 

But  goers  backward. 
Be r.  His  good  remembrance,  Sir, 

Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts,  then  on  his  tombe  S 
So  in  approofe  lives  not  his  Epitaph, 
As  in  your  royall  fpeech. 

King.  Would  I  were  with  him :  he  Would  alwaics  fay, 
(Me  thinks  I  hear  him  now)  his  plauflve  words 

He  fcattei'd  not  in  cares,  but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there  and  to  bear :  Let  me  not  live, 
This  his  good  melancholly  oft  began 
On  theCataftrophe  and  heel  of  paftime 
When  it  was  out :  Let  me  not  live  (quoth  he) 

After  my  flame  lacks  oyle,  to  be  the  fnuffe 

Of  younger  fpirits,  whofe  appreh'enfive  fenfes All  but  new  things  difdr  in  ;  whofe  judgements  are 
Meer  fathers  of  their  garments :  whofe  constancies 

Expire  before  their  fafhions :  this  he  wifh'd.  . 
I  after  him,  doe  after  him  wifh  too : 

(  Since  I,  nor  wax,  nor  honie  can  bring  home,JI 
I  quickly  were  diflblved  from  my  hive , 

To  give  fome  Labourers  room. 

2.L.  E.  You're  loved  Sir, 
They  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  fhall  lack  you  firft. 

.  King.  I  fill  a  place  I  know 't,  how  long  ift,  Count, 
Since  the  Phyfician  at  your  fathers  died  ? 

He  was  much  fam'd. 
•   Bfr.  Some  fix  moneths  fincemy,  Lord. 

Kin.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet. 
Lend  me  an  arme  :  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 

With  feverall  applications :  Nature  and  fickneffc 
Debate  it  at  their  leiiure.  Welcome  Count, 

My  fon's  no  dearer. 
Ber.  Thank  your  Majefty.  Exit. thurify. 

Enter  Ctmteffe,  Steward,  and  Cltvtn. 

Com.  I  will  now  hear,  what  fay  you  of  this  Gentlewo- man. 

St.  Madam ,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your  con- 
tent, I  wifh  might  be  found  in  the  Kalender  of  my  paft 

endeavours,  for  then  we  wound  our  modefty,  and  make 
foule  the  clearnefle  of  our  defervings,  when  of  our  felves 
we  publifh  them. 

Cou.  What  do's  this  knave  here  ?  Get  you  gone  firra  : 
the  complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  doe  not  all  believe, 

'tis  my  flowneffe  that  I  doe  not :  for  I  know  you  lack  not 
folly  to  commit  them,  and  have  abi.icy  enough  to  make 
fuch  knaveries  yours. 

Clo.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you  Madam,  I  am  a  poor 
fellow. 

Com.  Well  fir. 
Clo.  No  Madam, 

'Tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor,  though  many 

of 
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of  the  rich  arc  damn'd,  bu:  if  I  have  your  Ladyfhipsgood 
will  to  go  the  world  ,  Isbell  the  woman  and  I  will  do  as 

j  we  may. 
Conn.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 
Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 
Coun.  What  cafe  ? 
Clo.  Inlsbtls  cafe  and  mine  own  :  fervice  is  no  heri- 

tage ,  and  I  think  I  fhall  never  have  the  bleffing  of  God, 

rill  I  have  ifliiea  by  body  ,  for  they  fay  Barbs  arc  blef- 
fin^s. 

Cou.  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  wilt  Marry  ? 
Clo.  My  poor  body  Madam  requires  it,  I  am  driven  on 

by  the  flefh  ,  and  he  mi  ft  needs  goc  that  the  devill 
i  drives. 

i     Cou.  Is  this  all  your  worfhips  reafon  ? 
i     Clo.  Faith  MadamI  have  other  holy  reafons,  fuchas 
they  are. 

Cou.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

\     Clo.  I  have  been(Madam)a  wicked  creature,as  you  and 
j  all  flefh  and  bloud  are ,  and  indeed  I  do  marry  thac  I 
I  may  repent. 

Cott.  Thy  marriage  fooner  then  thy  wickednefs. 
Clo.  I  am  out  a  friends,  Madam  ,  and  I  hope  to  have 

friends  for  my  wives  fake. 
Com.  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies  knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  fhallow  Madam,  in  great  friends,  for  the 
(  knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  a  weary  of  : 
i  he  that  ears  my  Land  ,  fpares  my  teame,  and  gives  me 

leave  to  Inne  the  crop  :  if  I  be  his  Cuckold  ,  he's  my 
.  drudge  ;  he  that  comforts  my  wife,  is  thecherifher  of  my 
I  flefh  and  bloud ;  he  that  cherifheth  my  flefih  and  bloud, 

•  loves  my  flefh  and  blond ;  he  that  loves  my  flefh  and 
bloud  is  my  friend :  ergo ,  he  that  kiffes  my  wife  is  my 
friend  :  if  men  could  be  contented  to  be  what  they  are, 
there  were  no  fear  in  marriage;  for  young  Charbon  the 
Puritan,  and  eld  Poyf^m  the  Papift,  howfomeere  their 

hearts  are  fever'd  in  Religion  ,  their  heads  are  both  one, 
they  may  joule  horns  together  like  any  Dear  i'th  Heard. 

Cou.  Thou  wilt  ever  be  a  foule  mouth'd  and  calumni- 
ous knave. 

Clo.  A  prophet,  I  Madam,  and  I  fpeak  the  truth  the 
next  way ,  for  I  the  Ballad  will  repeat ,  which  m:n  full 

true  fhall  finde  ,  your  marriage  comes  by  deftiny ,  your 
Cuckow  fings  by  kinde. 

Cou.  Get  you  gone  fir,  Pie  talke  with  you  more  anon. 
Stew.  May  it  pleafe  yoa, Madam,  that  he  bid  Hellen 

come  to  you,  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 
Cou.  Sirrah  tell  my  Gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak  with 

her,  Hellen  I  mean. 

Clo.  Was  this  fair  face,  the  caufe,  quoth  fhe, 
Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy} 
Fond  done,  done  fond,  was  this  King  Prlanis  joy? 
With  that  lhe  fighed  as  fhe  flood,  bis 
And  gave  this  fentence  then ,  among  nine  bad  if  one  be 

good ,  among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good  ,  there's  yet  one 
good  in  ten. 

Cou.  What ,  one  good  in  ten  ?  you  corrupt  the  fong 
I  firra. 

J  Clo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,Madam,which  is  the  pu- 

|  rifying  a'th  fong  :  would  God  would  ferve  the  world  fo 
all  the  year ,  we'd  finde  no  fault  with  the  tithe  woman 

if  I  were  t'he  Parfon  ,  one  in  ten  quoth  a  ?  and  we  might 
have  a  good  woman  born  but  o're  every  blazing  ftarre,  or 
at  an  earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  Lottery  well ,  a  man 
may  draw  his  heart  out  ere  a  pluck  one. 

£o«.You'l  be  gone  fir  knave,and  do  as  I  command  you? 

(.  lo.  f  hat  man  that  Ihould  be  at  a  womans  command, 

and  get  no  hurt  done,  though  honcfty  be  no  Puritin,  yet 
it  will  do  no  hurt;  it  will  wear  che  Surplis  ofhum:l;ty, 
over  the  black  Gown  of  a  big  heart :  I  am  going  forfooth,: 
the  bufinefs  is  for  Hellen  to  come  hither. 

Exit. 

£oh.  Well  now. 
Stew.  I  know  (Madam)  you  love  your  Gentlewoman 

intirely. 

Cou.  Faith  I  do :  her  Father  bequeath'd  her  to  me,  and 
fhe  her  felf  without  other  advantage ,  may  lawfully  make 
ritle  to  as  much  love  as  fhe  findes ,  there  is  more  owing 

her  then  is  paid  ,  and  more  fhall  be  paid  her  then  fhe'll demand. 

Stew.  Madam  ,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  then  I 

think  fhe  wifh'd  me:  alone  fhe  was,  and  did  commu- 
nicate to  her  felfe  her  own  words  to  her  own  ears :  fhe 

thought,  I  dare  vow  for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  ftran- 
ger  fence:  her  matter  was,  fhe  loved  your  Son  :  Fortune 
fhe  faid  was  no  goddefs,  that  had  put  fuch  difference  be- 

twixt their  two  eftates  ;  Love  no  god  ,  that  Would  not 
extend  his  might  onely ,  where  qualities  were-  levell : 
Queen  of  Virgins  ,  that  would  fuffer  her  poor  Knight 

furpris'd  without  refcue  in  the  firft  affault  or  ranfome 
afterward  :  This  fhe  delivcr'd  in  the  moft  bitter  touch 

of  forrow  that  e're  I  heard  Virgin  exclaim  in  ,  which  I 
held  my  duty  fpeedily  to  acquaint  you  withall :  fithence 
in  the  loffethat  may  happen  ,  it  concerns  youfomething 
to  know  it. 

Coun.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  honefty  j  keep  it  to 

your  felfe ;  many  likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this  before, 
which  hung  fo  tottring  in  the  ballance,  that  I  could  ne- 

ver believe  nor  mifdoubt :  pray  you  leave  me  ,  flail  this 
in  your  bofome ,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  honeft  care  : 
I  will  fpeak  with  you  further  anon. 

Exit  Steward. 

Enter  Hellen. 

Old  Cou.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young  : 
If  ever  we  are  natures  thefe  are  ours,  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  Rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong  : 
Our  bloud  to  us ,  this  co  our  bloud  is  born, 

It  is  the  fhowand  fea'e  of  natures  truth, 
Where  loves  ftrong  paffion  is  imprelt  in  youth , 
By  our  remembrances  of  dayes  forgone, 
Such  were  our  faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none: 

Her  eye  is  fick  on't,  I  obferve  her  now. 
Hel.  What  is  your  pleafure,  Madam  ?  * 
01.  Cou.  You  know,  Hellen^  I  am  a  mother  to  you. 
Hel.  Mine  honourable  Miftris. 

01.  Cou. .Nay a  mother,  why  not  a  mother  ?  when  I fed  mother, 

Methought  you  faw  a  ferpent,  what's  in  mother, 
That  you  Ifart  at  it  ?  I  fay  I  am  your  mother, 

And  put  you  in  the  Catalogue  of  thofe 
That  were  enwombed  mine  ;  'tis  often  feen 
Adoption  (hives  with  nature,  and  choife  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  forraine  feeds: 

You  ne'reopprefl  rnewich  a  matheisgroan, 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  mothers  care  : 

(Gods  mercy  maidcn)do's  it  curd  thy  bloud 
To  fay  I  am  thy  mother  ?  what's  the  matter, 
That  thisdiftempered  meflenger  of  wet, 
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The  many  colour'd  Iris  rounds  thine  eye? 
 Why,  chat  you  are  my  daughter  > 

Hel.  That  I  am  nor. 

Ol.  Coh.  I  fay  I  am  your  Mother. 
Hel.  Pardon  Madam. 

The  Count  %oJfilllon  cannot  be  my  brother : 
I  am  from  humble,  he  fiom  honoured  name: 

No  note  upon  my  Parents,  his  all  noble, 
My  Maftcr,  my  dear  Lord  he  is,  and  1 
His  fervant  live,  and  will  his  va flail  die : 

He  muft  not  be  my  brother. 
Ol.  Con.  Nor  I  your  Mother. 
Hel.  You  are  my  mother  Madam,  would  you  were 

So  that  my  Lord  your  Son  were  not  my  brother, 
Indeed  my  mother,  or  were  you  both  our  mothers, 
I  care  no  more  for,  then  I  do  for  heaven, 
So  I  were  not  his  hirer,  cant  no  other, 

But  I  Your  daughter, he  muft  be  my  brother. 

Ol.Cott.  Yes  Hellen,  you  might  be  my  daughter  in  law, 
God  IKeld  you  mean  it  not,  daughter  and  mother 
So  ftriveupon  your  pulfe;  what  pale  agen  ? 

My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs !  now  I  fee 
The  miftrie  of  your  lovelincfs,and  finde 

Your  fait  tears  head,  now  to  all  fence  'tis  grofs : 
You  love  my  fon,  invention  is  afham'd 
Againft  the  proclamation  of  thy  paflion 
To  fay  thou  doft  not :  therefore  tell  me  true, 

But  tell  me  then  'tis  fo,  for  look,  thy  cheeks 
Confefs  it  'tone  to  th' other,  and  thine  eyes 
See  it  is  fo  grofsly  fhown  in  thy  behaviour, 
That  in  their  kindc,  they  fpeak  it,  onely  fin 
And  hellifh  obftinacy  tye  thy  tongue 

That  truth  fhould  be  fufpe6ted,  fpeak,  is'c  fo  ? 
If  it  be  fo,you  have  wound  a  goodly  clew : 

If  it  be  not,fbrfwcar'c :  how  ere  I  charge  thee, 
As  heaven  lhall  work  in  me  for  mine  availe 

To  tell  me  truly. 
Mel.  Good  Madam  pardon  me. 
C°u.  Do  you  love  my  Son  ? 
Hel.  Your  pardon  noble  Miftris. 
Coh.  Love  you  my  Son  ? 
Hel.  Do  not  you  love  him  Madam 

Coh.  Go  not  aboHt ;  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note:  Come,comc,difdofc 

The  (late  of  your  affecYion,  for  your  paflions 

Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 
Hel.  Then  I  confefs 

Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heavens  and  you, 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heaven,  I  love  your 

Sonne : 

,  «My  friends  were  poor  but  honefr,fo's  my  love  : 
Be  not  offended,  for  it  hurts  not  him 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  me  ;  I  follow  him  not 
By  any  token  of  prefumptuous  fuit, 
Nor  would  I  have  him,  till  I  do  deferve  him, 
Yet  never  know  how  that  defcrt  fhould  be : 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againft  hope  : 
Yet  in  this  captious,and  intenible  Sive 
I  ft  ill  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love, 
And  lack  not  to  loofe  ftill ;  thus  Indian  like 
Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 
Th  S  un  that  looks  upon  his  worfhipper, 
But  knows  of  him  no  no  more.  My  deareft  Madam, 
Let  not  your  hate  incounrer  with  my  love 
For  loving  where  you  do ;  but  if  your  felf, 
Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  vertuous  youth, 
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Did  ever,  in  fo  ttue  a  flame  of  loving, 

Wifhchaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dlan 
Was  both  her  felf  and  love.  O  then  give  pitty 
To  her  whofe  ftace  is  fuch,  that  cannot  choolc 

But  lend  and  give  where  fhe  is  fure  to  loofe  ; 
That  fceksnot  to  findc  that,fearch  implies, 

But  riddle  like,  lives  fwcetly  where  fhe  dies. 
Coh.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly, 

To  go  to  Paris  ? Hel.  Madam  I  had, 

Coh.  Wherefore  ?  tell  true. 

Hel.  I  will  tell  true,  by  grace  it  felf  I  fwear: 
You  know  my  Father  left  me  fome  prefcriptions 

Of  rare  and  prov'd  effeits,  fuch  as  his  reading 
And  manifelt  experience,  had  collected 

Forgenerall  foveraigncy  :  and  that  he  will'd  hie 
In  heedfull'ft  refervatiog  to  beftow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclusive  were, 
More  then  they  were  in  note :  Amongft  the  reft, 

There  is  a  remedyj  approv'd,  fetdown, 
To  cure  the  defperate  languiLhings  wherepf 

The  King  is  rendered  loft. 
Coh.  This  was  your  motive  lox  Parity  was  it,  fpeak  ? 

He  I.  My  Lord,  your  fon,  made  me  to  think  of  this ; 
Elfe  Paris,  and  the  medicine,  and  the  King, 

Had  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts,* 

Happily  been  abfent  then. 
Coh.  But  think  you  Heller^ 

If  you  fhould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid, 

He  would  receive  it  f  He  and  his  phyficians 
Are  of  one  minde,  He,  that  they  cannot  help  him: 

They,  that  they  cannot  help:  how  fhall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  Virgin,  when  the  Schooles 

Embowel'd  of  their  doc"lrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  it  felf. 

Hel.  Thare's  fomething  in'c 

More  then  my  Fathers  skill,  which  was  the  grtat'ft 
Of  his  profefhon,  that  his  good  receipt, 
Shall  for  my  legacy  be  fanclified 

Byth'  luckieft  ftars  in  heaven,  and  would  your  honour 
But  give  me  leave  to  fuccefs,  Tde  venture 
The  well  loft  life  of  min?,  on  his  Graces  cure, 

By  fuch  a  day  and  hourc. 
Coh.  Do'ftchoubeliev't? 
Hel.  I  Madam  knowingly. 

Coh.  Why,  HV//f»,thou  ihalt  have  my  leave  and  love, 
Means  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 

To  thofe  of  mine  in  Court,  I'le  ftay  at  home 
And  pray  Gods  Wetting  unco  thy  attempt : 
Be  gone  to  morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this: 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  fhalc  not  mifs.     Exeunt.  ■ 

<iABus  Secundus* 

Enter  the  King  with  divers  young  Lordsfaklng  leave  for 
the  Florentine  war  re :  Count  %ojfe,  and 

Parolles.   Flortfb  Cornets.  ' 
King.  Farewell  young  Lords,  thefc  warlike  principles 

Do  not  throw  from  you ;  and  you  my  Lords  farewell: 
Share  the  advice  betwixt  you, if  both  gain,  all 

The  gift  doth  ftretch  it  felf  as  'tis  rcceiv'd, 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

Lord.  G,  'Tis  our  hope  fir, 
After 
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After  well  cmred  louldiers,  co  return 

And  finde  your  grace  in  health. 
King.  No,  no,  ic  cannot  be ;  and  yet  my  heart  , 

Will  not  confes  he  owes  the  ma  Had  y 
That  doth  my  life  befiege:  farewell  young  Lords, 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  thefons 

Of  worthy  Fr  ench  men  :  let  higher  Ita-lj 
(Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but-the  fall 
Of  the  laft  Monarchy)  tec  that  you  come 
Not  to  wooe  honour,  but  to  wed  it,  when 
The  braveft  queftionfhrinks :  finde  what  you  feek, 

That  fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay  farewell. 
L.  G.  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  Ma  jerry. 
King.  Thofe  girls  of  Italy y  take  heed  of  them, 

They  fay  our  French,  lack  language  to  deny 
If  they  demand :  beware  of  being  Captives 
Before  you  ferve. 

Bo.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

King.  Farewell,  come  hither  to  me.  ;  (us« 
1 .  Lo.  G.  Oh  my  fweet  Lord  that  you  will  ftay  behind 

Par.  'Tis  not  his  fault,  the  fpark. 
2.  Lo.  E.  Oh  'tis  brave  warrs. 
Par.  Moft  admirable,  I  have  feen  thofe  warrs. 
Roffill.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coyle  with, 

Too  young,  and  the  next  year,  and  'tis  too  early. 
Par.  And  thy  minde  ftand  too'tboy, 

Steale  away  bravely.  A  - 
Rojfil.  I  fhall  Itay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmcck, 

Creeking  my.  fhooes.on  the  plain  Mafonry,  . 
Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fword  worne 

But  one  to  dance  with  :  by  heaven,  I'lc  ftealc  away, 
i .  Lo.  G.  There's  honour  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it  Count. 

1.  Lo.  E.  I  am  your  acceffary,  and  fo  farewell. 

Rof .  I  grow  to  you,,and  our  parting  is  a  tonur'd  body. 
1 .  Lo.  G.  Farewell  Captain. 
2.  Lo.  E.  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles. 

'Par.  Noble  Heroes ;  my  fword  and  yours  are  kinne, 
good  fparks  and  luftrous ,  a  word  good  mettalls.  You 

fhall  finde  in  the  Regiment  of  Spiniiy  one  Captain  Spu- 
rio  his  Cicatrice,  with  an  Emblem  of  war  here  on  his  fini- 

fter  cheek  ;  it  was  this  very  fword  entrench'd  it  :  fay  to 
him  I  live,  and  obferve  his  reports  of  me. 

L.  G.  We  fhall  noble  Captain. 
Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  novices,what  will  ye  do? 
Rojf.  Stay  :  the  King. 
Par.  Ufe  a  more  ffjacious  ceremony  to  the  Noble 

Lords,  you  have  rcftrain'd  your  felf  within  the  Lilt  of  too 
cold  an  adieu  :  be  more  expreffrve  to  them  ;  for  they  wear 
themfelvcs  in  the  cap  of  the  time,there  do  mufter  true  gate; 
eat ,  fpeak  ,  and  more  under  the  influence  of  the  moft 

receiv'd  ftarre  ,  and  though  the  devill  lead  the  meafure , 
fuch  are  to  be  followed  :  after  them  ,  and  take  a  more  di- 

lated farewell. 

Rof.  And  I  will  do  fo. 

Par.  Worthy  fellows ,  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewie 
fword-mcn.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lafew. 

L.  Laf.  Pardon  my  Lord  for  me  and  for  my  tiding?. 

King.  I'lc  fee  thee  to  ftand  up.  (pardon, 
L.Laf.  Then  here's  a  man  flands  that  hath  brought  his 

I  would  you  had  kneel'd  my  Lord  to  ask  me  mer  cy, 
And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fo  ftand  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate 

And  ask'c  thee  mercy  for'c.  .  ! 
Laf.  Goodfaith  a-crofs,  but  my  good  Lord  'tis  thus, 

Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity  ? King.  No. 

Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  grapes  my  royall  fox  i 
Yes  but  you  will,  my  noble  grapes,  and  if 
My  royall  fox  could  reach  them ;  I  hayc  feen  a  medicine 

That's  able  to  breath  life  into  a  (tone, 
Qnickcn  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion,  whofefimpte  toucli 
Is  powerfull  to  araife  King  Pippent  nay 

To  give  great  Cbarlemain  a  pen  in's  hand And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 
Kin.  What  her  is  this  * 

Laf.  Why  doctor  fhe :  my  Lord,  there's  one  arriv'd, 
If  you  will  fee  her:  now  by  my  faith  and  honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convoy  my  thoughts . 

In  this  my  light  deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  that  in, her  fex,  her  years,  profeflion, 

Wifdorne  and  conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Then  I  dare  blame  my  weakness :  will  you  fee  her  j 
For  that  is  her  demand,  and  know  her  bufinefs  ? 

That  done,  laugh  well  at  rrie. 
Kin.  Now  good  Lafew. 

Bring  in  the  admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  lpend  our  wonder  too,  or  take  of  thine 

By  wondring  how  thou  took  k  it. 
Laf.  Nay,  Tie  fit  you, 

And  not  be  all  day  neither, 
Kin.  Thus  he  his  fpeciall  nothing  ever  prologues. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  wayes. 
Enter  Hellen. 

Kin.  This  hafte  hath  wings  indeed. 

Laf.  Nay, come  your  wayes, 
This  is  his  Ma  jetty,  fay  your  minde  to  him, 
A  traitor  you  dolooke  like,  but  fuch  traitors 
HisMajefty  felcfome  fears,  t  am  Crejfeds  Uncle, 
That  dare  leave  two  together,  fare  you  well.  Exit. 

Kin.  Now  fair  one,  do's  your  bufinefs  follow  us  ? 
Hel.  I  my  good  Lord. 

G erard  de  Narbon  was  my  father, 

In  what  he  did  profefs,  Well  found. 

King.  I  knew  him, 
Hel.  The  rather  will  I  (pare  my  praifes  towards  himj 

Knowing  hjm  is  enough  :  on's  bed  of  death, 
Many  receits  he  gave  me,  namely  one, 
Which  as  thedeareft  iffue  of  his  practifa 

And  of  his  old  experience,  th'onely  darling, 
He  bad  me  (tore  up,  as  a  triple  eye, 

Safer  then  mine  o'wii  two :  moie  dear  I  have  fo, 

And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  caufe,  wherein'  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  fa. hers  gift,  Hands  chief  in  power  j 
I  come  to  tender  ft,  and  my  appliance, 
With  all  bound  humblenefs0 

King .  We  thank  you  maiden, 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure, 
When  our  moft  learned  Doctors  leave  us,  and 

The  Congregated  Colledge  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfome  nature 
From  herunaydrble  eftate  :  I  fay  me  muft  not; 
So  ftain  our  judgement,  or  corr  upt  our  hope, 

To  proftitute  otfr  part-cure  maladie 
To  cmpericks,  or  to  diffever  fo 
Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  efteem 
A  fencelefs  help,  when  help  part  fence  we  deem. 

Hel.  My 
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Hell,  My  duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my  pains: 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  office  on  you, 
Humbly  intrcatlng  from  your  royall  thoughts, 
A  modtft  one  to  bear  me  back  again. 

Kin.  I  cannot  give  thee  leflc  to  be  call'd  gratcfull  : 
Thcu  thought^  to  help  me,  and  fuch  thanks  I  g.ve, 
As  one  near  death  to  thofc  that  wifh  him  live  : 

But  what  at  full  1  know,  thou  know'ft  no  part, 
1  knowing  all  my  pcrill,  thou  no  Art. 

Hell.  What  I  can  doc,  can  doe  no  hurt  to  try  , 

Since  you  fct  up- your  reft  'gainft  remedy  * 
He  that  ofgreateft  wotks  is  ruiilTier, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weami  minifter  : 
So  holy  Writ,  in  babes,  hath  judgement  fhown , 
When  Judges  have  been  babes,  great  floods  have  flown 
From  fimple  fources :  and  great  Seas  have  dried, 

When  Miracles  have  by  the  great'ft  been  denied. 
Ofc  expectation  failes,  and  .moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes :  and  oft  it  hits  , 
Where  hope  is  coldeft,  and  defpair  moft  fhifts. 

Kin.  I  muft  not  hear  rhec,  fare  thee  well  kind  maid, 

Thy  pains  not  us'd,rouft  by  thy  felf  be  paid, 
Proffers  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Hell.  Infpired  Merit  fo  by  breath  is  bard  : 
It  is  not  fp  with  him  that  all  things  knowes 

As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquarc  our  gueffe  by  fhowes : 
But  moft  it  is  prefumption  in-  us,  when 
The  help  of  heaven  we  count  the  aft  of  men. 
Dear  fir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent , 
Of  heaven,  not  me,  make  an  experiment. 
I  am  not  an  Impoftor,  that  proclaim 

My  felf  againft  the  levill  of  mine  aime, 
But  know,  I  think,.and  think  I  know  moft  fure, 

My  art  is  not  paft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 
King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  Within  what  fpace 

Hop'ft  thou  my  cure  ? 
Hel.  The  greateft  grace  lending  grace  , 

Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  fhall  bring 
i  Their  fiery  torcher  his  diumall  ring. 
Ere  twice  in  murke  and  occidentall  damp i 

Moift  He/perns  hath  quench'd  her  fieepy  Lamp  : 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  Pilots  glaffe 
Hath  tojd  the  thievifh  minutes,  how  they  paffe : 

What  is  jnfirm,  from  your  found  parts  fhall  flie, 
Health  fhall  live  free,  and  ficknefle  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence. 
What  dar'ft  thou  venture  ? 

Hel.  Taxe  of  impudence, 

A  fhumpets  boldneffe, a  divulged  fhame 

Traduc'd  by  odious  ballads :  my  maidens  name 
Seard  otherwife,  no  worfc  of  worft  extended 

With  vileft  torture,  let  my  life  be  ended. 
Kin.  Me  thinks  in  thee  fome  bleffed  fpirit  doth  fpeak 

His  powerfull  found,  wherein  an  organ  weak  : 
And  what  impoffibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fence  faves  another  way : 

Thy  life  is  dear,  for  all  that  life  can  rate 
Wsrth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate  : 

Youth,  beauty,  wifedome,  courage,  all 
That  happinefle  and  prime, can  happy  call : 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  mutt  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate  : 

Sweet  pra&ifer,  Thy  Phyfick  I  will  try  , 
That  minifters  thine  own  death  if  I  die. 

Hel.  If  I  break  time,or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpiitied  let  me  die, 

And  well  dclerv'd  :  not  helping,  death's  my  fee, 
But  if  I  help,  what  doc  you  promife  me. 

Kin.  Make  thy  demand. 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

Kin.  I  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 
Hel.  Then  fhalt  chou  give  me  with  thy  kingly  hand, 

What  husband  in  thy  power  I  will  command  : 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  choofe  from  forth  the  royall  blood  of  France, 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  ftate : 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  vaffall,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  aske,  thee  to  beftow. 

Kin.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  pretnifes  obferv'd , 

Thy  will  by  my  performance  fhall  be  ferv'd : So  make  the  choyce  of  thine  own  time,  for  I 

Thy  refolv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rclie  : 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft, 

Though  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft : 

From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 

Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  fome  help  here  hoa,  if  thou  proceed  , 

As  high  as  word,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. Exeunt. 

Enter  Count  e(fey  and  Clown. 

Lady.  Come  on,fir,  I  fhall  now  put  you  to  the  height 
of  your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  fhew  my  felf  highly  fed ,  and  lowly 

taught,  I  know  my  bufinefie  is  but  to  the  Court. 
Lady.  To  the  Court,  why  what  place  make  you  fpeci 

all,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  contempt,  but  to  the Court  ? 

C/o.Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any  man- 
ners, he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  Court :  he  that  cannot 

make  a  legge,  put  off's  cap ,  kiffe  his  hand,  and  fay  no- 
thing, has  neither  legge,hands,  lip,  nor  cap  ;  and  indeed 

fuch  a  fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were  not  for  the  Court, 
but  for  me,  I  have  an  anfwer  will  ferve  all  men. 

Lady.  Marry  that's  a  bountifull  anfwer  that  fits  all 

queftions. Clo.  It  is  like  a  Barbers  Chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks, 

the  pin-buttock,  the  quatch-buttock,  the  bvawn-buttock, 
or  any  buttock. 

Lady.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions  ? 
Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  Atturney, 

as  your  French  Crown  for  your  Taffaty  iPunk,  zsTih 

Rufli  for  Tom's  fore-finger,  as  a  Pancake  for  Shrove- 
tuefday,  a  Morris  for  May, day,  as  the  naile  to  his  hole, 
the  Cuckold  to  his  Horn, as  a  fcolding  Quean  to  a  rang- 

ling  Knave,  as  the  Nuns  lip  to  the  Friar's  mouth,  nay,  as 
the  Pudding  to  his  skin. 

Lady.  Have  you,  I  fay, an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitneflTe  for 
all  queftions? 

Clo.  From  below  your  Duke,  to  beneath  your  Con- 
ftablr,  it  will  fit  any  queftion. 

Lady.  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monftrous  fee, 
that  muft  fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  tri^e  neither  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned 
fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it :  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 

to't.  Aske  me  if  I  am  a  Courtier,*u  fhall  doe  you  no  harm to  learn. 

I  Lady.  To  be  young  again  if  we  could:  I  will  be  a 
jfool  in  queftion ,  hoping  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  an- 
fwer. 

Lady. 
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I  pray  you  lir,  are  you  aCourtier  ? 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir  there's  a  fimple  putting  off :  more,more, 
a  hundred  of  them. 

La.  Sir  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loves  you. 
Clo.  OLord  fir,  thick,  thick,  f  are  not  me. 

La,  I  think  fir  ,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 
meat. 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir  ;  hay  put  me  too't,I  warrant  you 
La.  You  were  lately  whipt,fir,  as  I  think. 
Clo.  O  Lord,  fir,  fpare  not  me. 

La.  Do  you  cry,  O  Lord  fir,  at  your  whipping,  and 

fp3renot  me  ?  Indeed  your,  O  Lord  fir,"  is  very  fequent 
to  your  whipping :  you  would  arifwer  very  well  to  a  whip- 

pink  if  you  were  but  bound  too't. 
Clo.  I  ne're  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life  in  my ,  O  Lord 

fir :  I  fee  things  may  fei  ve  long, but  not  ferve  ever. 

La.  I  play  the  noble  hufwife  with  the  time,  to  enter- 
tain it  fo  merrily  with  a  foolc. 

Clo.  O  Lord  fir,  why  there't  ferves  well  agen. 
La*.  And  end ;  fir  to  your  bufineffe :  give  Hellett  this, 

And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back, 
Commend  me  ro  my  kinmien,  and  my  fon* 
This  is  not  much/ 

C/<\  Not  much  commendation  to  them. 

La.  Not  much  imployment  for  you,  you  underftand 
me.  - 

Clot  Moft  fruitfully ,  I  am  there,  before  my  legs. 
La.  Haft  you  ageh.  Exeunt. 

Enter  CbuntyLafevf^  and  Par  oiks. 

Ol.  Laf.  They  fay  miracles  are  paft,and  we  have  our 
Philofophieall  perfon ,  to  make  moderne  and  familiar 
things  fupernaturall  and  caufeleffe.  Hence  is  it,  that  we 

make  trifles  of  terrou is,  enfeonfing  our  felves  into  feem- 
ing  knowledge,  when  we  fhould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an 
unknown  fear. 

Par.  Why  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder  ,  that hath  fhot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

R*f.  And  fo 'tis. 

Ol.  Laf.  To  be  relirtquifh'd  of  the  Artifts. 
Par.  So  I  fay  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelftts. 
Ol.  Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentic^  fellows. 

Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Ol.  Laf.  Thatjjave  him  out  incureable. 

Par.  Why  there  'tis,  to  fay  1  too* 
Ol.  Laf.  Not  to  be  helpU. 

'Par.  Right,  as 'twere  a  man  affur'd  of  a — - — 
Ol.Laf.  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death; 

Par.  Jufi  you  fay  well :  fo  would  I  have  faid. 
Ol.Laf.  I  may  truly  fay ,  it  isa  novelty  to  the  world. 
Par.  It  is  indeed  if  you  will  have  it  in  the  fhewing, 

you  fhall  read  it  in  what  do  ye  call  there. 

Ol.  Laf.  A  fhewing  of  a  heavenly  effect  in  an  earthly 
Adtor. 

Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid,  the  very  fame. 
Ol.Laf.  Why  your  Dolphin  is  not  luftier :  for  me  1 

fpeak  in  refpeel:  

('  *Par.  Nay  'tis  ftrange,  'tis,  very  ftrange ,  that  is  the 
jbriefandthe  tedious  of  it,and  he's  of  a  moft  facinerious 
[fpirit,  that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the  

Ol.Laf.  Very  hand  of  heaven. 
Par.  I,  fo  I  fay. 
Ol.  Laf.  In  a  moft  weak-  

Par.  And  debile  minifter  great  power  t  great  tran- 
scendence ,  which  fhould  indeed  give  us  a  further  ufe  to 

be  made}  then  onely  the  recov'i  y  of  the  King,  as  to  cc— 
Ol.  Laf.  Generally  chankfull. 

Enter  Ring,  Helen^  and  attendants/ 

<Far.  I  would  hayc  faid  it,  you  faid  well :  here  comes 
the  King. 

Ol.Laf.  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fayes  :  1'lelike 
a  maid  the  better  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head  i  why 
he's  able  to  lead  her  to  a  Carranto. 

Par.  Mor  du  v inager^  is  not  this  Helen  P 

Ol.Laf.  Fore  Go«i  I  think  fo,  ' 
King.  Go  call  before  me  all  the  Lords  in  Coi}rt3 

Sit,  my  preiei  ver,  by  thy  patients  fide, 
And  with  this  healthfull  hand  whofe  banilh'd  fence 
Thou  haft  repcal'd,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promis'd  gift. 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords. 

Fair  Maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye,  this  youthfull  parcell 
Of  Noble  Batchellors,  ftand  at  my  beftowing,  ■ 
Ore  whom  both  Soveraigne  power,  and  fathers  voice 

I  have  "to  ufe ;  thy  frank  election  make, 

Thou  haft  power  to  choofe,  and  they  none  to  forfake.  ' Hel.  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  vertuous  Miftris  j 
Fall  when  love  pleafe :  marry  to  each,  but  one. 

Ol.Laf.  I'de  give  bay  curtail,  and  his  furniturej 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  then  thete  boyes^ 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King .  Penile  them  well  s  . 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  Noble  father. 

She  addrejfes  her  to  a  Lord. 

Hel.  Gentlemen)  heaven  hath  through  me,  reftor'd 
the  King  co  health.  ; 

All.  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  yoti. 
Hel,  -I  am  a  fimple  Maid,  and  therein  wealthier!* 

That  I  proteft  ;  I  limply  am  a  maid : 
Pleefe  it  your  Majefty,  1  have  done  already : 
The  blufhes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 

Kin.  We  blufh  that  thou  fhouldft  choofe,but  be  refufed 
Let  not  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheeks  for  ever. 
We'll  ne're  come  there  again. 
Make  choice  and  fee, 

Who  fhuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  n}e.  . 

Hel.  Now  Dian  from  thy  Altar  do  I  fly* ;  . 
And  to  impartiall  Jew,  that  God  moft  high 

Do  my  fighes  ftream  :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit  > 
1 .  Lo.  And  grant  it. 
Hel.  Thanks  fit,  all  the  reft  is  mute. 

01.  Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  then  throw 
A  deauf-ace  for  my  life. 

Hel.  The  honour  fir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyes, 
Before  I  fpeak  too  threatningly  replyes : 
Love  make  your  fortunes,  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  willies,  and  her  humble  love. 

2.  L0.  No  better  if  you  pleafe. 
Hel.  My  wilh  receive, 

Which  great  Jove  grant,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
Ol.Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  And  they  were Tons 

of  mine,  I'de  have  them  whip'd,  or  I  would  fend  them 
to'th  Turk  to  make  Eunuches  of. 

Hel.  Be  hot  afraid  that  I  your  hand  fhould  take, 

I'le  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake : 
Bleffing  upon  your  vowes,  and  in  your  bed 
Finde  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ere  wed. 

Ol.Laf.  Thefe  boyes  are  boyes  of  Ice,  they'Ie  none have 
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ne're  got  em. 
fittl.  You  arc  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good 

To  make  youv  (on  out  of  my  bloud. 
4.  Lord,  Fan  one,  I  think  not  Co, 

01.  Lord.  There's  one  grape  yet,  I  am  ftive  my  father 
drunk  wine.  But  if  thou  bt'lt  not  an  afte ,  I  am  a  youth 
of  fourteen  :  I  have  known  thee  already. 

Bel.  I  date  not  fay  I  take,  but  I  give 

Me  and  my  fervicc,  ever  whil'ft  I  live 
Into  your  guiding  power :  This  is  the  man. 

King.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  fhe's  thy wife. 

Bcr.  My  wife  my  Liege  ?  I  ftiall  befeech  your  highnefs, 
•In  fuch  a  bufineffc,  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

;    Kin.  Know'ft  thou  not,  Bertram,  what  die  hath  done 
for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes  my  good  Lord,but  never  hope  to  know  why 
I  fliould  marry  her. 

King.  Thou  know'd  foe  has  rais'd  me  from  my  ficJc- 
ly  bed. 

Ber.  But  follows  it  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  railing  ?  I  know  her  well : 

She  had  her  breeding  at  my  fathers  charge : 

A  poor  Phyficians  daughter  my  wife  ?  Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  ever. 

.KVwjr.'Tisonely  Title  thou  difdainft  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up  :  ftrange  is  it  that  our  blouds 

Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat ,  pour'd  all  together, 
Would  quite  confound  diftin&ion  :  yet  ftands  off 
In  differences  of  mightie.  If  fhe  be 

!  Allthatisvutuous(  favc  what  thou  diflik' ft  ) 

A  poor  Phyfician's  daughter,  thou  diflik' it Of  Virtue  for  the  name  :  but  do  not  fo : 

From  lowed  place,  whence  virtuous  things  proceed, 

The  place  is  dignified  by  th'  doci'sdeed. 
Where  great  addition  fwells  ,  and  virtue  none, 

'  It  is  a  dropfied  honour ,  Good  alone, 
Is  good  without  a  name?  Vilencls  is  fo  : 

.  The  property  by  what  it  is,  fhould  go, 
Not  by  the  title.  She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

In  thefe ,  to  Nature  fhe's  immediate  heir  : 
;  And  thefe  breed  honour :  that  is  honours  fcorn, 

!  Which  challenges  it  fclf  as  honours  born, 
i  And  is  not  like  the  fire :  Honours  beft  thrive, 
i  When  rather  from  our  a£cs  we  them  derive 

|  Then  our  fore-goers :  the  meer  word's  a  flave 
<  Debofh'd  on  every  tombe,  on  every  grave  : 
A  lying  Trophcc,  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 

Where  duft,  and  damn'd  oblivion  is  the  Tomb. 
Of  honour'd  bones  indeed,  what  fhould  befaid  ?  . 

:  If  thou  canft  like  this  creature, as  a  maid, 
lean  create  the  reft :  Vertue,  and  fhe 
Is  her  own  dowre :  Honour  and  wealth,  from  mc. 

Ber.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  doo't. 

King.  Thou-wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thou  fhould'ft  ftrive  to choofe. 

Hel.  That  you  are  well  rcftor'd  my  Lord ,  I'rr.e  glad  : Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  My  Honor's  at  the  ftake^  which  to  defeat 
I  muft  produce  my  power.  Here,  take  her  hand, 
Proud  fcornfull  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift, 
That  doft  in  vile  mifprifion  fhackle  up 

My  love,  and  her  defert  :  that  can'ft  not  dream, 
Wc  poizing  us  in  her  defective  fcale, 

Shall  weigh  thee  to  tne  beam :  That  wilt  not  know, 
It  is  in  Us  to  plant  thine  Honour,  where 
We  plcafe  to  have  it  grow.  Check  thy  contempt : 
Obey  Our  will,  which  travells  in  thy  good: 
Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefently 
Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right 
Which  both  thy  duty  owes,  and  our  power  claims. 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  cares  forever 

Into  the  daggers  and  careleffe  lapfe 
Of  youth  and  ignorance  :  both  my  revenge  and  hate 
Loofing  upon  thee,  in  the  name  of  juftice, 
Without  all  terms  of  pitty.  Speak  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon  my  gracious  Lord :  for  I  fubmit 
My  fancie  to  your  eyes,  when  I  confider 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour 
Flics  where  you  bid  it :  I  findc  that  fhe  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts,  mod  bafe :  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  King,  who  fo  ennobled, 
Is  as  'twere  born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her  die  is  thine :  to  whom  Ipromife 
A  counterpoize :  If  not  in  thy  eftate, 
A  ballance  more  repleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

Kin.  Good  fortune,  and  the  favour  of  the  King 
Smile  upon  the  contract:  whofe  Ceremony 
Shall  fcem  expedient  on  the  now  born  brief, 

And  be  perform'dto  night :  thefolemne  Feaft Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 

Expecting  abfent  friends.  As  thou  lov'ft  her, 
Thy  lov's  to  me  Religious :  elfc,  do's  erre.  Exeunt. 

Parollts  and  Lafew  flay  behind,  comment- 
ing of  this  wedding. 

Laf.  Doe  you  hear  Monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 
Par.'  Your  pleafure  fir. 

L*f.  Your  Lord  and  Mader  did  well  to  make  his  re- 
cantation. 

Par.  Recantation  ?  my  Lord  ?  my  Mader  ? 

Laf.  I,  is  it  not  a  Language  I  fpeak  ? 
Par.  A  mod  harfh  one ,  and  not  to  be  underftood 

without  bloody  fuccecding.  My  Mader  ? 

Laf.  Are  you  companion  to  the  Count  %oJJilHon  ? 

'Par.  To  any  Count,  to  all  Counts  :  to  what  is  man. 
Laf.  To  whit  is  Counts  man :  Counts  mader  is  of 

another  ftile. 

Par.  You  are  too  old  fir  :  Let  it  fatisfie  you,  you  are too  old. 

Laf.  I  mud  tell  thee  firrah,  I  write  Man  :  to  which 
title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  doe,  I  dare  not  doe. 
Laf.  I  did  think  thee  for  two  ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty 

wife  fellow.  If  thou  didftmaketollerable  vent  of  thy  tra- 

vel ,  it  m'ght  paffc  :  yet  the  fcarfes  and  the  banners  a- 
bout  thee,  did  manifoldly  diffwade  me  from  believing 
thee  a  veffell  of  too  great  a  burthen.  I  have  now  found 

thee,  when  I  lofe  thee  again  ,  I  care  not :  yet  art  thou 

good  for  nothing  but  taking  up,  and  that  thou'rt  fcarce 
worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  priviledge  of  Antiquity  upon 

thee. 

Laf.  Doe  not  plunge  thy  felf  too  far  in  anger,  lead 
thou  haften  thy  triall :  which  is,  Lord  have  mercy  on 

thee  for  a  hen  ;  fo  my  good  window  of  Lattice,  fare  thee 

well,  thy  cafemcnt  I  need  not  open,  I  look  through  thee, Give  mc  thy  hand. 

P«r.  My  Lord,  you  give  me  mod  egregious  indignity. 

1 
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Laf.  I,  withaJlmy  heart,  and  cnou  au  worthy  ot  ic. 

Par.  I  have  not  my  Lord  dcierv'd  it. 
Laf.  Yes,  good  faich,  ev'ry  dram  of  it,  and  I  will  not 

bate  thee  a  fcruplc. 
Par.  Well,  I  fhall  be  wifer. 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  can'ft,  for  thou  h?it  to  pull 
atafmack  a' th  contrary.  Ifeverchou  bee  ft  bound  in 
thy  skarfe  and  beaten  ,  thou  (halt  finde  what  it  is  to  be 

proud  of  thy  bondage,  I  have  a  defiie  to  hold  my  acquain- 
tance with  thee,  or  rather  my  knowledge,  chat  I  may  fay 

in  the  default,  he  is  a  man  I  know. 

Par.  My  Lord  you  do  me  moft  infupportable  vexa- 
tion. 

Laf.  t  would  it  were  hell  pains  for  thy  fake*  and  my 
poor  doing  eternali:  for  doing  I  am  paft  ,  as  I  will  by 
thee,  in  what  motion  age  will  give  me  leave. Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  hr.ft  a  fon  fhall  take  this  difgrace  off 

me;  femvy,  old,  filchy  ,  feu: vy  Lord  :  Well,  I  mutt 
be  pat  cm  ,  chere  is  no  fe  etc  ing  of  authority.  Tie  beat 

him  (  by  my  life)  if  I  can  meet  him  with  any  conveni- 
ence, and  he  were  douMc  and  double  a  Lord.  l  ie  have 

no  m-»re  pitty  of  his  age  then  I  would  luve  of— — — l'ie 
beat  him,  and  if  I  could  but  meet  him  agen. 

Enter  Lafew. 

Laf.  Sirra,  your  Lord  and  Mafter's  married,  there's 
newesforyou :  ycu  have  a  new  Miftiis. 

Par.  I  . moft  unfainedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  make 
fome  refcrvatbn  of  your  wrongs.  He  is  my  good  Lord, 
whom  I  ferve  above  is  my  Mafter. 

Laf..  Who  ?  God. 
Par.  I  fir. 

Laf.  The  devil!  it  is ,  that's  thy  mafter.  Why  dooeft 
thou  garter  up  thy  armcs  a  this  fafhion  ?  Doftmakebofe 
of  thy  fleeves?  Do  other  fei  vanes  fo  >  Thou  were  beft  fet 

thy  lower  part  where  thy  nofe  ftands.  By  mine  Honour, 

if  I  were  but  two  houres  younger ,  l'de  beat  thec  :  me- 
think'ft  thou  art  a  generall  offence, and  every  man  fhould i  eat  thee:I  think  thou  waft  created  for  men  tobieaih 

themfclvcs  upon  thee. 
Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafurc  my  Loid. 

Laf.  Go  to  fir,  you  were  beaten  in  for  picking  a 
kernell  out  of  a  Pomg'unac ,  you  a  e  a  va^aVnd,  and  no 

true  traveller :  you  are  more  l'awcie  with  Lords  and  ho- 
noiable  perfonages ,  then  the  ccmniiffion  of  your  birth 
and  vertue  gives  you  H^raldiy.  You  a  re  not  worth  ano- 

ther word,  elfe  l'de  call  you  knave.  I  leave  you.  E&t. 

Enter  fount  %ojfillion. 

Par.  Good,  very  good,  it  is  fo  then  :  good,  very  good, 
let  it,  be  conceal'd  a  while. 

%2f.  Undone,  and  fo;  feited  to  cares  for  ever. 

Pur.  What's  the  matter  fweet-heait?. 
Rof.  Although  before  the  folemn  Pricft  I  have  fworn, 

I  will  not  bed  her. 

I     Par.  What?  what  fweet  heart  ? 
Rof.  O  my  Parrollesy  they  have  married  me : 

q  l'ie  to  the  7~*/f*ftvuarrs,  and  never  bed  her. 
t    Par,  Frante  is  a  dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits, 
The  tread  of  a  mans  foot :  too'th  warrs. 

Rof.  There's  letters  from  my  mother :  What  th'import 
s,  I  know  not  yet. 

Par.  I  that  would  be  known :  too'th  warrs  my  boy, too'th  warrs : 

He  wears  his  honour  in  a.box  unfeen,  ' 
Thathuggs  his  kickfie  wickfie  here  at  horns  , 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  hcrarmes 
Which  fhould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  OHarps  fiery  fteed:  to  other  Regions, , 

France  is  a  ftable,  we  that  dwell  in't  Jades, 
Therefore  to  th'  warre. 

Rof.  It  fhall  be  fo,  Fie  fend  her  to  my  houfe, 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her, 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled  :  Write  to  the  King 
That  which  1  du;  ft  not  fpeak.  HAs  prefenc  gift 
Shall  furhiih  me  to  thofe  Italian  fields 
Where  noble  fellows  fti ike :  War  is  no  ftiife 
To  the  dask  houfc,  and  the  detected  wife.  j 

Par.  Will  this  Caprichio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure  ? 
Rof.  Go  w  th  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advilc  me. 

Fie  fend  her  ftraight  away  :  To  morrow 

l'ie  to  the  warrs,  fhe  to  her  fingle  forrow. 
Par. Why  thefe  balls  bound,there's  nOife  in  it4'Tishard 

A  young  man  married,  is  a  man  chat's  mar'd : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely :  go, 

The  King  ha's  done  y  ou  wrong :  but  hufh  'tis  fo.  Exit. 

Enter  Helena  and  Cloyin, 

He/.  My  mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  fhe  well  $ 

Clo.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  fhe  ha's  her  health ,  fhe's 
very  merry,  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well:  but  thanks  be  given 

fhe's  very  well,  and  want's  nothing  i'th  world:  but  yet fhe  is  not  well. 

He/.  If  fhe  be  very  wellj  what  do's  fhe  ayle,  that  die' not  very  well  ?  . 

Clo.  Tiuly  fhe's  very  well  indeed,  but  for  two  things. Hel.  What  two  things  ? 

C/o.  One  that  fhe  is  not  in  heaven,  whither  God  fend 

her  quickly :  the  other  that  fhe's  in  earth ,  from  whence God  fend  her  quickly. 

Enter  Par slles. 

Par.  Blefs  you  my foitunate  Ladie, 

Hel.  I  hope  fir  1  have  your  good  will  to  have  mine 
own  good  fortune. 

Par.  You  had  my  prayers  to  lead  tVm  on  ,  and  to 

keep  them  on  ,  have  them  ft  ill.  O  my  knave ,  how  do's my  old  Lady  ? 

Clo  So  chat  you  had  her  wrinkles  and  I  her  money, 
I  would  fhe  did  as  you  fay. 

Pair.  Why  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry  you  are  the  wifer  rh?n :  for  many  a  mans 
tongue  fh.ikcs  out  his  mallei s  undejng  :  to  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing,  is 
to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title ,  whkh  is  within  a  very little  of  nothing. 

Par,  Away,  th'art  a  knave. 

Clo.  You  fhould  have  faid  fir  before  a  knave,  th'art  a 
knave ,  that's  before  th'art  a  knave :  this  had  been  truth fir. 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  awittyfoole,  I  have  found thee. 

Clo.  Did  you  finde  me  in  your  felf  fir ,  or  were  you 
taught  to  finde  mc. . 

Clo.  The  fearch  fir  was  profitable,and  much  Fool  may 

you  finde  in  you,  even  to  the  worlds  pleafure,  and  the  cn- 
creafe  of  laughter.  • 
.  Par.  A  good  knave  ifai th,  and  well  fed. 

Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  tonight, 
\ 
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All's  well  that  ends  tpelL 

A  very  ferious  buhnelle  calls  on  him  : 
The  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love, 

Which  as  your  due  time  claimcs,  he  do's  acknowledge, 
But  puts  it  off  by  a  compcll'd  icltraint  : 
Whole  want,  and  vvhofe  delay,  is  (trew'd  withfwects 
Which  they  diftill  now  in  the  curbed  time, 

To  make  the  comming  hour  o'retlovv  with  joy, 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

Hel.  What's  his  will  cllc  ? 

T*r.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  a'th  king, 
And  nuke  this  ha  (las  your  own  good  proceeding 
Strengthned  with  what  Apologie  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

Hel,  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Par.  Thar,  having  this  obtain'd,you  prcfently 
'Attend  his  flifther  pleafure. 

Hel.  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 
Par,  I  flhajl  report  itfo.  Exit  Par 
Hel.  I  pray  you  come,  hrrah.  .  Exif, 

VDTtehr.'i     '  .''.<! t"        nuragttu  .•  /• 

.   tf  nter  Lafew  anl  Bertram.  \ 

Laf.  But  T  hope  your  Lordship  thinks  not  him  a 

fouldicr;' Ber.    Yes  my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approofc. 
Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 

Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 
Laf.  Then  my  Diall  goes  not  true,  I  took  this  Larke 

for  a  bunting. 

Ber.  I  doe  allure  you  my  Lord,  he  is  very,  great  in 
knowledge,  and  accordingly  valiant. 

Laf.  I  have  then  finn'd  againft  his  experience,  and 
tranfgreft  againft his  valour,and  my  ftate  that  way  is  dan- 

gerous, fince  I  cannot  find  in  my  heart  to  repent :  Here 
he  comes,  I  pray  you  make,  us  friends,  I  will  purfue  the 
amity. 

Enter  Parolle's. 

Par  Thcfe  things  fhall  be  done  fir. 

Laf.  Pray  you  fir  who's  his  Tailor  > 
Par.  Sir  > 

Laf.  O  I  know  him  well,  I  fir ,  he  fir's  a  good  work- 
man, a  very  good  Tailor. 

Ber.  Is-fhe  gone  to  the  king  ? 

Par.  She's. 
Ber.  Will  fhe  away  to  night  > 

Par.  As  you'l  have  her. 
Ber.  I  have  writ  my  letters,  casketed  my  treafure, 

Given  order  for  our  horfe,  and  to  night , 
When  I  fhould  take  poiTeltion  of  the  Bride, 
And  ere  I  do  begin. 

.  Laf.  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter'end  of 
a  dinner,  but  on  that  lies  three  thirds,  and  ufesa  knpwn 
truth  to  patTe  a  thoufand  nothings  with,  fhould  be  once 
heard,  and  thrice  beaten.  God  favc  you  Captain. 
;  Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindnefle  between  my  Lord  and 
■you  Monfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my 
Lords  difpleafure. 

Laf.  You  have  made  fhift  to  run  into'r,  boots  and 
fpurres  and  all:  like  him  that  leaps  into  the  Cuftard,and 

|  out  of  it  you'll  run  again,  rather  then  fuffer  qucftion  for your  rcfidence. 
Ber.  It  may  be  you  have  mifhken  him  my  Lord. 
Laf.  And  fhall  doe  fo  ever,  though  I  took  him  at's 

prayers.  Fare  you  well  my  Lord,  and  believe  this  of 

me,  there  can  be  no  kerncll  in  th.s  light  Nut :  the  foul 
of  this  man  is  his  cloathes  :  Trtift  him  not  in  matter  oi 

heavy  confe-qucucc  :  I  have  kept  of  them  tame,and  know 
chcir  natures.  Farewell  Monfieur,  I  have  fpoken  better 
of  you,  then  you  have  or  willdcierve  at  my  hands,  but  we 
mult  doe  good  agninlt  cvill. 

Par.  An  idle  Lord,  I  fwear. 
Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why  doe  you  not  know  him  > 
B*r,  Yes,  I  doe  know  him  well ,  and  common  fpecch 

Gives  him  a  worthy  patTe.  Here  comes  my  clog. Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  1  have  fir  as  I  was  commanded  from  you 

Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procur'd  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting,  onely  he  defires 

Some1  private  fpeech  with  yoa. 
Ber.  I  rWl  obey  his  will. 

You  mm  not  marvell  Helen  at  my  courfe ,  « 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  docs 
The  mjniftration,  and  required  office 

On  nry  particular.  Prepaid  I  was  not 
Foirfueh  a  bufineffe,  therefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unfetled :  This  drives  me  to  entreat  yc% 

That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home , 
And  rather  mufe  then  aske  why  I  intreat  you  , 

For  my  refpectsare  better,  then  they  feem, 

And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need- Greater  then  (Lewes  it  felf  at  the  firft  view , 

To  you  that  know  them  not.  Thisto  my  mother, 

'Twill  be  two  dayei  ere  I  fhall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdome. 

Hel,  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 

But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant» 
Ber.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 
Hel.  And  ever  fhall 

With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eeke  out  thar 

Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  ftarrcs  hayefail'd 
To  equall  my  great  fortune. 

Ber,  Let  that  go :  my  hafte  is  very  gveat.  Farewell  : Hie  home. 

Hel,.  Pray  fir  your  pardon. 
Ber.  W ell,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe, 
Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine :  and  yet  it  is, 
But  like  a  timorous  thief,  moft  fain  would  Heal 
What  law  do's  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Hel.  Something,  and  fcarce  fomuch :  nothing  indeed, 
I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would  my  Lord :  Faith  yes , 

Strangers  and  foes  doe  (under,  and  not  kifle. 

Ber.  I  pray  you  (lay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  horfe, 
Hel.  I  fhall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord : 

Where  are  my  other  men  ?  Monfieur,  farewell.  Exit. 
Ber,  Go  thou  toward  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 

Whil'ft  I  can  fhake  my  fword,  or  hear  the  dturrjrrie. : 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  Coragio. 

<tABus  Tertius. 

Flourijh.  Enter  the  Duk^e  of  Florence,  the  two  French- 
men, with  a  troop  of  Souldiers. 

Bnkj.  So  that  from  point  to  point,now  have  you  heard The 



<l41Cs  well  that,  ends  well. 
2fl 

'  :  1  
i  he  funrianicncail  i  ealons  ot  this  warre, 

jWhofc  great  decilion  bach  much  blood  let  forth, 
'And  more  chillis  after. 

i .  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrell 

[Upon  your  Graces  patt :  black  and  fearfull 

jOn  the  oppofer. 
Duk..  Therefore  we  marvell  much  our  Coufin-France 

!  Would  in  fo  j'.ft  a  bufineffe,  l"huc  hisbofome 
lAgairftou  borrowing  prayers. 

French  E.  Good  my  Lord, 

tl'hc  leafons  of  our  fhtc  I  cannot  yields iBut  like  a  common  and  an  outward  man3 

[That  the  great  figure  of  a  Council  frames, 
[By  felf  unable  motion,  theiefore  dare  not 
jSay  what  I  think  of  it,  fince  I  have  found 

jMy  felf  in  my  in  certain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  gucfl. 

Dh.  Be  it  his  picafure. 
ij:  Ire.  G.  But  lam  lure  the  younger  of  our  nature, 

Irhat  fin  fee  on  their  cafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  Phyfick. 
Du.  Wclcanc  fhall  they  be  : 

[\nd  all  the  honous  that  can  flye  from  us, 
^hailon  them  fettle:  you  know  yom  places  well, 
When  better  fall,  for  youravailes  they  tell. 
To  morrow  to  the  field. 

Enter  Countefe  and  Clown. 

Count.  It  hath  happui'd,  as  1  would  have  had  it,  fave 
hat  he  comes  not  along  with  her. 
Clo.  By  my  troth  I  take  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 

nclancholly  man. 
Cou.  By  what  obfervancc  T  pray  you  > 
Clo.  Why  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  ling  :  mend 

c  Ruffe,  and  fingtaske  qucflions,  and  fing:  pick  hi-> 
teeth,  and  fing  :  I  know  a  man  that  had  this  tuck  of  me- 

ancholly  fold  a  goodly  Mannoi  for  a  long. 
Lad.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  meanes 

10  come. 
Clo .  I  have  no  mind  to  Isbell  fince  I  was  at  Court, 

four  old  Ling,and  our  libels  a'th  Countrey,  are  nothing 
jjee  your  old  Ling  and  your  Isbelsz\\\  Court :  the  brains 

ft*  my  Cupid's  knock'd  out,  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old 
rfen  loves  money,  with  noflomack. 
Lad.  What  have  we  here  ? 

\  Clo.  In  that  you  have  there.  Exit. 
A  Lettef. 

I  have  fentyou  a  daughter -in -Law  :  fhe  hath  recove- 

'ed  the  King,  and  undone  me  :  I  have  wedded  her.  Not 
tedded  her ,  and  [worn  to  make  the  Not  iter  nail.  You 

"hall  hear  I  am  run  away  ;  h^mw  it  before  the  report  c»me. 
ff  there  be  breadth  enough  in  the  world,  I  will  hold  a 

'^»g  diHance.  My  duty  tojm. Tour  unfortunate  Son, 
Bern  am. 

This  is  not  well  (rafh  and  unbridled  boy,) 

'  o  flye  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
I  o  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head, 
3y  the  mifprifingof  a  Maid  too  virtuous 
for  the  contempt  of  Empire. 

Enter  Clown. 

tlo.  OMadam,yondcr  is  heavy  newes  within  between 
|Wo  fouldiers,  and  my  young  Lady, 
La.  What  is  the  matter? 

Clo.  Nay  there  is  fome  comfort  in  the  newes,  fome 

:°mfort,  your  fon  will  not  be  kill'd  fo  foon  as  I  thought !e  would. 

La.  V/hy  ihould  he  be  kill'd  ? 
Clo.  So  fay  I,  Madam,  if  he  run  a  way  ;  as  I  hear  he 

does  ;  the  danger  is  in  (landing  to't ;  that's  the  loffe  of 
men,  though  it  be  the  getting  of  children.  Here  they 
come  will  tell  you  more.  For  my  part,  I  onely  hear  your fon  was  run  away. 

Enter  Hellen  and  two  Gentlemen. 

French  E.  Save  you,  good  Madam. 
Hel.  Madam,  my  Ljid  is  gone,  for  ever  gone. 
French  G.  Doc  not  fay  fo. 

La.  Think  upon  patience  ;  pray  you  Gentlemen } 
I  have  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  joy  and  grief , 
That  the  full  face  of  neither  on  the  flare 

Can  woman  mc  unto't.  Where  is  my  fon,  I  pray  you  ? 
Fren.  G.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  ferve  the  Duke  of  Flo. rence. 

We  met  him  thitherward,  for  thence  we  came  : 
And  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  Court, 
Thither  we  bend  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  his  Ljtter,  Madam,  here's  my  Pafport. 

When  thott  canfi  get  the  Ring  upon  my  finger,  which  ne 

ver  /hall  come  off,  and fhew  me  a  ch'ld  begotten  of  thy body,  that  I  am  father  to,  then  call  me  husband  :  but 
i*t  fuch  a  [Then j  /  write  a  [Never.] 

This  is  a  dreadfull  fentence. 

I^a.  B  ought  you  th  s Letter,  Gentlemen? 

I .  G.  I,  Midam,  and  for  the  Contents  lake  are  forry for  our  paincs. 

Old.  La.  I  prethee,  Lady,  have  a  better  cheer , 
If  thou  engroffeft,  all  the  griefs  are  thin?, 

Thru  robb'/l  me  of  a  moicy  :  He  wis  nay  fon  , 
But  I  doc  wafh  his  nrm:  out  of  my  bin  d  , 
And  thou  art  all  my  childc.  Towards  Florence  is  he? 

Fren.  G.  I,  Madam. 

La.  And  to  be  a  foldicr  \ 

Fren.  G.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe,  and  believ'C 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenience  claimes. 

La.  Return  you  thither  ? 

Fren.  E.  I,  Mad-un,  with  the  fwifceit  wing  of  fpeed. 
H el.  Till  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France  , 'Tis  better. 

I  a.  Finde  you  that  there  ? 
Hel.  I,  Madam. 

Ft  en.  E.  'Tis  but  the  boldneffe  of  his  hand  happily, which  his  heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

La.  Nothing  in  France  untill  he  have  no  wife  : 

There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him 
But  onely  fhe,  and  fire  deferves  a  Lord 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boyes  might  tend  upon, 

And  call  her  hourely  Millreffe.  Who  was  with  him  ? 
Fren.  E.  A  fervant  onely,  and  a  Gentleman :  which  I 

lave  fome  times  known. 

La..  Parolles,  was  it  not  ? 

Free.  E.  I,  my  good  Lady,  he. 

La.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  wiekedneffe, 
My  Son  corrupts  a  well  deiived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

Fren.  E.  Indeed,  good  Lady,  the  fellow  has  a  deal  of 
that,  too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

La.  Y'are  welcome,  Gentlemen,  I  will  entreat  you 
when  you  fee  my  fon,  to  tell  him  that  his  fword  can  ne- 

ver winne  the  honour  that  he  looles:more  Tie  entreat 
X  you 
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2+1 All's  well  that  ends  rt>ell, 

you  written  to  bear  along. 
/  rcr..  G\  We  ferve  you,  Madam,  in  that,  and  all  your 

woithiclr  affaires. 

I  '.  Not  fo,  but  as  wc  change  our  courtciies, 
Will  you  draw  near  ?  £xit. 

He'l.  Till  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  f 'ranee. 
Nothing  in  Fr<*»«untillbe  has  no  wife  : 
Thou  (halt  have  none  RoQilllon,  none  in  France, 

Then  haft  thou  all  again  :  poor  Lord,  is'tl 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  Countrey,and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  limbes  of  thine,  to  the  event 

Of  the  none-  fparing  wane  ?  And  is  it  I, 
That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  Court,  where  thou 

Was't  fhot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  marlce 
Of  fmoaky  Muskets  ?  O  you  leaden  mcflengeiSj 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire^ 

Fiy  with  falfe  aime,move  the  ftill-picrcing  aire 

That  flings  with  piercing,  doe  not  touch"  my  Lord  : Who  ever  llioots  at  him,  I  fct  him  there. 

Who  ever  charges  on  his  forward  breft  , 
I  am  the  Caitiffc  that  doe  hold  him  to  it, 

And  though  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  thecaufe 

His  death  was  fo  affected.  Better 'twere 

I  met  the  ravine  Lyon  when  he  roar'd 
With  fharpe  conftraint  of  hunger  :  better  'twere  j That  all  the  miferics  which  nature  owes 

Were  mine  at  once.  No,  come  thou  home,  %oJftlllon , 
Whence  honour  but  of  danger  winnesa  fcarre, 
As  oft  it  loofes  all.  I  will  be  gone: 

My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence, 

Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  No,  no,  although 
The  aire  of  Paradife  did  fan  the  houfe, 

And  Angels  offie'd  all  : I  will  be  gone, 
Thatpittifull  rumour  may  report  my  flight 
To  confolate  thine  ear.  Come  night,  end  day , 

For  with  the  darke  (poor  thief)  Tie  fteal  away.  Exit. 

Fhurlfh.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Rofftlllon, 

Drumme  and  Trumpets,  Soldiers^arolles. 

Duke.  The  G:nerall  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and  we 

Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beft  love  and  credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  fortune. 

Rojf.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength,  but 

Wc'l  ft i  ive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake , 
To  trfextreme  edge  of  hazard. 

Du.  Then  go  thou  forth , 

And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  helm 
As  thy  aufpicious  miftreffe. 

Rojf.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  my  felf  into  thy  file, 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts,  and  I  fhall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  Drumme;  hater  of  love.     Exeunt  trttnes. 

Enter  Ceunteffe  and  Steward. 

La.  Alafs !  and  would  you  take  the  letter  of  her : 
Might  you  not  know  fhe  would  doe,  as  fhe  has  done, 
By  lending  me  a  Letter.  Read  it  agen. 

Letter. 

I  am  S.  Jacjues  Pilgr!m,thither  gone : 
Ambitious  lone  hath  fo  lame  of  ended  , 
That  hare-foot  plod  I  the  cold  ground  upon 
With  fainted  vow  my  faults  to  have  amended. 

Write,  write,  that  from  the  courfe  of  warre , 
My  deareft  Okafter,  pur  dear  fen,  may  hie  , 
Blejfe  him  at  home  In  peace,  whil'J}  I  fromfarre  , His  name  with  zealous  fervour  fantTifie  ; 
His  takjn  labours  bid  him  me  forgive  : 
I  his  defpightfull  Juno  fent  him  forth, 
From  Courtly  friends,  with  camping  foes  to  llvey 
Where  death  and  danger  dogs  the  heels  of  worth. 
H  e  is  too  good  and  fair  for  death,  and  me  , 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  fharp  ftings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  herpaffefo  :  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  fhe  hath  prevented. 

Ste.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 

If  I  had  given  you  thisat  over-night, 
She  might  have  been  o'retane  :and  yet  fhe  writes Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

La.  What  Angel  fhall 
Bleffe  this  unworthy  husband,  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unleffe  her  prayers,whom  heaven  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  greatcft  Juftice.  Write,  write,  Rynaldo , 
To  this  unworthy  husband  of  his  wife, 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  my  greateft  grief, 
Though  little  he  doe  feel  it,  fet  down  fharply. 
Difpatch  the  moft  convenient  meffenger, 
When  haply  he  fhall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone, 
He  will  return,  and  hope  I  may  that  fhe 
Hearing  fo  much  will  fpeed  her  foot  again, 

Led  hither  by  pure  love  :  which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  skill  in  fence 
To  make  diftinition  :  provide  this  Meffenger  : 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak , 
Grief  would  have  teares,  and  forrow  bids  me  fpcak. 

Exeunt.) 

A  Tuckjt  afarre  off. 

Enter  an  old  widow  of  Florence,  her  daughter  ̂ Vlolenta 
and  Mariana,  with  other 

Citizens. 

Widow.  Nay  come, 

For  if  they  doe  approach  the  City, 
We  fhall  loofe  all  the  fight. 

Dla.  They  fay,  the  French  Count  has  done Moft  honourable  fervice. 

Wld.  It  is  reported , 

That  he  has  taken  their  great'ft  Commander, 
And  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew 

The  Dukes  brother :  we  have  loft  our  labour , 

They  are  gone  a  contrary  way :  harke , 
You  may  know  by  their  Trumpets. 

Maria.  Come  let's  return  again, 
And  fuflfke  our  felves  with  the  report  of  it. 
Well  Dlana,x.zYt  heed  of  this  French Earle, 
The  honour  of  a  Maid  is  in  her  name  , 

And  no  Legacy  is  fo  rich As  honefty. 

Wld.  I  have  tcld  my  neighbour 

How  you  have  been  follicited  by  a  Gentleman 
His  Companion. 

Maria 
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Maria.  I  know  that  knave,  hang  him,  one  Parrollesy  1  Corrupt  the  tender  honoui  or' a  Maid  : 
a  filthy  Officer  he  is  in  thofe  fuggeftions  for  the  young  j  But  (he  is  arm'dforhim,  and  keeps  her  guard 
Earle :  beware  of  them  Diana  ;  their  promifes,  entice- re  or  tnem  uiana 

inients,  oathes,  tokens,  and  all  the  engines  of  luft,  are 
jnot  the  things  they  go  under  :  many  a  maid  hath  been 
!  feduccd  by  them,  &  the  mifery  is  example, that  fo  terrible 
(hewes  in  the  wrack  of  maiden-hood,  cannot  for  all  that 
diflwade  fucceflion,  but  that  they  arc  limed  with  the 
twigs  that  threatens  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife 

you  further,  but  I  hope  your  own  grace  will  keep  you 
where  you  are,  though  there  were  no  further 
known,  but  the  modefty  which  is  fo  loft. 

Dia.  You  fhall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

In  honeftcft  defence. 

danger D 

a  Pilgrim I  know 
Enter  Hellen. 

Wid.  I  hope  fo  :  look  here  comes 

/he  will  lie  at  my  houfe,  thither  they  fend  one  another ; 

I'lcqueftion  her.  God  fave  you  Pilgrim,  whether  are  you bound  ? 

Hel.  To  S.Jaques  le  grand. 
Where  doe  the  Palmers  lodge,  I  doe  befeech  you  > 

wid.  At  the  S.  Francis  here  befide  the  Port. 

Hel.  Is  this  the  way  ?  A  march  afar  re, 

Wid.  I  marry  is't.  Harke  you,  they  come  this  way : 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  Pilgrim , 
But  till  the  troops  come  by, 

I  will  conduit  you  where  you  (hall  belodg'd  , 
The  rather  for  I  think  I  know  your  holtefle 
Asampleasmyfelf? 

He  I.  Is  it  your  felf? 
tvid.  If  you  fhSU  pleafe  fo  Pilgrim. 
Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 
Wid.  You  came  I  think  from  frame  f 
Hel.  I  did  fo. 

Wid.  Here  you  fhall  fee  a  Countriman  of  yours 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 

Hel.  His  name  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  The  Count  %o(fillion :  know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 

If  el.  But  by  the  eare  that  heares  mofi  nobly  of  him'. 
|His  face  I  know  not. 
I  Dia.  Whatfomere  he  is, 

He's  bravely  taken  here.  He  ftole  from  France 
[As  'tis  reported  :  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.  Think  you  it  is  fo  ? 

Hel.  I  furely,  meer  the  truth,  I  know  his  Lady. 
Dia.  There  is  a  Gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count, 

Reports  butcourfely  of  her. 
Hel.  What's  his  name  ? 
Dia.  Monfieur  Tarrolles. 

Hel.  Oh,  I  believe  with  him, 

In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated,  all  her  deferYing 
Is  a  referred  honefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  cxamin'd. 

Dia.  Alas  poor  Lady. 

'Tis  a  hard  bondage  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detefting  Lord. 

wid.  I  right  good  creature,  wherefoe're  fhe  is, 
Her  heart  weighs  fadly  :  this  young  maid  might  doe  her 

Afhrewd  turn  if  fhe  pleas'd. 
Hel.  How  doe  you  mean  ? 

May  be,  the  amorons  Count  folicits  her 
In  the  nnlawfull  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed, 

And  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  fuch  a  fuit, 

Drumme  and  Colours. 

Enter  Count  Roflil lion  J?  ar  voile  s^and  the  whole  Army* 

Ma.  The  gods  forbid  elfe. 
Wid.  So,  now  they  come  : 

That  rs  Antonio  the  Dukes  cldeft  fon5 
That  Efcaltts. 

Hel.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  ? Dia.  He, 

That  with  the  plume, 'tis  a  moft  gallant  fellow, 
I  would  he  lov'd  his  wife  :  if  he  were  hone/ter 

He  were  much  goodlier.  Is't  not  a  handfome  Gentleman? 
Hel.  I  like  him  well. 

Dia.'Tis  pitty  he  is  nothoneft ;  yonds  that  fame  knave 
That  leades  him  to  thefe  places were  I  his  Lady, 
I  would  poyfon  that  vile  Rafcall. 

Hel.  Which  is  he? 

Dia.  That  Jack-an-apts  with  fearfes.  Why  is  he  me- lancholly  ? 

Hel.  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'th  battelL 
Par.  Lopfe  our  drumme  ?  Well. 

Afar.  He's  fhrewdly  vext  at  fomething.  Look  he  has 

fpied  us. wid.  Marry  hang  you. 

LMar.  And  your  curtefie,  for  a  ring-carrier.  Exit. 
Wid.  The  troop  is  paft :  Come  Pilgrim,  I  will  bring 

You,  where  you  fhall  hoft  :  Of  injoyn'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  S.  Jaques  bound, 
Already  at  my  houfe. 

Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you  : 

Pleafe  it  this  Matron,  and  this  gentle  Maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  night,  the  charge  and  thanking 
Shall  be  for  me,  and  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  beftow  fome  precepts  on  this  virgin, 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both.  We'l  take  your  offer  kindly.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Count  Rojfillion  and  the  Frenchmen^ 

as  at  firft. 

Cap.  E.  Nay  good  my  Lord  put  him  to't :  let  him have  his  way. 

Cap.  G.  If  your  Lordfhip  find  him  not  a  Hilding , 
hold  me  no  more  in  your  rcfpecl. 

Cap.  E.  On  my  life,  my  Lord,  a  bubble. 
Ber%  Doe  you  think  I  am  fo  farre  « 

Deceived  in  him  ? 

Cap.  E.  Believe  it,  my  Lord ,  in  mine  own  dire 
knowledge,  without  any  malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him  as 

my  Kinfman,  he's  a  moft  notable  Coward ,  an  infinite 
and  endleffe  Lyar,  an  hourely  promifc-breaker,  the  own- 

er of  no  one  good  quality,  worthy  your  Lordfhips  enter- tainment. 

Cap.  G.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  lcaft  repofing  too 
farre  in  his  virtue  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at  fome 

great  and  trufty  bufineffe,  in  a  main  danger,  fail  you. 
Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  aclion  to  try 

him* 

Cap.  G.  None  better  then  to  let  him  fetch  off  his 
drumme,  which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake 
to  doe. 

Cap.E.l  with  a  troop  of  Florentines  will  fuddenly  fur- 
X  2  prize 



All's  Well  that  ends  well* 

i  m  him  ;  fuch  I  will  have  whom  I  am  lure  he  knowcs 

Not  from  die  enemy:  wc  will  bindc  and  hood-wink 

him  fo,  chat  hclhall  tuppofc  no  ocher  buc  that  he  is  car- 
1  icd  into  the  Lcager  of  the  adveifarics,  when  wc  bring 
him  to  our  own  tents  :  be  but  your  Lordflup  picfent  at 
his  (xaminacion,  if  he  doc  not  for  the  promilcof  his  life, 
and  in  the  higheft  compulfion  of  bafe  fear,  offer  to  betray 
you,  and  deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power  againit 
you,  and  that  with  the  divine  forfeit  upon  his  foul  upon 
oath,  never  trull  my  judgement  in  any  thing. 

Cap.  G.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch  bis 

diamine,  he  fayes  he  has  a  ftratagem  foi't :  when  your 

Lordfh'p  fees  the  bottom  of  this  fuccclfe  in't,and  to  what mettle  this  counterfeit  lump  of  ours  w ill  be  melted,  if  you 

give  him  not  John  Drumms  entertainment,  your  incli- 
ning cannot  be  removed.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Parolles* 

Cap.  E.  O,  for  rhe  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the  ho- 
nour of  his  defign,  let  him  fetch  off  his  drumme  in  any 

hand. 

Ber.  How  now  Monfieur  ?  This  drumme  flicks  forely 
in  your  difpofition. 

Cap.  G.  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  drumme. 
Far.  But  a  drumme  !  Is't  but  a  drumme  ?  A  diumme  fo 

loft.  There  was  excellent  command ,  to  charge  in  with 

our  horfc  upon  our  own  wings  ,  and  to  rend  our  own 
foulcliers. 

Cap.  G,  That  was  not  to  be  blani'd  in  the  command 
of  the  fervice,  it  was  a  difafter  of  warrc,  that  Cafar  him- 
fclf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to 
command. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fucceffe  : 
fome  difhonour  we  had  in  the  loffe  of  that  drumme,  but 
it  is  net  to  be  recovered. 

Par.  It  might  have  been  recovered. 
Ber.  It  might.,  but  it  is  not  now. 
Par,  It  is  to  be  recovered,  but  that  the  merit  of  fer- 

vice is  feldomc  attributed  to  the  true  and  exadt  perfor- 
mer, I  would  have  that  drumms  or  another ,  or  hie  ja, 

cet. 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  ftomack  to't,  Monfienrrif 
you  think  your  myitcry  in  ftratagem  can  bring  this  in- 
Itrument  of  honour  again  into  his  native  quarter,  be  mag- 

nanimous in  the  enterprize  and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the 
attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit :  if  you  fpeed  well  in  it,  the 

Duke  (hall  both  {"peak  of  it,  and  extend  to  you  what  fur- 
ther becomes  hisgreatneffe,  even  to  the  utmoft  fyllableof 

your  worthineffe. 
Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  fouldier,  I  will  undertake  it. 
Ber.  But  you  mult  not  now  {lumber  in  it. 
Par.  Tie  about  it  this  evening ,  and  I  will  prefently 

pen  down  my  dilemmaes,  encourage  my  felf  in  my  cer- 
tainty, put  my  felf  into  my  mortall  preparation :  and  by 

midnight  look  to  hear  further  from  me. 
Be r.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  grace  you  are  gone 

about  it. 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  fucceffe  will  be,  my  Lord, 
but  the  attempt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know  th'art  valiant* 
And  to  the  poflibility  of  thy  fouldier-lhip, 
Will  fubferibe  for  thee :  Farewell.  Exit. 

Par.  I  love  not  many  words. 

Cap.E.  No  more  then  a  fifh  loves  water.  •  Is  not  this 
a  ftrangc  fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  feems  to 

undertake  this  bufioelfc,  which  he  knowes  is  not  to  be 
done,  damnes  himfelf  io  doe:,  and  dares  betcer  be  darrm'd 

then  to  do't. 
Cap.G.  You  doe  not  know  himj  my  Lord,  as  we  doe, 

certain  it  is,  that  he  will  {teal  himfelf  into  a  mans  fa! 
vour,  and  for  a  week  eicape  a  great  deale  of  difcove- 
ries,  but  when  you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  af- 
ter. 

Ber.  Why  doe  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed  at 
all  of  this,  that  fo  feriouflyhe  do's  addreffe  himfelf  un-' 

to? 

Cap.E.  None  in  the  world,  but  return  with  an  in- 
vention, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  lies : 

but  we  have  almoft  imboft  him,  you  lhall  fee  his  fall  to 
night  ;  for  indeed  he  is  not  for  your  Lordihips  re-H 

fpect. 
Cap.G.  Wc'l  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  Fox 

ere  we  cafe  him.  He  was  fiift  fmoak  d  by  the  old  Lord 
Lafew ;  when  his  difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what 
a  fprat  you  lhall  find  him,  which  you  {hall  fee  this  very 
night. 

Cap.  E.  I  muft  go  look  my  twigs, 
He  fhall  be  caught. 

Ber.  Your  brother  he  fhall  go  along  with  me. 

Cap.  G.  As't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,I'le  leave  you. 
Be r.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  fhew  you 

The  Laffe  I  fpoke  of. 

Cap.  E.  But  you  fay  {he's  honeft. 
Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  once, 

And  found  her  wondrous  cold,  but  I  fent  to  her 

By  this  fame  Coxcombe  that  we  have  i'th'  wihde 
Tokens  and  Letters,  which  fhe  did  refend, 

And  this  is  all  I  have  done  :  She's  a  fair  creature, 
Will  yon  go  fee  her  ? 

Cap.  E.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Lord.         Exeunt  & 

Enter  Utile  ft,  and  fvUovf. 

He/.  If  you  mifdoubc  me  that  I  am  not  fhe , 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  affure  you  further, 
But  I  (hall  loofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

fvid.  Though  my  eiiate  be  fain,  I  was  well  born, 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufinefles, 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  (taining  aft. 

Hel.  Nor  would  I  wifh  you. 

Fit  ft  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  husband, 
And  what  to  your  fworn  counfel  1  have  fpoken, 
is  fo  from  word  to  word  :  and  then  you  cannot 

By  the  good  aide  that  I  of  you  fhall  borrow  , 
Erre  in  beftowing  it. 

fVid.  I  mould  believe  you, 

For  you  have  fhew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  fortune. 

Hel,  Take  this  purfe  of  Gold, 

And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  farre  , 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When  I  have  found  it.  The  Count  he  wooes  your daughter, 

Layes  down  his  wanton  ficge  before  her  beauty , 
Refolves  to  carry  her  :  let  her  in  fine  confent 
As  we'l  direct  her  how  'tis  beft  to  bear  it  : 
Now  this  important  blood  will  naught  deny, 

That  fhe'l  demand  :  a  ring  the  County  weares, 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe 

From  fon  to  fon,  fome  four  or  five  defcents, 
Sine 
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pince  trie  raft  father  wore  it.  I  liis  Ring  he  holds 
i  In  moft  lich  choyce  :  ye:  in  his  idle  fire  , 
To  buy  bis  will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 

[Hewc're  repented  afer. 

J    tvid.  Now  I  fee  the  bottom  of  your"  purn^fe. 
I    Hel.  You  fee  it  lawfull  then,  it  is  no  more  , 
I  But  that  your  daughter  ere  fhe  leans  as,  wonne, 

Dcfires  this  Ring  ;  appoints  him  an  encounter, 
l  b)  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time , 
I  Her  felf  moft  chaftly  abfent :  after  this  :  , 
ho  marry  her,  Tie  ad<ic  three  thoufand  Crowns 
FTowhat  is  part  already. 

wid.  I  have  yielded  : 
«n(tru6t  my  daughter  how  fhe  fhall  perfever  , 
IrhactlTie  and  place  with  this  deceit  fo  lawfull 

jMfTVf  rove  coherent:.  Every  night  he  comes 

jWUh  Muficks  ofall  forts,  and  longs  compos'd 
fro  her  unworthineife  :  Ic  nothing  ftecds  us 

|iTo  c';ide  him  from  ou r  eeves,  for  heperfifts 
IrVs  if  his  life  lay  on'c. 
'  Hel.  Why  then  tonight 
let  us  aflay  our  plot,  which  if  it  fpeed  , 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawfull  deed  ; 
And  lawfull  meaning  in  a  lawfull  a£t, 

Inhere  both  not  iin,"and  yet  a  finfullfacx. SBut  let's  about  it. 

^AUm  Quartus. 

Enter  one  of  the  Frenchmen,  with  five  or  fix  other 
foaldiers  in  amhufio. 

i.  Lord  S.  He  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this 

!ge  corner  :  when  you  fally  upon  him,  fpeak  what  ter- 
Language  you  will  though  you  undeiftand  it  not 

our  felves,  no  matter :  for  we  muft  not  feem  to  under- 

nd  him,  unleffe  fome  one  among  us ,  whom  we  muft 
oduce  for  an  Interpreter, 

i .  Sol.  Good  Captain  let  me  be  th'  Interpreter. 
Lor.  E.  Art  notacquainted  with  him  ?  knowes  he  not 
voyce  ? 

I .  Sol,  No,  fir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lo.E.  But  what  linfie-woollie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to 
again  ? 

i .  Sol.  E'n  fuch  as  ycu  fpeak  to  me. 

Lo.  E.  He  'muft  think  us  fome  band  of  ftrangers,  i'th verfaries  entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  fmack  of  all 

ighbouring  Languages :  therefore  we  muft  every  one 
a  man  of  his  own  fancy  ,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak 
to  another  :  fo  we  feem  to  know,  is  to  know  ftraight 

r  purpofe :  Chough's  language,  gabble  enough ,  and 
5d  enough.  As  for  you  Interpreter,  you  muft  feem  ve- 
politick.  But  couch  hoa,  here  he  comes,  to  beguile 

vvd  homes  in  aflcep,  and  then  to  return,  and  fwear  the 
lies  heforpes. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Tar.  Ten  a  clock :  Within  thefe  three  houres  'twill 
be  time  enough  to  go  home.  What  fhall  I  fay  I  have 
done  ?  It  muft  be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries 
it.  They  begin  to  fmoak  me,  and  difgraces  have  of  late 

knock'd  too  often  at  my  door :  I  find  my  tongue  is  too 
fool-haidy,  but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  LMars  before 

ic,  and  of  his.  creatures,  not  daring  the  reports  of- my tongue. 

Lo.  E.  This  is  the  firft  that  e're  thine  own  tongue,  was 
I guilty  of. 
j  Par,  What  the  devil  fhould  move  me  to  undertake 

|  the  recovery  of  this  drummc,  being  not  ignoraat  of  the 
j  impollibility  ,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe  ?  I 
j  muft  give  my  felf  fome  hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  ex 
|  ploit :  yet  flight  ones  will  not  carry  it.  They  will  fay  , 
|'cameyouor7  with  fo  little  ?  And  great  ones  I  dare  not 
I  give,  wherefore  what's  the  inftance.  Tongue,  I  muft  put 
you  into  a  Butter- womans  mouth  ,  and  buy  my  felf  ano- 

ther of  Bajazeths  Mules,  if  you  prattle  me  into  thefe  pe- 

rils. 

Lo.E.  Is  it  polliblc  he  fhould  know  what  he  is,  and 
be  that  he  is. 

Par.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve 
the  turn,  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spanilh  fword. 

Lo.  E.  We  cannot  afford  you  lo. 
Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard,  and  to  fay  it  was  in 

ftratagem. 

Lo.  E.  'Twould  not  doe. 

<Par.  Or  to  drown  my  cloathes,  and  fay  I  was  ftript. 
Lo.  S.  Hardly  ferve. 

Par.  Though  I  fwore  I  leapt  from  the  window  of  the Citadell. 

Lo.  £.  How  deep  ? 
Par.  Thirty  fadome. 

Lo.  E.  Three  great  oathes  would  fcarce  make  that  be 
believed.  . 

Pa.  I  would  I  had  any  di  umme  of  the  enemies,  I  would 

fwear  I  recovcr'd  it. 
Lo.  E.  You  fhall  hear  one  anon. 
Par.  A  drumme  now  of  the  enemies. 

Alarum  within. 

Lo.  E.  Throco  movoufus,  cargo,  cargo,  cargo, 

■All.  Cargo,  cargo,  villiando  par  corbo}  cargo. 
Par.  O  ranfome,  ranfome, 

Doe  not  hide  mine  eyes. 
Inter.  Baskos  thromuldo  beskj>s. 
Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Muskos  Regimenc , 

And  I  fhall  loofe  my  life  for  want  of  language. 
If  there  be  here  German  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me , 
Pledifcover  that  which  fhall  undoe  the  Florentine. 

Int.  Boskps  vauvado,  I  underftand  thee,and  can  fpeak 
thy  tongue :  Kerelybonto  fir,  betake  thee  to  thy  faith,  for 
feventeen  ponyards  are  at  thy  bofome. Par.  Oh. 

Int.  Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  revancha  dulche. 

Lo.E.  Ofceorbidulchos  votivorco. 
Int.  The  Generallis  content  tofpare  thee  yet^ 

And  hood- winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 

To  gather  from  thee.  Haply  thou  mayft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par.  O  let  me  live, 

And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  Tie  fhew, 

j  Their  force,  their  purpofes :  Nay,  Fie  fpeak  that, 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

J    Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 
Par.  If  I  doe  not,  damn  me. 

I     Int.  Ac  or  do  lint  a. 

!  Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  Exit. 
A  jhort  Alarum  within. 

X  ?  Lo.E. 
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L.  E.  Go  tell  the  Count  Rojfillion  and  my  brother, 

We  have  caught  the  Woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  muf- 
Till  we  doe  hear  from  them.  (feld 

Sol.  Captain  1  will, 
L.  E.  A  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  felves , 

Inform  on  that. 
Sol..  So  I  will  fir. 

L.E.  Till  then  Tie  keep  him  dark  And  fafcly  lockt.  • 
Exit. 

Enter  Bertram,  and  the  Mali  called. 
Diana. 

Ber.  They  told  me  that  your  name  was  Font/bell. 
Dia.  No  my  good  Lord,  Diana. 
Ber.  Titled  Goddcfle , 

And  worth  it  with  addition  :  but  fair  foul, 

In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality?. 

:  f  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  minde , 
You  are  rro  Maiden  but  a  monument : 

When  you  are  dead  you  fhall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  ate  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern : 
And  now  you  fhould  be  as  your  Mother  was 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Dia.  She  then  was  honeft. 

Ber.  So  fhould  you  be. 
Dia.  No. 

My  Mother  did  but  duty,  fuch  (my  Lord) 
As  you  owe  to  your  wife* 

Ber.  No  more  a'that : 
I  prethee  doe  not  ftrive  againft  my  vowes  : 

I  was  eompell'd  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 
By  loves  own  fweet  conftiaint,  and  will  for  ever 

Doe  thee  all  rights  of*fervice. Dia.  I  fo  you  ferve  us 

Till  we  ferve  you  :  But  when  you  have  ourRofes, 
You  barely  leave  our  Thorns  to  prick  our  felves, 
And  mock  us  with  our  bareneffe. 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn. 

Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  oathes  that  make  the  truth, 
But  the  plain  fingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true : 
What  is  not  holy,  that  we  fwcar  not  by, 

But  take  the  high'ft  to  witneffe  :  then  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  I  fhould  fwear  by  Joves  great  attribute, 

I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  oathes, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill?  This  has  no  holding 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love 

That  I  will  work  againft  him.  Therefore  your  oathes 

Are  words  and  poor  conditions,  but  unfeal'd 
At  leaf!  in  my  opinion. 

Be r.  Change  it,  change  it : 
Be  not  fo  holy  cruell :  Love  is  holy, 

And  my  integrity  ne're  knew  the  crafts 
That  you  doe  charge  men  with :  Stand  no  more  off, 
But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  fick  defires, 

Who  then  recovers.  Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  begins,  fhall  foperfever. 

Dia.  I  fee  that  men  make  ropes  in  fuch  a  fcarre, 
That  we'll  forfake  our  felves.  Give  me  that  Ring. 

Be r.  Pie  lend  it  thee  my  dear, but  have  no  power 
To  giveitfiom  me. 

Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  > 
Ber.  It  is  an  honour  longing  to  our  houfe , 

Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 

Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th  world, In  me  to  loofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  Ring, 
My  Chaftitie's  the  Jewell  of  our  houfe, 

Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 

Which  were  the  greatcit  obloquy  i'th  world, 
In  me  to  loofe.  Thus  your  own  proper  wifedome 
Brings  in  the  Champion  honour  on  my  part, 
Againft  your  vain  aflault. Ber.  Here,  take  my  Ring, 

Hy  houfe,  my  honour,  yea  my  life  be  thine  , 
And  Pie  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  chamber window  : 

I'le  order  take,  my  mother  fhall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  band  of  truth, 

When  you  have  conquer'd  my  yet  maiden-bed, 
Remain  there  but  an  houre,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
My  reafons  are  moft  ftrong,  and  you  fhall  know  them, 
When  back  again  this  Ring  fhall  be  deliver'd : 
And  on  your  finger  in  the  night,  Pic  put 
Another  Ring,  that  which  in  time  proceeds, 
May  token  to  the  future,  our  paft  deeds. 
Adieu  till  then,  then  fail  not  :  you  have  wonne 
A  wife  of  me,  though  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Be.  A  heav'n  on  earth  I've  won  by  wooing  thee.  Bxtt. 
Dia. For  which,live  long  to  thank  both  heav'n  and  me, 

You  may  fo  in  the  end. 

My  mother  told  me  juft'  how  he  would  wooe, 
As  if  fhe  fate  in's  heart.  She  fayes,  all  men 
Have  the  like  oathes :  He  had  fworn  to  marry  me 
When  his  wife's  dead  :  therefore  I'le  lie  with  him 
When  I  am  buried.  Since  French-men  are  fo  braide, 
Marry  that  will,  Pie  live  and  diea  Maid  : 

Onely  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fin, 
To  cozen  him  that  would  unjuftly  win.  Exit. 

Enter  the  two  French  Captains ,  and  f  ime  two  or  three 
Souldiers. 

Cap.  G.  You  have  not  given  him  his  mothers  letter. 

tap.  E.  I  haue  deliver'd  it  an  houre  fince,  there  is 
fomething  ia't  that  ftings  his  nature  :  for  on  the  reading 
it,  he  chang'd  almoft  into  ariocher  man. 

Cap.  G.  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him, 

for  fhaking  ofFfogood  a  wife,  and  fo  fweet  a  Lady. 
Cap.  E.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting 

difpleafure  of  the  King,  who  had  even  tun'd  his  bounty 
to  fing  happinefle  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but  you 
fhall  let  it  dwell datkly  with  you. 

Cap.  G.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I 
am  the  grave  of  it. 

Cap.  E.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence^  of  a  moft  chafte  renown,  and  this  night 
he  flefhes  his  will  in  the  fpoyle  of  her  honour  :  he  hath 
given  her  his  monumentall  Ring,  and  thinks  himfelf 
made  in  the  unchaftc  compofition. 

Cap.  G.  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion,  as  we  are  our 
felves,  what  things  are  we. 

Cap.  E.  Meerly  our  own  traitors.  And  as  in  the 
common  courfe  of  all  treafons,we  ft  ill  fee  them  rcveale 

themfelves,  till  they  attain  to  their  abhorr'd  ends :  fo  he that  in  this  aclion  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility  in 

his  proper  ftreame,  o're-flowes  himfelf. 
Cap.G.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us,  to  be  Trum- 

peters of  our  unlawfull  intents?  We  fhall  not  then  have 
his  company  to  night  ? 

Cap.  E.  Not  till  after  midnight :  for  he  is  dieted  to  his i  houre. 

!  Cap.  G.  That  approaches  agace:  I  would  gladly  have 

j  him  fee  his  company  anathomiz'd,  that  he  might  take 
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a  meafure  of  his  own  judgement  ,  wheiein  fo  i'erioufly he  had  fee  his  counterfeit. 

£ap.  E.  Wc  will  not  meddle  with  him  till  he  come ; 
for  his  ptefence  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

Cap.G.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thole 
Wanes  ? 

Cap.  E.  I  hear  there  is  an  overture  of  peace. 
Cap.  G.  Nay,  I  allure  you  a  peace  concluded. 

Cap.  £.  What  will  Count  %otfill'ton  do  then  ?  Will  he 
travell  higher,  or  retrun  again  in co  France  ? 

Cap.  G.  I  perceive  by  this  demand ,  you  are  not  alto- 
gether of  his  counfell. 

Cap.  E.  Let  it  be  forbid,fir,  fo  ihould  I  be  a  great  deal 
of  this  adr. 

Cap.  G.  Sir ,  his  wife  fome  two  moriths  fince  fled 
from  his  houfe ,  her  pretence  is  a  pilgrimage  to  Saint  Ja- 

ques  le  grand  ;  which  holy  undertaking  ,  with  molt  au- 

tteer  fanctimony  fhc  accompliih'd :  and  there  refiding , 
the  tendernefs  of  ber  Nature,became  as  a  prey  to  her  grief: 
in  fine  ;  made  a  groan  of  her  laft  breath ,  and  now  fhe 
fings  in  heaven. 

Cap.  E.  Howfs  this  jaftified  ? 

Cap'  (j.  The  ftrofiger  part  of  it  by  her  own  Letters, 
which  makes  her  ftory  true  ,  even  to  the  point  of  her 
death  :  her  death  it  felfe ,  which  could  not  be  her  office 

to  fay ,  is  come ,  was  faithfully  confirm*d  by  the  Re&or 
of  the  place. 

Cap.  S.  Hath  the  Count  all  this  intelligence  ? 
Cap.  G.  I,  and  the  particular  confirmations ,  point 

from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

Cap.E.  I  am  heartily  forry  thathe'l  be  glad  of  this. 
Cap.  G.  How  mightily  fometimes  ,  we  make  us  com- 

forts of  our  loffes. 

Cap.E.  And  how  mightily  fome  other  times,  we 
drown  our  gain  in  tears,  the  great  dignity  that  this  valour 

hath  here  requir'd  for  him  ,  ihall  at  home  be  encolintred 
with  a  fhame  as  ample. 

Cap.G.  The  web  of  our  life  ,  is  of  a  mingled  yarne, 
good  and  ill  together :  our  vertues  would  be  proud,  if  our 
faults whipt them  not,  and  ©ur  crimes  would  defpair  if 

they  were  not  cherifh'd  by  our  vertues. 

Enter  a  ̂ Mejfenger. 

How  now  >  Where's  your  maifter  > 
Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  ftreet,  fir,  of  whom  he 

hath  taken  a  folemn  leave  :  his  Lordihip  will  next  morn- 
ing for  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  Letters  of 

commendations  to  the  King. 

■  Cap,  E.  Thcy.fhall  be  no  more  then  needfull  there  ,  if 
they  were  more  then  they  can  commend. 

Enter  Cottttt  RoJfiUlon. 

Cap.  G.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  Kings  tart- 

nefs,  here's  his  Lordihip  now.  How  now  my  Lord ,  is't 
not  after  midnight  ? 

Ber,  I  have  to  night  difpatch'd  fixteeri  bufineffes,  a 
months  length  a  piece,  by  an  abftraft  of  fucceffe :  I  have 

\  congied  with  the  Duke ;  done  my  adieu  with  his  neareft  ; 

ilburied  a  wife;  mourn'd  for  her ;  writ  to  my  Lady  mother, 

1 1  am  returning  ;  entertain'd  my  Convoy ,  and  between 
thefe  main  parcells  of  difpatch ,  effected  many  nicer 
needs:  the  laft  was  the  greateft, but  that  I  have  not  end- 

ed yet. 

Cap.  E.  If  the  bufineflfe  be  of  any  difficulty ,  and  this 
morning  your  departure  hence ,  it  requires  hafte  of  your 

! 

Lordihip. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  bnfincfle  is  not  ended ,  as  fearing  to 
hear  of  it  hereafter:  but  fhallwe  have  :this  dialogue  be- 

tween the  Fooleand  the  Souldier.  Gome;  bring  forth, 
this  counterfeit  module  ;  'has  deceived  me,  like  a  double, 
meaning  Prophefier. 

Cap.  E.  Bring  him  forth,  ha's  fate  i'th  flocks  all  night, 
poor  gallant  knave. 

Ber.  No  matter  ,  his  heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in  afurp 
ing  his  fpurrs  fo  long.  How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

C"p.G.  I  have  told  your  Lordihip  already  ;  The  flocks 
carry  him.  But  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would  be  under 
flood ,  he  weeps  like  a  wench  that  had  fhed  her  milk  >  he 
hath  confeft  himfelf  to  (JMorgax,  whom  hefuppofesto  be 
a  Friar  i  from  the  time  of  his  remembrance. to  this  ver 

inflant  difafter  of  his  fetting  i'th  flocks:  and  what  think 
you  he  hath  confeft  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  ha's  a  ? 
Cap.  E.  His  confetfion  is  taken,  and  it  fhall  be  read  to 

his  face,  if  your  Lordihip  be  in't,  as  I  believe  you  are,  you 
muft  have  the  patience  to  hear  iti 

Enter  Parolles  with  his  Interpreter. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him,  muffeld  i  he  can  fay  nothing 
of  me :  hufli. 

Cap.  G.  Hoodman  comes :  Portotartarojfa. 
Int.  He  calls  for  the  tortures ,  what  will  you  fay  with 

out  em.  .   '  , 
Par.  I  will  confefle  what  L^now  without  conftraint, 

If  ye  pinch  me  like  a  Patty,I  can  fay  no  more. 
Int.  Bosks  Chlmurcho, 

Cap.  Blblibindo  chicnrmttrct. 
/ffr.You  are  a  merciful!  Generall :  Our  Generall  bids 

you  anfwer  to  what  I  fhallask  you  out  of  a  Note. 
Par.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 
Int.  Firft  demand  of  him  j  how  many  horfe  the  Duke 

isftrong.  What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand ,  but  very  weak  and  unfer 

viceable  :  the  troops  are  all  fcattered,  and  the  Command 

ers  very  poor  rogues ,  upon  my  reputation  and  credit,and 

as  I  hope  to  live. 
Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 

Par.  Do,  I'le  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how  and  which 

way  you  will :  all's  one  to  him. 
Ber.  What  a  paft-faving  flave  is  this? 

Cap.G.  Y'arc  deceiv'd, my  Lord,  this  Monfieur Pa- 
rolles the  gallant  milkarift,  that  was  his  own  phrafe,  that 

had  the  whole  theorick  of  war  in  the  knot  of  his  fcarfe 

and  the  pra&ife  in  the  chap  of  his  dagger. 
Cap.E.  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again ,  for  keeping 

hisfword  clean,  nor  believe  he  can, have  every  thing  in 

him,  by  wearing  his  apparell  neatly. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe  I  fed ,  I  will  fay  true, 

or  thereabouts  fet  down,  for  I'le  fpeak  truth. 

Cap;  G.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 
Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  foi't  in  the  nature  he 

delivers  it. 

'Par.  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you  fay. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 
Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir,  a  truths  a  truth ,  the 

Rogues  are  marvailous  poor. 
Int.  Demand  of  him  of  what  ftrength  they  are  a  foot. 

What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
Par.  By  my  troth,  fir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  piefent, 

hour ,  I  will  tell  true ,  Let  me  fee ,  Spuria  a  hundred  and\ 

fifty,! 
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fifty,  Sebajilan  fo  many  ,  Corambns  fo  many,  faints  fo 
many:  Guiltian,  Cofmo,  Lodowicl^,  and  Gratii  ,  two 
hundred  each :  Mine  own  Company,  Chitopher,  V au- 
mond,  Bentii  J  two  lumdred  fifty  each :  fo  that  the  mufter 
file,  rotten  and  found,  upon  my  life  amounts  not  to  fif- 

teen thoufand  pole ,  ha  lfc  of  the  which ,  dare  not  fliake 
the  fnow  from  off  their  CafTocks ,  lcaft  they  fhakc  them- 
felves  to  pieces. 
-  Ber.  What  ilinll  he  done  to  him  ? 
!  Cap.  G.  Nothing ,  but  let  him  have  thanks;  Demand 
of  him  my  conditions :  and  what  credit  Ihave  with  the 

Duke.  \ 

Int.  Well  that's  fet  d^wn  :  you  fhall  demand  of  him, 

whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be'  i'th  Camp  ,<  a  French- 
man :  what  his  reputation  iswith  the  Duke ,  what  his 

valour,  hendry  ,-and  Gxpertnefs-  in  wans:  or  whether 
lie  thinks  it  were  not  poflible  with  well-waighing  fums  of 
£old  to  corrupt  him  to  revolt.  What  fay  you  to  this  ? 
What  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par.  I  be^ch  you  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular  of 

the  intergatories.  Demand  chem  fingly.  >; 
Int.  Do  you  know  Captain  Dttmain  > 
Par.  I  toiow  Him,  a  was  a  Botchers  Prentice  in  Parisy 

from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the  Shrieves  foole 
withchilde,  dumb  innocent  that  could  not  fay  him 

nay.  ''  ■  \ 
Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave  hold  your  hands,  though  I 

know  his  brains  are  forfeit  to  thwnext  tile  that  falls. 

Inter.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florences 

icampe?  •** 
Par.  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is,  and  lowfie. 
Cap.  G.  Nay  look  not  lb  upon  me :  we  fhall  hear  of 

your  Lord  an'on.  i 
'    Int.  What  is  his  reputation  with  the  Duke  ? 

Par.  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other ,  but  a  poor 
Officer  of  mine ,  and  writ  to  me  the  other  day  ,  to  turn 

him  out  a'th  band.  I  think  I  have  his  letter  in  my  poc- ket. 

Int.  Marry  we'll  fearch. 
*par.  In  good  fadriefs  I  do  not  know,either  it  is  there, 

or  it  is  upon  a  file  with  the  Dukes  other  Letters,  in  my 
Tent. 

Int.  Here 'tis^  here's  a  paper,  (hall  I  read  it  to.  you? Par.  I  do  not  know  if  it  fcc  it  or  no. 

Ber.  Our  Interpreter  do's  it  well. 
Cap.G.  Excellently. 

Int.  Dian,  the  Count's  a  fosle,  and  full  of gold. 
Par.  That  is  not  the  Dukes  letter  fir :  that  is  an  adver- 

tifement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence,  one  Diana,  to 
take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one  Count  RoJftlLion  ̂   a 
foolifh  idle  boy :  but  for  all  that  very  ruttifh.  I  pray  you 

fir  put  it  up  again.  • 

Int.  Nay,  I'le  read  it  firftby  your  favour. 
Par.  My  meaning  in't  I  proteft  was  very  honeft  in  the 

behalfe  of  the-  maid  :  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  a 
dangerous  and  lafcivious  boy,  who  is  a  whale  to  Virgi- 

nity, and  devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds. 
Ber.  Damnable  1  both-fides  rogue. 

•  *  T>  •     *  1 

.  Int.  Let.  when  he  [wears  oaths  Jbid  him  drop  gol£,And 
take  it  i 

ts/ffter  he  f cores,  he  never  payes  the  [core: 
Half  won  is  match  well  made,  match  and  well  makj  it, 

He  ne're  payes  after -debts,  take  it  before, 
And  fay  a  f«uldier(Dian)  told  thee  this: 
Men  are  to  mell  with,  boyes  are  not  to  kjfs. 

For  count  of  this,  the  Count's  a  Poole  I  know  it, 
Who  payes  before,  but  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 

Thine  as  he  vow'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear, P  or  o  lies. 

Ber.  He  fhall  be  whipt  through  the  Army  with  this 
rime  in's  forehead. 

Cap.  E.  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  fir,  the  manifold 
Linguift,and  the  army-potent  fouldier. 

Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before,  but  a  Cat ,  and he's  a  Cat  to  me. 

Int.  I  perceive,  fir,  by  the  Generals  looks ,  we  fhall be  fain  to  hang  you. 

Par.  My  life, fir,  in  any  cafe :  Not  that  I  am  afraid  to 
die,  but  that  my  offences  being  many ,  I  would  repent 
out  the  remainder  of  Nature.  Let  me  live,  fir,  in  a  dunge- 

on, i'th  flocks,  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 
/ nt .  We'il  fee  what  may  be  done ,  fo  you  confefs  free- 
ly :  therefore  once  more  to  this  Captain  Dumain  :  you- 

have  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to 
his  valour.  What  is  his  honefty  ? 

Par.  He  will  fteal ,  fir,  anEgge  out  of  a  Cloifter :  for 
rapes  and  ravifhments  h?  paralels  Nefjius .  <\l<z  profeffes 
not  keeping  of  oaths ,  breaking  em  he  is  ftronger  then 
Hercules.  He  will  lye,  fir,  with  fuch  volubility ,  that  you 
would  think  truth  were  a  foole  :  drunkennefs  is  his  beft 

vertue ,  for  he  will  be  f wine-drunk ,  and  in  his  fleep  he 
does  little  harme,  fave  to  his  bed-cloathes  about  him :  but 
they  know  his  conditions ,  and  lay  himinftraw.  Ihave 

but  little  more  to  fay ,  fir ,  of  his  honefty ,  he  ha's  every 
thing  that  an  honeft  man  fhould  not  have  :  what  an  ho- 

neft man  fliould  have,he  has  nothing. 

Cap.  G.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 
Ber.  For  this  defcription  of  thine  honefty  ?  A  pox  up- 

on him  for  me,  he's  more  and  more  a  Cat. 
Int.  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefsin  war  ? 

Par.  Faith  fir,  ha's  led  the  drum  before  the  Engl i I ri 
Tragedians :  to  belie  him  I  will  not,  and  more  of  his  ioul- 
dierlnip  I  know  not,  except  in  that  Countrey,  he  had.the 
honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  place  there  called  Mile-end, 
to  inftruft  for  the  doubling  of  files.  I  would  do  the  man 
what  honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

Cap.  G.  He  hath  out-villain'd  villany  fo  far ,  that  the 
rarity  redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  pox  on  him,  he's  a  Cat  ftill. 
Int.  His  qualities  being  at  this  poor  price ,  I  need  not 

to  ask  you,  if  Gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 
Par.  Sir,  For  a  Cardecue  he  will  fell  the  fee-fimple  of 

his  falvation,  the  inheritance  of  it,  and  cut  th'intaile  from 
all  remainders,  and  a  perpetuall  fucceffion  for  it  perpe- 

tually. 

Int.  What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Dumain} 

Cap.E.  Why  do's  he  ask  him  of  me  ? 
Int.  What's  he? 

Par.  E'n  a  Crow  a'th  fame  neft :  not  altogether  fo 
great  as  the  firft  in  goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in 
evill.  He  excels  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his  Brother 

is  reputed  one  of  the  beft  that  is.  In  a  retreat  he  out- 

runnesany  Lackey,  marry  incoming  on,  he  ha's  the 

Cramp. 

Int.  If  your  life  be  favcd,will  you  undertake  to  betray the  Florentine  ? 

Par.  I,  and  the  Captain  of  his  horfe  Count  Rejfillion, 

Int.  I'le  whifper  with  the  Generall ,  and  know  his 

plea  fu  re. 
Par.  Tie  no  more  drumming ,  a  plague  of  all  drums, 

onely  to  feem  to  deferve  well ,  and  to  beguile  the  fuppoj- 
fitiott  l 
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fiiion  of  thac  lafcivious  young  boy  the  Count;  ̂ vc  I llin 

into  this  danger :  yet  who  would  have  fufpe£ted  an  am- 
:  buih  where  I  was  taken  ? 

j    Int.  There  is  no  remedy, fir  ,  but  you  muft  die  ;  the 
I  Generall  fayes ,  you  that  have  fo  trairoroufly  difcovered 

the  i"ecrets  of  your  army-,,  and  madefuch  pcftiferous  re- 
j  ports  of  men  very  nobly  held,  canferve  the  world  for  no 
honeft  ufe  :  therefore  you  muft  die.  Come  heads-man, 
off  with  his  head. 

Par.  O  Lord,  fir,  let  me  live }  or  let  me  fee  my  death. 

Int.  That  ihall  you  ,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  yotir 
friends : 

So  look  about  you,  know  you  any  here  > 

Cost*.  Good  morrow  noble  Captain. • 
Lo.E.  God  blefs  you  Captain  Tarofles. 
Cay.  G.  God  fave  you  noble  Caprain. 
Lo.E.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord 

Lafew  ?  I  a  m  for  France. 
Cap.G.  Good  Captain  will  you  give  me  a  Copy  of 

the  fame  fonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  bchalfe  of  the  Count 

%oJfillion1znd  I  were  not  a  very  Coward,  I'decompell  it 
of  you,  but  fare  you  well.  Exeunt \ 

Int.  You  ate  undone  Captain  all  but  your  fcarfe,  that 

has  a  knot  on'c  yet. 
Par.  Whocannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  plot  ? 
Int.  If  you  could  finde  out  a  Countrey  where  but  wo- 

men were  that  had  received  fo  much  fhame,  you  might 
begin  an  impudent  Nation.  Fare  ye  well  fir ,  I  am  for 
France  too,  we  fhall  fpeak  of  you  there.  Exit. 

Par.  Yet  am  I  tharfkfull :  if  my  heart  were  great 

'Twould  burft  at  this  :  Captain  1'lc  be  no  more, 
But  I  will  eat,  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  foft 
As  Caprain  fhall.  Simply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live:  who  knows  himfelfa  braggart 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  will  -come  to  pafs, 
That  every  braggart  fhall  be  found  an  Afs. 

Ruft  fword,  coole  blufhes,  und'Paro/les  live 

Safeft  in  fhame  :  being  fool'd,  by  fool'ry  thrive^ 
There's  place  and  means  for  every  man  alive. Fie  after  them. 

Enter  Hellcnt  tviddowy  and  Diana. 

Hel.  That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not 
wrcng'd  you, 

One  of  the  greateft  in  the  Chriftian  world 

Shall  be  my  furety :  'fore  whofe  throne  'tis  needfull 
Ere  lean  perfect  mine  intents,  tb  kneele. 
Time  was  I  did  him  a  defired  office 

Dear  almoft  as  his  life,  which  gratitude  1 
Through  flinty  Tartars  bofome  would  peep  forth, 

And  anfwer  thanks.  I  duly  am  inform'd, 
His  grace  is  at  MarfeUis,  to  which  place 
We  have  convenient  convoy :  you  muft  know 
l  am  fuppofed  dead,  the  Army  breaking, 
My  husband  hies  him  home,  where  heaven  aiding, 

And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  Lord  the  King, 
We'll  be  before  our  welcome. 

Wli.  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant  to  whofe  truft 

I  Your  bufinefs  was  more  welcome* 
Hel.  Nor  your  Mi ftr is 

Ever  a  friend,  whofe  thoughts  more  truly  labour 
To  recompence  your  love  :  Doubt  not  but  heaven 
Hath  roughtme  up  to  be  your  daughters  dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 

,  And  helper  to  a  husband.  But  O  ft  range  n  en, 
That  can  fuck  fweet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 

When-  fawcy  trufting  of  the  cofiVd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night,  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  whatat  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away., 
But  more  of  this  hereafter  {  you  Diana,. 
Under  my  poor  inftruft  10ns  yet  muftfuffer 
Something  in  my  behalfc.  ; 

Dia.  Let  death  and  honcfty 

Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  fuffcr. .   Hel.  Yet  I  pray  you: 

But  with  the  word  the  time  will  bring  on  fummers 
When  B  riars fhall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp  :  we  muft  away,  . 
Our  Wagon  is  prepar'd,  and  time  revives  us, 
All's  well  that  ends  well,ftill  that  fines  the  Crown  % 
What  ere  the  courfe,  the  end  is  the  renown.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Clown,  old  Lady,  and  Lafevfi. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no ,  your  fbn  was  mifled  with  a  fnipt 
taffeta  fellow  there  ,  whofe  villanous  faffron  would  have 

made  all  the  unbak'd  anddowy  youth  of  a  nation  in  his 
colour :  your  daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  hour, 

and  your  fon  here  at  home,  more  advane'd  by  the  King, 
then  by  that  red-tail'd  humble-Bee  I  fpeak  of.  - 

Lad.  I  would  I  had  not  known  him,  it  was  the  death 

of  the  moft  vertuous  gentlewoman,  that  ever  Nature  had 

praife  for  creating,  If  ihe  had  partaken  of  my  flefhand 
coft  me  the  deareft  groans  of  a  mother ,  I  could  not  have 
owed  her  a  more  rooted  Jove. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  Lady,  'twas  a  good  Lady.  We  may 
pick  a  thoufand  fallets  ere  we  light  on  fuch  another herb. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  fhe  was  the  fweet  Margcrom  of  the 
fallct,  or  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  herbs  you  knave ,  they  arc  nofe- 

hearbs.  t  ' 
Clo.  I  am  no  great  Nehuchadnez,ar ,  fir,  I  have  not 

much  skill  in  grace. 

La.  Whether  doert  thou  ptofefs  thy  felf,  a  knave  or 

a  foole  > 
Clo.  A  foole,  fir,  at  a  womans  fervice,  and  a  knave  at a  mans. 

La.  Your  diftincYion. 

Qlo.  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife  ,  and  do  his fervice. 

La  j  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice  indeed. 
Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  wife  my  bauble ,  fir ,  to  do 

her  fervice. 

La.  I  will  fubferibe  for  thee ,  thou  art  both  knave  and 
foole. 

Clo.  At  your  fervice. 
La.  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  fir,if  I  cannot  ferve  you,I  can  ferve  as  great 

a  piince  as  you  are. 
La.  Whofe  that,  a  Frenchman  > 
Clo.  Faich,  fir,  a  has  an  Englifh  main,  but  his  fifnony 

is  more  hotter  in  France  then  here. 
La.  What  Prince  is  that? 

Clo.  The  black  prince,  fir,  alias  the  prince  ofdarknefs, 
alias  the  devi  lj 

La.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe,  I  give  thee  not  this  to 

fuggeft  thee  from  thy  Matter  thou  talk'ft  of ,  ferve  him 
(till. 

Clo 

1 
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Clo.  lama  woodland  fellow,  lir ,  that  alwaycs  loved 

a  great  fire,  and  the  maifter  I  fpeak  of  ever  keeps  a  good 
fire,  buc  fine  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  world  ,  let  his  No- 

bility remain  in's  Court.  I  am  for  the  houfe  with  the 
narrow  gate  ,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for  pompe  to 

enter :  fomc  that  humble  thcmfclves  may  ,  but  the  ma- 

ny will  be  too  chill  and  tender,  and  they'll  be  for  the 
flowry  way  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate ,  and  the  great 
lire. 

La.  Go  thy  waves ,  I  begin  to  be  a  weary  of  thee,and 
I  tell  thee  fo  before  ,  becaule  I  would  not  fall  out  with 

thee.  Go  thy  wayes, let  my  horfes  be  well  look'd  to, 
without  any  tricks. 

Clo.  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  em ,  fir,  they  fhall  be 
Jades  tricks  ,  which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of 
Nature.  Exit. 

Laf.  A  ihrcwd  knave  and  an  unhappy. 

Lady.  So  a  is.  My  Lord  that's  gone  made  himfelf 
much  iport  out  of  him ,  by  his  authority  he  remains 
here ,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  fawcineffe,  and 
indeed  he  has  no  pace,  but  he  runs  where  he  will. 

Laf.  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifle :  and  I  was  about 
to  tell  you ,  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  Ladies  death ,  and 
that  my  Lord  your  fon  was  upon  his  return  home.  I 
moved  the  King  my  maifter  to  fpeak  in  the  behalfe  of 
my  daughter  ,  which  in  the  minority  of  them  both  ,  his 
Majefty  out  of  a  felf  gracious  remembrance  did  firft  pro- 

pofe ;  his  Highneffe  hath  prcmis'd  me  to  do  it ,  and  to 
flop  up  the  difpleafure  he  haih  conceived  againft:  your 

fon ,  there  is  no  fitter  matter.  How  do's  your  Ladyfhip like  it? 

La.  With  very  much  content,  my  Lord,  and  I  wifti  it 

happily  effected. 
Laf.  His  Highneffe  c  xnes  poft  from  CMarfelles,  of  as 

able  a  body  as  when  he  number'd  thirty  ,  a  will  be  here 
to  morrow ,  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him  that  in  fuch  intelli- 

gence hath  fcldome  fail'd. 
La.  It  rejoyces  me ,  that  I  hope  I  fhall  fee  him  ere  I 

die.  I  have  letters  that  my  fon  will  be  here  to  night :  I 
fhall  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  remain  with  me :  till  they 
meet  together. 

Laf.  Madam  ,  I  was  thinking  with  what  Manners  I 
might  fafely  be  admitted. 

Lad.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privi- 
ledge. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter ,  but  I 
thank  my  God,  it  holds  yet. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  Madam  ,  yonders  my  Lord  your  fon  with  a 

patch  of  velvet  on's  face ,  whether  there  be  a  fear  under't 
or  no ,  the  Velvet  knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly  patch  of  Vel- 

vet ,  his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two  pile  and  a  half,  but 
his  nsht  cheek  is  worn  bare. 

La.  A  fear  nobly  got : 

Or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good  liv'ry  of  honour. So  belike  is  that. 

Clo.  But  it  is  your  carbinado'd  face. 
Laf.  Let  us  go  fee 

Your  fon  I  pray  you,  I  long  to  talk 
With  the  young  noble  fouldier. 

Clo.  Faith  there's  a  dozen  of  em,with  dejicatc  fine  hats, 
and  moft  courteous  feathers ,  which  bow  the  head ,  and  ; 
nod  at  every  man. 

Exeunt. ' 

Alius  Quintus. 

Enter  Hellen,  JViddow,  and  Diana,  with 
two  Attendants. 

Hel.  But  this  exceeding  polling  day  and  night, 
Muft  wear  your  fpirits  low,  we  cannot  help  it. 
But  fince  you  have  made  the  dayes  and  nights  as  onej 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs, 
Behold  you  do  fogrow  in  my  requitall, 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.  In  happy  time, 

Enter  a  Gentleman  a  flr  anger. 

This  man  may  help  me  to  his  Ma  jellies  ear, 
If  he  would  f pend  his  power.  God  fave  you  fir : Gent.  And  you. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  Court  of  France. 
Gent.  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

Hel.  I  do  prefume,  fir,  that  you  are  not  falne 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodneffe, 
And  therefore  goaded  with  moft  fharp  occafions, 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  venues,  for  the  which 
I  fhall  continue  thankfull. 

Gent.  What's  your  will  ? Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 

To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  King, 
And  aid  me  with  tharftore  of  power  you  have 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent.  The  Kings  not  here. 
Hel.  Not  here  nr  ? 
Gent.  Not  indeed, 

He  hence  remov'd  laft  night,  and  with  more  hafte Then  is  his  ufe. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  we  loofe  our  pains. 

Hel.  All's  well  that  ends  well  yet, 
Though  time  feem  fo  adverfe,  and  means  unfit : 
I  do  befeech  you,whether  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent.  Marry  as  I  take  it  to  Roflillion, Whither  I.  am  going. 

Hel.  I  do  befeech  you  fir, 

Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  me, 
Commend  the  paper  to  his  gracious  hand> 
Which  I  prefume  fhall  render  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it : 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Gent,  This  I'le  do  for  you. 

Hel.  And  you  fhall  finde  your  felf  to  be  well  thankt 
what  e're  falls  more.  We  muft  to  horfe  again,  Go,  go, 

provide.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Clown,  and  Parolles. 

Par.  Good  M.  Levatch  give  my  Lord  Lafew  this  let- 
ter ,  I  have  ere  now,  fir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 

I  have  held  familiarity  with  frefher  cloathes :  but  I  am 

now,  fir,  muddied  in  fortunes  mood,  and  fmell  fomewhat 
ftrong  of  her  ftrong  difpleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  Fortunes  difpleafure  is  but  fluttifh  ,  if  it 

fmell  fo  ftrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ftof  :  I  will  henceforth 
eat  no  Fifh  of  Fortunes  butt'ring.Preihce,allow  thewinde. 

Par.  Nay  you  need  not  to  ftop  your  nofe ,  fir :  I  fpeak but  a  Metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  if  your  Metaphor  ftink,I  will  ftop  my 

nofe,or  againft  any  mans  Metaphor.  Pretheeget  thee  fur- ther. P*r. 
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Par.  Pray  you,  fir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

Cls.  Foh  ,  prechee  ftand  away  :  a  paper  from  fortunes 

clofe-ftoole,  to  give  to  a  Nobleman.  Look  here  he  comes 
himfelf. 

Enter  Lafew. 

Ch.  Here  is  a  purre  of  Fortunes*  fir,  or  of  Fortunes 

Cat  ,  but  hot  a  Mufcat ;  that  ha's  falnc  into  the  unclean 

fifh-pond  of  her  difpleafure,  and  as  he  fayes  muddied 

withall.  Pray  you,  fir, ufe  the  Carp  as  you  may,  for  he 

looks  like  a  poor  decayed,  ingenious,  foolifh  ,  rafcally 

knave.  I  do  p'uty  his  diftrefie  in  myfmilesof  comfort, and  leave  him  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Par.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath  cruelly 

fcratch'd 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do?  'Tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  played  the 
knave  with  fortune  that  flic  fhould  fcratch  you ,  who  of 

her  felf,  is  a  good  Lady,and  would  not  have  knaves  thrive 

long  under  her  ?  There's  a  Cardecue  for  you :  Let  the  Ju- 
ftices  make  you  and  fortune  friends ;  I  am  for  other  bu- 
finefle. 

'Par.  I  befeech  your  honour  to  hearc  me  one  fingle 
word. 

L  f.  You  beg  a  fingle  penny  more :  Come  you  fhail 

ha'c,  lave  your  word. 
Par.  My  name  my  good  Lord,  is  Parolles. 
Laf.  You  beg  more  then  one  word  then.    Cox  my 

paffion,  give  me  your  hand:  How  does  your  drum. 

Par.  O  my  good  Lord  ,'your  were  thefirft  that  found me. 

Laf.  Was  I  infooth?  And  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 

Par.  It  lies  in  you,my  Lord  to  bring  me  in  fome  grace, 
for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf.  Out  upon  thee  knave,  doeft  thou  put  upon  me  at 
once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devill:  one  brings  thee 

in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.The  King's  com- 
ing I  know  by  his  Trumpets.  Sirrah,  enquire  further  af- 
ter me,  I  had  talk  of  you  laft  night,  though  you  are  a 

fooleand  a  knave,  you  fhall  cat,  go  to,  follow. 
Par.  I  praife  God  for  you. 

Fleurijh.  Enter  King,  old  Lady,  Laferty  the  two  French 
Lords,  with  attendants. 

Kin.  We  loft  a  Jewell,  and  our  efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it :  but  your  fon, 

As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fence  to  know 
Her  cftirrration  home. 

Old  La.  'Tis  part,  my  Liege, 
And  I  befeech  your  Majcfty  to  make  it 

Naturall  rebellion,  donei'th  blade  of  youth, 
When  oyle  and  fire,  too  ftrong  for  reafons  force, 
Ore-bears  it  and  burns  on. 

King .  My  honour'd  Lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all, 

Though  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  ihoot. 

Laf..  This  I  muft  fay, 
But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon :  the  young  Lord 
[Did  to  his  Ma  jetty,  his  Mother,  and  his  Lady, 
Offence  of  mighty  note ;  but  to  himfelf 

The  grcateft  wrong  of  all.  He  loft  a  wife, ' 
Whofe  beauty  did  aftoniffi  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes :  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive, 

Whofe  deep  perfection,  hearts  that  fcorn'd  toferve,, 

Humbly  call'd  Miffris. 
Kin.  Praifiiig  what  is  loft, 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  Well,  call  him  hither. 
We  are  reconcile  and  the  fir  ft  view  fhall  kill 
All  repetition :  Let  him  not  ask  our  pardon,' 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  then, oblivion,  we  do  bury  . 
Th'inccnfing  relicks  of  it.  Let  him  approach 
A  ftranger^  no  offender ;  and  inform  him 
So.'tis  our  will  he  fhould 

Gent.  Hhall  my  Liege. 

King.  What  fayes  he  to  your  daughter, 
Have  you  fpoke? 

Laf.  AH  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 
Kin.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match.  I  have  letters  fent 

me,  that  fets  him  hig'i  in  fame. 
Enter  Count  Bertram. 

Laf.  He  looks  well  on'c Kin.  I  am  not  a  day  of  fcafon, 

For  thou  m?lifri>e  a  fun-fhine,  and  a  haile 

In  me  at  once  :  But  to  the  brighteft  beams 
Diflracted  clouds  give  way,  fo  ftand  thou  forth, 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

.  Ber.  My  high  repented  blames, 
Dear  Soveraigne,  pardon  me. 

Kin.  All  is  whole,  . 

Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time. 

Let's  take  the  inftant  by  the  forward  top : 
For  we  are  old,  and  our  quick'ft,  decrees 
Th'inaudible,  and  noifelefle  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effect  them.  You  remember 
The  daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  Liege, at  fii  ft 
f  ftuck  my  choife  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue : 
Where  the  impreflton  of  mine  eye  enfixing, 

Contempt  his  fcornfull  Perfpectivedid  lend  me. 
Which  wrapt  the  line  of  every  other  favour, 

Scorn'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprcft  it  ftoln, 
Extended  or  contracted  all  proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  object.  Thence  it  came, 

That  flie  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  my  felf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd  ;  was  in  mine  eye The  duft  that  did  offend  it. 

Kin.  Well  excus'd : 
That  thou  didft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcoresaway 

From  the  great  comptr  but  love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorfefull  pardon  flowly  carried 
To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fowre  offence,  . 

Crying,  that'sgood  that's  gone :  our  rafh faults 
Make  triall  price  of  ferious  things  we  hi 
Not  knowing  them,  untill  we  know  their  grave, 
Ofcour  difpleafures  to  our  felvesunjufr, 
Deftroy  our  friends,  and  after  weep  their  dul 

Our  own  love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
While  fhamefull  hate  fleep's  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Helens  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  LMaudh»9 

The  main  confentsare  had.  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  widdowreis  fecond  marriage  day : 
Which  better  then  the  firft,  O  dear  heaven  blefs, 

Or,  ere  they  meet  in  mc,  O  Nar-ur?  ceafs. 
Laf.  Come  on  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfes  name 

Muft  be  difgeftcd  :  give  a  favour  from  you 

To  fparkle  in  the  fpir'its  of  my  daughter, 
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That  the  may  quickly  come.  By  my  old  beard, 

And  ev'iy  hair  that's  on't,  that's  dead 
Was  a  fweet  creature  :  fucha  ring  as  this, 
The  Ia(t  that  ere  I  took  her  leave  at  Court, 

I  law  upon  her  finger. 
Ber.  Heis  it  was  not. 

Kin.  Now  pray  you  let  me  fee  it.  For  mine  eye, 

While  I  was  fpcakirg,  oft  was  falten'd  too't : This  Rinq  was  mine,  and  when  I  qavc  it  Helleny 
I  bad  he: ,  if  her  fortunes  ever  (tood 

Necelhtied  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  her.  Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  fhould  ftead  her  moft  ? 

Ber.  My  qracious  Soveraigne, 
H  v.v  ere  it  pieafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  ring  was  never  heis. 

Old  La.  Son,  on  my  life 

I  have  feen  her  wear  it,  and  fhe  reckon'd  it At  her  lives  rate. 

Laf.  I  cm  fure  I  faw  her  wear  ic. 

Ber.  You  are  decciv'd,  my  Lord,  fire  never  faw  it : In  Florence  was  it  from  a  calement  thrown  if 

W.ap'd  in  a  paper,  which  contain'd  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it:  Noble  fhe  was,  and  thought 

I  ftood  inga^d,  but  when  I  had  fubfcri'b'd 

To  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  Honour 

As  fhe  had  made  the  overture,  fhe  ceaft 

In  heavy  fatisfaclion,and  would  never 
Receive  the  Ring  again. 

Kin.  Platus  himfclf , 

That  knows  the  tin 61  and  multiplying  medicine, 
H:,th  not  in  natures  myftery  more  fcience, 

Then  I  have  in  this  Ring.  'Twas  mine, 'twas  Hellens} 
Who  ever  gave  it  you :  then  if  you  know 
That  you  arc  well  acquainted  with  yourfelf, 

Confefs'twas  heis,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  Ffdrti  her.  She  call'd  the  Saints  to  furety, 
That  fhe  would  n'Jver  put  it  from  her  finger, 
'Inkffe  the  gave  it  to  your  felfin  bed, 
Where  you  ha  ve  never  come  :  or  lent  it  us 

Upon  her g- cat  dilafter. 
Ber.  She  never  faw  it. 

Km.  Thoufr^ak'ft  ufalfely :  as  Hove  mine  Honour, 
And  rnak'ft  conic&urall  fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  fhrt  out,  if  it  fhould  prove 

That  thou  art  to  inhumane,  'twill  not  prove  fo. 
And  yet  I  know  not,  thou  didfi  hate  her  deadly, 
And  fhe  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  clofe 

Her  eyes  my  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  then  to  fee  this  Ring.  Take  him  away, 

My  foi  c-paft  proofes,  how  eie  the  matter  fall 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 

Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.  Away  with  him, 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  fhall  prove 
This  Ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fhall  as  eafie 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 

Where  yet  fhe  never  wjs. 
Enter  a  G entleman. 

Kin.  I  am  wrap'd  in  diimall  thinkings. 
Gent.  Gracious  Soveraigne. 

Whether  I  have  been  too  blame  or  no,  I  knownot5 

Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  hath  for  four  or  five  removes  come  fhort, 
To  tender  it  her  felf.  I  undertook  it, 

/ 

Vanquifh'd  thereto  oy  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  :  ber  bufineflc  looks  in  her 

With  an  importing  vifaqc,and  fhe  told  me 
In  a  fweet  verball  breef,  it  did  concern 
Your  Hi?hnc(Te  with  her  felf. 

aSf  Letter. 
Vpon  his  many  proteflations  to  marry  me  when  his  wife 

was  dead ,1 blufhto  fay  it, he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count 
Boffilhona  tv!ddoa>ery  his  vowes  are  forfeited  to  mey  & 

my  honors  paid  to  him.  He  fiolefrom  Florence,  taking 
no  leavey  and  I  follow  him  to  this  fiuntreyfor  Juflice  : 
G rant  it  me,  O  King,  in  you  it  befi  lies,  etherwife  a  fe- 
ducer  flourifhes,  and  a  poor  Maid  is  undone. Diana  Capilet. 

Lrf,  I  will  buy  me  a  fon  in  Law  in  a  fear,  and  toule 
him  for  this.  Tie  none  of  him. 

Kin.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee,  LafeWj 

To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry,  feek  the  futors : 
Go  lpeedily,and  bring  again  the  Count. Enter  Bertram. 

Iam  a-feard  the  life  of  Hellen  (Lady) 

Was  fowly  fnatch'd. Old  La.  Now  juftice  on  the  doers. 
Kin.  I  wonder,  fir,  wiv:s  are  fo  monftrous  to  you, 

And  chat  you  flyc  them  as  you  fwear  them  Lordfnip, 

Yet  you  defire  to  marry.  What  woman's  that? 

Enter  JViddow,  Diana,  and  Parolles. 

Dia.  Iam,  my  Lord,  a  wrenched  Florentine, 
Deiived  from  the  ancient  Capiiet, 

My  fuit,  as  I  under  ftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pittied. 

fvid.  I  am  her  Mother,  fir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  fuflfer  under  this  complaint  we  bring, 
And  both  fhall  ccafe,  without  your  remedy. 

Kin.  Come  hither, Counr,do  you  know  thefe  Women? 
Ber.  My  Lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny, 

But  that  I  know  them,  do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  upon  your  wife  > 
Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord. 
Dia.  If  you  fhall  marry 

You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine, 
You  give  away  heavens  vowes,  and  thofe  are  mine  : 
Yo  i  giveaway  my  felf,  which  is  known  mine: 
For  I  by  vow  ?m  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  fhe  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  reputation  comes  too  fhort  for  my  daugh- 
ter, you  are  no  husband  for  her. 

Ber,  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  creature, 

Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh 'd  with :  Let  your  highnefs 
Lay  a  more  noble  tho,!ght  upon  mine  honour, 
Then  for  to  think  that  I  would  finkc  it  hcre. 

Kin.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  ycu  have  them  ill  to  friend, 
Till  your  deeds  gain  them  fairer :  prove  your  honour, 
Then  in  my  thought,  it  lies. 

Diati.  Good  my  Lord, 

Ask  him  upon  his  Oath,  if  hedo's  think He  had  not  my  virginity. 

Kin.  What  failt  thou  to  her? 

Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  Lotd, 
And  was  a  common  gameftei  to  the  Camp. 

Dia.  He  do's  me  wrong,  my  Lord  :  It  I  werefo, 
Hemiqht  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price. 

Do 
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Doc  not  relieve  him.  O  ochold  this  Rin 

Whofe  high  rclpec-1:  and  rich  validity 
Did  lack  a  Paialell :  yet  for  all  that 

He  gave  it  co  a  Commoner  a'ch  Camp 1.1  If  I  be  one. 

I    Old  La.  He  biuflics,  and  'cis  !iit  ; 
I  Of  iix  preceding  Ancestors,  that  Jemmc 

Conferr'd  by  tcftament  to  th'  fcquent  iffue 
Hath  it  been  owed  and  worn.  This  is  his  wife, 

That  Ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 
Kin.  Me  thought  you  laid 

You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefTeit. 

Dia,  I  did, my  Lord,  but  loath  am' to  produce 
So  bad  an  infttument ;  his  name's  Parolles. 

Laf.  I  faw  the  man  to  day,  it"  man  he  be. 
Kin.  Find  him, and  bring  him  hither. 
Rof  What  of  him? 

He's  quoted  for  a  nioft  perfidious  flave 
With  all  the  fpots  a'th  world,  taxt  and  deboifh'd, 
Whofe  nature  fickens :  but  to  fpeak  a  truth, 

Am  I,  or  that  oc  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing. 

Kin.  She  hath  that  Ring  of  yours. 

Rof  I  think  fhe  has ;  certain  it  is  I  lik'd  her, 
And  boorded  her  i'th  wanton  way  of  youth : 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  of  me, 
Madding  my  eagerneffe  with  her  restraint, 
As  all  impediments  in  fancies  courfe 

Are  motives  of  more  fancy,  and  in  fine, 
Her  infuit  comming  with  her  modern  grace, 

Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate  ;  fhc  got  the  Ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  inferiour  might 
At  Market  price  have  bought. 

Dia.  I  mull  be  patient : 

You  that  have  turn'd  off  a  firft  fo  noble  wife  > 
May  juftly  diet  me.  I  pray  you  yet, 

'Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  willlofe  a  husband) 
Send  for  ycur  Ring,  I  will  return  it  home , 
And  give  me  mine  again. 

'Rof.  I  have  it  not. 
Kin.  What  Ring  was  yours, I  pray  you? 
Dlan.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  finger. 
Kin.  Know  you  this  Ring,  this  Ring  was  his  of 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  hira  being  a  bed. 
.King.  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 

Out  of  a  Cafement. '*  -    •  «■»»««..  _ 
Dia.  I  have  fpoke  the  truth.  Enter  P  at fUt$> 

R«f.  My  Lord,  I  doe  confclfc  thf  jftin^  washers. 

Kin.  You  boggle  fhrcwdly,  every  feather  ftai.ts"ypu.;: 
Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of  ? 

Dia.  I,  my  Lord.    .  "  - 
Kin.  Tell  me,  firrah,  but  tell  me  true  I  charge  y°Uj£Q\ 

Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  Mafter :  V 
(Which  on  your  juft  proceeding,  Tie  keep  off) 
By  him,  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majcfty,  my  Mafter  hath  been  an 
honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him , 
which  Gentlemen  have. 

Kin.  Come,  come,  to  th'  purpofe :  Did  he  love  this 
Woman?  ••  • 

Par.  Faith  fir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how » 

Kin.  How  T  pray  you  >  '*"«"., 
far.  He  did  love  her,  fir, as  a  Gent,  loves  a  Woman. 
Kin.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  fir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 
Kin.  As  thou  art  a  Knave  and  no  Knave,  what  an 

equivocal!  Companion  is  this  .? 
Pur.  I  am  a  poor  man  ,  and  at  your  Majcfties  com- 

mand/. . 

Laf.  He's  a  good  drumme,  my  Lord,  but  a  haughty 
O rd tour.       •        •  ■  .;  s 

Dia,  Doe  you  know  he  promift  me  marriage  ? 

Tar.  Faith,  I  know  more  then  I'le  fpeak. 
Kin.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft  ? 
Par.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Ma jefty  :  I  did  go  between 

them,  as  I  faid,  but  more  then  that,  he  loved  her ;  for  in- 
deed he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talktof  Sathan,  and  of 

Limbo,  and  of  Fui  ies,  and  I  know  not  what  t  yet  I  was  in 
that  credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew  of  their 

going  to  bed,  arid  of  other  motions,  as  promifing  her 
marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill  will  to 
fpeak  of,  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I  know. 

Kin.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unleffe  thou  canft 
fay  they  are  married,but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  evidence, 
Theieforeftand  afide.  This  Ring  you  fay  was  yours. 

Dia.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Kin.  Where  did  you  buy  it  ?  or  who  gave  it  you? 
Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  not  buy  it, 
Kin.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 
Dia.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

Kin.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 
Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

Kin.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  wayes, 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 

Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf.  This  woman's  an  eafie  glove,  my  Lord,  fhe  g< 
off  and  on  at  pleafure. 

Kin.  This  Ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  wife.  . 
Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  ought  I  know. 
Kw,  Take  her  away,  I  doe  not  like  her  now, 

To  prifon  with  her :  and  away  with  him,         ;  } 

Unleffe  thou  tell'ft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  Ring, 
Thou  dieft  within  this  houre. 

Dia.  I'le  never  tell  you. 
Kin.  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  Pie  put  in  bail  my  Liege. 
Kin.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  Cuftomer. 

Dta.  By  Jove  if  ever  I  knew  man  'twas  you. 
Kin.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty  ; 
He  knovyts  J  am  no  Maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't : 
I'le  fwcar/l  aitia  Maid,  and  he  knowesnot. 
Great  King,  I-  am  no  (trumpet,  by  my  life, 
I  am  either  Maid,  orclfc  this  old  mans,  wife, 

.   Km'  She  do'^ ?bufe  our  eares,  to  prifori  with  her. 
Dia.  -Good  mother  fetch  my  bayle.  .Stay,  Royal  fir. 

The  JsSgEfcr  trfw-  owes  the  Ring  is  ferit  for  , 
Andljc  fliall  furety  me.  But  for  this  Lord  , 

Who  hath  abus'd  me  as  he  knowes  himfelf, 
■sl&fiMfTh  yet  he  never  heard  me,  here  I  quit  hira. 

;nowes  himfelf  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd , 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  : 

Dead  though  fhe  be,  fhe  feels  her  young  one  kick  : 

So  there's  my  riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quick  , 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Hellen  and  widow. 

Kin.  Is  there  no  exorcift  • 

Beguiles  the  true  Office  of  mine  eyes? 
Is't  reall  that  I  fee  > 

Hel.  No,  my  good  Lord, 
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All's  well  that  ends  well* 

Tis  but  the  lhadow  of  a  Wife  you  fce> 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Rof.  Both,  both,  O  pardon. 

Hcl.  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  when  I  was  like  this  Maid, 
I  found  you  wondrous  kind,  there  is  your  Ring, 

And  look  you,  here's  your  Letter :  this  it  fayes, 
When  from  my  finger  you  can  get  this  Ring, 
And  is  by  me  with  child,  &c.  This  is  done , 

Will  you  be  mine, now  you  are  doubly  wonne  ? 
Rof.  If  flic,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly, 

Pie  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,and  prove  untrue, 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you. 
O,  my  dear  mother,  doe  I  fee  you  living  ? 

Laf.  Mine  eyes  fmcll  Onions,  I  fhall  weep  anon : 
Good  Tom  Drumme,  lend  me  a  handkercher. 
So  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home,  Tie  make  fport  with 

diee :  Let  thy  curtfi«s  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones. 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  ftory  know, 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  plealure  flow  : 
If  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefh  uncropped  flower, 
Choofe  thou  thy  husband,  and  Tie  pay  thy  dower. 
For  I  can  gueflc,  that  by  thy  honeft  aide, 
Thou  kecpeft  a  Wife  her  lelf,  thy  felf  a  Maid. 
Of  that  and  all  the  progrefle  more  and  leffe  , 

Refolv'dly  more  leifure  l"hall  expreflc  : 
All  yet  feems  well,  and  if  it  end  fo  meet, 
The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fweec. 

flourift 

THe  King's  a  Beggar,  now  the  flay  is  done* All  is  well  ended,  if  his  fuit  be  wonne, 

That  yott  exprejfe  content :  which  we  will  pay, 
Withftrife  to  pleafe  yon,  day  exceeding  day : 

Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts, 
Tour  gentle  hands  lend  us,  and  take  our  hearts,  Ex.Oir 
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Twelfe- Night,  Or  what  yon  will. 

sABus  Trimus.  Scena  Trtma* 

Enter  Orfino  Dakj  of  llljria,  Curioyand 
other  Lords. 

Duke. 

fMSjSE^HPF  Mufick.  be  the  food  of  Love,  play  on, 

^|||j|g»  Give  me  exceffe  of  it  :  chat  lurfetting, 

fejOj   |§|p        aFPetice  may  ficken,  and  fodie. 

SrcSfl   *$mk  That  ft  ain  ageni  it  bad  a  dying  fall  : 

^^m^^^Xi  O>ir-camco>iemycar,like  the  fweet  founc W^vflWr^W  yjiac  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  Violets ; Stealing,  and  giving  Odour.  Enough,  no  more , 
'T'S  noc  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  ipi  it  of  Love,  how  quick  and  frefh  art  thou, 
(That  notwithltanding  thy  capacity, 
Receiveth  as  the  Sea.  Nought  enters  there, 

Of  what  validity,  and  pitch  fo  e're, 
Bi  t  falls  into  abatement,  and  low  price , 
Even  in  a  minute ;  fo  fuil  of  fhapes  is  fancy, 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantafticall. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord  ? 
Da.  What  Curio  ? 
Cur,  The  Hart. 

D-j.  Why  fo  I  Joe,  the  Noblcft  that  I  have  : 
O  when  mine  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  fir  ft, 

Me  thought  fhe  purg'd  the  ayre  of  peltilencc  ; 
That  inltant  was  I  tuin'd  into  a  Hart, 
And  my  defiles,  like  fell  and  crucll  hounds, 

L'ic  fincepiirfuc  me.  How  now,  what  newes  from  h  r? Enter  V dentine. 

V <tl.  So  plea fe  my  Lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted , 
But  from  her  hand-maid  doe  return  this  anfwer : 

The  Element  it  felf,  till  feven  yeares  heat, 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view: 
But  like  a  Cloyftreffe  fhe  will  vailed  walke, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  Chambers  round 

With  eye-offending  brine  :  all  this  to  feafon 
A  brothers  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefh 

'And  lading,  in  her  fad  remembrance. 
Du.  O  fhe  that  hath  a  heart  of  this  fine  frame  , 

To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother , 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  fhaft 
Hath  kill'd  the  flock  of  all  affections  elfe 
That  live  in  her.  When  Liver,  Brain,and  Heart, 

Thefefoveraign  thrones,  are  all  fuppli'dand  fill'd 
Her  fwcet  perfections  with  one  felf  fame  king : 
Away  before  me,  to  fweet  beds  of  Flowers, 

Love-thoughts  lie  rich,  when  cannopy'd  with  bowrcs. Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Viola  a  Captain,  and  Saylors. 
Vio.  What  Councrey  (Friends)  is  this  ? 
Cap.  This  is  Illyria,  Lady. 
Vio.  And  what  (hould  I  doe  in  lllyria  > 

My  Biother  he  is  in  £//*,/#/», 

Perchance  hes  is  not  drown'd  :  What  think  you,Sailors? 
Cap.  It  is  pet  chance  that  you  your  felf  were  faved. 
Vio.  O  my  poor  Brother,  and  fo  perchance  may  he  be. 
Cap.  Tiuc  Madam,  and  to  comfort  you  with  chance. 

Aflure  your  felf,  after  our  lhip  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and  thofe  poor  number  faved  with  you, 
Hung  on  our  droving  boat :  I  faw  your  brother 
Moft  provident  in  peri li,  binde  himfelf, 
(Couiageand  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practife) 

To  a  ftrong  Mafte,  that  liv'd  upon  the  fea : 
Where  like  Orion  on  the  Dolphinesback, 
I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves , 
So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Vio.  For  faying  fo,  there's  Gold  : Mine  own  efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thyfpeech  fervesfor  authority 

The  like  of  him.  Know'lt  thou  this  Countrey  ? 
Cap.  I,  Madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  born 

Not  three  hourcs  travell  from  this  very  place  ? 
Vio.  Who  governs  here  ? 
Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 
Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.  Orfino. 
1    Vio.  Orfino  J I  have  heard  my  Father  name  him. 
He  was  a  Batchellor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late  : 
For  but  a  monech  ago  I  went  from  hence, 

And  then  'twas  frefh  in  murmure  (as  you  know 
What  great  ones  doe,  the  leffe  will  prattle  of) 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  (he  ? 
Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  Count, 

That  di'd  fome  twelvemoneth  fince,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  hisfon,  her  brother, 

Who  fhoi  tly  alfo  di'd :  for  whofe  dear  love 

(They  lay)  fhe  had  abjm'd  the  fight And  company  of  men. 

Vio.  O  that  I  ferv'd  that  Lady, 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world 

Y  2  Till 
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1  ill  I  had  made  mine  own  cccalion  mellow 

What  my  diatc  is. 
Cap.  Tnac  were  hard  to  compaffe  , 

Becaufc  Hie  vull  admit  no  kind  of  laic, 
No  not  the  Dukes. 

V\o,  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thec,  Captain, 
And  though  that  nature,  with  a  beauteous  wall 

D  nh  oft  clofc  in  pollution  ;  ye:  of  thee 
1  will  belieye,  thou  had  a  mine!  that  huts 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 

1  pretlu-c  (and  Tie  pay  thee  bounteoully) 
Conceal  me  what  I  am,  and  be  my  aide. 
For  fuch  difguife  as  haply  fhall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.  Fie  ferve  this  Duke  , 
Thou  fhalt  prefent  me  as  an  Eunuch  to  him, 
It  may  be  woith  thy  pains :  for  I  can  fing, 
And  fpeak  to  him  111  many  forts  of  Mufick, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervicc. 

What  dfe  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit, 
Onely  fhape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  Eunuch,  and  your  Mute  Fie  be, 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee. 

Vio.  I  thank  thec  :  Lead  me  cn.  Sxeunt. 

Seem  Tertia. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To,  What  a  plague  meanes  my  Neece  to  take  the 

!death  of  her  brother  thus  ?I  am  fure  care's  an  enemy  to life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  fir  Tobyjou  muft  come  in  earlier 
a  nights :  your  Coufin,  my  Lady,  takes  great  exceptions 
to  your  ill  houres. 

To.  Why  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 
Mar.  I,  but  you  muft  confine  your  fslf  within  the 

modeft  limits  of  order. 

To.  Confine  ?  Fie  confine  my  felf  no  finer  then  I  am  : 
thefe  cloathes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be 

■thefe  boots  too :  and  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  them 
felves  in  their  own  ft  raps. 

Afar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undoe  you  :I 
heard  my  Lady  talke  of  it  yefter  day  :  and  of  afoolifh 
knight  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her 

To.  Who,  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheeky  >  (wooer? 
CMa.  I  he. 

To.  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Illyria. 
.  Ma.  What's  that  to  th'  purpo'fe  ? 
To.  Why  he  has  three  thouland  Ducats  a  year. 

CM*.  I,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  Ducats  : 
He 's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigall. 

To.  Fie,that  you'll  fay  fo  :  he  playes  o'ch  Viobde-gam- 
boyes,  and  fpeak s  three  or  four  languages  word  for  word 
without  book, and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed  ,  almeft  naturall :  for  befides 

chat  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarrcller :  and  but  that  he 
hath  the  gifc  of  a  Coward,  to  allay  the  guft  he  hath  in 

quarrelling, 'tis  thought  among  the  prudent,  he  would 
quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Tob.  By  this  hand  they  are  fcoundrcls  and  fubftia- 
<5tois  that  fay  fo  of  him.  Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  adde  moreover ,  he's  drunk  nightly 
in  your  company. 

T o.Wuh  asking  hpalths  to  my  Necce  Fie  drink  to 

her  as  long  as  there  is  a  paffage  in  my  throar,  and  drin 
m  iliaria:  he's  a  Cowaid  and  a  Coyftiill  that  will  nc 
drink  to  my  Nccc-,  till  his  brains  turn  o'th'  toe,  like 
parifh  top.    What  wench  ?  Caft'Uiano  vnlgo  :  for  her comes  Sir  Andrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  Sir  Toby  Belch.  How  now  Sir  Toby  Belch  ? 
To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  Bleffe  you  fair  Shrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too  fir, 
Tob.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew,  accoft. 

And.  What's  that  ? 
To.  My  Neeces  Chamber-maid. 
An.  Good  Miftiis  acccft,  I  defire  better  acquaintance! 
Ma,  My  name  is  Mary  fir. 
And.  Good  Miftreffe  Mary,  accoft. 
To.  You  miftake  knight :  Accoft  is,  front  her,  boor 

her,  wooe  her,  affaile  her. 
An.  By  my  trothj  I  would  not  undertake  her  in  thi 

company.  Is  that  the  meaning  of  Accoft  ? 
Mar.  Faie  you  well  Gentlemen. 
To.  And  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir  Andrew,  would  tho 

mighft  never  draw  fword  agen. 

And.  And  you  part  fo  Miftreffe,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  fword  agen.  Fair  Lady,  doe  you  think  yo 
have  fools  in  hand  ? 

Ma.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th'  .hand. 
And.  Marry  but  you  fhall  have,  and  here's  my  hand Mar. Now  fir,  thought  is  free  :  I  pray  you  bring  your 

hand  to  th'  Buttry  barre,and  let  it  drink. 

An.  Wherefore  (  fweet  heart  ?  )  what's  your  Meta 

phor  ? 

Mar.  It's  dry  fir. 

An.  Why  I  think  fo :  I  am  not  fuch  an  affc ,  but  I 

can  keep  my  hand  dry.  But  what's  your  jeft  ? Ma.  A  dry  jeft,  fir. 

And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 
Ma.  I  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  finger  ends :  marry  now 

I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren.  Exit  Maria. 

Tob.  O knight, thou  lack'ft  a  cup  of  Canary:  when 
did  I  fee  the  fo  put  down  ? 

nAnd.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think,  unleffe  you  fee 

Canary  put  down  :  me  thinks  fometimes  I  have  no  more 

.wit  then  a  Chriftian  ,  or  an  ordinary  man  ha's :  but  I 
am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and  I  believe  that  do's  harm  to 

my  wic. To,  Noqueftion. 

An.  And  I  thought,  I'dcforfweare  it.  Pie  lide  home to  morrow,  SirTo^. 

To.  Bur  quoy,  my  dear  knight  ? 
An.  Wnat  is  pur  quoy ?  Doe,  or  not  doe  ?  I  would  I 

had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  tongues,  that  I  have  in 

fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting  :  O  had  I  but  follow- 
ed the  Arts. 

To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of  hair. 

An.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  ha  ir  ? 
To.  Paft  queftion,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  my  J 
An.  Bat  it  becomes  me  well  enough,doft  not?  (nacuie. 

To.  Exce!lent,it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftarfe:and  I  hope 
to  fee  a  hutwife  take  thec  between  her  legs,  &  fpin  it  oft.  j 

An.  Faith  Fie  home  tomorrow,  CnToby,  your  Neecc 

will  not  be  feen,  or  if  fhe  be,  it's  four  to  one,  fhe'llnone. 
of  mc  :  the  Count  himfelf  here  hard  by,  wooes  her. 

To.  She'll  none  o'th  Count, flae'll  not  match  above! 
her  degree,  neither  in  cftate,  yeares,  nor  wit  :  I  have 

heard  her  fwear.  Tut,  there's  life  in't  man. 

T  Ani.\ 
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AnL  i'lc  riiy  a  mbrreiil  longer.  I  am  a  felbw  o'th 
ft.ang'  ft  mind  i'di  woi  Id  :  I  delit>hc  in  Maskes  and  Re- 
vclis  fometimes  alcogecher. 

To.  Arc  thou  good  ac  tbefe  kick-fhavvfes,  Knighc  > 
And.  As  any  man  iii  Illyrla^  whacioever  he  be,  under 

die  decree  of  my  betters,  and  yet  I  will  noc  compare  with 
an  old  man. 

To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  knighc  ? 
And.  Fai:h,  I  can  cue  a  caper. 

To.  'And  I  can  cue  chc  M'Jtton  to':. 
And.  And  I  think  I  have  die  back-trick,  limply  as 

ftrong  as  any  man  in  Illyr'ia. To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  >  wherefore  have 

ihefe  gifts  a  Curtain  t-eforc  'em  ?  arc  they  like  to  take 
jduft,  like  MilHs  A/id/j  picture  ?  Why  doft  thou  not  go 
co  Church  in  a  Galliard,  and  come  heme  in  a  Carranto  ? 
My  very  walk  fhould  be  a  Jigge :  I  would  not  fo  much  as 
make  water  but  in  a  Sink-a-pace. :  Whac  doft  thou  mean? 
Is  i  t  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  >  I  did  think  by  the  excel- 

lent conftitution  of  thy  legge,  it  was  form'd  under  the ftarre  of  a  Galliard. 

And.  I,  tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a 

dam'd  colour'd  ftocken.  Shall  we  fit  about  fome  Revels  ? 
To.  What  fhall  we  doe  elfe :  were  we  noc  born  under 

Taurus  > 

And.  Taurus  >  That's  fides  and  heart. 

To.  No  fir.  it  is  lerges  and  thi°hes :  let  me  fee  the"e  ca- 
per.  Ha, higher:  ha,  ha,  excellent.  Sxeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola,  in  mans  attire. 

Val.  if  the  Duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you 

Ce/ano,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advane'd,  he  hath  known 
jfou  but  three  dayes,  and  already  you  are  no  ftranger. 

Vto.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftion  discontinuance  of  his  lo?e.  Is 
ie  inconftant  fir,  in  his  favours  > 

Val.  No  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  Attendants. 
Vlo.  I  thank  you :  here  comes  the  Count. 
Duk^.  Who  faw  Cefario  hoa  ? 

Vto.  On  your  attendance,  myLoid,  here. 
Dh.  Stand  you  a  while  alocf.  Cefario  , 

Thou  knowft  no  leffe,  but  all :  I  have  uncLfp'd 
To  thee  the  Book  even  of  my  fecrcc  foul. 

Therefore  good  youth,  addreffe  thy  gate  unto  her,  . 

Be  not  deni'd  accede,  ftand  at  her  doores  , 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  fhall  grow       ̂   * Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio.  Sure,  my  Noble  Lord, 
If  {he  be  foabandon'd  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  me. 

T>h.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds , 
Rather  then  make  unprofitcd  return. 

Via.  Sayldoefpeak  with  her  (my  Lord)  what  then  ? 
Duk  .  O  then,  unfold  the  paftion  of  my  love , 

Surpi  izc  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faich  ; 
It  fhall  become  thee  well  toa-it  my  woes  : 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth  , 

Then  in  a  Nuntio's  of  more  grave  afpe£r. 
Vio.  I  think  not  to,  my  Lord  : 
Dnkj  Dear  Lad,  beli:ve  it ; 

For  they  ihall  yet  belye  thy  happy  ycares, 
That  fay  thou  art  a  man  :  Dianaes  lip 

i  Is  not  moiefmooth,  and  rubious :  thy  fmall  p'pe 
'  Is  as  the  maidens  organ,  flu  ill,  and  found , 
And  all  is  femblative  a  womans  pait. 
I  know  thy  confteltation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affaire  :  fome  four  or  five  attend  him, 

All  if  you  will  :  for  I  my  f elf  am  beft 
When  Jeaft  in  company  :  prolpcr  well  in  this  , 
And  thou  lTialt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vio.  Tie  doe  my  beft 

To  wooeyour  Lady :  yet  a  barrefullftrife, 

Who  e're  I  wooc,  my  felfe  would  be  his  wife. 

Exeunt 

Snter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay  ,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  bin,  or  I 
will  noc  open  my  lips  fo  wide  as  a  brifsle  may  enter  in 
way  of  thy  excufermy  Lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  abfence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me  :  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this 
world,  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Ma.  Make  thac  good. 
Clo.  He  fhall  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar,  A  good  lenton  anfwer :  I  can  tell  thee  where 
that  faying  was  born,  of  I  fear  no  colours. 

Clo.  Where  good  Miftreffe  Mary  > 
Mar.  In  the  wanes,  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay 

in  your  foolery. 

Clo.  Well,God  give  them  wifedome  that  have  it":  and thofe  that  are  fooles,  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  ab* 
fent,  or  be  tuin'd  away,  is  not  that  as  good  as  a  hanging 

to  you  ? 
Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging,  prevents  a  bad  marriage 

and  for  turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 
Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  > 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  points. 
Mar.  That  if  one  break,  the  ©ther  will  hold:  or  if 

both  break,  your  gaskins  fall. 
Clo.  Apt  in  good  fairh,  vcty  apt :  well,  go  thy  way, 

if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a 

piece  of  Eves  flefh,  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  Peace  you  rogue,  no  more  6'that :  here  comes 
my  Lady  :  make  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were  beft. 

Enter  Lady  Olivia,  with  Malvolio. 

Clo.  W.t,  and'c  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  fooling : 
thofe  wits  that  think  they  have  thee,  doe  very  oft  prove 
fooles  :  and  I  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  paffe  for  a 

wife  man.  For  what  fayes  Quinapalus,  Better  a  witty 
fool,  then  a  foolilh  wit.  God  bleffe  thee,  Lady. 

01.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo.  Doe  you  not  hear  fellowcs,  take  away  the  Lady. 

01.  Go  too,  y'aie  a  dry  fool :  Tie  no  more  of  yod|  be- 
fides  you  grow  diflioneft. 

Clo.  Two  faults,  Madona,  that  drink  and  good  counfel 
will  amend  :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the  fool 
not  dry  :  bid  the  diflioneft  man  mend  himfelf,if  he  mend, 
he  is  no  longer  difhoneft ;  if  he  cannot ,  let  the  Botcher 

mend  him  :  any  thing  that's  mended,  is  but  patch'd:  vir- 
tue that  tranfgreffes,  is  but  patcht  with  fin,  and  fin  that 

amends,  is  but  patcht  with  virtue.  If  that  this  fimple 
Sillogifmc  will  ferve,  fo  ;  if  it  will  not,  what  remedy  ? 

Y  3  As 
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As  there  is  no  true  Cuckold  but  calamity,  lb  beauty's  a 
flower ;  The  Lady  bad  takeaway  the  fool,  therefore  I  fay 
again,  take  her  away. 

Ol.  Si  ,  I  bad  them  take  away  you. 
Clo,  Mifpi  ifion  in  the  higheft  degree.  Lady,C#r«/« 

I  us  r.on  faclt  monachum  ;  that's  as  much  to  fay,  as  I 
wear  not  motley  in  my  brain :  good  tMadona,  give  me 
leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Ol.  Cm  you  doe  it  > 
Clo,  Dextcrioufly,  good  Madona. 
01.  Make  your  p.roof. 

Clo.  I  mult  catechize  you  for  it,  Madona,  Good  my 
Moufeof  virtue  anfwer. 

01.  Well  fir,  for  want  of  other  idlencffe, I'le  bide 
your  proof. 

Clo.  Good  Madonayv:hy  mouin'fl: thou? 
01.  Good  fool,  for  my  brothers  death. 
Clo.  I  think  his  foul  is  in  hell,  Madona. 
01.  I  know  his  foul  is  in  heaven,  foole. 

Clo,  The  more  fool  you  (CMadona)  to  mourn  for  your 

Brothers  foul,  being  in  heaven.  Take  away  the  fool,  Gen- tlemen. 

01.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio^  doth  he 
not  mend  > 

Mai.  Yes,  and  fhall  doe,  till  the  pangs  of  death  fhake 
him  :  Infirmity  that  decayes  the  wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  fool. 

Clo,  God  fend  you,  fir,  a  fpeedy  Infirmity,  for  the 
better  increafing  your  folly  :  Sir  Toby  will  be  fwornthat 
I  am  no  Fox,  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  word  for  twopence 
that  you  are  no  fool. 

01.  How  fay  you  to  that  Malvolio  > 
Mai.  I  marvell  your  Ladifhip  takes  delight  in  fuch  a 

barren  rafcall  :  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day,  with 
an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brains  then  a  ftonc. 

Look  you  now,  he's  ouc  of  his  gard  already  :  unleffe  you 
laugh  and  minifter  occafion  to  him,  he  isgag'd.  I  proteft 
I  take  thefe  Wife  men,  that  crow  fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of 
fooles,  no  better  then  the  fooles  Zanies. 

Ol.  O  youarefick  of  felf- love,  Malvolio,  and  tafte 

with  a  diftemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiltleffe, 
and  of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for  Bird- 
bolts,  that  you  deem  Cannon  bullets :  There  is  no  (lander 

in  anallow'd  fool,  though  he  doe  nothing  but  rail ;  nor 
no  railing  in  a  known  difcrcet  man,  though  he  doe  no- 

thing but  reprove. 

Ch.  Now  Mercury  indue  thec  with  leafing,  for  thou 

fpeak'ft  well  of  fooles. 
Enter  Maria, 

liar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate,  a  young  Gentle- 
man, much  defire  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Ol.  From  the  Count  Orfino,  is  it  ? 

Ma.  I  know  not  (Madam)  'cis  a  fair  young  man,  and well  attended. 

Ol.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 
Ma.  Sir  Toby,  Madam,  your  fcinfman. 

0$.  Fetch  him  off  I  pray  you,  he  fpeaks  nothing  but 
madman  :  Fie  on  him.  Go  you,  Malvolio  ;  if  it  be  afuit 
from  the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home.  What  you 
will,  to  difmiflfe  it.  Exit  Malvo, 

Now  you  fee,  fir,  how  y our  fooling  growes  old,  and  peo- 
ple diflike  it. 
Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us  (Madona)  as  if  thy  eldeft 

fon  fhould  be  a  fool :  whofc  fcull,  Jove  cramme  with 
brains,  for  here  he  comes.  Enter  Sir  Ttby. 
One  of  thy  kin  has  a  moft  weak  Pia-mattr. 

Ol.  By  mine  honour  halfe  drunk.  What  is  he  at  the 

gate,  Coufin  ? To.  A  Gentleman. 

Ol,  A  Gentleman  ?  What  Gentleman  ? 

To.  Tis  a  Gentleman  here.  A  plague  o*  thefe  pickl 
Herring :  How  now  Sot. 
.  Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby. 

Ol.  Coufin,  Coufin,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by 
this  Lethargy  > 

Tobt  Lctchery,  I  defie  Letchery :  there's  one  at  the 

gate. 

Ol.  I  marry,  what  is  he  ? 
To.  Let  him  be  the  devil  and  he  will,  I  care  not :  give 

me  faith,  fay  I.  Well,  it's  all  one.  Exit, 
Ol.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drowh'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  mad  man 
One  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  foole,  thefeconc 
mads  him,  and  a  third  drown es  him. 

Ol.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Crowner,  and  let  him  fit  o 

my  Coz  :  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink :  he's 
drown'd  :  go  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madona,  and  the  fool  flial 
look  to  the  mad  man. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai,  Madam ,  yond  young  fellow  fweares  he  wil 
fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick,  he  takes  on  him 
to  undciftand  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with 
you.  I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  fore- 
knowledge  of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with 

you.  What  is  to  be  faid  to  him,  Lady,  he's  fortified  a- 

gainft  any  deniall. Ol.  Tell  him,  he  fhall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Mai.  Ha's  been  told  fo :  and  he  fayes  he'll  ftand  at 
your  door  like  a  SherifFes  poft,  and  be  the  fupportcr  to  a 

bench,  but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 
Ol.  What  kind  o'  man  is  he  ? 
Mai.  Why,  of  man-kind. 
Ol.  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manners :  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will 

you,  or  no. Ol.  Of  what  perfonage  and  yeares  is  he  ? 
Mal.Noi  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,nor  young  enough 

for  a  boy  :  as  a  fquafh  is  before  'tis  a  pcfcod,or  a  Codling 
when  'tis  almoft  an  Apple  :  'Tis  with  him  in  (landing 

water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  very  well-favour'd, 
and  he  fp?aks  very  fhrewifhly :  One  would  think  his 
mothers  milk  were  fcarceout  of  him. 

Old.  Let  him  approach  :  Call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 
Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  Exit, 

Enter  Maria. 

Ol.  Give  me  my  vail :  come  throw  it  o're  my  face, 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orjino's  Embaffie. Enter  Viola. 

Vlo.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is  ftie? 
Ol.  Speak  to  me,  I  fhall  anfwer  for  her :  your  will. 

Vio.  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  beau- 

ty. I  pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the  houfe, 
for  I  never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loath  to  caft  away  my 

fpeech  :for  befides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,I  have 
taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good  Beauties, let  me  foftain 

no  fcorn ;  I  am  very  comptible,  even  to  the  leatt  finifter 
ufage. 

Ol.  Whence  came  you,  fir  > 

Flo.  I  can  fay  little  more  then  I  have  fludied,  and  that 

queftion's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  roc 

modeft  affiuance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  tbe  houfe,  that 
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j  i  may  proceed  in  fpeech. 
i    Ol.  Are  you  a  Comedian? 

Vio.  No  my  profound  heart:  and  yet  (  by  the  very 
•  phangs  of  malice ,  I  fwear)  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you 
j  the  Lady  of  the  houfe  ? 
i    Ol.  If  I  do  not  ufurpmy  felf,  I  am. 

Vio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  yo  do  ufurp  your 
felf  :  for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  re- 
ferve.  But  this  is  from  my  Commiflion  :  I  will  on  with 
my  fpeech  in  your  praife,  and  then  lhcw  you  the  heart  of 
my  meffage. 

Ol.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you 
the  praifc. 

Vio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ttudy  it,  and  'tis  Poe- tical]. 

Ol.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feigned ,  I  pray  you  keep 

it  in.I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  gatcs,and  allow'd  your 
approach  rather  to  wonder  at  yon ,  then  to  hear  you.  If 
you  be  not  mad ,  begone :  if  you  have  reafon ,  be  brief  : 

'tis  not  that  time  of  Moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo 
skipping  a  dialogue. 
LMa.  Will  you  hoyft  fayle,  fir,  here  lyes  your  way. 
Vio.  No  good  fwabber ,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little  lon- 

ger. Some  mollification  for  your  Giant  ,  fweet  Lady: 
tell  me  your  mind,  I  am  a  meflengcr. 

Ol.  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver,whcn 
the  curtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearfull.  Speak  your  office. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  car:  I  bring  no  overture 

of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  hold  the  Olyffe  in  my 
hand :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

Ol.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ? 
What  would  you  ? 

Vio.  The  rudeneffe  that  hath  appear'd  in  me,  have  I 
learn'dfrom  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I 
would,  are  as  fecretas  a  miiden-head:  to  your  ears, 
Divinity ;  to  any  others,  prophanation. 

Ol.  Give  us  the  place  alone. 

We  will  hear  this  divinity.  Now  fir,  what  is  your  text  ? 
Vio.  Moft  fweet  Lady. 

Ol.  A  comfortable  do&rine,  and  much  may  be  faid  of 
it.  Where  lyes  your  Text  ? 

Vio.  In  Orfifto's  bofome. 

Ol.  In  his  bofome  ?  In'  what  chapter  of  his  bofome  ? 
P/o.Toanfwerby  the  method,in  the  firft  of  his  heart. 
Ol.  O,  I  have  read  it :  it  is  herefie.  Have  you  no  more 

to  fay  ? 

Vio.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  face. 
Ol.  Have  you  any  Commiflion  from  your  Lord  ,  to 

negotiate  with  my  face :  you  are  now  out  of  your  Text  : 
but  we  will  draw  the  Curtain ,  ind  fhew  you  the  picture. 

Look  you,  fir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this  prefent:  Is't  not  well done? 

Via.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Ol.  'Tis  in  grain ,  fir ,  'twill  endure  winde  and  wea- ther. 

Vio.  'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white, 
Natures  own  fweet,  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 

Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  fhe  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  tbefe  graces  to  the  grave, 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy;  i 

Ol.  O  fir ,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted  :  I  will  give 

out  divers  fcedules  of  my  beauty.    It  fhall  be  Inventoried 

and  every  particle  and  utenfile  labell'd  to  my  will :  As,  > 
Item,  two  lips  indifferent  red,  Item,  two  grey  eyes,  with  j 
'ids  to  them :  Item ,  one  neck  ,  one  chin ,  and  fo  forth,  j 
Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife  me  ? 
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Vio.  1  fee  you  what  your  are,  you  arc  too  proud: 
But  if  you  were  the  devil!,  you  arc  fair : 
My  Lord  and  Mafter  loves  you  :  O  fuch  love 

Could  be  but  i  ccoir.pcnc'd,  though  you  were  crown'd 
The  non-parill  of  beauty. 

Ol.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Vio.  With  ado:  ations,  fcitill  tears, 

With  groans  that  thunder  love,  wich  fighes  of  fire. 

Ol.  Your  Lord  do's  know  my  mind,l  cannot  love  him, 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  vertuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  eftate,  of  frefh  and  ftainlefle  youth ; 

In  voyces  well  divulg'd,  free,learn'd,  3nd  valiant, 
And  indimenfion,and  lhape  of  nature, 

A  gracious  perfon,  But  yet  I  cannot  love  him : 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  mafters  flame, 
With  fuch  a  fuffring,  fuch  a  deadly  life  : 

In  your  denial!,  I  would  find  no  fence, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

Ol.  Why, what  would  you  doe? 
Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  Cabine  at  your  gate, 

And  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe, 
Write  loyall  Cantons  of  contemned  love, 

And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  dread  of  night: 
Hollow  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills, 
And  Make  the  babling  Goflip  of  the  aire, 

Cry  out,  Olivia :  O  you  fhould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  aire,  and  earth, 

But  you  fhould  piety  me.  i 
Ol.  You  might  do  much: 

What  is  your  Parentage  ? 

Vio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well : 
I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Ol.  Get  you  to  your  Lord : 
I  cannot  love  him :  let  him  fend  no  more, 

Unlelfe  (perciiance)  you  come  to  me  again, 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it ;  Fare  you  well : 

I  thank  you  for  your  pains :  fpend  this  for  me. 
Vio.  I  am  no-feed  pott,  Lady ;  keep  your  purfe, 

My  Mafter,  not  my  felf,  lacks  recompence. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  fhall  love. 

And  let  your  fervour  like  my  Mafters  be, 

Plac'd  in  contempt :  Farewell  fair  cruelty.  Exit. 
Ol.  What  is  your  Parentage  ? 

Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well : 
I  am  a  Gentleman,  i'le  be  fworne  thou  art, 
Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  adtions,  and  fpirit,  . 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon :  not  too  faft :  foft,  foft, 
Unlefle  the  Mafter  were  the  man.  How  now  ? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  > 

Methinks  I  feele  this  youth's  perfections, 
With  an  invifible,  and  fubtle  ftealth 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.  Well,  let  it  be. 

What  hoa,  LMaholio. 
Enter  LMalvolio. 

Mai.  H:re  Madam,  at  your  fervice. 

Ol.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  Meflenger,  . 
The  Counts  man:  he  left  this  Ring  behind  him, 

Would  I,  or  not :  tell  him,  I'le  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 

Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes,  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to  morrow, 

I'le  give  him  reafons  for't  by  thee ,  Malvolio. 
Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  Exit. 
Ol.  I  do  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 

Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind  : 

Fate 
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Bate,  flu-w  chy  foice,  cur  fclvcs  we  do  not  not  owe  ; 
What  is  decreed,  n  ull  be:  and  be  this  lb. 

Finis,  <iARns  priml. 

AUm  Sccundm.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Antonio,  and  Sebaftian, 

4n.  Will  you  flay  fro  longer :  nor  v\iil  you  not  that  I 
go  with  you  ? 

Seb.  By  yctsr  raticr.ee,  no :  my  ftarrcs  fhine  darkly 

jvc!  me  ;  the  mali^ncncy  pf  my  fate,  might  perhaps  di- 
ffemper  vor.is,  chci t-tVvc  I  fhall  crave  of  you  your  leave  , 

mat  I  may  bear  iv,y  cvills  alcne.  It  were  a  bad  recom- 
aence  far  your  love,  to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 

An.  Lec  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  arc  bound. 
Seb.  No  footh,  fir,  my  dcteiminate  voyage  is  meer 

extravagancy.  Bul  I  perceive  in  you  lb  excellent  a  touch 
of  moclelty,  that  you  will  not  extort  fiom  me,  what  I  am 
willing  to  keep  in:  therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners, 
the  rather  to  txprefc  my  felf:  you  mi  ft  know  of  me 

ihcn,AtJt0mojr\y  name  ;s  Sebaftian  (which  I  call'd  K&do- 
rigo)  my  father  was  that  Stbaftian  of  Mejfa/me,  whom  I 
know  you  have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him  ,  my  felf, 
and  a  fifter ,  both  born  in  one  houre  :  if  the  Heavens  had 

been  pleas.' d  ,  would  we  had  fo  ended.  But  you  fir,a.Uer'd 
that,  for  fome  homes  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach 

of  the  fea,  was  my  fifter  drown'd. 
An.  Alas  the  day  ! 

Seb.  A  Lady  lir,  thottgh  it  was  faid  fhe  much  refem- 
blcd  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautifulhbut  though 
I  could  not  with  fuch  eftimable  wonder  over-far  believe 

that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her ,  fheboiea 

minde  that  envy  could  not  but  call  fair :  She  is  drown'd 
alrcady,  lir,  wi:h  fait  water,  though  I  feem  to  drown  her 
remembrance  again  v\  ith  more. 

.  Ant.  Pardon  me,  fir,  your  bad  entertainment. 
Sib.  Ogood  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 
Ant .  If  you  will  not  murther  me  for  my  love  ,  let  me 

bie  your  ftrvant. 
Seb.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  is 

kill  him  ,  whom  you  have  recovered  ,  defire  it  not.  Fare 
ye  well  at  once,  my  bofome  is  full  of  kindnefs,  and  I  am 
yet  fo  near  the  manneis  of  my  mother,  that  upon  the  leaft 
dccafion  more,  mine  eyes  will  tell  talcs  of  me :  I  am  bound 

to  the.Gount  Orfino,s  Court,  farewell.  Exit 
An.  The  gentlenefs-  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee : 

I  have  made  enemies  in  Orjino's  Courr, 
Elfe  would  I  very  ihortiy  fee  thee  there  : 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
That  danger  fhall  feem  fpor:,  and  I  will  go :  Exit. 

in  a  defperatc  aftuiancc,  fhe  will  none  of  him.  And  one 

thing  more ,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come  again  in 
his  affairs ,  unlefs  ic  be  to  report  your  Lords  taking  of 
this:  receive  it  fo. 

Vio.  She  took  the  Ring  of  me,  Tie  none  of  it. 

Mai.  Come,  fir,  you  pccvifhly  threw  it  to  her :  and 

her  Will  is,  it  fhould  be  foieturn'd  :  If  it  be  worth  {loop- 
ing for  :  there  it  lyes,  in  your  eye  :  if  not ,  be  it  his  that 

finds  it.  Exit. 

Vio.  I  left  no  Ring  with  her :  what  means  this  Lady  ? 

Fortune  forbid  my  out- fide  have  not  charm 'd  her : 
She  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fo  much, 
That  lure  me  thought  her  eyes  had  loft  her  tongue, 
For  fhe  didfpeak  in  Marts  diftra&edly. 

*  She  loves  me  lure,  the  cunning  of  her  paffion 
'Invites  me  in  this  chiulifh  meffenget : 

None  of  my  Lords  Ring  ?  Why,  he  fent  her  noue  > 

I  am  the  man,  if  it  be  fo  as  'tis, 
Poor  Lady,  fhe  were  better  love  a  dream: 
Difguife,  I  fee  thou  art  a  wickedneffe, 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  docs  much. 
How  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 
In  womens  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  formes: 

Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  caufc,  not  we, 
For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be : 

How  will  this  fadge  ?  My  Mafter  loves  her  dearly, 

And  I  (poor  monlter)  fond  afmuch  on  him : 
And  fhe  (miftaken)  feemsto  doat  on  me : 
What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  a  man, 

My  ftate  is  defperate  for  my  maifters  love; 
As  I  am  woman  (now  alas  the  day) 

What  thriftleffe  fighes  fhall  poor  Olivia  breath  > 

O'time,  thou  muft  untangle  this,  not  I, 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  t'unty. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Viola,  and  Malvollo,  at  [ever  all  doors. 

Mai.  Were  not  you  cv'nnow,with  the  CouncefsO/rz//4? 
Vio.  Even  now  fir,  on  a  moderate  pace,  I  have  fince 

alrriv'd  but  hither. 
Mai.  She  returns  this  Ring  to  you  (  fir  )  you  might 

have  faved  me  my  pains  ,  to  have  taken  it  away  your 
felf.  She  adds  moreover ,  that  you  fhould  put  your  Lord 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Tob.  Approach  Sir  Andrew  :  not  to  be  a  bed  after 
midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  Dilictth  furgere, zhou 

know 'If. And  Nay  by  my  troth  I  know  not :  but  I  know ,  to 
be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

To.  A  falfe  conclufion :  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill'd  Canne, 
To  be  up  afcer  midnight ,  and  to  go  to  bed  then  is  early: 
fo  that  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight ,  is  to  go  to  bed  be- 

times.   Docs  notour  lives  confiftof  the  four  Elements  ? 

ss4n.  Faith  fo  they  fay ,  but  I  think  it  rather  confifts 
of  eating  and  drinking. 

To.  Th'art  a  fcholler ,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drink, 
Marian  I  fay.,  a  ftoope  of  wine* 

Enter  Clown. 

An.  Here  comes  the  foole,  ifoith. 

Clo.  Hew  now  my  hearts  :  did  you  never  fee  the  Pi- 
cture of  we  three  ? 

To.  Welcome  affe,  now  let's  have  a  catch. 
And.  By  my  troth  the  foole  has  an  excellent  breaft.  I 

had  rather  then  foity  fhillin°s  I  had  fuch  a  legge,  and  fo 
fweet  a  breath  to  fing,  as  the  foole  has.  Infooth  thou  waft 

in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  night ,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of 
Pigrogromltus,  of  the  V aplans  paffing  the  Equinoftiall  or 

Queubns :  'twas  very  good  ifaith :  I  fent  thee  fix  pence 

for 
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; for  thy  Lemon,  hadlt  it  ? 
i    clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillicyrfor  M.iiHitib}s  nofe 

i:sn>  Whip-ltock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  hfcrid  ,  and  the 

i.Mermidons  are  no  bottle  ale  houfes'. 

I'    An.  Excellent :  Why  this  is  the  belt  fooling  ,  when 
'all  is  done.  Nowafon° 

To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  pence  for  you.  Let's  have 
I  a  fong. 

An.  There's  a  tcftiill  of  me  too :  if  one  knight  give  a— 
i  Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-fong  ,  or  a  fohg  of  good 
life  ? 

To.  A  love  fong,  a  love  fong. 
An.  I,  I.  •  1  care  not  for  good  life. 

Clown  (ings. 

O  Miftris  mine,  where  ere  you  romlng  ? 
O  flay  and  hear,  four  true  loves  comings 
That  can  fng  both  high  and  low. 
Trip  no  further  pretty  fweetlng. 
Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting. 
Every  wife  mam f  in  doth  know. 

An.  Excellent  good ,  ifaith. 

i   Tu.  Good,  good. 

J  Clo.  what  is  love,  'tis  nit  hereafter^ 
cprefent  mirth,  hath  prefent  laughter  : 
What  s  to  come,  is  J} ill  unfure, 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty , 

Then  come  kjfi  me  f  weet  and  twenty  ': 
Touth's  a  fluff 'will  not  endure. 

An.  A  mellifluous  voyce,  as  I  am  true  knight. 
To.  A  contagious  breath. 
An.  Very  Cweet,  and  contagious,  ifaith. 
To.  To  hear  by  the  hofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion, 

feut  fhall  we  mske  the  Welkin  dance  indeed  ?  fhall  we 

rowze  the  night-Owle  in  a  Catch  j  that  will  draw  three 
fou!s  out  of  one  Weaver  ?  Shall  we  do  that  ? 

At.  And  you  love  mejet's  doo't:I  am  a  dog  at  a  Catch. 
Clo.  Byrlady  fir,  and  fomedogs  will  catch  well. 
An.  Molt  certain  :  Let  our  Catch  be  ,  Thou  Knave. 

Qo.  H 'old  thy  peace ,  thou  Knave  knight.  I  fhall  be 
conftrain'd  in'c,  to  call  thee  Knave,  Knight. 

An.  'Tis  not  the  fir  ft  time  I  have  conttrained  one  to 
call  me  knave.  Begin  foole  :  it  begins,  Hold  thy  peace. 

Clo.  Shall  I  never  begin  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
An.  Good  ifaith  :  Come  begin.  Catch Jtng. 

Enter  <JMarla, 

Mar.  What  a  catterwalling  do  you  keep  here  ?  If  my 

Lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  Stweard,  Malvolio  ,  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  truft  me. 

To.  My  Lady's  a  Catayan,  weave  politicians,  Malvo- 
Itis  a  Peg-a-ramfie ,  and  Three  merry  men  be  we.  Am 
not  I  confanguinious  ?  Am  not  I  of  her  bloud :  tilly  vally. 
Lady  !  There  dwelt  a  man  in  Babylon,  Lady,  Lady. 

Clo.  Befhrew  me,  the  knisht's  in  admirable  fooling. 

An.  I,  he  do's  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd,  and  fo  do 
I  too  :  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace  ,  but  I  do  it  more 
natural!. 

Tt.  O  twtlf  day  of  December. 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God  peace. 
Enter  A'alvollt. 

Mai.  My  mafteis  are  you  mad?  Or  what  are  you? 
Have  you  no  wit ,  manneis,  nor  nonelty  ,  but  to  gabble 
likelinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye  make  an  Ale- 
houfeof  my  Ladies  houfe,  thatyefqueak  out  your  Cozi- 
ers  Catches  without  any  mirigation  orremorfeof  voyce? 
Is  there  norefpect  of  place,  perfons,nor  time  in  you  ? 
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'lit.  We  did  keep  time  fir  in  our  Catches.  Sncckup. 
Mai,  Sir  Toby,  I  mu-ft  be  round  with  you.  My  Lady 

bad  me  cell  you,  that  flie  harbou.s  you  as  her  kt-nfmau, 

(he's  nxliiiig  ally'd  to  your  diforders.  Jf  you  can  feperate 
yourfclf  and  yourjn;fdemeanours,  you  arc  welcome  tothe 
Itoufe  :  if  not,  and  it  would  pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
lhe  is  very  will  ng  to  bid  you  farewell. 

To.  Farewell  dear  heart,  fince  I  mult  needs  be  gone. 
Mar.  Nay,  good  Sir  Toby. 
Clo.  His  eyes  do  lhew  his  dayes  are  almolt  done. 
Mai.  Ii'c  even  fo  ? 

To.  But  I  will  never  dye* 
Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lye.  . 
Mai.  This  is  much  Credit  to  you. 
To.  Shall  I  bid  him  Ho  ? 

Clo.  what  and  If  you  do  ? 

To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go,  and  fpare  not  ? 
Clo.  O  no,  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not. 

To.  Out  o'tunefii,  ye  lye:  Art  any  more  then  a  Stew- 
ard ?  Dolt  thou  think  becaufe  thou  art  vertuous  ,  there 

fhall  be  no  more  Cakes  and  Ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes  by  S.  Anne ,  and  Ginger  fhall  be  hot  i'th mouth  too. 

To.  Th'art  i'th  right.  Go  fir ,  rub  your  chain  with 
crums.  A  ftopeof  Wine  Maria. 

Mai,  Mifhis  Mary  ,  if  you  priz'd  my  Ladies  favour 
at  any  thing  more  then  contempt  ,  you  would  not  give 
means  for  this  uncivill  rule;  lhe  lhall  know  of  it  by  this 
hand.  Sxlt. 

Mar.  Go fhake  your  ears. 

An.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  mans 
a  hungry  ,  to  challeng  him  the  field  ,  and  then  to  break 
promile  with  him,  and  make  a  foole  of  him. 

To.  Doo't  knight,  Tie  write,thee  a  Challenge :  or  Tie 
deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth. 

M<*r.  Sweet  Sir  Tobyy  be  patient  for  to  night ;  Since 
the  youth  of  the  Counts  was  to  day  with  my  Lady ,  (he  is 

much  out  of  quiet.  For  Mouufieur  M.lvollo,  let  me  alone 
with  him  :  If  I  do  nor  gull  him  into  an  ayword,and  make 
him  a  common  recreation  ,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  e- 

nough  to  lye  ftraight  in  my  bed  :  1  know  I  can  doit*, 
To.  Poffefs  us,  poffefs  us,  tell  us  fomcthing  of  him. 

Mar.  Marry  fir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Puncane, 

An.  O,  if  I  chought  that,  I'dc  beat  him  like  a  dog. 
To.  What  for  being  a  Puritan ,  thy  cxquifite  reafon, 

dear  knight.  t 

tA~n.  I  have  no  exquifr.e  reafon  foi't,  but  I  have  rea- fon good  enough. 

Mar.  Thedev'ila  Purican  that  he  is  j  or  any  thing 

conflantly  but  a  time  pleafer  ,  an  affecYton'd  Afs  ,  that  | 
Cons  State  without  book  ,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths. 

The  belt  perf waded  of  himfelf :  fo  cram'd  (as  he  thinks) 
with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  fa  ich,  that  a, i 
that  look  on  him,  love  him  :  and  on  that  vice  in  him  will 

my  revenge  find  notable  ciufe  to  work. 
To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

LMar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfeure  Epilrles  of 
love,  wherein  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,the  fhape  of  his 
leg,  the  manner  of  his  gate,  the  expreffure  of  his  eye, 
forehead,  and  complexion,  he  lhall  find  himfelf  molt  feel- 

ingly perfonated.  I  can  write  very  like  my  Lady  yotu 
Niece,  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  diitin- 
ction  of  our  hands. 

To. .  Excellent,  I  fmcll  a  device. 

e/ftf.  I  hav't  in  my  nofe  too. 
To.  He  Hull  th.nkby  the  Lettcis  that  thou  wilt  drop 

chat 
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Tb.it  chcy  come  from  my  Niece,  and  chac  (he's  in  love 
with  him- 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  hoifc  of  chat  colour. 
tsfn.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  Afs. 
CMar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

An.  O  'cwill  be  admirable. 
Mar.  Sport  royall  I  warrant  you  :  I  know  my  Phyfick 

will  woik  with  him  ,  I  will  plant  you  two  ,  and  let  the 
Foole  make  a  third,  where  he  fhall  find  ihe  Letter  :  ob- 

ferve  this  conftruction  of  it :  For  this  night  to  bed  ,  and 
dream  on  the  event.  Farewell.  Exit. 

To.  Good  night  Penthijilea. 

An.  Before  me  flic's  a  good  wench. 
To.  She's  a  beagle,  tiue  bred,  and  one  that  adores  me ; 

what  o'chat  ? 

An.  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 

To.  Let's  to  bed  knight  :  Thou  hadft  need  fend  for 
more  money. 

An.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Niecc,T  am  a  foul  way  out. 

To.  Send  for  money  knight ,  if  thou  haft  her  not  i'ch 
end,  call  me  Cut. 

An.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you  will. 

To.  Come,  come,  Fie  go  burn  fome  Sack ,  'tis  too  late 
to  go  to  bed  now  :  Come  knight,  come  knight. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Quart  a  > 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  aud  others. 

Du.  Give  me  fome  MurVk;Now  good  morrow  friends; 
Now  good  Cefario,  but  that  piece  of  fong, 
That  old  and  Antick  fong  we  heard  laft  night ; 
Me  thought  it  did  relieve  my  paflion  much, 
More  then  light  aires,  and  recollected  termes 
Of  thefe  molt  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times. 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 

C u.  He  is  not  here(fo  pleafe  your  Lordfhip)that  fhould 
ling  it. 

Du.  Who  was  ii  ? 

Cur.  Fefte  the  Jeftermy  Lord,  a  foole  that  the  Lady 

Olivia's  Father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the houfe. 

Du.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  tune  the  while. 
>  (Jltuficl^pUyes. 

Come  hither  Boy,  if  ever  thou  flialt  love 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me  ? 
For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  Lovers  are, 
Unftaid  and  skittifh  in  all  motions  elfe, 

Save  in  theconftant  image  of  the  creature 

That  is  belov'd.  How  doft  thou  like  this  tune  ? 
Vio.  It  gives  a  very  eccho  to  the  feat 

Where  love  is  thron'd. 
Dm.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly, 

My  life  upon' t,  young  though  thou  art»  thine  eye Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves : 
Hath  it  not  boy  ? 

Vio.  A  little  by  your  favour. 

Du.  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 
Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 
Du.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.  What  years  ifaith  ? 
Vio.  About  your  years  my  Lord. 
Du.  Too  old  by  heaven :  Let  ftill  the  woman  take 

An  elder  then  her  telf,  lb  wears  fhe'to  him  : 
So  fwayesilie  lc veil  in  he:  husbands  heart : 
For  boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felves, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooncr  loft  and  worne, 
Then  womens  are. 

Vio.  I  think  it  well  my  Lord. 
Du.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  then  thy  felf, 

Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  Rofcs,  whofe  fair  flower 
Being  once  dilplaid,  doth  fall  that  very  houre. 

Vio.  And  fo  they  are  :  alas,  that  they  are  fo  ; 
To  dye,  even  when  they  to  perfection  grow. Enter  Curio, and  £lown. 

Du.  O  fellow  come,  the  fong  we  had  laft  ni»ht  : 
Mark  it  Cefario,\t  is  old  and  plain  ; 
The  Spinfters  and  the  Knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  tred  with  bones, 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh, , 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready  Sir? 
2)».  I  prethee  ling.  Mnfick* The  Song. 

Come  away,  come  away  death 4 

And  in  [ad  cyprefi  let  me  be  laid9 
Fie  away , fie  away  breath, 

I  am  flain  by  a  fair  cruell  maid.  (pAre  **• 

My Jhrowd  of  white,  fluck^all with  Ew,Opre- 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true  did  {hare  it. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  fweet 

On  my  blacky  coffin,  let  there  be  flrewu ; 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corps,  where  my  bones  fhall  be  thrown . 
A  thoufand  theufandjighs  to  fave,layme  O  where 
S  ad  true  lover  never  find  my  grave  yto  weep  there. 

'Du.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

C lo.  No  pains  fir,  I  take  pleafure  in  finging  fir. 

Du,  I'le  pay  thy  pleafure  then. 
Clo.  Truly,hr ,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  rime,  or 

another. 

Dm.  Give  me  now  leave,  to  leave  thee. 

O0>  Now  the  melancholly  God  protect  thee ,  and  the 
Tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  Taffata  ,  for  thy 

mind  is  a  very  Opall.  I  would  have  men  of  fuch  conftan- 
cy  put  to  Sea  ,  that  their  bufinefs  might  be  every  thing, 

and  their  intent  every  where  ,  for  that's  it  that  alwayes 
makes  a  good  voyage  of  nothing.  Farewell.  Exit. 

Du.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place :  Once  more  Cefario^ 
Ciec  theeyond  fame  foveraign  cruelty : 
Teil  her  my  love  (  more  noble  then  the  world) 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands, 

The  parts  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her, 
Tell  her  I  told  as  giddily  as  fortune  i 

But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  Queen  of  Jems 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,attracts  my  foule. 

Vio.  But  if  fhe  cannot  love  you  fir. 

Du.  It  cannot  befo  anfwer'd. 
Vi$.  Sooth  but  you  muft. 

Say  that  fome  Lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
i  Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
j  As  you  have  for  Olivia  :  you  cannot  love  her : 

You  tell  her  fo :  Muft  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 
Du.  There  is  no  womans  fides 

Can 



1 
mlfe Slight,  or  Wbatyoumll 

263 

Can  abide  the  beating  of  lo  ftrong  a  pafTion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart:  no  womans  heart 
So  big,  to  hold  fo  much,  they  lack  retention. 

s/Vlai's,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite  : No  motion  of  the  Liver,  but  the  Pallat, 

That  fuffe*  furfet,  cloyment,  and  revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Sea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much,  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia.  \ 

Vlo.  I  but  I  know. 

T>h.  What  doftthoU  know  ? 
Vlo,  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  owe  ; 

In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  heart,  as  we. 

My  father  h?d  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man 
As  it  might  be  perhapsi  were  I  a  woman 
I  fhould  your  Lordfhip. 

Httk>  And  what's  her  hiftory  ? 
Vio.  A  blank,  my  Lord  :  fhe  never  told  her  love, 

But  let  concealme»t  like  a  worme  i'th  bud 

Feed  on  her  damask  cheek  :  fhe  pin'd  in  thought, . 
-And  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholly, 
She  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 

Smiling  at  grief.  Was  not  this  love  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but  indeed! 
Our  fhews  are  more  then  will :  for  ft  ill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vowes,  tut  little  in  our  love. 

. '  Du.  But  dy'd  thy  fifter  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 
Vlo.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  Fathers  houfe, . 

rAnd  all  fhe  brothers  too  ,  and  yet  I  know  not. 
f  Sir,  fhalll  to  this  Lady  ? 

Du.  I  that's  the  Theam  : 
To  her  in  hafte  ?  give  her  this  Jewell :  fay, 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.  Exeunt 

Scena  Qutnta* 

Enter  SlrToby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 
To.  Come  thy  wayes,  Signior  Fabian. 

.  Fab.  Nay  Pie  come :  if  1  lofea  fcruple  of  this  fport,  let 

me  be  boyl'd  to  death  with  Melancholly. 

To.  WouJd'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
Rafcally  fhee'p-biter,  come  by  tome  notable  fharae  $ 

Fa.  I  would  exult  man  ;  you  know  he  brought  me  out 
of  favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  Bear-baiting  here. 

To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  Bear  again ,.  and  we 
Hfroole  him  Slack  ̂ nd  blew ,  fhall  we  not,  Sir  Andrew  ? 

*RA>t.  And  we  donor-  <r  is  pitty  of  our  lives. 
Enter  CMarla. 

To.  Here  comes  the  lurk  vJ;am  1  How  rsowrn.y  Nettle 
of  India  > 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the hox  treei  -Mulvilio1? 
con)ing  down  this  walk  ,  he  ha 's  been  ybndeV  .  n 
practifing  behaviour  to  his  own  fhadow  this  half  ho 
obferve  him  fen;  the  love  of  Mockery :  for  I  know  this  Let- 

ter will  make  a  contemplative  Ideot  of  him.  Clofe  in  the 

'name  of  jeafting,!ye  thou  there :  for  here  comes  theTrowt, 
that  muft  be  caught  with  tickling.  Exit. 

Enter  (Jltalvolio. 

Mai.  'Tis  but  Fortune ,  all  is  fortune.  Maria  ones 
told  me  fhe  did  affect  me,  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come 

thus  near,  that  fhould  fhe  fancy  ,  it  fhould  be  one  of  my 
complexion.    Befides  fhe  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted 

relpec},  then  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What  fhould 

I  think  on't  ? 
To.  Here's  an  over-weening  rogue. 
Fa.  Oh  peace:  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  Turkey 

Cock  of  him,  how  he  jets  under  his  advan'd  plumes. 
*And.  'Slight,  I  could  fo  beat  the  Rogue. To.  Peace  I  fay. 

Mai.  To  be  Count  Malvollo. 
To.  Ah  Rogue. 

Au.  Piftoll  him,  piftoll  him. 

T».  Peace,  peace.  * 

Mai.  There  is  example  for'c :  The  Lady  of  the  Stret- 
chy, married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

An.  Fye  on  him  Jezabel. 

Fa.  O  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in :  look  how  imagina- tion blows  him. 

Mai  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her ,  fit- 
ting in  my  ftate. 

-   To.  O  for  a  ftone-bow  to  hit  him  in  the  eye. 
Mai.  Calling  my  Officers  about  me ,  inmybranch'd 

Velvet  gown:  having  come  from  a'  day  bed  ,  where  I have  left  Olivia  fleeping. 
To.  Fire  and  Brimftonc. 
Fa.  O  peace,  peace. 
Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftate :  and  after 

a  demure  travaile  of  regard  :  telling  them  I  know  my 
place,  as  I  would  they  fhould  do  theirs:  to  ask  for  my kinfmanT<^. 

To.  feolts  and  fhackles.' 
Fa.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace,  now,  now. 

Mai.  Seaven  of  my  people  with  an  obedient  ftart  J 
make  out  for  him :  L  frown  the  while,  and  perchance 
winde  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  Jewell :  Toby 
approaches ;  curtfies.  there  to  me. 

To,  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fa.  Though  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cares, 

yet  peace. Mai,  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus :  quenching  my 
familiar  fmile  with  anauftere  regard  of  controll. 

To.  ̂ nd  do's  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'thelippes 
chenj. 

jMal.  Saying,  Cofin  Toby, my  Fortunes  having  caft 
me  on  your  Neece,  give  me  this  prerogative  of  fpeech : 

To.  What,  what } 

Mai.  You  muft  amend  your  drunkennefs. 
To.  Out  fcab. 

1  Fab.  Nay  patience ,  or  we  break  the  (mews  of  oitf 

plot?  
1 LMal.  Befides  you  wafte  the  treafure  of  your  time , 

with  a  foolifh  knight. 

And.-  That's  me  I  warrant  you t 
Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  I  knew  'twas  I,  for  many  do  call  me  foolc, 
Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  > 
Fa.  Now  is  the  Woodcock  near  the  gin. 

To,  Gh  peace,  and  the  fpirit  of  humors  intimate  read- 
ing aloud  to  him. 

Mai.  By  my  life  this  is  my  Ladies  hand :  thefe  be  her 

very  C's ,  her  11  s ,  and  her  f%  and  thus  makes  line  her 
great  P's.  It  is  in  contempt  to  queftion  her  hand* 

<sA"nd.  Her  C'j,  her  #V,and  her  T's :  why  that  ? 
Mai. To  the  unknown  belov' 'd ,t his, and  my good  Wi (hes: 

Her  very  Phrafes:  By  your  leave  wax.  Soft, and  the  im- 

preffure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  fhe  ufes  to  feal :  'tis  my 
Lady :  To  whom  fhould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  Thiswinns  him,  Liver  and  all. 
Mai. 
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.  1  /.. /.  j'ove  knowes  I  love, but  who, Lips  do  not  move,no ; 
man  mnjl k»ow .    No  man  mult  know.  What  follows  ? 

The  numbers  altcr'd  :  No  man  mutt  know, 
If  this  lhould  be  thee,  Malvollo  ? 

To.  Many  king  thee  brock. 
Mai.  I  nH.iy  comm.inti  where  I  adore,  but  fllence  like 

a  Lucre fs  wife, 

'With  blottdlefs  ftrohj  my  heart  doth  gore ,M, P.A.I,  doth 
[way  my  life. 

Fa.  A  fuftian  riddle. 

To.  Excellent  Wench,  fay  I. 

Mai.  M.  O.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  life.  Nay  but  firft 
let  me  fee,  let  me  fee. 

fab.  What  difh  of  poifon  has  fhc  dreft  him  ? 
To.  And  with  what  wing  the  ftallion  checks  at  it  ? 

Mai.  I  may  command,  where  I  adore :  Why  fhc  may 
command  me  :  I  ferve  her,  the  is  my  Lady.  Why  thifs  is 
evident  to  any  foi  mall  capacity.  There  is  no  obftruction 

in  this,  and  the  end  ;  What  ih'ould  that  Alphabeftcall  po- 
fttion  portend,  If  I  could  make  that  rcfcmble  foriiething 
in  me?  Softly;  M. O.A.I. 

To.  0,1,  make  up  that,  he  is  now  at  a  cold  lent. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cryupon*t  for  all  this,  though  it  be  as rank  as  a  Fox. 

Mai.  M,  MalvolhtM.  Why  that  begins  my  name. 
Fab.  Did  not  I  fay  he  would  work  it  out,  the  Currt  is 

excellent  at  faults. 

Mal.M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  fe- 
cjuell  that  fuffers  under  probation  :  fhould  follow, 
but  O.  does. 

Fa.  And  0.fhallend,l  hope. 

To.  I,  or  l'lc  cudgell  him,  and  make  him  cry  O.  ■ 
Mai.  Ahd  then  /.  comes  behind. 

Fab.  I,  and  you  had  any  eye  bchinde  you,  you  might 
fee  more  detraction  at  your  heels ,  then  Fortunes  before 

you. 
Mai.  M.  O.  I.  This  Emulation  is  not  as  the  former: 

and  yet  to  aufh  this  a  little ,  it  would  bow  me,  for  every 
one  of  thefe  Letters  are  in  my  name.  Soft,  here  followes 

profe  :  If  this  fa  11  Into  thy  hand,  revolve.  In  my  Stars  I 
dm  above  thee,  but  be  not  afraid  of  great  ne ft  :  Some  are 

become  great ,  fome  atchleve  greatnej?  ,  and  fohte*have 
great ne ft  put  upon  em.  Thy  fates  upon  their  hands  ,  let 
thy  blond  and  fpirlt  embrace  them,  and  to  Inure  thy  felf 

to  what  thou  art  i\e  to  be-,  cafr  'thy  humble  flokgh,  and 
appear  frejb.  Be  opyofte  with  a  kj nfman ,  furly  with  fer- 
vants  :  Let  thy  tongue  tarig  arguments  of  State  ;  put  thy 

felf  into  the  tricky  <>f 'fingularlty.  She  thus  advlfes  thee, 
that  fghes  for  thee.  %e member  who  commended  thy 

yellow  Jlockj  ngs  ,  and  wlfh'd  to  f  re  thee  ever  croft  gar. 
ter'd  :  I  fay  remember  ,  go  too  ,  thou  art  made,  if  thou 
deftr  fl  to  be  fo  :  If  not ,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fteward  ftlll, 
the  fellow  of  fervants  ,  and  not  worthy  to  touch  for- 

tunes fingers  :  Farewell.  She  that  would  alter  fervices 

with  thee  ,'  the  fortunate  unhappy  daylight  and  cham- 
'pion  difcovers  not  'more  :  This  is  open,  I  will  be  proud, 
I  will read  politick  AuthourS,.  I  will  baffle  Sir  Toby, 

I  will  wafh'orT  groffe  acquaintance  ,  I  will  bc-jxnntde- 
vife,  the  very  man.  I  doTvowfoole  my  felfe ,  to  let 
imagination  jade  me  ;  for  every  reafon  excites  to  this, 
that  my  Lady  loves  me.  She  did  commend  my  yellow 
ftockings  of  late,  fhe  did  praife  my  Iegge  being  croffe- 

garter'd ,  and  in  this  fhe  manifefts  her  felf  to  my  love, 
and  with  a  kind  of  conjunction  drives  me  to  thefe  habits 
of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  ftarres ,  I  am  happy :  I  will 

be  ftrange,  front,  in  yellow  ftockings  and  crone  garter 'd 

even  with  the  fwiftndle  of  putting  on.  Jove,  and  my 
ttarres  be  praifed.  Here  is  yet  a  pottfeript.  Thou  cans! 
not  chooftto  know  who  I  am.  If  thou  entertalnfl  my  love, 

let  It  appear  in  thy  fmlllng  ,  thy  fmiles  bectme  thee  well 
Therefore  in  my  presence  ftill  fmile,  dtar  my  fweet,Ipre^ 
thee.  Jove  I  thank  thce,I  will  fmile,  I  will  do  «very  thing 
that  thou  wilt  have  me.  Exit, 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a  pennon 
of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device. 
*An.  So  could  I  too. 

To.  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her ,  but  fuchano. ther  jeftt 

Enter  {JMaria. 
An.  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'my  neck  ? 
An.  Or  o'mine  either  >  / 
TV.  Shall  I  play  my  freedome  at  a  tray-trip ,  and,  be 

come  thy  bond-fiave  ? 
An.  Ifaith,  or  either  ? 

Tab.  Why  ,  thou  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream  ,  that) 
when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  mutt  run  mad. 

LMa.  Nay  but  fay  tuie,  do's  it  workupon  him  > 
To.  Like  Aqua-vlt<t  with  a  Midwife, 
Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport,  marl 

his  firft  approach  before  my  Lady  :  he  will  come  to  hei 

in  yellow  ftockings ,  and  'tis  a  colour  the  abhors  ,  ant 
croffe  garter'd,  a  fafhion  fhe  detefts :  and  he  will  frnili 
upon  her ,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuteable  to  her  di([ 
fition  ,  being  addicted  to  melancholy,  as  fheis,that  i 
cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable  contempt :  if  you  wi, 
fee  it,  foliow^me.-  

To.  To  the  gastes  of  Tartar,  thou  moft  excellent  devil| 
of  wit. 

And.  Tie  make  one  too.  Exeunt\ 
Flnii  AH  us  Setundi. 

Enter  Viola,  and 

Vio.  Save  thee  Friend  and  thy  Mufick :  doftthou  liv 
by  the  Tabor  ? 

Clo.  No  fir,  I  live  by  the  Church. 
Vi*.  Art  thou  a  Churchman  ? 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  fir,  I  do  live  by  the  Church  :  foi 

I  do  live  - at  my  houfe,  and  my  houfc  doth  ftand  by.-j.ch Chtirch. 

Vli.  So  thou  rriaift  fay  the  King  lyes  b,y  a  begger,  if 
begger  dwell  near  him :  or  the  Church  ftands  by  thy  Ta 
bor,  if  thy  Tabor  ftand  by  the  Church. 

Clo.  You  have  faid,fir :  To  fee  this  age !  A  fentencc ; * 

buta  chev'i  ill  glove  to  a  good  wit;  how  quickly  thewronij 
fide  may  be  turn'd  outward. 

Vio.  Nay  that's  certain :  they  that  dally  nicely  wit 
words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  lifter  had  no  name,  Sir. 
Vlo.  Why  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  her  name's  a  word  ,  and  to  dally  wit 
that  word  ,  might  make  my  fitter  wanton  :  But  indeci 

words  are  very  Rafcals,  fince  bonds  difgi  ac'd  them. 
Vio.  Thy  reafon  man  ? 
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Clo.  Troth,  fir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  words, 
and  words  are  grown  fo  fatte,  I  am  Joath  to  prove  realon 
:  wich  them. 

Vi9.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  car'ft  for 
nothing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  fir, I  doe  care  for  fomcthing :  but  in  my 
confciencc,  fir,  I  doe  not  care  for  you  :  if  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing,  fir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible. 

Via.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  Oliv'taes  fool  ? 
Llo.  No  indeed,  fir,  the  Lady  Olivia  has  no  folly ,fhe 

will  keep  no  fool,  fir,  till  the  be  married,  and  fools  are 

as  like  husbands,as  Pilchersare  to  Herrings,  the  husband's 
the  bigger :  I  am  indeed  not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter  of 
words. 

Via.  I  faw  thee  late  ac  the  Count  Orjino's. 
Clo.  Foolery  ,  fir,  does  walk  about  the  Orbelikc  the 

Sun,  it  fhines  every  where.  I  would  beforry,fir,  but  the 
Fool  fhould  be  as  oft  with  your  Maftcr,  as  with  my  Mi- 
ftrefte :  I  think  I  faw  your  wifedome  there. 

Via.  Nay,  and  thou  paffe  upon  me,  I'le  no  more  with 

pee.  Hold  there's  expences  for  thee. 
Clo.  Now  Jove  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend 

thee  a  beard. 

Via.  By  my  troth,  Tie  teil  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick  for 

one,  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin.  Is  thy 
Lady  within? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  fir  ? 

Via.  Ye*,  being  kept  together,  and  put  toufc. 
Clo.  I  would  play  Lord  Pandoras  of  Phrjgia,  fir,  to 

bring  a  CreJJida  to  this  Troylus. 

Via.  I  underftand  you,  fir,  tis  well  begg'd. 
Clo.  The  matter  I  hope  is  not  great,  fir ;  begging,  but  a 

beggar :  Crejfidavias  a  beggar.  My  Lady  iswithin,fir.  I 
will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come,  who  yon  are,  and 
wha  t  you  would  is  cut  of  my  Welkin,  I  might  fay,  Ele- 
Tient,  but  the  word  is  over-worn.  Exit. 

Viat  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool, 
And  to  doe  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 

le  muft  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts, 
he  quality  of  perfons,  and  the  time  : 
nd  like  the  Haggard,  check  at  every  Feather 
hat  comes  before  his  eye.  This  is  a  practice, 

lAsfull  of  labour  as  a  Wife-mans  Art : 
Por  folly  thafhe  wifely  ffiewes,  is  fit : 
But  wife  mens  folly  fain,  quite  taint  their  wit. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Andrew. 
To.  Save  you  Gentleman. 
Vio.  And  you  fir. 

I '  And.  Dieu  vou  g-nard  Mottnfter. 
Vio.  Et  V9tiz,atifie  voftrt  (crvitettre. 
tAnd.  I  hope,  fir,  you  are,  and  I  am  yours. 
To.  Will  you  encounter  the  houfe,  my  Neece  is  defi- 

rous  you  fhould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her, 
Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  Neece,  fir,  I  mean  fhe  is  the 

lift  of  my  voyage. 

To.  Taftc  your  Iegges,  fir,  put  them  to  motion. 
Vio.  My  legges  doe  better  underftand  me,fir,thenl  un. 

derftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  legges. 
To.  I  mean  to  go,  fir,  to  enter. 
Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gate  and  entrance,  but  we 

are  prevented. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Gentlewoman. 

Moft  excellent  accomplifh'd  Lady,  the  heavens  rain  O- 
dours  on  you. 

And.  That  youth's  a  rare  Courtier,  rain  Odours,  well. 
Vio.  My  matter  hath  no  voyce,  Lady,  but  to  your  awn 

molt  pregnant  and  vouchsafed  eate. 
And.  Odours, pregnant,  and  vouchsafed ;  Tie  °et  'em all  three  ready. 

01.  Let  the  Garden  door  be  fhut,  and  leave  me  to  my 
hearing.  Give  me  your  hand,  fir. 

Vio.  My  duty,  Madam,  and  moft  humble  feryicc. 
Ol.  What  is  your  name  ? 
V 10.   Ctfano  is  your  fervantsname,  fair  Princeffe. 

Ol.  "My  fervant,  fir?  Twas  never  merry  world, 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  complement : 
Y'are  fervant  to  the  Count  Off  no  (youth.) 
V to.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours: 

Your  feryants  fervant  is  your  fcrvant,  Madam. 
Ohvia.  For  him,  I  think  not  on  him:  for  his  thoughts 

Would  they  were  blanks  rather  then  fill'd  with  me.  ° V to.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalfe. 

Ol.  O  by  your  leave  I  pray  you. 
I  bad  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him ; 
But  would  you  undertake  another  fuit> 
I  had  rather  hear  you,  to  folicit  that , 
Then  Mufick  from  the  lpheares. 

Vio.  Dear  Lady. 

Ol.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you  :  I  did  fend, 
After  the  laft  enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  Ring  in  chace  of  you.  So  did  I  abufc 

My  felf,  my  fervant,  and  I  fear  mc,  you : 
Under  your  hard  conftrudtion  muft  I  fit , 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  fhamefull  cunning 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.  What  might  you  think? 
Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  ftake  , 

And  baited  it  with  all  th'unmuzled  thoughts That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  }  to  one  of  your  receiving 
Enough  is  fhewn,a  Cipreffe,not  a  bofome, 
Hides  my  poor  heart :  fo  let  me  hear  you  fpeak. Vio.  I  pitty  you. 

Ol.  That's  a  degree  to  love* 
Vio.  No  not  a  grice  :  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof 

That  very  oft  we  pitty  enemies. 

Ol.  Why  then  me  thinks  'tis  timetofmile  agen : 
0  world,how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ? 
If  one  fhould  be  a  prey,  how  much  better 
To  fall  before  the  Lion,  then  the  Wolfe  f 

Clock,  ftrikes. 

The  clock  upbraidesme  with  the  wafte  of  time. 
Be  not  afraid  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you  ; 
And  yet  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harveft  : 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man : 
There  lies  your  way,  due  Weft. 

Vio.  Then  Weftward  hoe  : 

Grace  and  good  difpofition  attend  yourLadifhip : 

You'll  nothing, Madam,  to  my  Lord,  by  me: 

Ol.  Stay :  1  prethee  tell  me  what  thou  think'ft  of  me? 
Via.  That  you  doe  think  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

Ol.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you.  * Vio.  Then  think  you  right :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
Ol.  I  would  you  were,  as  I  would  have  you  be. 
Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  Ma  dam,  then  I  am  > 

1  wifh  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  foole. 
Ol.  O  what  a  deal  of  fcorn,  looks  beautifull  ? 

In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip , 
A  murdrous  guilt  fhewesnot  it  felf  more  foon , 
Then  love  that  would  fcem  hid :  Loves  night,  is  noon. 

Cefario,  by  the  Rofes  of  the  Spring, 
By  maid-hood,  honour,  truth, and  every  r.Vunq5 
I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride, 
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Nor  wit,  nor  realon,  can  my  paiTion  hide  : 
Doc  not  extort  chy  icafons  from  this  cbufe , 
For  thatl  wooe,  thou  therefore  haft  no  caule  : 
But  rather  reafon  thus,  with  reafon  fetter  ; 

Love  lough.,  is  goad  ;  but  given  un fought,  is  better. 
Vlo.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 

I  have  one  heart,  one  bofome,  and  one  truth', And  that  no  woman  has,  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftris  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 

\'\d  fo  adieu,  good  Madam,  never  move , 
Wiil  I  my  Mailers  tcarcs  to  you  deplore. 

OL  Yet  come  again  :  for  thcu  perhaps  may 'it  move That  heart,  which  now  a  jhorres  to  like  his  love. 
Extttnt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Sir  T«byy  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

And.  No  faith,  Tie  not  flay  a  jot  longer. 
Tob.  Thy  rcafou  dear  venome,  give  thy  reafon. 

fab.  You  mull  needs  yield  your  reafon ,  Sir  An 
drew. 

And,  Marry  I  faw  your  Neece  doe  more  favours  to  the 

Counts  Serving-man,  than  ever  fhe  bdtow'd  upon  me  : 
I  faw'ti'th  Oichaid. 

Tob.  Did  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy,  tell  me  that  > 
And.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now 
Tabl.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  toward 

you. 
And.  'Slight  ;  will  you  make  an  Affco'  me  ? 
Tabl.  I  prove  it  legitimate,  fir,  upon  the  oathesof 

judgement,  and  reafon. 
Tob.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-men,  fince  be- 

fore N»ah  was  a  Sailor. 

Tabl.  She  did  fhew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight, 
on  el  y  to  cxafperatc  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  valour, 
to  put  fire  in  your  Heart,  and  brimrtone  in  your  Liver : 

you  fhould  then  have  nccofted  her,  and  with  fome  excel- 

lent jefts(fire'nGW  from  the  mint)you  fhould  have  bang'd 
the  youth  into  dumbneffe  :  this  was  look'd  for  at  your 
hand,  and  this  was  baulkt  the  double  gilt  of  this  oppor- 

tunity you  let  time  wafh  off,  and  you  are  now  fail'd  into 
the  North  of  my  Ladies  opinion,  where  you  will  hang 
like  art  Ifickle  ona  Dutchmaus  beard,  unleffe  you  doe  re- 

deem it  by  fome  laudable  attempt,  eicher  of  valour  or 

policy. 
And.  And't  b£  .any  way,  it  muft  be  with  Valour,  for 

Policy  I  hate :  I  had  US  (iefe  be  a  Brownift,as  a  Politi- 
cian. 

Tob.  Why  then  build  mt  tViy  fortunes  upon  the  bans 

of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  Counts  youth  to  fight  with 

him,  hurt  him  in  eleven  places,  my  Neece  (hall  take  note 

of  it,  and  aflurc  thy  felf,  there  is' no  Jove-Broker  in  the world,  can  marc  prevail  in  mens  commendation  with 
women,  than  report  of  valour. 
I    Eab.  There  js  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew. 

\    And.  Will  e  ther  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to  him  ? 

|    To.  Go  write  it  in  a  martiall  hand,  be  curft  and  brief : 
it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and  full  of 
invention :  taunt  him  with  the  licenfe  of  Ink  :  if  thou 

thou'ft  him  fome  thrice,  it  fhall  not  be  amine, and  as  ma 

lhcet  were  big  enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  in  England, 
fet  em  down,  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  gall  enough  in 

thy  Ink,  though  thou  write  with  a  Goofc-pen,no  matter : 
about  it. 

a^nd.  Where  (hall  I  find  you  ? 

Tob.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubiculo?  Go. Exit  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  Manakin  to  you,  Sir  Toby. 
Tob.  I  have  been  dear  to  him  lad,  fome  two  thoufand 

ftrong,  or  fo. 

Pa.  We  fhall  have  a  rare  Letter  from  him ;  but  you'll 

not  delivev't. Toby  Never  truft  me  then :  and  by  all  meancs  ftirre 

on  the  youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think  Oxen  and  wain-rope9 

cannot  hale  them  together.  Fori!»</rf8»,ifhewereopen'd 
and  you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  Liver,  as  will  clog  the 

foot  of  a  flea,  Tie  eat  the  reft  of  th'anatomy. 
Fab.  And  his  oppofite  the  yoiKh  bcai  es  in  his  vifage 

no  great  prefage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Tob.  Look  where  the  youngeft  Wren  of  mine  comes. 
Mar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh  your 

felves  into  flitches,  follow  me  ;  yond  gull  Malvollo  is 
turned  Heathen,  a  very  Renegatho ;  for  there  is  no  chri- 
ftian  that  meanes  to  be  faved  by  believing  rightly,  can 

ever  believe  fuch  impolfible  paffages  of  groffenefle.  He's 
in  yellow  (lockings. 

Tob.  And  crofle  garter'd  ? 
Mar.  Moll  villanoufly  :  like  a  Pedant  that  keeps  a 

Schoole  i'ch  Church  :  I  have  dogg'd  him  like  his  murthe 
rer.  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  Letter  that  I  dropt, 
to  betray  him :  He  does  fmile  his  face  into  more  lines, 
then  is  in  the  new  Mappe,  with  the  augmentation  of  the 

Indies :  you  have  not  feen  fuch  a  thing  as  'cis :  I  can  hard- 
ly forbear  hurling  things  at  him  ,  I  know  my  Lady  will 

firike  him  :  if  fhe  doe,  he'll  fmile,  and  tak't  for  a  great 
favour. 

Tob.  Come  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. Exeunt  ontnes 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Sebaftlan,  And  Anthonlt. 

Seb.  I  would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you , 
But  fince  you  make  your  pleafurc  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Anth.  I  could  not  flay  behind  you  :  my  defire 
(More  lharp  then  filed  tteel)did  fpurre  mc  forth, 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you  (though  fo  much 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage) 
But  jealoufie,  what  might  befall  your  travcil , 
Being  skillefle  in  thefe  paits :  which  to  a  flrangcr, 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough,  and  unhofpitable.  My  willing  love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear 
Sat  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthottlo, 
I  can  no  other  anfwermake,  but  thanks  : 

ny  Lyes,  a«  will  lye  in  thy  iheet  of  paper,  although  the  j  But  were  my  worth,  as  is  my  confeience  firm, 
You 
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;You  lhould  find  better  dealing :  what's  to  doe? 
j  Shall  we  go  fee  the  relicksof  this  Town  ? 

Ant.  To  morrow,  fir,  be/t  firft  go  fee  your  Lodging. 

\    Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night, 
I  pray  you  Ictus  fatisfie  our  eyes 
i  With  the  memorialls,  and  the  things  of  fame 
That  doe  renown  this  City. 

xAnt.  Would  you'ld  pardon  me  : 
I  doe  not  without  danger  walk  thefe,ftreets. 

Once  in  afea-flght  'gainft  the  Count  his  gallics , 
I  did  fomefervice,  of  fuch  note  indeed, 

That  were  I  tane  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd. 
Seb.  Belike  you  flew  great  number  of  his  people. 

Ant.  Th'offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature, 
Albeit  the  quality  of  timej  and  quarrell 

Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument  .• 
It  might  havefince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  TrafTick's  fake 
Moft  of  our  City  did.  Onely  my  felf  ftood  out  , 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  (hall  pay  deare. 

Seb.  Doe  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me :  hold,  fir,  here's  my  purfc. 
In  the  South  Suburbes  at  the  Elephant 
Is  beft  to  lodge  :  I  will  befpeak  our  diet, 

Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  Town,  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

Seb.  Why  I  your  purfe  ? 
Ant .  Haply  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 

You  have  defire  to  purchafe :  and.  your  ftore 
I  think  is  not  for  idle  Markets,  fir. 

Seb.  I  'le  be  your  purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you For  an  hour. 

Ant.  To  th*  Elephant. 
Seb.  I  doe  remember.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Maria. 

01.  I  have  fent  after  him,  he  fayes  he'll  come  : 
ow  fhall  I  feaft  hirw  ?  What  beftow  of  him  ? 

r  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  then  begg'd,  or  borrow'd. 
fpeak  too  loud  :  Where's  Malvollo,ht  is  fad,  and  civil, 
nd  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes  , 

Where  is  ̂ Malvolio  ? 

Mar.  He's  comming,  Madam : 
But  in  very  ftrange  manner.  He  is  fure  poffeft,  Madam. 

01.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave  ? 
^Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile  :  your 

Ladifhip  were  beft  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he 
come,  for  fure  the  man  is  tainted  in's  wits. 

01.  Go  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

1  am  as  mad  as  he, 

tf  fad  and  merry  madneffe  equall  be. 
How  now  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Sweet  Lady,  ha,  ha. 

01.  Smil'ft  thou  ?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 
Mai,  Sad  Lady,  I  could  be  fad : 

This  docs  make  fome  obftrucYion  in  the  blood : 

rhiscrofle-garteringjbut  what  of  that  ? 

j  It"  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  one,  it  js  with  me  as  the  very  true I  Sonnet  is :  pleafe  one,  and  pleafe  all. 

i     01.  Why?  How  do'ft  thou  man? j  What  is  the  matter  with  thee  ?  . 

i     Mai.  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in  mj 
f  legges :  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  Commands  fhall 
1  be  executed.  I  think  we  doe  know  the  fweet  Roman 
I  hand. 

01.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 
Mai.  To  bed  ?  I  fweet  heart :  and  Tie  come  to,  thee. 

01.  God  comfort  thee :  why  doft  thou  finile  fo,  and 
kiffe  thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 
Mar.  How  doc  you,  Malvolio? 
Mai.  At  your  requeft  : 

Yes  Nightingales  anfwer  Dawes. 
Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldneffe 

before  my  Lady  ? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  greatneffe  :  'twas  well  vw  if, 
01.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that  Malvolio  ? 
Mai.  Some  are  born  great* 
01.  Ha? 

Mai.  Some  atchieve  greatneffe. 

01.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Mai.  And  fome  have  gteatneffe  thruft  upon  them. 
Ol.  Heaven  reftore  thee. 

Mai.  Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  ftock- 
ings. 

Ol.  Thy  yellow  ftockings  ? 

Mai.  And  wiih'd  to  fee  thee  Croffe-garter'd* 

Ol.  Croffe-garter'd  ? 
Mai.  Go  too,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defir'ft  to  be  fo. 
Ol.  Am  I  aiade  ? 

Mai.  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervant  frill. 

Ol.  Why  this  is  very  Midfummer  madneffe. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  Gentleman  of  the  Count  Or- 

Jino's  is  return'd,  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back :  he  at 
tends  your  Ladifhips  pleafure. 

Ol.  Tie  come  to  him. 

Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to.  Where's  my 
Coufin  Toby,  let  fome  of  my  people  have  a  fpcciall  care  of 
him,  I  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  half  of  my 

Dowry.  ••  Sxit. 
Mai.  Oh,  ho,  doe  you  come  near  me  now :  no  worfe 

man  then  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me.  This  concurres  direct- 
ly with  the  Letter,  fhe  fends  him  on  purpofe,  that  I  may 

appear  ftubborn  to  him :  for  fhe  incites  me  to  that  in 
the  Later,  dft  ihy  humble  (lough,  fayes  fhei  be  oppo- 
fuc  with  a  Kinfman,  furly  with  fervants,  let  thy  tongue 

ting  with  arguments  of  flate,  put  thy  felf  into  the  trick 
of  fingulaiity  :  and  confequcntly  fets  down  the  maimer 
hew :  as  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a  flow  tongue,in 
the  habit  of  fome  Sir  of  note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have  limde 

her,  but  it  is  Jove s  doing ,  and  Jove  make  me  thankfull. 

And  when  fhe  went  away  now,  let  this  Fellow  be  look'd 
to :  Fellow  ?  not  Malvolio,  nor  afrcr  my  degree,  but  Fel. 

low.  Why  every  thing  adheres  t<  .ther,  that  no  dramme 
of  a  fcruple  ;  no  fcruple  of  a  fcruple  ;  no  obftaclc  ;  no  in- 

credulous or  unfafe  ciramftance  :  What  can  be  faid  ? 

Nothing  that  can  be,  can  come  between  me,  and  the  full 
profpec?  of  my  hopes.  Well  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of 
this,  and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 

Enter  Toby,  Fabian,  and  Maria. 
Z  2 

To. 
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,  go  off 

To.  Wn:ch  way  is  he  in  the  name  of  fanct. cy  f  If  all 
the  devils  of  hell  oc  drawn  in  hale,  and  Legion  himfdf 

pofT./t  him,  ycc  Tie  fpc^k  Co  hi  in. 

fab.  Here  he  is,  hove  hc.is :  -  how  is'c  with  you  fit  ? 
H  r-v  iy'c  v\kh  you  man  ? 

A  (al.  Go  offj.l  difcard.  you  :  let  mc  enjoy  my  private  : 

.      J  .    j  v..  .  .    „.j  'JA  i/liij  I    . f>3jU3?!0  _ 2vj 
Ar^r.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeakes  within  hjm  ; 

did  nor  I  tell  you  \  Si;-.  Toby,  my  Lady  piay.es  you  to 
have  arare-ofhm^  •.     •  ,. 
...  MaL  Ah  lia.  docs  fhe  lo  ?    :  .  \Q 

To.  Go  to,  go  to  :  peace,  peace :  we  mult  deale  gently 
with  him  :  Let  mc  alone.  How  doe  you,  Malvollo  ?  Ho  n 

is't  with  ycu  ?  What  man,  dthe  the  devil:  confider,  he's 
an  enemy  to  mankind.  . 

Mai.  Doc  you. know  what  you  fay  ? 

War.  La  you,  and  you  fpcak'ill  of"  the  devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  hc^w,-  Pray  God  he  be!  not  bewiccjrfd; 

"Fab,  Carry,  his  water  to  di'.wif<5_  woman.    •.  ■ 
Mar.  Marry  and  it  (nail  he  done  to  morrow  morn- 

ing if  I  live.  My  Lady  would' not  loofe  him  for  ̂ ore 
then  l'lefay.  V    ■    -,n  r.  .   \  <> Mai.  How  now  Miftris  ? 
Mar.  Oh  Lord. 

To.  Prcthee  hold  thy  peace,, this  is  not  the  way:  Poe 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  ? 

Fa.  No  my"  gentlencffc,  gently,  gently  :  the  Fiend  is 
rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

To.  Why  how  now  my  havock  ?  how  doll  thouchuck? 
Mai.  Sir. 

To.  I  biddy, .come  with  me.  What  man,  tisnotfor 

gravity  to  ploy  at  cherry-pit  with  fathan.  Hang  him  foul 
ColHar.      •<  ft   

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers,  good  Sir  Toby, -act 
him  to  pray. 

Mai.  My  prayeis  Minx. 

Mar.  No  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  godii- 

neffe.         •.  •       '  ,\*  ,X 
Mai.  Go  hang  your  felves  all  :  you  are  idle  ilullow 

things,  I  am  not  of  your  clement,  you  fhall  know  more 
hereafcer.  Exit. 

.  T 9.  I'st  poflTibfc  ? 

Fab.  If  th's  were  plaid  upon  a  {bgcnow,I  could  con- demn it  as  an  unprofitable  fiction. 
To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  .infection  of  the 

device  man. 

Mar.  Nay  purfue  him  now,  leaft  the  device  take  ayre, 
and  paint. 

Fa.  VVhy  we  diall  make  him  mad  indeed. 
Mar.  The  houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 

To.  Come, we'll  have  him  in  a  darke  room  and  bound. 
My  Neece  is- already  in  the  belief  that  he's  mad  :  we  may 
cry  it  thus  for  our  plcafuve,and  his  penance,  till  our  ve- 

ry paftimc  . tired  out  of  breath  ,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy 
on  him  :  at  which  time,we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar, 
and  crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen :  but  lee,  but  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fa,  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

And.  Here's  the  Challenge,  read  it :  I  warrant  there's 
vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is'tfofawcy  ? 
And.  I, is't  ?  I  warrant  him :  doe  but  read. 
To,  Give  mc. 

Tenth,  whatfoever  thou  art,thou  art  but  a f curvy  fellow. 
Fa.  Good  and  valiant. 

To.  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  In  thy  mind  why  I  doe 

i     

call  thee  fo,for  I  will  (hew  thee  no  reafon  for't.  (Law. 
Fa.  A  good  note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of  the 
To.  Thou  comm'J}  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  In  my Ji<rht 

fhe  fifes  thee  kjndly  :  brtt  thou  ly.-Jf  in  thy  throat,  that  Is 
not  the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fa.  Very  brief,  and  to. exceeding  good  fenfe-leffe, 

To.  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  home,  where  'if  it  be  thy chance  to  kill  me. 

Fa.  Good. 

To.  Thou  kill' s%  me  like  a  rogue  and  azfillaln. 
F^.Still  you  keep  o'th  windy  fide  of  the  Law:  good. 
To,  Fare  thee  weli,and  Godhay*  mercy  upon  our  fouls 

He  may  have  mercy  upon  mine,  but  my  hope  Is  better 

andfo  laol^to  thy  felf.  Thy  fiend  as  thou,  ufe'fl  him,  and 
thy  fworn  enemy,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

To.  If  this  Letter  move  him  not,  his  legges  cannot: 
I'le  giv't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit occafion  for't :  he  is  now 
in  fome  commerce  with  my  Lady,and  will  by  and  by  de- 

part. 

To,  Go  fir  Andrew  :  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  corner 
of  the  Orchard  like  a  bum-Baily  :  fo  foon  as  ever  thou 

feeft him, draw,  and  as  thoudraw'ft  fwear  horribly  .-for 
it  comes  to  palfeoft,  thac  a  terrible  oath,  with  a  fvvaggc-i 

ring  accent  fharply  twang'd  off,  gives  manhood  more 
approbation,  then  ever  proof  it  felf  would  have  earn'd him.  Away. 

And.  Nay  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  Exit 
To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  this  Letter :  for  the  behavi- 

our of  the  young  Gentleman,  gives  him  out  to  be  of  good 

capacity,  and  breeding  :  his  employment  between  his 
Lord  and  my  Neece,  confirmcs  no  leffe.  Therefore,  this 
Letter  being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  ter. 
rour  in  the  youth :  he  will  find  that  it  comes  from  a 
Clodde-pole.  But  fir ,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by 
word  of  mouth  ;  fet  upon  Ague-cheek*,  notable  report  or 
valour,and  drive  the  Gentleman(as  I  know  his  youth  will 

aptly  receive  it)  into  a  moll  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage, 
skill,fury,and  impetuoiity.  This  will  fo  fright  them  both, 
that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  look,  like  Cockatri- 

ces. *" 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Viola. 

F.  Here  he  comes  with  your  Neece,  give  them  way 
till  he  take  leave,  and  prefencly  after  him. 

To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid  mcf- 
faoe  for  a  Challenge.  Exeunt. 

01.  I  have  laid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  ftone, 

And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  on't : 
There  s  fomething  in  me  that  reproves  my  fault : 
But  fuch  a  hcail-ftrong  potent  fault  it  is  : 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vlo.  With  the  fame  haviour  that  your  paffion  beares, 

Goes  on  my  Mailer's  griefs. 

01.  Here,  wear  this  Jewell  for  me, 'tis  my  picture: 
Refufeitnot,it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And  I  befeech  you  come  again  tomorrow. 
What  fhall  you  askc  of  mc  that  Tie  deny  , 

That  (honour  fav'd)  may  upon  asking  give. 
Vlo.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  Mafter:[| 
01.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that,  .  \ 

Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 
Vlo.  I  will  acquit  you. 

01.  Well,  come  again  to  morrow  :  fare-chee-wcll, 
A  Fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.        Exit.  I 

Enter  Toby,  and  Fablf.x. 
To.  Gentleman,  God  five  thee. 

ri*. 
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\    Vio.  And  you,  fir. 

TV.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't :  of  what 
j  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  halt  done  him ,  I  know  not : 
ilbut  thy  intercepter  full  of  deipight,  bloody  as  the  Hunter, 
{(attends  thee  at  the  Oi  chard  end:  difniount  thy  Tuck, 

•ibe  yare  in  thy  preparation,for  thy  affailant  is  qtiick,skill- 

'jfull,  and  deadly. Vio.  You  miftake,  fir,  I  am  fure,  no  man  hath  any 

iquarrell  to  me  :  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear 
from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 

To.You'l  find  it  otherwise  I  affure  you:therefore,if  you 
hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to  your  guard  :  for 
your  oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  youth,  ftrength,  skiil, 
and  wrath  can  furnifh  a  man  withal!. 

Vio.  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  he  ? 

To.  He  is  knight  dubb'd  with  unhatch'd  Rapier,  and 
on  carpet  confidcration,but  he  is  a  devil  in  private  brawl; 

foules  and  bodies  hath  he  divore'd  three,  and  his  mcenfe- 
ment  at  this  moment  is  fo  implacable ,  that  fatisfachon 
lan  be  none,  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  fepulcher :  Hob, 

nob,  is  his  word :  giv't  or  tak't. 
Vio.  I  will  reairn  again  into  the  houfe,and  defire  fome 

conduct  of  the  Lady.  I  am  no  fighter ,  I  h?ve  heard  of 
fome  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrells  purpotely  on  others, 
totafte  their  valour  :  belike  this  is  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

To.  Sir, no: his  indignation  derives  it  felf  out  of  a 

very  computent  injury,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give 
his  defire.  Back  you  (hall  not  to  the  houfe,  unleffe  you 
Undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you 
might  anfwer  him  :  therefore  on,  or  ftrip  your  fword 

ftark  naked :  for  meddle  you  muft,  that's  certain,  or  for- 
swear to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Via,  This  is  as  uncivil  as  ftrange.  I  befeech  you  doe 
me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what 
my  offence  to  him  is :  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence, 
nothing  of  my  purpofe. 

To.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fabian  fay  you  by  this  Gen- 
tleman till  my  return.  Exit  Toby. 

Vio.  Pray  you  fir,  doe  you  lenowof  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know  the  Knight  is  incens'd  again  ft  you,  even 
to  a  mortall  arbitrement,  but  nothing  of  the  circumftance 
^fore. 

Vio.  I  befeech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 
lab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderfull  promife  to  read  him 

tyy  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  proof  of 
his  valour.  He  is  indeed,  fir,  the  moft  skilfull>  bloody,and 
fatall  oppofite  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in  any 

part  of  Iltjr'ia :  will  you  walk  towards  him,  I  will  make 
your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vio.  Ifhall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't:T  am  one, 
that  had  rather  go  with  fir  Pricft,  then  fir  Knight :  I  care 
not  who  knowes  fo  much  of  my  mettle.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Tobj^  and  Andrew, 

Tob.  Why  man,  he's  a  very  devil,  J  have  not  feen  fuch 
a  firago :  I  had  a  paffe  with  him,rapier,  fcabberd,  and  all : 
and  he  gives  me  the  ftuck  in  with  fuch  a  mortall  motion 
that  it  is  inevitable :  and  on  the  anfwer,  he  payes.you  as 
furely,as  your  feet  hits  the  ground  they  ftep  on.  They  fay, 
lie  has  been  Fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

And.  Vox  on't, Tie  not  meddle  with  him. 
To.  I,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified, 

fabian  can  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

An.  Plague  on't,  and  I  thought  he  had  been  valiant, 
and  fo  cunning  in  Fence,  I'de  have  feen  him  damn'd  ere 

I'de  have  challeng'd  him.  Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and 

l'Je  give  him  my  horfe,  gray  Capilet. 
Tob.  Tie  make  the  motion  :  ftand  here,  make  a  good 

Anew  on't,  this  fhall  end  without  the  perdition  of  foules, 
marry  1'le  ride  your  horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you. Enter  fabian^  and  Viola. 

I  have  his  horfe  to  take  up  the  quarrell,  I  have  pcrfwaded 

him  the  youth's  a  devil.  r 
Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him  :  and  pants, 

and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  Bear  were  at  his  heeles. 

To.  There's  no  remedy,  fir,  he  will  fight  with  you  for's 
oath  fake:  marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of, his 
quarrell,  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talkino 
of:  therefore  draw  for  the  fupportance  of  his  vowjhe  pro- 
ttfts  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me  :  a  little  thing  would  make 
me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Fab.  Give  ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

To.  Come,  Sir  zAn&re-x,  there's  no  remedy,  the  Gen- 
tleman  will  for  his  honours  fake  have  one  bout  with  you  i 
he  cannot  by  the  Duello  avoid  it :  but  he  has  promifed 
me,  as  he  is  a  Gentleman  and  a  Souldier,he  will  not  hurt 

you.  Come  on,  to't. And.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  oath* 
Enter  Antonio. 

V\$.  I  doe  affure  you  'tis  againft  my  will. 
Ant.  Put  up  your  fword  :  if  this  young  Gentleman 

Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me  : 

If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you. 
Tob.  You  fir  ?  Why,  what  are  you  ? 
Ant .  One  fir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  doe  more 

Then  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Tob.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you* Enter  Officers^ 

Fab.  O  good  Sir  Tobjr,  hold  •  here  come  the  Officers. 
Tob.  I'lebewith  you  anon. 
Vio.  Pray  fir,  put  your  fword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

And.  Marry  will  I  fir :  and  for  that  I  promis'd  you 
Tie  be  as  good  as  my  word.  He  will  bear  you  eafily,  and 
raines  well. 

1 .  Of.  This  is  the  man,  doe  thy  Office. 
1.0 f.  Anthonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  Count  Or- 
Ant.  You  doe  miftaks  me,  fir.  (Ji**. 

1.  Off".  No  fir,  no  jot :  I  know  your  favour  well : 
Though  now  you  have  nofea-cap  on  your  head : 
Take  him  away,  he  knowes  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  muft  obey.  This  comes  with  feekingyoU: 

But  there's  no  remedy,  1  fhall  anfwer  it : 
What  will  you  doe  ?  now  my  ncceffity 

Makes  me  to  aske  you  for  my  purfe.  It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  doe  for  you, 

Then  what  befalls  my  fclf :  you  ftand  amaz'd, 
Be  of  comfort. 

t.Ojf.  Come,  fir, away. 
*Ant.  I  muft  entreat  of  you  fome  of  that  money* 
Vio.  What  money,  fir  ? 

For  the  fair  kindneffe  you  have  fhew'd  me  here, 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 

I'le  lend  you  fomething  :my  having  is  not  much, 
I'le  make  divifion  of  my  prefent  with  you  3 
Hold,  there's  half  my  Cofftr. 

Ant .  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 

Is't  pofTible,  that  ray  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfwafion  ?  Doe  not  tempt  my  mifery  , 
Lcaft  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man , 

As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindneflcs 

Z  1  That 
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That  I  have  dmc  for  you. 

Via.  I  know  of  none. 

N.>i'  know  I  you  by  voyce,  or  any  feature : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 

Then  lying,  vainncfle,  babling  diunkermefie, 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofc  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ant.  Oh  heavens  themfelves  ! 

2.  Off.  Come,  fir,  I  pray  you  go. 
Ant.  Let  me  ipeak  a  little.  This  youth  that  you  fee 

I  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jawes  of  death,  (here, 
Rcliev'd  him  with  inch  fanclity  of  love  ; 
And  to  his  imag?,  which  me  thought  did  promife 
Molt  venerable  worth,  did  I  deyotion. 

1 .  Cff.  What's  that  to  us,  the  time  goes  by  :  Away. 
Ant.  But  oh,  how  viidc  an  idoll  proves  this  god  : 

Thou  haft  Sebafiian  done  good  feature  fhame  , 
In  Nacuve  there's  no  blcmifh  but  the  mind  : 

None  can  be  calPd  de.form'd  but  the  unkind. 
Virtue  is  beaucy,but  the  beauteous  evil 

Arc  empty  trunks,  o're-flourifh'd  by  the  devil. 
i.  Of.  The  man  growes  mad,  away  with  him  : 

Come,  come,  fir. 
Ant.  Lead  me  on.  Exit. 

Vlo.  Me  things  his  words  doe;from  fuch  paffion  flie, 
That  he  believes  himfelf,  fo  doe  not  I.  .  . 

Prove  true  imagination,  oh  prove  true, 
That  I  dear  brother,  be  now  tane  for  you. 

To.  Come  hither,  Knight, come  hither,  fabian :  Well 

whifper  o're  a.  couplet  or  two  of  moft  fage  fawes* 
Vio.  He  nam'd  Sebaftian  :  I  my  brother  know 

Yet  living  in  my  gfaffe :  even  fuch,  and  fo 
In  favour  was  my  Brother,and  he  Went 
Still  in  this fafhijn,colour, ornament, 
For  him  I  imitate  :  Oh  if  it  prove, 

Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  loye.  Exit. 

Tob.  A  very  dilhoncft  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  Coward 
then  a  Hare : his  difhonefty  appeares,in  leaving  his  friend 

here  in  neceffity,  and  denying  him  :  and  for  hjs  coward- 
fhip  askc  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  Coward,  a  moft  devout  Cowaid,. religious  in it. 

And.  'Slid,  Tie  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 
To.  Doc,cuflfe  him  foundly,  but  never  thy  fwoid. 
And.  And  I- doe  not. 

'    lab.  Come,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Tob.  I  dare  lay  any  mony,  'twill  be  nothing  yet.  Ex. 
i     ■      •         Dni  •■/.," 

(tAlius  0  uartm.  Scena  Trima, 

Enter  Sebafiian ,  and  Clown. 
Clo.  Will  you  make  me  believe  that  1  am  not  fen t  for 

you?     fyn;!  mti  b'     '■  B  :  \  '. 
Seb.  Go  to,go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  fellow, 

Let  me  be  dear  of  thee,  ia 

Clo.  Well  held  outifaith:  No  ,  I  doe  not  know  you, 

nor  I  am  not  fent  to  :you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come 
fpeak  with  her  :  nor  your  name  is  not  Mafter  Cefano, 
i  nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither:  nothing  that  isfo,is  fo. 

Seb.  I  ptethee  vent  thy  folly  fomewhere  elfe  ,  thou 
know'ft  not  me.'. 

Clow.  Vent  my  folly  :  He  has  heard  that  word  of  fome 

great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent  my  fol- 

p  .  !  „— 

or  JVhat  you  will. 

ly  :  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  World  will  prove  a 
Cockney  :  I  prethee  now  ungird  thy  ftrangeneffe,  and 
tell  me  what  I  fhall  vent  to  my  Lady  :  fhall  I  vent  to  her 
that  thou  art  comming  > 

Seb.  I  prethee  foolifh  Greek  depart  from  me,  there's 
money  for  thee,  if  you  tarry  longer,  I  fhall  give  worfe 

payment. 
Clo.  By  my  troth  thou  haft  an  open  hand :  thefe  Wife- 

men  that  give  fooles  money, get  themfelves  a  good  report, 
after  fourteen  yeares  purchafe. 

Enter  Andrew,  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

And.  Now,  fir,  have  I  met  you  again :  there's  for  you. 
Seb.  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and- there  : Are  all  the  people  mad  ? 

To.  Hold,fir,  or  Fie  throw  your  dagger  o're  the  houfe. 
Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  Lady  ftraight :  I  would  not 

be  in  fome  of  your  coats  for  two-pence. 
To,  Come  on,  fir,  hold . 

And.  Nay  let  him  alone,  Tie  go  another  way  to  work 
.with  him  :  Tie  have  an  action  of  Battery  againft  him,  if 
there  be  any  law  in  llljria  :  though  I  ftrook  him  firlt, 
yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 
Ti^.Come  fix,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come  my  young 

fouldier ,  put  up  your  iron  :  you  are  well  flefh'd  :  Come 

on. 

Seb.lwiW  be  free  from  thee.  What  would'ft  thou  now? 

If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 
To.  What,  what  ?  Nay  then  I  muft  have  an  ounce  or 

two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 
Enter  Olivia. 

01.  Hold  Toby,on  thy  hfe  I  charge  thee  hold. Tob.  Madam. 

01.  Will  it  be  ever  thus?  Ungracious  wretch  , 
Fit  for  the  Mountains,  and  the  barbarous  Caves, 

Where  manners  ne're  were  preach'd  :  out  of  my  fight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cefario . 

Rudcsby  be  gone.  I  prethee  gentle  friend, 
Let  thy  fair  wifedome, not  thy  paffion  fway 
In  this  uncivil,  and  unjuft  extent 

Againft  thy  peace.  Go  with  me  to  my  houfe, 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitteffe  pranks 

This  Ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
Maift  fmile  at  this:  Thou  (halt  notchoofebutgp  : 
Doe  not  deny,  befhrew  his  foul  for  me ; 
Heftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine,  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  relifh  is  in  this  ?  How  runs  the  ftream  ? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dreame  : 
Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  deep  , 
If  it  be  thus  to  dreame,  ftill  let  me  fleep. 

O/.Nay  come  I  prethee,would  thoud'ft  be  rul'd  by  me. Seb.  Madam,  I  will. 

Ol.  O  fay  fo,  and  fo  be.  Exeunt. 

Seem  Secunda. 

.   .__   . 

Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  prethee  put  on  this  Gown,  and  this 

beard  ;  make'him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Topas  the  Curate  ;. 
doe  it  quickly.  I'le  call  Sir  Toby  the  whii'ft. 

Clo.  Well,  l'le  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diffemble  my  felf 

in't,  and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diffembledin 

•  fuch 



Tnel/e  3\Qght,  or  What younilL 

271 

jfuch  a  LiOvvn.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  flin- 
ch m  well,  nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  Stu- 

|  dent :  but  to  be  faid  an  honcft  man,  and  a  good  Houfc- 
i  keeper  goes  as  fairly,  as  to  fay,  a  carcfull  man,  and  a 
jgreat  Schollar.  The  Competitors  enter. 

Enter  Toby. 

To.  Jove  bleffethee,  M.Parfon. 
Clo. Bonos  dies $\x  Toby.Zovzs  theold  Hermit  of  Prate, 

that  never  faw  Peti  and  Ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  Neece 
of  King  Gorbodat^,  that  that  is,  is :  fo  I  being  M.Parfon, 
am  M.  Parlon  ;  for  what  is  that,but  that  ?  and  is,l?ut  is  ? 

To.  To  him,  Sir  Topas. 
Clow.  What  hoa,  I  fay,  Peace  in  this  prifon. 
7\  The  Knave  counterfeits  well :  a  good  Knave. 

Malvolio  within. 
Mai.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas  the  Curate ,  who  comes  to  vifa-Mal- 
'-velio  the  Lunatick.  • 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Topas,  go  to  my 
ILady. 

.  Clo.  Out  hyperbolicall  fiend ,  how  vexeft  thou  this 
man  ?  Talkefi.  thou  nothing  but  of  Ladies  ? 

Tab.  Well  faid,  M.Parfon. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wronged,  good 
Sir  Topas,  doe  not  think  I  am  mad :  they  have  laid  me 
ihere  in  hideous  darkneffe. 

Clo.  Fye,  thou  difhoncft  Sathari  :  I  call  thee  by  the 
irnoftmodeft  termes,  for  I  am  one  .of  thofe  gentle  opes, 

that  will  ufe  the  Devil  himfelf  with  curtefie  :  fay 'ft  thou that  houfe  is  dark  >  . 

I    Mai.  As  hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why  it  hath  bay  Windowes  tranfparent  as  Ba-f 

'ricadoes,  and  the  clear  ftones  toward  the  South-North , 
are  luftrous  as  Ebony :  and  yet  complaineft  thou  of  ob- 

struction ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas,  I  fay  to  you  this  houfe 
Is  dark. 

CloJ  Madam,  thou  erreft  :  I  fay  there  is  no  darkneffe. 

but  ignorance,  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzell'd  then  the 
^Egyptians  in  their  fogge. 

Mai.  I  fay  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  thou 
Ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay  there  was  ne- 

wer man  thusabus'd,  I  am  no  more  mad  than,'  yoU  are, 
pake  the  triall  of  it  m  any  cenftant  queftion. 

Clo,  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras  concerning 
KVild-fowle?  ,'.  \ 

Mai.  That  the  foul  of  our  Grandam,  might. happily 
inhabit  a  Bird. 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 
Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve 

fcis  opinion.         ••  i 
Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  remain  thou  (till  in  darkneffe, 

thou  fhalt  hold  th'opinion  of  Pythagoras,  ere  I  will  allow 
of  thy  wits,  and  fear  to  kill  a  Woodcock,  left  thou  dif- 
pofieffe  the  houfe  of  thy  Grandam.  Fare  thee  well. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas yfir  Topas. 
To.  My  moft  exquifite  Sir  Topas. 
Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard 
and  gown,  he  fees  thee  not. 

Tob.  To  him  in  thine  own  voyce,  and  bring  me  word 
how  thou  findft  him:  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this 

knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently  deliver'd,  I  would 
he  were,for  I  am  now  fo  farre  in  offence  with  my  Neece, 
that  I  cannot  purfue  with  any  fafety  this  fport  the  up- 
foot.  Come  by  and  by  to  my  Chamber.  Exit. 

Clo.  Hey  Kobin,  jolly  Robin,  tell  me  how  thy  Lady 
does. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  My  Lady  is  unwind,  per  die. Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  Alafs,  why  is  fhe  fo  ? 
Mai.  Fool,  Tfay. 

Clo.  She  loves  another.  Who  calls,  ha  ? 
Mai.  Good  Fool ,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at 

my  hand  ,  help  me  to  a  Candle,  and  Pen,  Ink, and  Pa- 
per :  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankfull  to 

thee  foi't. Clo.  M.  Malvolio  } 

Mai.  I,  good  Fool.  - 
Clo.  Alafs,  fir,  how  fell  you  befides  ycur  five  wits  ? 
Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  fo  notorioufly  a- 

bus'd  :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits  (fool)  as  thou  art. 
Clo.  But  as  well :  then  you  are  mad  indeed,  if  you  be 

no  better  in  your  wits  then  a  foole. 
Mai.  They  have  here  propertied  me  :  keep  me  in 

darknelfe,  fend  Minifters  to  me,  Affes,  and  doe  all  they 
can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay  :the  Minifter  is  here,  f 
Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  reftore  :  en- 

deavour thy  felf  to  fleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  bab- 
ble. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas. 
Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him  good  fellow. 

Who  I  fir,  not  I  fir.  God  buy  you  good  Si  r  Topas  •  Mar- 

ry Amen.  I  will  fir,  I  will  fir. 
Mai.  Fool,fool,  fool,  I  fay. 

Clo.  Alafs,  fir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  fir  ?'  I  am 
fhent  for  fpeaking  to  you. 

Mai.  Good  fool  help  me  to  fome  light,  and  fome 

Paper.  T  tell  thee  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any  man  in 

llljri'a. 

CU:  WeH-a-day,  that  you  were  fir. 
Mai.  By  this  hand  I  am:  good  fool,  fome  Ink,  Pa- 

per,  and  Dighr):  and  convey  what  I  will  fee  down,  to  my 
Lady :  it  fhall  advantage  thee  more,  then  ever  the  bea- 

ring of  Letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  you  hot 
mad  indeed,  or  doe  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

LMal.  Believe  rne,  I  am  not,  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  Tie  ne're  believe  a  madman,  till  I  fee  his 
I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink.  (brains, 

Mai.  F_ool,  Tie  requite  it  in  the  higheft  degree: 

Iprethee  begone. 

Clo.  I  am  gone  fir,  and  anon  fir,' Tie  be.with  you  again  : 
In  a  trice,  like  to  the  old  vice 

your  need  to  fuftaui. 

Who  with  Dagger  of  Lath,  in  his  rage  and  his  wra'tb,' cries  ah  ha,  to  the  Devil  : 

Like  a  mad  Lad,  pair  thy  nailcs  Dad  , 

adieu  good  man  Devil. 

•  Ml 

— r-i  — 

Exit. 

fr-     .       ■•  H  I Sce?ia  l  ertta. 

Enter  Sebattian. 

Seb.  This  is  the,  ayrc,  that  is  the  glorious  Sun  \ 

This  Pearl  fhe  gave  me,  I  doe  feel't,  and  fes't, 
And  though,  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  mc  thu  s, 

'  Yet 
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Yet  'tis  no:  madnefle.  Whete's  Anthonio  then  > 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant, 
Yet  there  it  was,  and  there  I  found  this  credit, 
That  he  did  range  the  Town  to  fcek  ine  out, 
His  counfell  now  might  dome  golden  fervice, 
For  though  my  foule  difpuics  well  with  my  fenfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  madnefle, 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  floud  of  Fortune, 
So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  clifcourfe, 

That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  reafon  that  perfwades  me 
To  any  other  truft,  but  that  I  am  mad, 

Or  elfe  the  Ladies  mad  ;  yet  if 'twere  fo, 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers, 

Take,  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable-bearjng 

As  I  perceive  fhe do's:  there's  fomething in't 
That  is  deceiveablc.  But  here  the  Lady  comes. 

Snter  Olivia,  and  Tries?. 

01.  Blame  not  this  h.ifte  of  mine :  if  you  mean  well 

N~>w  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man 
Inro  the  Chantry  by  :  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  ccriecratedroofe, 

Plight  me  the  full  aflurtnee  of  your  faith, 
That  my  moft  jealous,  and  too  doubtfull  foulc 
May  live  at  Peace.  He  fhall  conceale  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  (hall  come  to  note, 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 

According  to  my  birth,  what  do  you  fay  ? 
Seb.  Tie  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you, 

And  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 
01.  Then  lead  the  way  good  father,  8c  heaven  fofhine, 

That  they  may  fairly  note  this  aft  of  mine.  Exeunt. 
Finis  ABm  Quart i. 

A3us  Qmntus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian, 

Fab.  Now  as  thou  lov'ft  mc,  let  me  fee  this  Letter. 
Clo.  GoodM.  Fabian  grant  me  another  requeft. 
Fab.  Anything. 
Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  Letter. 

fab.  This  is  to  give  a  Dog ,  and  in  recompence  defire 
my  dog  again. 

Enter  Dukt^lola, Curio,  and  Lords. 

Du.  Belong  you  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 
Clo.  I  fir,  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 

Duke,  I  know  thee  well  :  how  do'ft  thou  my  good 
Fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly  fir »  the  better  for  my  foes ,  and  the  worfe 
for  my  friends. 

Du.  Juft  the  contrary  :  the  better  for  thy  friends. 
Clow.  No  fir,  the  worfe. 
Du.  How  can  that  be  > 

Clo.  Marry  fir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  Afs  of  me, 
now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  Afle:  fo  that  by  my 
foes  fir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  my  felf ,  and  by  my  j 
friends  I  am  abufed :  fo  that  conclufions  to  be  as  kiffes,  if  j 

your  four  negatives  make  your  two  affirmatives ,  why 
then  the  worfe  of  my  friends ,  and  the  better  for  my  foes.  I 

Du.  Why  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  fir,  no :  though  it  pleafe  you  to  be 
one  of  my  friends. 

Dm.  Thou  ("halt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me ,  there's  gold. Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double  dealing  fir  ,  Z  would 
you  could  make  it  another. 

Du.  O  you  give  mc  ill  counfell. 
Clo.  Put  your  Grace  in  your  pocket  fir,  for  this  once, 

and  let  your  flelh  and  bloud  obey  it. 
Du.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  a  double 

dealer :  there's  another. 
Clo.  Prlmo,fecundo,tertio ,  is  a  good  play,  and  the 

old  faying  is,  the  third  Payes  for  all :  the  triplex  fir ,  is  a 

good  tripping  meafure,  or  the  bells  of  S.  Bennet  fir,  may 
put  you  in  minde,  one,  two,  three. 

Du.  You  can  foole  no  more  money  out  of  me  at  this 
throw  :  if  you  will  let  your  Lady  know  I  am  here  to 
fpeak  with  her ,  and  bring  her  along  with  you ,  it  may 
awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry  fir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  till  I  comeagen. 
I  go  fir,  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think,  that  my  de- 
fire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufnefs :  but  as  you  fay  fir, 
let  your  bounty  take  a  nap,I  will  awake  it  anon.  Exit, 

Enter  Anthonio  and  Officers. 

Vio,  Here  comes  the  man  fir,  that  did  refcue  me. 

*Du.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well, 

Yet  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  fmoak  of  War : 

A  bawbling  Veflell  was  he  Captain  of, 
For  fhallow  draught  and  Bulk  unprizable, 
With  which  fuch  fcathfull  grapple  did  he  make, 
With  the  moft  noble  bottome  of  our  Fleet , 

That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  lofle 

Cri'dfame  and  honour  on  him :  What's  the  matter? 

I .  Offi.  Orjivo,  this  is  that  A  it  homo 
That  took  the  Phoenix,  and  her  fraught  from  Candy, 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tiger  boord, 

When  your  young  Nephew  Tttus  loft  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  ftreets,  defperate  of  fhame  and  Mate, 

In  private  brabble  did  wc  apprehend  him. 
Vlo.  He  did  me  kindncfle  fir,  drew  on  my  fide, 

But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  fpeech  upon  me, 

I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  diftraclion. 
Du.  Notable  Pyrate,  thou  fait- water  Thief, 

What  foolilh  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  termes  fo  bloudy,  and  fodear 
Haft  made  thine  enemies? 

Ant.  Orjmo  :  Noble  fir, 

Be  pleas'd  that  I  lhake  of  thefe  names  you  give  me  : 
Anthonio  never  yet  was  Thief,  or  Pyrate, 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough 

Orfno's  enemy.  A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither : 
That  moft  ingratefull  Boy  there  by  your  fide, 

From  the  rude  feas  inrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  :  a  wrack  paft  hope  he  was:  . 

His  life  I  gave  him, and  did  thereto  addc 
My  love  without  retention,  or  reflraint, 
All  this  is  dedication.  For  his  fake, 

Did  Iexpofe  my  felf  (pure  of  his  love) 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverfe  Town, 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet : 

Where  being  apprehended,  hisfalfe  cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  pertake  with  me  in  danger) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance, &  And 
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And  sjiew  a  twenty  yeais  removed1  thin;?, 

VVhilc  one  would  wink  :  deni'd  be  mine  own  purfe, 
i  i  Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe, 
N  Nt  halt  an  home  before. 

Vlo.  How  can  this  be  ? 
Dm.  When  came  he  to  this  Town  ? 

(zAr.t.  To  day  my  Loid  :  and  for  three  months  before, 
No  interim,  not  a  minutes  vacancie, 

Both  day  and  night  dui  we  keep  company. 
Enter  Olivia,  end  attendants. 

t)tt.  Here  comes  the  Countefs,  now  heaven  walks  on 

for  thee,  fellow ;  fellow,  thy  words  arc  madnefs, 
tthree  months  this  youth  hath  ui.dcd  'ipon  me, 
|4ut  more  of  that  anon.  Take  him  afide. 

Ol.  Wlvt  would  my  Lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have, 
j  Wherein  Olivia  may  fcem  fcrviceable  ? 
■  Cefarlo,  you  do  not  keep  promife  with  me. 

Vlo.  Madam. 
Dm.  Gracious  Olivia. 

Ol.  What  do  you  fay  Cefarlo  ?  Good  my  Lord. 

I  *  Vlo.  My  Lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 
Ol.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  tune  my  Lord, 

It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear 

As  howling  after  Mufick. 
Dh.  Still  fo  cruell  ? 

Ol.  Still  fo  conftant  my  Lord. 

Dtt.  WThat  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivill  Lady 
To  whofe  ingrate,  and  unaufpicious  Altars 

My  foul  the  fakhfuirft  offerings  have  breath'd  out 
That  ere  devotion  tendev'd.  What  fhall  I  do  } 

Ol.  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  Lord,that  fhall  become  him. 
Dm.  Why  fhouid  I  not,  (had  I  the  heart  to  do  it) 

Like  to  the  Egyptian  Thief,  at  point  of  death 
Kill  what  I  love  :  (  a  favage  jealoufie, 
That  fometime  favours  nobly)  but  hear  me  this : 
Since  you  to  none  vegardance  call  my  faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inftrument 

That  fc-  ews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour  : 
Live  you  the  Mai  ble-breafted  Tyrant  ft  ill.  . 
But  this  your  Minion,  whom  I  know  you  love, 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  fwcar,I  tender  dearly, 

'  Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruell  eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  Mflfters  fpight. 

Come  Boy  with  me,  my  thoughts  are  ripe  m  mifchief  : 
Pie  facrifice  theLambe  that  I  do  love, 
To  fpishta  Ravens  heart  within  a  Dove. 

Vlo,  And  I  moll  jocond,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufaud  deaths  would  die. 

Ol.  Where  goes  (fefarlo  ? 
Vlo.  After  him  I  love, 

More  then  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  then  my  life, 
More  by  all  mores,  then  ere  I  fhall  love  wife. 
If  I  do  feigne,  you  witneffes  above 
Punifh  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  Love. 

Ol.  Aye  me  detefted,how  ami  beguil'd  ? 
Vlo.  Who  do's  beguile  you  ?  who  do's  do  you  wrong  ? 

\   Ol.  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf  ?  Is  it  fo  long  ? 

jCall  forth  t'neholy  Father. 
I    Dm.  Come,  away. 

Ol.  Whither  my  Lord  ?  Cefarlo^  Husband,  ftay. 
Dm.  Husband  ? 

Ol.  I  Husband.  Can  he  that  deny  > 
Du.  Her  husband  firrah  ? 

Vlo.  No  my  Lord,  not  I. 
Ol.  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefsof  thy  fear, 

I  1  ha*  makes  thee  Iti angle  chy  propriety  : 
Fear  not  Cefarlo,  take  thy  foi  tunes  up, 

Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 

As  great  as  thou  fear'ft. 
Enter  Prieft. 

0  welcome  Father 

Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  though  lately  we  intended 

To  keep  in  daikneff-^,  what  occafion  now 

|  Reveals  before  'us  ripe :  what  thou  do'ft  know 
Hath  newly  paft,  between  this  youth,  and  me. 

Pries?.  A  contrail:  of  eternail  bond  of  love, 

ConfLm'd  by  mutuall  joynderof  your  bands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 

Strengthned  by  enteichangement  of  your  Rings, 
And  all  the  Ceiemony  of  this  compact  - 
Seal'd  in  my  function,  by  my  teftimony  : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  mc*,  toward  my  grave 
1  have  travell'd  but  two  hours. 

Dm.  O  thou  diffembling  Cub :  what  wilt  thou  be 

When  time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzle  on  thy  cafe  > 
Or  will  not  clfe  thy  craft  fo  quickly  grow, 

That  thine  own  trip  {hall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewell,  and  take  her,  but  direct  thy  feet, 

Where  thou,  and  ( I  henceforth  )  may  never  meet. 
Vlo.  My  Lord,  I  do  proteft. 
Ol.  O  do  not  fwear, 

How  little  faith,  though  thou  haft  too  much  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

And.  For  the  love  of  God  a  Surgeon  ,  and  one  pre- 
fently  to  Sir  Toby. 

Ol.  What's  the  matter  ? 

And.  H'as  broke  my  head  a-croffe,  and  given  Sir  To- 
by z.  bloudy  Coxcombe  too:  for  the  love  of  God  your  help, 

1  had  rather  than  forty  pound  I  were  at  home. 
Ol.  Who  has  done  this  Sir  ̂ Andrew  ? 

And.  The  Counts  Gentleman ,  one  Cefarlo  :  we  took 

him  for  a  Coward,  but  he's  the  very  Dcvill  incardinate. 
Dm.  My  Gentleman  C efario> 

sAnd.  Odd's  lifelings  here  he  is :  ycu  broke  my  head 

for  nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  1  was  fet  on  todoo'tby Sir  Toby. 

Vlo.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me  I  never  hurt  you : 
Yon  drew  your  fword  upon  me  without  caufe, 
But  I  befpake  you  fair  ard  hurt  you  not. 

Enter  Toby  and  Cloven. 

And.  If  a  bloudy  Coxcombe  be  a  hurt ,  you  have  hurt 
me :  I  think  you  fct  nothing  by  a  bloudy  Coxcombe , 

Here  comes  fir  7  'oby  halting  ,  you  fhall  hear  more :  but  if 
he  had  not  been  in  drink ,  he  would  have  tickel'd  you 
other  gates  then  he  did. 

Dm.  How  now  Gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 
To.  That's  all  one,has  hurt  me,and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Sot,  did'ft  thou  fee  Dick  Surgeon  fot  f 

Clo.  O  he's  drunk  fir  above  an  houre  agone  :  his  eyes 
were  at  eight  i'th  morning. 

To.  Then  he's  a  Rogue  after  a  paffy  mcafures  Pavin: 
I  hate  a  drunken  Ro°ue. 

Ol.  Away  with  him  ?  Who  hath  made  this  havock with  them  ? 

And.  Fie  help  you  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft  to- 

gether. To.  Will  you  help  an  Affe-head  ,  and  a  Coxcombe, 

and  a  Knave  :  a  thin-fae'd  Knave,  a  Gull  ? 

0/. 
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Ol.  Cjcc  him  to  bed,  and  Ice  his  hint  be  look'd  to. 
Enter  Sebaftian, 

Seb.  I  am  fori  y  Madam  I  have  hurt  yourkinfman  : 
But  had  ic  been  the  brother  of  my  bloud, 

I  mult  have  done  no  lefic  with  wit  and  fafcty. 

You  throw  a  Itrange  regard  upon  me,  and  by  that 
I  do  perceive  it  haih  offended  you  : 
Pardon  me  (  fwcetone)  even  for  the  vowes 
We  made  each  ether,  but  fo  late  algO. 

Dpt.  One  face,  one  voyce,  one  habit,  and  two  perfons 
A  naturall  PeHpcctive,  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.    Anthon  'io,  O  my  dear  Anthonio  f 
How  have  the  hours  vack'd,  and  tortur'd  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thec  ? 

Ant.  SebsftianzYQ  yen? 

Seb.  Fear'tt  thou  that  ̂ nthonio  > 
Ant.  How  .have  you  made  divifion  of  yourfclf, 

An  ample  cleft  in  two,  is  not  mote  twin 
Then  thefc  two  creatures.  Which  is  Sehftian  ? 

Ol.  Moft  womb  full. 
Seb.  Do  I  l^and  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother: 

Nor  can  there  be  a  Deity  in  my  nature 

Of  here  and"every  where.  I  had  a  lifter, 
Whom  the  blinde  waves  and  furges  have  devour'd : 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me? 

What  Countreyman?  What  name?  What  Parentage  ? 
Vio.  Of  Mejf aline  :  Sebaftian  was  my  Father, 

Such  a  Sebaftian  was  my  brother  too : 

!So  went  hei'uited  to  his  watery  tombe: 
If  fpirits  can  a  flume both  forme  and  fuit, 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  fphic  I  am  indeed, 

But  am  in  that  dimenfion  groflyclad, 
Which  from  the  Wombe  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
I  fhould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  welcome  drowned  Viola. 

Vie.  My  Father  had  a  Moale  upon  his  brow. 
Seb,  And  fo  had  mine. 

Vio.  And  di'd  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foule, 
He  finifhed  indeed  his  mortall  act 

That  day  chat  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 
Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both, 

But  this  my  mafculincufurp'd  attyre  : 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumftance» 

Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jum  p 
That  I  am  Viola,  which  to  conflrmc, 

Pie  bring  you  to  a  Captain  in  this  Town, 
Wheie  lye  my  Maiden  weeds :  by  whole  gentle  help, 

I  was  preferv'd  to  ferve  this  noble  Count : 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,  and  his  Lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it  Lady,  you  have  been  miftook  : 
But  Nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 

You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  Maid, 

Nor  arc  you  therein  (by  my  life)  deceiv'd, 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  Maid  and  man. 

Da.  Be  not  amaz'd,  right  noble  is  his  bloud : 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  glafie  feems  true, 
I  fhall  have  fhare  in  this  moft  happy  wrack. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times, 

Thou  never  fhould'ft  love  woman  like  to  me. 
Vio.  And  all  thofe  fayings,  will  I  over-fwear 

And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foule, 

As  doth  that  Orbed  Continent,  the  tire, 
That  feveis  diiy  from  night. 

'Dpi.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  womans  weeds. 
V 10.  The  Captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fhore, 

Hath  my  Maids  gai  ments :  he  upon  fome  Action 

Is  now  in  durance,  at  Malvolio*  s  fuit, 
A  gentleman  and  follower  of  my  Ladies. 

Ol.  He  fhall  enlarge  him  :  fetch  Malvolio  hither, 
And  yet  alas,  now  I  remember  mc, 

They  fay,  poor  Gentleman,  he's  much  diftract. 
Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Letter,  and  Fabian 

A  malt  exacting  frenzie  of  mine  own, 

From  my  remembrance,  clearly  banifh  his. 
How  does  he  firrah  ? 

C&q  Tuly  Madam,  he  holds  BeUebab  at  the  ftaves 
end  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do :  has  here  writ  a 
letter  to  you ,  I  fhould  have  given't  you  to  day  morning, 
Bat  as  a  mad  mans  Epiftles  are  no  Gofpels,  fo  it  skills  not 

much  when  they  aredeliver'd. 
Ol.  Open't  and  read  it. 
Clo.  Lor-k  then  to  be  well  edified,  when  the  Foole  de- 

livers the  Madman.  By  the  Lord  Madam. 
Ol.  How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No  Madam ,  I  do  but  read  madnefle  :  an<i  your 
Ladifhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be ,  you  muft  allow 
Vox. 

Ol.  Prethee  read  it  i'thy  right  wits. 
Clo.  So  I  do  Madona  :  but  to  read  his  right  wits  ,  is 

to  read  thus :  therefore ,  perpend  my  Princefs ,  and  give 

ear. 

Ol.  Read  it  you,  firrah. 
Fab.  %eads.  By  the  Lord  Madam,  you  wrong  me,anc 

the  world  ftiall  know  it  :  Though  you  have  put  mc  into 
darknefle  ,  and  given  your  drunken  Cozen  rule  over  me, 
yet  have  1  benefit  of  my  fenfes  as  well  as  your  Lady 
fhip.  I  have  your  own  Letter ,  that  induced  me  to  the 
femblance  I  put  on ;  with  the  which  I  doubt  not,  but  to 

do  my  felf  much  right,  or  you  much  fhame :  Think  of  me 
as  you  pleafe.  I  leave  my  duty  a  little  unthought  of,  and 

fpeak  out  of  my  injury.  The  madly  us 'd  Malvolio Ol.  Did  he  write  this  > 
Clo.  I  Madam. 

Dh.  This  favours  not  much  of  diffraction. 

Ol.  See  him  deli vet'd.Fabiapt, bring  him  hither: 
My  Lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  mc  as  well  a  filter,  as  a  wife, 

One  day  fhall  crown  th'alliance  on't,  fopleafeyoU, 
Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Dh.  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  t'embiace  your  offer : 
Your  Mafter  quits  you :  and  for  your  feryicedone  him, 
So  much  againft  the  mettle  of  your  fex, 
So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding, 

And  fince  you  call'd  me  mafter,  for  fo  long : 
Here  is  my  hand,  you  fhall  from  this  time  be 
Your  Mafter-:  Miftris. 

Ol.  A  fifter,  you  arefhe. 
Enter  (^Malvolio. 

*Du.  Is  this  the  Mad  man? 

Ol.  I  my  Lord,  this  fame :  How  now  Malvolio} 
Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, Notorious  wrong. 

Ol.  Have  I  Malvolio  ?  No. 

Mai.  Lady  you  have,  pray  you  perufc  thatLetter. 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand, 

Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phiafc, 

Or; 
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Or  lay  'us  nor.  your  leak,  not  your  invention  : 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.  Well,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell  rne  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 

Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour, 

Bad  me  come  fmiling  and  croffe  garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  ftockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people: 
And  acting  this  in  an  obedient  hope, 

Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd, 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfc,  vifited  by  the  Pi  icft, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek  or  gull, 
That  are  invention  plaid  on  ?  Tell  mc  why  ? 

01.  Alas  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Though  I  confeffe,  much  like  the  Character : 

But  out  of  queftion,  'tis  Marias  hand. 
And  nowT  do  bethink  me,  it  was  flic 

Firft  told  mc  thou  waft  mad  ;  then  cam'ft  in  fmiling, 
And  in  fuch  formes,  which  here  were  prcfuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  Letter :  prethee  be  concent, 
This  pra&iic  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee : 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authours  of  it, 
Thou  fhalcbc  both  the  plaintiff  and  the  Judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Tab.  Good  Madam  hear  me  fpeak, 

And  let  no  quarrel!,  nor  no  brawle  to  come, 
Taint  the  condition  of  th  s  prefenc  hour. 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.  In  hope  it  fhall  not, 

Moft  freely  I  confeffe  my'felf,  and  Toby 
Set  this  device  againft  Maholio\\zxt, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
VVc  had  conceiv'd  n«ainft  him.  Maria  writ 
The  Letter,  at  Sir  Tobyes  great  importance, 
In  rccompcnce  whereof,  he  hath  married  her : 

H^w  with  a  fportfull  malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rather  pl'xk  on  laughter  then  revenge, 

If  that  the  injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd, 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

01.  Alas  poor  Foolf  how  have  they  baffel'd  thee  ? 
Clo.  Why  fome  nie  born  great ,  fome  atchicve  gicat- 

neff:  ,  and  ionic  have  greatneffe  thrown  upon  them.  • 

was  one  fir,  in  this  Enterlude,  one  Sir  Topas  fir,  but  thac's 

all  one  :  By  the  Loid  Foole,  I  am  not  mad  :  tut  do  you 
remember,  Madam, why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  rafcal, 

and  you  fmile  not  he's  "ajz'd  :  and  thus  the  wiurlc-jjisse 
ot  time,  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Mai.  Tie  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 

01.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 
Du.  Pmfuc  him,  and  entieat  him  to  a  peace  : 

He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  Capcain  yet, 

When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 

A  folemn  Combination  fhall  be  made  "' 
Of  our  dear  fouls.  Mean  time  fwect  fiftcr, 

We  will  not  part  from  hence.  Cefarlo  come 
(  For  fo  you  fhall  be  while  you  arc  a  man : ) 
But  when  in  other  habits  you  are  Teen. 

Orjino's  Miftris,and  his  fancies  Queen.  Exeunt 
Clown  Jings. 

When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tine  Boy, 

with  hey,  ho,  the  winde  and  the  rain : 
A  foolijh  thtvg  was  bnt  a  toy, 

for  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  mans  ejlate 
■with  hey,  ho,  crc. 

'Gainftkjtaves  and  theeves  men  Jhut  their  gate ̂ 
for  the  rain,  &c. 

But  when  I  came  at  I  alb  to  wive, 
with  hey,  ho,  &c. 

By  f  daggering  cottld  I  never  thrive, for  tie  rain,  cjc. 

Bnt  when  I  came  unto  my  beds, 
with  he,  ho,  ejre. 

With  Tofpots  fiill  had  drunkjn  heads, 
for  the  rain,  &c. 

A  great  while  a  go  the  world  be  gon, 
with  hey,  ho,  $  c. 

Bui  that's  all  one,  our  Play  is  dore, 

i         and  we'll Jirtve  to  pletife you  every  d>y. 
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ojictus  'Primus.  Selena  Prima. 

Enter  CamMo,  and  Archidamxs. 
Arch. 

V  you  (hall  chincc[Camlllo)to  vifit  Bohemia-,  on 
the  like  occafion  whereon  my  ferviccs  are  now 

on-foot,  you  fhall  fee  fas  I  have  faid)great  dif- 
ference betwixt  our  Bohemia,  and  your  SlcUla. 

Canr.  /think,  this  common  Summer,  the  King  of  si- 
s dl a  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation  ,  which  he  juftly 
owes  him. 

Areh.  Wherein  our  entertainment  fhall  fhame  us :  we 

will  be  juliified  in  our  Loves :  for  indeed—— 

Cam*  'Befeech  you——* 
Arch.  Verily /fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  know- 

ledge :  we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence— in  forarc — 
/know  not  what  to  fay  -  "  ■■  We  will  give  you  flcepy 
Drinks,  that  your  Sences  (  un-intelligent  of  our  infuffi- 
cience )  may  ,  though  they  cannot  praifc  us,  as  little 
accufe  us. 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what/  given 
freely. 

Arch.  Beleeve  me,  1  fpeak  as  my  underftanding  in- 
ftru&s  me,  and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam.  Sicllia  cannot  fnew  himfelf  over  kind  to  Bohe- 

mia: They  were  train'd  together  in  their  Child-hoods  ; and  there  rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  affe&ion, 
which  cannot  choofe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more 

mature  Dignities,  and  Royall  Neceflities,  made  feparati- 
on  of  their  Society,  their  encounters  (though  not  per- 
fonal )  have  been  royally  attornyed  with  enter-change  of 

Gifts^Letters,  loving  Embaflies,  that  they  have  feem'd  to 
be  together,  though  abfent :  fhook  hands,  as  over  a  Vail 

Sea,  andembrae'd  as  it  were  from  the  ends  ofoppofed Winds.  The  Heavens  continue  their  Loves. 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  world,  either  Malice 

prMitter  toalrer  it.  You  have  an  unfpe^kable  comfort 
of  your  young  Prince  Mamllllus:  it  is  a  Gentleman  of  the 
greateft  promifc  that  ever  came  into  my  Note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him  .• 
it  is  a  gallant  Child  ,  one  that  (indeed )  Phyficks  the  Sub- 

ject, makes  old  hearts  frefh  :  they  that  went  on  Crutches 
ere  he  was  born,  defire  yet  their  life,  to  fee  him  a  man. 

Arc h.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes ;  if  there  were  no  other  excufe,  why  they 
fhould  defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  King  had  no  Son,thcy  would  defire  to  live 
on  CruThes  till  he  had  on.   Exeunt. 

 Selena  Secunda. 

Enter  Leontts^  Hcrmlone^MamllUni^Pollxenet^CamilU. 
Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry-Starre  hath  been 

The  Shepheards  Note,  fince  we  have  left  our  Throne 
Without  a  Burthen  :  Time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fill'd  up  (my  Brother)  with  our  Thanks, 
And  yet  we  fhould,  for  pepetuity, 
Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  Cypher 

(Yet  ftanding  in  rich  place)  I  multiply 
With  one  we  thank  you,  many  thoufands  moe, 

That  goe  before  it. 
Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while, 

And  pay  them  when  you  part.1 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to  morrow : 

I  am  quefiion'd  by  my  fears  of  what  may  chance, 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  that  may  blow 

No  fneaping  Winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 

This  is  put  forth  too  truly:  befides,  IhavefUy'4 To  tire  your  Royalty. 

Leo.  We  are  tougher  ( Brother ) 

Then  you  can  put  us  to'r.  " '  8 
Pol.  No  longer  ftay.  :t 

Leo.  One  feve'night  longer.  * Pal.  Very  footh,to  morrow. 

Leo.  Wee'll  part  the  time  between**  then:  and  in  that He  no  gain-faying. 

Pol.  PrefTe  me  not  ( 'befeech  you )  fo:  > 

There  is  no  tongue  that  moves  >  none,  none  i*th'wor!d So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me :  fo  it  fhould  now, 
Were  there  neceffity  in  your  requert,  although 

'Twcre  needful  I  denyd  it.  My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  :  which  to  hinder, 
Were  (in  your  Love )  a  whip  to  me ;  my  ftay, 
To  you  a  Charge,  and  Trouble :  to  fave  both, 
Farewell  (our  brother.) 

Leo.  Tongue-  ty'd  our  Queen  ?  fpeak  you. 
tier.  I  had  thought  (Sir)  to  have  held  my  peace,  untili 

You  had  drawn  Oathes  from  him,  not  to  ftay  :  you  (Sir) 

Charge  him  too  coldly.  Tell  him,  you  are  fure 

All  in  Bohemia's  well :  this  fatisfacVion, 

The  by-gone-day  proclaim'd,  fay  this  to  him, 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 

Leo.  Well  faid,  Hermlone* 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  Sonne,  were  ftrong : 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  fhall  not  ftay, 

VVee'l  thwack  him  hence  with  Diftaffes. 
Yet  of  your  Royal  prefence,  ile  adventure 
The  borrow  of  a  week.  When  at  Bohemia 

You  take  my  Lord,  ile  give  him  my  Commifiioa, 
To  let  him  there  a  Moneth,  behind  the  Gueft 

Prcfix'd  for's  parting :  yet  (good  had)  Leonttst 

I  love  thee  net  a  jarrc  o'th'Clock,  behind A  a  VVbae 
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What  Lady  the  her  Lord.  You  i  ftay  ? 
Pol.  No,  Madam. 

Her.  N:y,buc  you  will? 
Pol.  I  may  not  verily. 

Her.  Verily  > 

You  put  me  off  with  -limber 'vovves :  but  I, 
Though  you  would  feek  i*unfphere  the  Stars  with  Oaths, 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir,  no  going :  verily  » 
Youfoall  notgoj  a  Ladies  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  Lords.  Will  you  goe  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner, 
Nor  like  a  Gueft :  fo  you  (hall  pay  your  Fees 
When  you  depart,  and  faveyour  thanks.  How  fay  you  ? 
My  Prifoner  ?  or  my  Gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
Onecfthcmyouih.aU  be. 

Pol.  Your  Gaeft  then  Madam  : 

To  be  your  Prifoner,  fhould  import  offending; 
V  Yfcich  is  for  me  letifc  eafie  to  commir, 

Then  you  to  punifc. 
Her.  Not  your  Goilcc  then, 

Bur  your  kind  Hoftefle,  come,  ile  queflion  you 
Of  my  Lords  tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys : 

You  were  pretty  Lordings  thcn  ? 
Pol.  We  were  ( fair  Queen) 

Two  Lads,  th  it  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  fuch  a  day  to  morrow,  as  to  day, 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  V  Vas  not  my  Lord 

The  verier  wag  o'th'  two  ? 
Pol.  We  were  as  twin'd  Lambs,  that  did  frisk  i'th'Sun 

And  bleat  the  one  at  th'other :  what  wechang'd, 
Was  innocence,  for  innocence :  we  knew  not 

The  Doctrine  of  ill-doing,  no  nordream'd 

That  any  did :  had  wepurfu'd  that  life, 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne're  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  fhould  have  anfwei'd  Heaven 

Boldly,  not  guilty ;  the  impofition  clear'd, Hereditary  ours. 
Her.  By  this  we  gather 

You  have  tripe  fince. 
Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  Lady, 

Temptations  have  fincc  then  been  born  to's :  for 

In  thofe  anfledg'd  daics ,  was  my  wife  a  Girle ; 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eies 
Of  my  young  Play-fellow. 

Her.  Gsace  to  boot : 

Of  this  make  no  conclufion,  leaft  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  Devils :  yet  go  on, 

Th'offences  we  have  made  you  do,  wee'l  anfwer, 
If  you  ftrft  tinn*d  with  us :  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault ;  and  that  you  flipt  not 
With  any,  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  wonne  yet  ? 

Her.  Hee'llftay,  (my  Lord) 
Leo.  At  my  requeft,  he  would  not : 

Hermione  ( my  deareft)  thou  never  fpoak'ft 
To  better  purpofe, 

Her.  Never? 
Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?have  I  twice  faid  well? when  was't  before? 

I  prethee  tell  me  .*  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things:  One  good  deed,dying  tongueleffe 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 

Our  praifes  are  our  wages,  You  may  ride's 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  Furlongs,  ere 

V  Vith  Spur  we  heat  an  Acre.  But  to  th'Goal : 

My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay. 
VVhat  Was  my  firft  ?  it  hfs  an  elder  Siller, 
Or  I  miftjkc  you :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grtce, 
But  once  before  I  fpake  ro  trfpurpofe  ?  when  ? 

Nay,  let  me  hav't :  I  long. 
Leo.  Why,  that  wk  when 

Three  crabbed  Monetks  had  fovvr'd  themfelves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  rhee  open  thy  white  hand : 

And  clap  thy  felf,  my  Love  j  then  dicft  thou  utter, 
I  am  yours  forever. 

Her.  Tis  Grace  indeed. 

Why  lo-you  now  ;  I  have  fpoke  to  th'purpofe  twice : 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  Royal  Husband ; 
Thother,for feme  while  a  Friend. 

Leo.  Too  hor^  too  hot : 

To  mingle  friendship  farre,  is  mingling  bloods. 
1  have  Tremor  Cordis  on  me :  my  heart  dances, 

But  not  for  joy  ;  not  joy.  This  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  :  derives  a  Liberty 
From  heartineffe,  from  bounry,  fertile  bofom, 

And  wee'l  become  the  Agent  .•  't  may;  I  grant : 
But  to  be  padling  palir.es,  and  pinching  fingers, 

As  now  they  arc,  and  making  praclis'd  fmiles 
As  in  a  Looking-Glaffe  :  and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  Mort  o'th'Deer :  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  Browes.  Mamillm-, Art  thou  my  boy  t 

Math.  I  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  I'fecks : 

Why  that's  my  Bawcock :  what?has't  fmutch'd  thy  Nofe? 
They  fay  it  is  a  Coppy  out  of  mine.  Come  Captain, 
We  muft  be  neat ;  not  near,  cleanly  Captain; 
And  yet  the  Steer,  the  Heyfer,  and  the  Calf, 
Are  all  calfd  Neat.  Still  Virginalling 

Upon  his  palme  ?  How  now  (you  wanton  Calfc ) 
Art  thou  my  Calfe  ? 

Mam.  Yes  if  you  will  (my  Lord) 

Leo.Thou  want'fta  rough  pafh,&  the  fhoots  that  I  have 
To  be  full,  like  me :  yet  they  fay  we  are 
Almoft  as  like  as  Egges ;  Women  fay  fo, 

(That  will  fay  any  thing,  But  were  they  falfe 

As  o're  dy'd  Blacks,  as  Wind,  as  Waters ;  falfe 

As  Dice  arc  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  born  'twixt  his  and  mine  ;  yet  were  it  true, 
To  fay  this  Boy  were  like  me.  Come  (Sir  Page) 

Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  eye  .•  fweet  villain. 
Moft  deare'ft,  my  Collop :  Can  thy  Dam,mayt  be 
Affe&ion  ?  thy  intention  ftabs  the  Center. 

Thou  do'ft  make  poflible  things  not  be  fo  held, 

Communicat'ft  with  Dreams  (how  can  this  be  ?) 
With  what's  unreal,  thou  coacliveart, 
And  fellow'ft  nothing.  Then 'tis  very  credenr, 
Thou  maift  co-joyn  with  fomcthing,  and  thcu  dolt, 
( And  that  beyond  Commiflion)  and  I  find  it, 
(And  that  to  the  infection  of  my  Brains, 
And  hardning  of  my  Browes) 

Pol.  What  means  SicllU  ? 

Her.Ue  fomething  fecms  unfetled. 
Pol.  How  ?  my  Lord  ? 

Leo.  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  bell  Brother? 
Her. You  look  as  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  diftrattion, 

Are  you  mov'd  (my  Lord?,) 
Leo.  No,  in  good  earneft. 

How  fometimes  Nature  will  betray  its  folly  ? 

It's  tendernefle  ?  and  make  it  felf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bofomes?  Looking  on  the  Lyncs 

  °f, 
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iOf  my  Boys  face,  mc  thoughts  /did  recoyl 

Twenty  three  years, and  faw  my  fclfunbreech*  1, 

In  my  green  Velvet  Coat ;  my  Dagger  murzel'd^ 
Leal*  it  fhould  bite  it's  Matter,  and  fo  prove 

(As  Ornaments  oft  do's  )  too  dangerous : 
How  like  (me  thooght)  /  then  was  to  this  Kernel 

This  Squafh,  this  Gentleman.  Mine  honcrt  friend, 

-Will  you  take  egges  for  Money  ?• 
M*m.  No  (my  Lord)  ile  fight. 

Leo.  You  will:  why  happy  man  be'*.  doIe.My  brotber 
Are  you  fo  fondof  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  leem  to  be  of  ours  ! 

Pol.  If  at  home  (Sir) 

Here's  all  my  cxercife,  my  Mirth,  my  Matter ; 
Now  myfworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy ; 

My  Parafoc,  my  SouJdier:  S:ates-man ;  all 
He  makes  a  fulfs  day,  fhort  as  December, 
And  with  his  varying  child-Jieffe,  cures  in  mc 
Thoughts,  that  {hould  thick  my  blood. 

Lea.  So  ftands  rhis  Squire 
OftuAi  with  me :  We  two  will  w.ilk  (my  Lord) 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  ftepsv  HtrmUne. 

How  thou  lov'ft,  us,  fhew  in  our  Brothers  welcome  j 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap  : 

Next  to  chy  felf,  and  my  young  Rover,  facf" 
Apparant  to  my  hem. 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us, 

We  are  yours  \*  h'Garcen  :  ihall's  attend  you  there  ? 
Leo.  To  your  own  bents  oifpofe  you :  you'd  be  found, 

Be  you  beneath  the  Sky  :  /  «>m  angling  now, 
(Though  you  perceive  mc  not  how  /give  Lyne ) 
Goe  10,  goe  to.  I 
How  (he  holds  up  the  Neb  ?  the  B;  11  to  him  >  J 
And  ar  mes  her  with  the  boldneffe  of  a  Wife  i 

To  her  allowing  Husband.  Gone  already,  h 

Inch  thick,  knee  deep ;  ore  head  and  ears  a  fork*d  one; 
Goe  play  (Boy)  play  :  thy  Mother  plaies,and  /       9  • 

Play  too ;  but  fo  difgrat'd  a  parr,  whofe  iifue 
Will  hitfc  me  to  my  Grave :  Con  empt  and  Clamor 

Will  be  my  Knell.  Goe  play  (  Boy)  play,  there  have  been 

(Or  /  am  much  deceiv'dJCuckolds  erenow, 
And  many  a  man  there  is  (even  at  this  prefenr, 

Now,  while  /  fpeak  this)  holds  his  Wife  by  th'Arm^ 
That  little  thinks  fhe  his  been  fluye'd  in's  abfence 
And  his  Pond  fifh'J  by  his  next  Neighbour  (by 
Sir  Smil,  his  Neighbour :)  nay,  there's  comfort  in'r, 
Whiles  other  men  nave  Gates,  and  thofe  Gares  open*d 
(As  mine)  agunft  their  will.  Should  all  defpair 
That  hav<:  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  Mankind 

Would  hang  cheaifdves.  Phyfick  for'c,  there's  none: 
Ic  s  a  bawdy  Planet  hit  wilthYike 

.Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  \is  powerful :  think  it: 
Room  Eaft,  Welt,  North>  and  South,  be  it  concluded, 

No  Baricadofor  a  Belly.  Know't, 
Ir  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy, 

With  bag  and  baggage :  many  thoufand  on's 

Have  the  Hiferafo,  and  feel't  nor.  How  now  Boy  ? 
Mam.  l  am  lilfie  you  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. IWhat  ?  Camillo  there  ? 

Cam.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  Go  play  (Mamiltitts)  thou'rt  an  honeft  rriafl  : 
Cimtlloy  this  great  Sir  will  yetftay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  adoe  to  make  his  Anchor  hold, 
When  you  oft  out,  it  liill  came  nofiae. 

Let.  Didltnoteit? 

Cam.  He  would  not  Itay  at  your  petitions,  made; 
His  bufineffemoremuerial. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  ir  ? 

They're  here  with  me  already ;  whifp'ring,  rounding  i Sicilia  is  a  fo-forth :  tisfarre  °one, 

When  I  fhall  guft  it  laft.  How  cam't  (Camillo) Thac  be  did  ftay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  Queens  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queens  bc't  .•  Good  fhould  be  pertinent, But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.  Was  this  taken 

By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  the  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 

More  then  the  common  Blocks,  Not  noted,  is'r, 
But  of  the  finer  Natures  ?  by  fome  Scveralls 
Of  Head-peece  extraordinary  ?  Lower  Melfes 
Perchance  arc  to  this  bufineffc  purblind  ?  fay. 

Cam.  Bufineffe,  my  Lord  ?  I  think  moft  underftand Bohemia  ftaies  here  longer. 

Leo.  H  f 
Cam.  States  here  longer. Leo.  I,  but  why? 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefle,  and  the  Entreaties Of  our  moft  "racious  Miftrifs. Leo.  Satisfie  ? 

Th'entreacies  of  your  Miftrcff:  ?  Satisfie  f 
Let  that  fufficc.  I  have  truited  thee(Owi//*) 
With  all  the  neArft  things  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  Chamber-Councels,  wherein  (Prieft-like)  thoa 
Halt  cleaned  my  bofom :  I,  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform*d :  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd In  that  which  fcemsfo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid  (my  Lord.) 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't :  thou  arc  not  honeft  :  or 
if  thou  inclin'ft  that  way  ,thou  art  a  Coward, 
Which  hoxes  honefty  behind, retraining 

From  Courfe  requir'd :  orelfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  Servant,  grafted  in  my  ferious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent :  or  elfe  a  Foole, 
That  feel*  a  Game  plaid  home,  the  rich  Make  drawn. 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft. 

Ctm.  My  gracious  Lord, 

I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh,  and  fearful, 
In  every  mx,  of  thefe,  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 

Amongft  the  infinite  doing  of  the  World, 
Sometime  puts  forth  in  your  affairs  (my  Lord.,) 
If  ever  I  were  wilful- negligent,  , 
It  was  my  folly  >  if  induftrioufly 

I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  .•  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  iffue  doubted, 
Whereof  the  execution  aid  cry  out 

Againft  the  non-performance;  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infe&s  the  wifeft :  thefe  (my  Lord) 

Arc  fuch  allow'd  infirmitcs  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.  But  befeech  your  Grace 

Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs  » 

By  it's  own  vifage  ;  if  I  then  deny  it, 'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Lto.  Ha'not youfeen  Camillo* 
(But  that's  paft  doubt :  you  have,  or  your  eye-ghffe. 
Is  thicker  then  a  Cuckolds  Horn )  or  heard  ? 

(For  to  a  Virion  fo  apparent,  Rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought  t( for  Cogitation 

Rcfidcs  not  in  that  man,  that  do's  not  think) 

A  a  i 
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My  Wife  is  ftippery  ?  it'  thou  wile  confelfe,     -H  .t»vO 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 
To  have  nor  eies,  nor  ears,  nor  thought,  then  fay 

My  wife's  a  Holy-Horfe,  deferves  a  Name 
As  rank  as  any  Fiax-wen.ch,  that  puts  to 

Before  her  troth-plight :  fy't,  and  juttify'r. 
Cam.  I  would  nor  be  a  iiander-by,  to -hear 

My  Soveraign  Mittrifs  clouded  lb,-  without 
My  prclent vengeance  t^ken  .:  Threw  my  heart, 
You  never  {poke  what  did  become  you  lefle 
Then  this ;  which  toreiterate,  were  /in 

As  deep  as  thar,  though  true. 

Leo.  Is w'hiipering nothing? 
Is  leaning  Cheek  to  Cheek  ?  is  meatingNDfes  ? 
Kiffing  with  in-ttde  Lip  ?  flopping  the  Carier 
Of  Laughter,  withafighff  a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty)  horfingfoocon  foot  f 
Skulkin^  in  corners  ?  wifhing  Clocks  more  fwifc  ?. 
Hours,  Minutes  ?  the  Noon, Midnight  ?  and  all  eies 

Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs;  theirsonly,  • 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  Is  this  nothing  ? 

Why  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in'r,  is  nothing, 
The  covering  Skie  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing, 
My  wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings, 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  becut'd 
Of  this  difeas\i  opinion,  and  betimes   ,79  I 

For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
Cam.  No,  no,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  It  is:  you  he,  you  lye: 

I  fay  thou  lyeft  Camilla  and  I  hare  thee, 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofle  Lowt,  a  mindleffe  Slave, 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  Temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eies  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both :  were  my  wives  Liver 
Infected  ( as  her  life)  fhe  would  not  live 

The  running  of  one' Gbfle. 
Cam.  Who  do's  infect  her  ? 
Le».  Why  he  that  wears  her  like  her  Medull,hanging 

Abouc  his  neck  (Bohemia)  who,  if  I  .  - 
Had  Servants  true  about  me,  that  bare  eies  r 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  theirrprofits, 
f  Their  own  particular  Thrifts)  they  would  do  that 
Which  fhould  undoe  more  doing  :  I,  and  thou  • 
His  Cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  forme 

Have  bench*d,:and  rear'd  to  worfhip,  who  may  'ft  fee 
Plainly,  as  Heaven  fees 'earth,  and  earth.fees  Heaven, 
How  I  amgall'd,  thou  mightft  be-fpice  a  Cup, 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  tefting  wink  : 

Which  draught  to  me,  -werecordiall.  r 
Cam.  Sir  (  my  Lord) 

I  could  do  this,  and  that  wkh  norafh  Potion, 

But  with  a  lingring  Dram,  th,at  llraould  network 
Mal  cioufiy,  lake  poifon  ?  but  I  cannot 
Beleeve  this  Crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Mittrefie 

( So  Soveraignly  being  honour  ;b!e.) 

I  have  lov'd  thee. '  -.  jfl  rel 
Leo.  Make  that  thy  queflion,  an.digo  rot  : 

Do'tt  think  I  amfo  muddy, lb  unietlcd, 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  vexarion  ? 

1  v  the  purity  and  whireoefle  of  my  fheets 

;'(Which  to  prefetye,  istteep :  which  being  fpotted, Is  Cjo  ds,  Thorns,  Nettles,. Tsails  cf  Walps) 

"Give  fcandall  to  the  blood  o'th'Prince,  my  Sonne, 
(Who  I  do  thipkis  mine,  "and  love,  ,as  mine) . 
viri  :  j-. 

Without  ripe  moving  to'c  ?  Would  1  do  this  ? Could  man  fo  blench  ? 
Cam.  I  rhatt  beleeve  you  (Sir) 

I  doe,  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't: 
Provided,  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  Highneffe 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  ac  firft, 
Even  for  your  Sonnes  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  Tongues,  id  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. 

Leo.  Tbou  doft  advife  me. 

Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down : 

He  give  no  blemifh  to  her  honour,  none. 
Cam.  My  Lord, 

Goe  then  ;  and  with  a  countenance  as  cleir 
As  friendfhip  wears  ac  Feafts,keep  with  Bohemia 
And  wich  your  Queen :  I  am  his  Cup-bearer  j 
If  from  me  he  have  wbolfome  Beveridge, 
Account  me  not  your  Servanr. 

Leo.  This  is  all; 

Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  halfe  of  myheart  % 
Do't  noc,  thou  fplitt'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  He  do't rmy  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  fecmiriendly,as  thou  baft  advis'd  me.  Exit. 
Cam.  OmvferableLady.Butforme.' 

What  cafe  ftand  I  in  f  I  muftbe  the  poyfoner 

Of  good  Polixenes,  and  my  ground  to  do't, Is  the  obedience  to  a  Matter  5  one, 

Who  in  Rebellion  with'htmfelf,  will  have, 
All  that  are  his,  fo  too.  To  do  this  deed, 
Promotion  follows :  It  J  could  find  example 
Of  thoufarids  that  had^ftruck anointed  Kings, 

And  flourifh'd  after, /I'd  not  do't :  Burttn.ce  Q 
Nor  Brafle,  nor  Stone,  nor  Parchment  bears  not  one, 

Let  villany  it  felf  forfweai'c.  /  mutt 
Forfake  the  Court :  to  dot,  or  no,  is  certain 

To  mea,  break-neck.  Happy  Starre.raign  now, 
Here  comes  Bohemia.  Enter  Polixem. 

Pol.  This  is  ttrange  :  me  thinks 
My  favour  here  begins  jto  warp.  No  t  fpeak  ? 
Good  day  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hoyl  moft  royal  Sir. 

Pol.  Whatis  the  news  i'th'Court? 

Qam.  None  rare'(my  Lord.) 
Pol.  The  King  hath  one'himfuch  a  countenance, 

As  he  had  loftfome  Province,  and  a  Region 

Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfeif :  even  now  /  met  him 
With  cuttomary  complement,  when  he 

Wafting  his  eies  to  th'contrary,  and  falling 
A  Lippe  of  mucrfcontemptffpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding, 

Thar  changes  thus  his  Manners. 
Cam.  /  dare  not  know  (my  Lord.) 

Pol.  How.dare  not?  do  not?  dp  von  know,an<i  dare  noc? 

Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts  :: 
For  to  your  felf,  what  doyou:know,  you  muft, 

And  cannot  fay",  you  dare  not.  Good  Camilla, 
Yonrchang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  Mirror, 
Which  fhews  me  mine  chang'd  too :  fori  mutt  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  ;finding 

My  felf  thusalter'd  with't. Cam.  There  is  a  fickneffe 

Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  dittemper,  bur 
I  cannot  name  the  Difeafej  and  it  is  caught 

Of  you,  thar  yet  are  well. 
Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ? 

Make  me  not  fightediike  the  Bafilifque. 

M 

lidl 

■••A 

I 

Q  .*A 

I  have 



The  Winters  Tale. 

/look'donthoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 

By  my  regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo:  Camilla 
As  you  are  certainly  a  Gentleman,  thereto 

Clerk-like  expediene'd,  which  no  lefs  adornes 
Our  Gentry,  then  our  Parents  Noble  Names, 

In  whofefuccefs  we  arc  gentle  :  /  befeech  you, 

If  you  know  ought  which  do's  behove  my  knowledge, 

Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 

fam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol.  A  Sicknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  /  well  ? 

|/muft  be  anfwer 'd.  Doft  thou  hear  Camillo, 
1  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man, 

Which  honour  do's  acknowledge,  whereof  the  leaft 
Is  not  this  Suit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 

What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 

Is  creeping  toward  me  ;  how  far  off,  how  near, 

:  [Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be: 
If  not,  howbefttobcarit. 

Cam.  Sir,  /  will  tell  you, 

Since  /  am  chatg'd  in  Honour,  and  by  him 
That  /  think  Honourable :  therefore  mark  my  counfel, 

Which  muft  be  cv'n  as  fwiftly  followed,  as 
/  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  your  (elf,  and  me, 

Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  appointed  him  to  murder  you. 

PoU  By  whom,  Gww/to  ? 
Cam.  By  the  King. 
Pol.  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  confidence  he  fwea 

As  he  had  fecn't,  or  been  an  Inftrument  \ 

To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  havetoucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  bloud  cum 
To  an  infected  Gelly,  and  my  Name  .  / 

Be  yoak'd  with  his,  that  did  betray  the  beft  an  o 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  Reputation  to  p 

A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  Noftril'  . 
Where  1  arrive,  and  my  approach  be  fhunn  d, 

Nay  hated  too,  worfethen  the  grcai'ft  infection  [ 
That  ere  was  hewd,  or  read.  ,  \ 

Cam.  Swear  bis  thought  over 

By  each  particular  Star  in  Heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences ;  you  may  as  well 
ForbW  the  Sea  for  to  obey  the  Moon , 

As  (or  by  Oath)  remove,  or  (Counfel)  fhake 
The  Fabrick  of  his  Folly,  whofe  foundation 

h  pyl*d  upon  his  Faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftanding  of  his  Body. 

PoU  How  fhould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  1  kflow  not :  but  /  am  fure  'tis  fafer  to 

Avoid  what's  grown,  then  queftion  how  'tis  born; 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  bonefty, 
That  lies  enelofed  in  this  Trunk,  which  you 
Shill  bear  along  imp?  wnd,  away  to  Night, 
You:  Followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufinefs, 
And  will  by  twpes,  and  threes,  at  feveral  Poftemes^ 

Clear  them  o'th*  City  :  For  my  felf,  He  put 
My  fortunes  to  your,  ferviee  (which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.)  Be  not  uncertain, 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  Parents,  / 
Have  uttered  Truth :  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
/  dare  not  ftand  by  ;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer, 

Then  one  condemned  by  the  Kings  own  mouth  : 
Thereon  His_£seeution  fworn. 

j    Pol.  I  do  believe  thee : 
7  faw  his  heart  l'ns  face.  Give  me  thy  hand. 
Be  Pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine.  My  Ships  are  ready  i  and 

My  people  did  expect  my  hence  departure 
Two  dayes  ago.    This  Jealoufie 

Is  for  a  precious  Creature :  as  fhee's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great ;  and,  as  his  Perfon's  mighty, 
Muft  it  be  violent :  and,  as  he  do's  conceive , 
He  is  difhonour'd  by  a  man,  which  ever 
Profefs'd  to  him  :  Why  his  Revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.  Fear  ore-fhades  me: 

Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  Theam ;  but  nothing 
Of  his  ill-tane  fufpition.    Come  Camilla, 
I  will  refpeft  thee  as  a  Father,  if 

Thou-beai'ftmy  life  off,  hence:  Let  us  avoid. 
Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 

The  Keyes  of  all  the  Pofternes :  Pleafe  your  Highnefs 

To  take  the  urgent  hour.  Come  Sir,  away.  Exeunt. 

Aftw  Secttndus.  Selena  Vrimd. 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamlllitti,  Ladles  :  Ltontes, 

Antigonm,  Lord. 

f  Her.  Take  the  Boy  to  you  :  he  fo  troubles  me , 

rs,    i'Tis  paft  enduring. 
J   Lady.  Come  (my  gracious  Lord) 
Shall  /  be  your  play-fellow  ? 
Mam.  No,  He  none  of  you. 

Lady.  Why  (my  fvveet  Lord  ?) 

Mam.  You'i  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me,  as  if 
/  were  a  Baby  ftill.    1  love  you  better. 

|'    2,  Ladj.  And  why  fo  ( my  Lord  ?) CM  am.  Not  for  becaufe 

Your  Brows  are  blacker  (yet  black-brows  they  fay 
Become  fome  Women  beft,  fo  that  rhere  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  Semicircle, 

Or  a  half-Moon  made  with  a  Pen.) 
a  Lady.  Who  taught  this  ? 

Mam.  /learn'ditoutofWomensfaces:  pray  now, 
What  colour  be  your  eye-browes  ? 

Lady.  Blew  (my  Lord. ) 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock :  /  have  feen  a  Ladies  Nofc 
That  ha's  been  blew,  but  not  her  eye-browes. 

j    Lady.  Heark  ye, The  Queen  (your  Mother)  rounds  apace :  we  fhall 
Prcfent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince 

One  of  thefe  daies,  and  then  you'ld  wanton  with  us^ 
If  we  would  have  you.  1 

2  Lady.  She.is  fpreadof  late 
Into  a  goodly  Bulk  (good  time  encounter  her.) 

Her.  What  wifdom  flirsamongft  you  ?  Come  Sir,  now 
/  am  for  you  again  :  Pray  you  lit  by  us, 

And  tell's  a  Tale. 

Mam.  Merry ,  or  fad,fhal't  be  ? JJer.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mum.  A  fad  Tale's  beft  for  Winter: 
/have  one  of  Sprights,  and  Goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that  (good  Sir.) 
Come-on,  fit  down,  come-on,  and  do  your  beft, 

To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :  you're  powerful  at  it. A  a  3  Maw.Thcic 
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s  M*m.  T  .iere  was  a  man. 

Her.  Nny,  come  lie  down :  then  on. 
Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  Church-yard :  I  will  tell  it  foftly, 

Yond  Crickets  (hall  not  haarit. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  giv't  me  in  mine  en. Enter  L. Leon.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  Train  ?  Camilla  with 
him  ? 

Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  Pines  I  met  them,  never 

Saw  I  me  i  fco.vr  fo  on  their  way :  I  eyed  them  ' 
Even  to  their  Ships. 

Lea.  How  bleft  am  I 

In  my  juft  Cenfure  ?  In  my  true  Opinion  ? 

Alack,  for  lefler  knowledge,  how  accurs'd, 
In  being  fo  bleft  ?  There  may  be  in  the  Cup 

*A  Spider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink  ;  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  venom ;  (for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infe&wd)  but  if  one  prefent 

Th*  abhorr'd  Ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  crackes  his  gorge,  his  fides 

With  violent  Hefts  :  /  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  Spider.  - 
Camilla  was  his  help  in  this ,  his  Pander : 

There  is  a  plot  againft  my  Life,  my  Crown  ; 

All's  true  that  is  miftrutied :  that  falfe  Villain,  . 

Whom  /  employ 'd,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him' : 
He  ha's  difcovered  my  Defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  Thing ;  yea,  avery Trick 
For  them  toplay  at  will :  how  came  the  Pofternes 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lard.  By  his  great  authority, 

Wnich  often  hath  no  lefs  prevail'd,  then  fo On  your  command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 

Give  me  the  Boy,  /  am  glad  you  did'  not  nurfe  him : 
Though  he  do's  bea^fome  fignes  of  me,  yet  you Have  too  much  bloud  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  Sport  ? 

Leo.  Bear  the  Boy  hence,  he  {ball  not  come  about  her, , 
Aw.vy  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  her  felf 

With  that  (he's  big  with,  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Ha»s  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  Il'd  fay  he  had  not ;  .  ■  -j 
And  He  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  faying, 

How  e're  you  lean  to  th'  Nay  ward. 
Leo.  You  (my  Lords) 

Look  on  her,  mark  her  well :  be  but  about 
To  fay  fhe  is  a  goooly  Lady,  and 
The  jutfice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add 

'Tis  pity  fhe's  not  honeft :  Honourable  : 
Prayfe  her  but  for  this  her  without-dore-Form,  • 
(  Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech)  and  ftraight 

Tne  Shrug,  the  Hum, or  Ha,  (thefe  Petty*brands 
That  Calumny  doth  ufe  ;  Oh /am  put, 

That  Mercy  do's,  for  Calumny  will  fear 

Vertue  it  felf)  thefe  Shrugs,  thefe  Hum's, and  Ha's, 
When  you  have  faid  fhe's  goodly,  come  between, 
Ere  you  can  f:y  fhe's  honeft :  But  be't  known 
(From  him  that  ha's  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  fhould  be) 
She's  an  Aduttrefc. 

Her.  Should  a  VilLin  fay  fo, 

(  The  moft  repleniih'd  Villain  in  the  world) 
He  were  as  much  more  Villain  :  you  (my  Lord) 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook(my  Lady,) 
Polixenes  for  Leontes :  O  chou  Thing, 
(Which  He  not  call  z  Creature  of  thy  place, 
Lcaft  Barbarifme  (making  me  the  precedent,) 

Should  a  like  Language  ufe  id  all  degrees, 

And  mannerly  diftingufthment  leave  out,  , 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Beggar :)  I  have  faid  : 

She's  an  Adu'ltrefs,  I  have  faid  with  whom : 
More  ;  She's  a  Tray  tor,  and  CttmiUo  is 
A  Federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knowes 

What  fhe  fhould  fham'e  to  know  her  felf, 

But  with  her  moftvild  Principal ;  that  fne's 
A  Bed-fwarver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 

That  Vulgars  give bold'ft  Titles  j  "I,  and  privy To  this  their  late  efcjpe. 
Her.  No  (by  my  life) 

Privy  to  none  of  this :  how  will  this  grieve  you  , 

When  you  (hall  come  tO'Clearer"knowled°e,  that 
You  thus  have  publfh'd  me  ?  Gentle  my  Lord; 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly ,  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Lw.No:  If  I  miftake  ■ 

In  thofe  Foundations  which  I  build  "Upon,  '  l 
The  Center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 

A  School-Boyes  Top.  Away  with  her,  toPrifon  .• 
He  who  fha|I  fpeak  for  her,  is  afar-oft  guilry, 
Butthathefpeaks. 

Her.  Ther's  fbme  ill  Planet  raignes: 
I  muft  be  patient,  till  the  Heavens  look 

With  an  afpe£t  more  favourable.  Good  my  Lord's, 
1  am  not  prone  to  weeping  (as  our  Sex 

Commonly  are)  the  want  of  which  vain  dew    '  , 
Perchance  fhall  dry  your  pities :  but  I  have 

That  honourable  Grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burncs 
Worfe  then  Tears  drown  :  'befeech  you  all  (my  Lords) 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified,'  as  your  Charities 
Shall  beft  inftrucl:  you,  meafure  me :  and  fo 

The  Kings  will  be  perform'd. Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her,  Who  is't  that  goes  with  me?  'befeech  your  Highnefs 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 

My  plight  requires  it.  Do  not  weep  (goodFooles) 
There  is  no  caufe :  When  you  fhall  know  your  Miftris 

Has  deferv'd  Prifon,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As /come  out:  this  Action /now  goon, 

Is  for  my  better  grace.  Adieu-  (my  Lord  ) 
I  never  wifh'd  to  feevouforry,  now 
I  truft  I  fhall :  my  Women  come,  you  have  leave. 

Leo.  Go  do  our  bidding :  hence. 
Lord.  Befeech  your  Highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 
Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do  (Sir )  left  your  Jufticc 

Prove  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  Ones  luffer, 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  Son. Lord.  For  her  (my  Lord) 

I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't  (Sir) 
Pleafe  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlefs 
Fth'  eyes  of  Heaven,  and  ro  you  (/  mean 
In  this,  which  you  accufe  her.) 

Antig.  If  it  prove 

She's  otherwife,  lie  keep  my  Stables  where 
I  lodge  my  Wife,  He  go  in  couples  with  her : 
Then  when  /  feel,  and  fee  her,  no  further  truft  her : 
For  every  Inch  of  Woman  in  the  World, 

/>  every  dram  of  Womans  flefh  is  falfe, 
If  fhe  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 
Lord.  Good  my  Lord. 

Antig.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felves : 
You  are  abus'd,  by  fomc  putter  on, 
That  will  be  damn'dfoi't  :  would  /  knew  the  Villain, 

/  would 
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j  would  Laod-damne  him  :be  fhe  honor-flaw  J, 

j  hive  chree  daughters  :  the  eldeft  is  eleven : 

"The  fecond,  ana  the  third,  nine :  and  fonnes  five  : 

If  this  prove  true,  thcy'l  pay  for't.   By  mine  honour 
Jle  °el*d  email  :  fourteen  they  fhall  not  fee 

To  bring  fUfe  generations':  they  are  co-heirs, And  I  had  rather  glib  my  fetf,  then  they 

Should  not  produce  fair  ilfue. 

|    Leo.  Ceafe,  no  more: 

'  You  fmeli  this  bufineffe  with  a  fence  as  cold 

|  As  is  a  dead-mans  nofe :  but  I  dofee't,  and  fcei'i, 

|,As  you  feel  doing  thus :  and  fee  withall 

jThe  internments  that  feel. 
Ant.  If  it  befo, 

j  We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefty, 

fTnere's  not  a  grain  of  it ,  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy-earth. 

Leo.  What  ?  lack  1  credit  ? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  then  I  (my  Lord) 

Upon  this  ground  :  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  Honour  true,  then  your  fufpition 

Be  blam'd  for't  how  you  might. 
Leo.  Why  what  need  we 

Commune  with  you  for  this  ?  but  rather  follow 

Our  forceful  inftigmon  ?  Our  prerogative 

Calls  not  your  Counfels,  but  our  natural  goodneff:  . 

Imparts  this :  which, if  you, or  ftupi tied, 

Or  feemmg  fo,  in  skill,  cannot,  or  will  not 

Relifh  a  troth,  like  us :  informe  your  felves 

We  ne~d  no  more  of  your  advice  :  the  matter, 

The  lofle,  the  gain,  the  ord'ringon't, Is  all  properly  ours. 
Am.  And  I  wifh  (my  Liege) 

You  hadonely  in  your  filent  judgement  try'dir, Without  more  overture. 
Leo.  How  could  that  be? 

Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age 

Or  thou  wer't  bom  a  fool : 
Added  to  their  familiarity 

(  Which  was  a?  grofle,  as  ever  rouch'd  conjecture, 
That  lack'd  fi^htonly,  nought  for  approbation 
Bui  only  feeing  all  other  circumftances 

Made  up  to  th'deed)  doth  pufh  on  this  proceeding, 
Yet  for  a  greacer  confirmation 

(For  in  an  a&  of  this  importance,  'twere 

Moft  pittious  co  be  wild)  I  have  difpatch'd  in  poft, 
To  facred  Delphosy  to  A 'folk's  Temple, C homines  and  Deon,  wnom  you  know 

Of  ftuffd  fufficiency  :  Now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofefpiritual  counfel  had, 
Shall  flop,  or  fpurre  me.  Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord.  Well  done  (my  Lord.) 

Leo.  Though  I  am  fatisfy*d,  and  need  no  more 
Then  what  I  know,  yet  fhall  the  Oracle 

Give  reft  to  th'minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he 
Whofe  iqnoranc  credulity  will  not 

Come  up  to  th'crmh.  So  we  have  thought  ir  good 
From  our  free  perfon,  fhe  fhould  be  confin'd, 
Leaft  that  the  treachery  of  the  two, fled  hence, 
Be  lefc  her  to  perform.  Come  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick :  for  this  bufineffe 
Will  raife  us  all. 

tAmig.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  ir, 
If  the  good  truth,  were  known.  Exeunt 

Scoria  Secunda. 

Enter  Paulina,  a  Gentleman,  Goaler,  Emilia. 

Paul.  The  Keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  : 
Let  him  have  knowledge  whom  I  am.  Good  Lady, 
No  Court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee, 
Whatdott  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  Now  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Goa.  For  a  worthy  Lady, 

And  one,  whom  much  1  honour. 
Pau.  Pray  you  then, 

Conducf  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not  (Madam)  » 

To  the  contrary  I  have  expreffe  commandment. 

Pau.  Here's  a-doe  to  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
Th'acceffe  of  gentle  vifitors.  Is't  lawful  pray  you 
To  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  t  hem  ?  Emilia  ? 

Goa.  So  pleafe  you  (Madam) 

To  put  a-part  thefe  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pau.  I  pray  you  now  call  her  : 
Withdraw  your  felves. 

Goa.  And  Madam, 

I  mull  be  prefent  at  your  conference. 

Paul.  Well :  be't  fo :  prethee.  Enter. 
Here's  fuch  a-do,  to  make  no  ftain,aftain,  Emilia. 
As  paffes  colouring.  Dear  Gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Emil.  As  well  as  one  fo  great,  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together ;  On  her  frights,  and  griefs 
(Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greater) 

She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,deliver'd. Pau.  A  boy  ? 

Emil.  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe, 

Lufty,  and  like  to  live  .•  the  Queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't :  Saies,  my  poor  prifoner, I  am  innocent  as  you. 

Pan.  I  dare  be  fworn  : 

Thefe  dangerous,  unfafe  Limes  i'th'King 
He  muft  be  told  on't,  and  he  fhall 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.  He  take't  upon  me, 

If  I  prove  Honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blifter 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 

The  Trumpet  any  more :  pray  you  (Emilia') 
Commend  my  beft  obedience  to  the  Qoeen,* 
If  fhe  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  b  -be, 

„  befWew  them, 
the  office 

He  fhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  Advocate  to'ch  loud'ft.  We  do  not  know 

How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th'Child  : The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfwades,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Emil.  Moft  worthy  Madam, 

Your  honour  and  your  goodneffe  is  fo  evident^ 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  iffue :  there  is  no  Lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand  ;  pleiie  your  Ladyfhip 
To  vifit  the  next  roome,ile  prefent ly 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  Noble  offer. 

Who,  but  to  day  hammered  of  this  deligne, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour 

Leaft  fhe  fhould  be  deny 'd. 

Pah 
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Paul.  Tell  her  (Emilia) 

lie  ufe  thac  tongue  I  have :  If  wit  flow  from't 
As  boldneflefrom  my  bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted I  lhall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it. 

He  to  the  Queen:  pleafe  you  come  fomethin°  necrer. 

Goa.  Madam  if't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  fhall  incurre,  to  pafle  it, 
Having  no  warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it  (fir) 

This  Child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  is 

By  Law  and  proceflfe  of  great  Nature,  thence 

Free'd,  andenfranchis'd,not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of 

(It  any  be )  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 
Goa.  I  do  beleeve  it. 

Pau.  Do  not  you  fear :  upon  mine  honour,  I 

Will  ftand  betwixt  you,  and  danger.  Exeunt. 

Scoria  Tenia. 

Enter  Leontes,  Servants,  Paulina,  Antigonast 
and  Lirds. 

Leo.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  reft  :  it  is  but  wcaknefle 
To  bear  the  matter  thus :  mcer  weiknefle,  if 

The  caufe  were  not  in  being :  part  o'th  caufe, 
She,th'Adultreffe ;  for  the  harlot- King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arme :  out  of:  the  blank 

And  level  of  my  brain:  plot-proof :  but  (he, 
I  can  hook  to  me :  fay  that  fhe  were  gone, 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moity  of  my  reft 

Might  come  to  me  again.  Who's  there  ? 
Ser.  My  Lord.  Enter* 

Leo.  How  do's  the  boy  ? 

Ser.  He  took  good  reft  to  night :  'tis  hop'd 
His  fickneffe  is  difcharg'd. Leo.  To  fee  his  Nobleneffe, 

Conceiving  the  dishonour  of  his  Mother, 

He  ftraightdeclin*d,droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Fiften'd,  and  fix'd  the  (hame  on't  in  himfelf: 
Threw  off  his  Spirir,  his  Appetite,  his  Sleep, 

And  down-right  languifh'd.  Leave  me  folely  :  go, 
See  how  he  fares :  Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him, 
The  very  thought  of  my  Revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me :  in  himfelf  too  mighty, 

Untill  a  time  may  ferve,  For  prefent  vengeance 
Take  it  on  her:  Camillo,  m&Polixenes 

Laugh  at  me  j  make  their  paltimeat  my  forrow  ; 
They  ihould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Shall  fhe,  within  my  power. 

Snter  Paulina. 
Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 

Paul.  Nay  rather  (good  my  Lords)  be  fecond  to  me 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paffion  more  ( alas) 
Then  the  Queens  life  ?  A  gracious  innocent  foul, 
More  free,  then  he  is  jealous. 

Antig.  That's  enough. 
Ser.  M2 dam  ;  he  hach  not  flept  tonight,  commanded 

None  fhould  come  at  him. 

Pm.  Not  fo  hot  (good  Sir) 

I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.  *Tis  fuch  as  you 

That  creep  like  ftudowes  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlelfe  heavings :  fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking.  I 

Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  ; 

(Honeft,as  either ;)  to  purge  him  of  that  humour, 
That  prefles  him  from  fleep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  hoe? 

Pm.  No  noife  ( my  Lord )  but  needful  conference,- 
Aboutfome  Goflips  for  your  Highnefle. 

Leo.  How  ? 

Away  with  that  audacious  Lady.  Antigonus. 

I  charg'd  thee  that  fhe  fhould  not  come  about  me, I  knew  (lie  would. 
Ant.  I  told  her  fo  (my  Lord ) 

On  your  difpleafurcs  peril  and  on  mine, She  fhould  not  vifit  you. 
Leo.  What  ?  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Pau.  From  all  dilhonefty  he  can  :  in  this 
(Unleffe  he  take  the  courfe  thac  you  have  done) 
Commit  me,  for  committing  honor,  truft  it, He  fhall  not  rule  me  : 

*Ant.  La-you  now,  you  hear, 
When  fhe  will  take  the  rain,  I  let  her  run, 
But  (he'l  not  ftumble. 

Paul.  Good  my  Liege  I  come: 
And  I  befeech  you  hear  me :  who  profeffes 
My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  Phyfitian, 
Your  moft  obedient  Counfellor :  yet  that  dares 
Lefle  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Then  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours.  I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Leo.  Good  Queen  ? 

Paul.  Good  Queen  (my  Lord)  good  Queen, 
1  fay  good  Queen, 

And  would  by  combare,  make  her  good  fo,  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pan.  Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eies 
Firft  hand  me  :on  mine  own  accord,  ileoff, 
But  firft  j  ile  do  my  errand.  The  good  Queen 
(For  fhe  is  good)  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter, 
Here 'tis :  commends  it  toyourblefling. Leo.  Out: 

A  mankind  Witch  ?  Hence  with  her,  out  o'dore  : A  moft  inrelligencing  bawd. P*ul.  Notfo: 

I  am  as  ignorant  in  thar,  as  you, 

In  fo  entu'Iing  me :  and  no  leffe  honeft 
Then  you  are  mad :  which  is  enough,  ile  warrant 
(As  this  world  goes^co  pafle  for  honeft. Leo.  Traitors; 

Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  Baftard, 
Thou  dotard, thou  art  woman-tyr'd  :  unroofted 
%  thy  dame  Partlet  here.  Take  up  the  Baftard, 
Tak  t  up,  I  fay :  give'e  to  the  Croane, Paul.  Forever 

Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 

Tak'ft  up  the  l-Yinceffe,  by  that  forced  bafeneflc Which  he  has  put  upon  c , 
Leo.  He  dreads  his  Wife. 

Paul.  So  I  would  you  did :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 
Yqul'd  call  your  children,  yours. 

Leo.  A  neft  of  Traitors. 

Ant.  Iam  none,  by  this  good  light. 
Paul.  Nor  I  .•  nor  any 

But  one  that's  here :  and  that's  himfelf :  for  he, 

The 
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The  Caere 4  honour  of  himfclf,  his  Queene?, 

His  hopeful  Sons,  his  B  ibes,  betrayes  toflander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fharper  then  the  Sword?,  andvVillhbc 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  ftands,  it  is  a  Curfe 

He  cannot  be  compell'd  too't )  once  remove 
The  Root  of  his  Opinion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  Oak,  or  ftone  was  found. 

Leo.  ACallat 

Of  boundlcfs  tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  husband, 
And  now  baits  me  :  This  Brat  is  none  of  mine,  I 
It  is  the  Iffue  of  Tolixer.es. 

Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  Dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

7W.  It  is  yours  : 

And  might  we  lay  th'  old  Proverb  to  your  charge, 
iSo  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.    Behold  (my  Lords  ) 
'Although  the  print  be  litde,  the  whole  Muter 
And  Copy  of  the  Father :  fEye,  Nofe,  Lip, 

The  trick  of's  Frown,  his  Forehead,  nay,  the  Valley, ?l 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  Chin,  and  Cheek  ;  his  Smiles  : 
The  very  Mold,  and  frame  of  hand,  nayl,  Finger.) 
\  And  thou  good  Goddds  Naturey  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 

The  ordering  of  the  Mind  too,  'mongftail  Colours 
No  Yellow  in't,  left  fhe  fufpeft,  as  he  do's, 
Her  Children,  not  her  Husbands. 

Leo.  A  grofs  Hag : 

And  Lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd, 
That  wilt  not  ftay  her  Tongue. 

Antlg.  Hang  all  the  Husbands 

That  cannot  do  that  Feat,  you'l  leave  your  felf 
Hardly  one  Subjecl:. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  her  hence. 

Paul.  A  moft  unworthy,  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.l'k  ha'  thee  burnt. 
Paul.  I  care  not ; 

It  is  an  Heretick  that  makes  the  fire, 

Not  flic  which  burnes  in't.  He  not  call  you  Tyrant : 
But  this  moft  cruel uf-ge  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 

Then  your  own  weak-hing'd  Fancy  )  fomething  favours 
Of  Tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  World. 

Leo.  On  your  Allegiance,  ■ 
Out  of  the  Chamber  with  her.  Were  /  a  Tyrartr, 
Where  were  her  life?  fhedurftnet  call  me  fo, 
If  fhe  did  know  me  one.  Away  with  her. 

Paul.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me,  He  be  gone. 

Look  to  your  Babe  (my  Lord) 'tis  yours  :  Jove  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  Spirit.  What  need  thefe  hands  ? 

You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o*re  his  Follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo :  Farewel,  we  are  gone.  Exit. 

'    Leo.  Thou  (Traytor)  haft  fet  on  thy  Wife  to  this. 
My  Child  ?  away  with't  ?  even  thou,  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o*re  it ,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire. 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.  Take  it  up  ftraight  i 

Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  *tis  done. 
(  And  by  good  teftimony)  or  He  feize  thy  life, 

With  what  thou  elfecall'ft  thine  :  if  thou  refufe, 
And  wilt  encounter  wuh  my  Wrath,  fay  fo  ; 
The  Baftard-braines  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  /dafhout:  Go  take  ic  to  the  fire  j 

For  thou  fett'fi  on  thy  Wife. 

Antlg.  I  did  nor,  Sir  : 
Thefe  Lords,  my  Noble  Fellcwes,  if  they  pleafe. 
Can  clear-  me  in't*. 

Lords.  We  an  ;  my  Royal  Lie^e, 

He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 
Leo.  You're  Liars  all. 

Lord.  Befeech  your  Highnefs  give  us  better  credit  : 

We  have  alwaies  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech 
So  to  efteem  of  us :  and  on  our  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recompenfe  of  our  dear  fervices 
Patt,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe^ 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloudy,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  Mue.We  all  kneel. 

Leo.  /am  a  Feather  for  each  wind  that  blowes : 

Shall  /  live  on,  to  fee  this  Baftard  kneel,  . 
And  call  me  Father  ?  better  burn  it  now, 
Then  curfe  it  then.  But  be  it:  let  it  live.. 

Ic  fhall  not  neither.  You  Sir,  come  you  hither : 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 

With  Lady  Margery,  your  Mid-wife  there, 
To  five  this  Baft.irds  life  ;  for  Ms  a  Baftard, 

So  fure  as  this  Beard's  gray.  What  will  you  adventure^ To  fave  this  Brats  life  ? 

Auttg.  Anything  (nyLotd) 
That  my  ability  may  undergo, 
And  Noblenefs  impofe  :  at  1.  ft  thus  much  ; 
/le  pawn  the  little  bloud  which  1  have  left, 
To  fave  the  innocent :  any  thing  poffible, 

Leo.  Ic  fhall  be  polfible :  S.vejr  by  this  Sword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Anug.  I  will  (my  Lord.) 
Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it :  feeftthou?  for  thefail 

Of  any  point  in't,  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thy  felf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  Wife., 
(Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon)  We  enjoyn  thee 
As  thou  art  Liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
Thi  ferruile  Baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fome  remote  and  defart  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  Dominions ;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it 

(Without  much  mercy)  to  its  own  protection, 
And  favour  of  the  Climate;  as  by  ftrange  fortune^ 
P  c  ime  tp  us,  I  do  in  Jufhce  charge  thee, 
On  thy  Soules  peril,  and  thy  bodies  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place  , 
Where  Change  rnav..nuife,  or  end  it:  take  it  up. 

Antlg.  1  fwear  to  do  this :  though  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.  Come  on  (poor  Babe) 
Some  powerful  Spirit  inftrudt  the  Kites  and  Ravens 
To  be  thy  Nurfes.    Wolves  and  Bears,  they  fay, 
(Catting  their  favagenefs  nfide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.  Sir,  be  profperous 

In  more  then  this  deed  do's  require ;  and  bleffin» 
Againft  this  Cruelty ,  fight  on  thy  fide 

(  Poor  Thing  condemn'd  to  lofs.)  kxfii Leo.  No :  I!e  not  rear 

A  no  c  hers  Iffue.  Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  Pofts 

From  thofe  you  fent  to  th*  Oracle,  are  <3ome 
An  hour  fince  :  C homines  and  Dion, 

Being  well  arriv'd  from  De/phos,  are  both  landed^ 
Hafting  to  th'  Court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you  (Sir)  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  accompc. 

Leo.  Twenty  three  dayes 

They  have  been  abfent :  'tis  good  fpeed  .•  foretels 
The  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 

fhe 
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The  truth  of  this  appear :  Prepare  you  Lords4 
Summon  a  Seffioru  that  we  may  arraign 

Our  moft  difloyal  Lady  :  for  as  flie  hath 

Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  fhehavc 
A  juft  and  open  Trial.  While  fhe  lives, 
My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me;  Leave  me, 
And  think  upon  my  bidding. Exeunt. 

<tABu*  Tertim.  Scxna  Trima. 

Enter  Geomines  and  Dion. 

Ge.  The  Climat's  delicate,  the  Ayr  moft  fweer, 
Fertii  the  Ifle,  the  Temple  much  furpaffing 
The  common  praife  it  bears. 

<Dlon.  I  fhall  report, 
For  molt  it  caught  me,  the  Celeftial  Habits, 
(Me  thinkes  /  fo  fhould  term  them)  and  the  reverence 
Of  t  he  Grave  Wearers.    O,  the  Sacrifice. 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  un-earthly 

It  was  fr:h' Offering? Geo.  But  of  all,  theburft 

And  the  ear-deaff'ning  Voyce  o*th'  Oracle, 
Kin  to  Jeves  Thunder,  fofurpriz'd  my  Scnce 
That  /  was  nothing. 

Dlo.  If  th'  event  o'th'  Journey 
Prove  as  fucceffeful  to  the  Queen  (Obe't  fo) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpecdy, 
The  time  is  worth  the ufe one. 

Geo.  Great  Apollo 

Turn  afi  to  th*  belt :  thefc  Proclamations, 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione^ 
I  little  like. 

D'to.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end  the  Bufmefs,  when  the  Oracle 

(Thus  by  Apollo's  great  Divine  feal'd  up ) 
Shall  the  Contents  difcover  .•  fomething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.    Go :  frefh  Horfes, 
And  gracious  be  the  iflue.  Exeunt. 

Selena  Secunda. 

Enter  Leantesy  Lords,  Officers  ;  Hermione  (m  to  her 
Trial)  Ladies :  Cleorvines,  Dion. 

Leo.  This  Seffions  (co  our  great  grief  we  pronounce) 

Even  pufhes  'gainftour  heart.    The  party  try'd, 
The  Daughter  of  a  King,  our  Wife,  and  one 

Of  us  too  much  belov'd.  Let  us  be  clcai'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  Juftice,  which  (hall  have  due  courfe, 
Even  to  the  Guilt,  or  the  Purgation : 
Produce  the  Prifoner. 

Officer.  It  is  his  Highnefs  pleafure,  that  the  Queen 
Appear  in  perfon,  here  in  Court,         Silence.  Enter 

Leo.  Read  the  Indictment. 

Officer.  Hermione,  Sl»een  to  the  worthy  Leontes,JC/»^  of 
Siciha,  theuart  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  High  Treafon 

committing  Adultery  with  Polixenes  King  »f  Bohemia. 

and  con} firing  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  Life  of  our  Sove- 
raign  Lord  the  King,  thy  royal  Husband :  the  pretence  whereof 

being  by  circumftance partly  Uid  open,  thou( Hermione)  con- 
trary to  the  Faith  and  Allegiance  of  a  true  Snbjetl,  didfi  com- 

fel  and  ayd  them,  for  their  better  fafety^  to  fiee  away  by 

Night. 
Her.  Since  what  1  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 

Which  contradicts  my  Accufation,  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part,  no  other 

But  what  comes  from  my  felf,it  fhall  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay,  Not  guilty  :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  Falfhood,  fliall  (as  /exprefs  it) 

Be  fo  receiv'd.  But  thus,  if  Powers  divine 
Eehold  our  humane  Actions  (as  they  do) 

/  doubt  not  then, but  innocence  fhall  make 
Falfe  Accufations  blufh,  and  Tyranny 

Tremble  at  Patience.   You  (my  Lord)  beft  know 
(Whom  lcatt  will  fecm  to  do  fo)  my  part  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chaft,as  true, 

As  J  am  now  unhappy  j  which  is  more 

Then  Hiflory  can  pattern,  though  devis'd, 
And  play'd,  to  take  Spectators.    For  behold  me, 
A  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Bed,  which  owe 
A  Moity  of  the  Throne :  a  great  Kings  Daughter, 
The  Mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  Handing 
To  prate  and  talk  for  Life,  and  Honour,  fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.  For  Life,  /  prize  it 
As  /  weigh  Grief  ( which  1  would  fparc :)  For  Honour, 

'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  that  /  ftand  for.    /  appeal 

To  your  ownConfcience  (Sir)  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  /  was  in  your  grace, 
How  merited  to  be  fo :   Since  he  came, 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurranr,  / 

Have  flrain'd  t'appcar  thus ;  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bound  of  honour,  or  in  act,  or  will 

That  way  enclining,  bardned  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'ft  of  Kia 
Cry  fie  upon  my  grave. 

Leo*  I  ne'r  heard  yet, 
That  any  of  thefc  bolder  Vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gain-fay  what  they  did, 

Then  to  perform  it  nrft. 
Htr.  T  hat's  true  enough , 

Though  'tis  a  faying  (Sir)  not  due  to  me, 
Leo.  You  will  not  own  it. 
Her.  More  then  Miftrcfs  of, 

Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  /  muft  net 
At  all  acknowledge.  For  Polixenes 

(With  whom  I  am  accus'd)  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  Honour  herequir'd  : 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  Love,  as  might  become 
A  Lady  like  me ;  with  a  Love,  even  fuch, 

So,  and  no  other,  as  your  fclf  commanded : 
Which,  not  to  have  done,  /  think  had  been  in  me 
Both  Difobcdiencc,  and  Ingratitude 
To  you,  and  towards  your  friends,  whofe  love  had  fpoke , 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.  Now  for  Confpiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  though  it  be  difh'd 
For  me  to  try  how :  All  I  know  of  it, 
Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  man  ; 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelvef 
(Wotting  no  more  then  I)  ire  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 

What  you  have  underta'ne  to  do  in's  abfence. 
Her.  Sir. 
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Her.  Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  Language  chat  I  underftand  not  i 
My  Life  ftands  in  the  level  of  yourDreames, 
Which  He  lay  down. 

Leo.  Your  Actions  are  my  Dreames, 
You  had  a  Baftard  by  Polixenes, 

And  /  but  dream'd  it :  As  you  were  part  all  fhame, 
(Thole  of  your  fact  are  fo  )  fo  paft  all  truth ; 
Which  to  deny,  concernes  more  then  availes :  for  as 
Thy  Brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  felf. 
No  Father  owningic  ( which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee,  then  it)  fo  thou 

Shalt  feci  our  Juftice  j  in  whofe  eafieft  ~paffage, Look  for  no  lefs  then  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  Threats  : 
The  Bugge  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feek  ; 
To  me  can  Life  be  no  commodity, 
Trie  Crown  and  comfort  of  my  Life  (your  Favour) 
I  do  give  loft,  for  /  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.  My  fecond  Joy, 
And  firft  fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 

I  am  barr'd  like  one  infectious.  My  third  comfort 
(Sur'd  moft  unluckily)  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  ic  moft  innocent  mouth) 
Hafd  our  to  murder.  My  felf  on  every  Poft 

Proclaim'J  a  Strumpet :  With  immodeft  hitred 

The  Child-bed  priviledge  deny'd,  which  'longs To  Women  of  all  fafhion.  Laftly ,  hurried 

Here,  to  this  place,  i'th*  or>en  ayr  before 
/  have  got  ftrength  of  limbs.  Now  (my  Liege 
Tell  me  what  bleflinss  /  have  here  alive, 

That /fhould  fesrto'iye?  Therefore  proceed.- 
But  yet  hear  this :  mift  ke  me  not  :  no  Life, 
(/prize  it  not  a  ltraw)bur  for  mine  Honour, 

Which  /  would  free :  if  /  fhal  1  be  condemn'^ 
Upon  furmizes  (all  proofes  fleeping  elfe, 
But  what  your  jealoufies  awake  )  I  tell  you 

*Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.  Your  Honours  all, /do  refer  me  ro  the  Oracle  : 

Apollo  be  my  Judge. 
Lor  A.  This  your  requeft       Enter  Dion  and  diamines. 

J>  al  together  juft :  i  herefore  bring  forth 

(And  in  Apolh's  Nime  )  his  Oracle. 
Her.  Tne  Emperour  of  Rujfia  was  my  Father, 

Oh  that  he  were  ilive,  and  here  beholding 
His  Daughters  Tryal :  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  fiitneft  of  my  mifery  ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  nor  Revenge. 

Officer.  You  here  ("hall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftice, That  you  [Cleomines  and  Dion)  have 

Been  both  it  Delphos^  and  from  thence  have  brought 

This  feal*d-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver' d 
Of  great  A  polio's  Prieft ;  and  that  fince  then, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  Secrets  in't. 

CUo.  Bio.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Breik  up  the  Seales  and  read. 
Officer.  Het  v.ioneu  chaft,  Polixenes  £Wf/f/jr, Camillo 

a  true  Subject,  Leontes  a  jealous  Tyrant,  hi*  innocent  Bxbe 
truly  begotten,  and  the  King  (hall  live  without  an  Heir.,  if  that 
which  is  Ufl  ,benotf tund. 

Lards.  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  Apollo. 
Her.  Praifed. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 

Oflic.  /  (my  Lord )  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fetdown. 

Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  Or  ac!c : 

Toe  Seflions  (ball  proceed  :  this  is  meer  falfhood. 

Ser.  My  Lord  the  King:  the  King? 
Leo.  What  is  the  bufmefs  ? 
Ser.  O  Sir,  I  ftnll  be  hated  to  report  it. 

The  Prince  your  Son,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 

Leo.  How  ?  Gone  ? 
Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leo.  Apollo's  angry,  and  the  Heavens  themfelves 
Do  flrike  at  my  Injuftice.  How  now  there  ? 

Paul.  This  newes  is  mortal  to  the  Q»een  :  Look  down 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo.  Take  her  hence : 

Her  heart  is  but  o're-charg'd  :  fhe  will  recover. 
/  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpition  ; 
'Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life.  Apollo  pardon 

My  great  prophanefs  'g;inft  thine  Oracle. He  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes, 

New  wooe  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  Camillo 
(Whom  /  proclaim  a  man  of  Truth,  of  Mercy:) 
For  being  tranfported  by  my  Jealoufies 

To  bloudy  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  Ichofe 
Camillo  for  the  minifter,  to  poyfon 

My  friend  Polixenes :  which  had  been  d'onfc, 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied  j 

My  fwift  command  :  though  1  with  death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done :  he,  (moft  humane, 

And  fill'd  with  Honour)to  my  Kingly  Gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  pracSlife,  quit  his  fortunes  here 
(Which  you  knew  great)  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  uncertainties,  himfelf  commended, 
No  richer  then  his  Honour :  How  he  glifters 

Through  my  dark  Ruft  f  and  how  his  Piety 

Do's  my  deeds  make  the  blacker? Paul.  Wo  the  while  : 

O  cut  my  Lace,  left  my  heart  (cracking  it ) Bre3ktoo. 

Lord.  What  fit  is  this?  Good  Lady? 
Paul.  What  ftudied  torments(Tyranr)haft  for  me? 

What  Wheels?Racks?  Fires?  What  flaying?  boyling?  burn- 
In  Leads,  or  Oyles  ?  What  old,  orneW  torture  (ing, 
Muft  /  receive  ?  whofe  very  word  deferves 
To  taft  of  thy  moft  worft.    Thy  tyranny 

(Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 
Fancies  too  weak  for  Boyes,  too  green  and  idle 
For  Girlesof  Nine)  O  think  what  they  have  done  , 
And  then  run  mad  indeed  :  ftark-mad  :  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  for  ir. 

That  thou  betrayed'ft  Polixenes,  vwas  nothing, 
(Tnat  did  but  fhew  thee,  of  a  Fool,  inconftant, 

And  damnable  ingrateful :)  Norwas't  much. 
Thou  woutd'ft  have  poyfon'd  good  Camillo  s  Honour, 
Tohave  him  kill  a  King :  poor  Trefpaffes, 

More  monftrous  Handing  by  :  whereof  /  reckon 
The cafting forth  to  Crowes,  the  Baby-daughter, 
To  be  or  none,  or  little  j  though  a  Devil 

Would  have  fhed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't: 
Nor  is't  directly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  Prince ,  whofe  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  hi^h  for  one  fo  tender  J  cleft  the  hearc 
That  could  conceive  a  grors  and  foolifh  Sire 

Blemifh'd  his  gracious  Dim :  this  is  not,  no, 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer :  but  the  laft :  O  Lords, 
When  / have  faid,cry woe:  the  Qrrcen,  the  Queen, 

'The 
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The  fweet'ft,  dear'd  creature's  dead:  and  vengeance  for't 
Not  drop'd  down  yet. 

LirL  The  higher  powers  forbid. 

Pan,  1  fay  fhe's  dead :  He  fwear'c.If  word,  nor  bath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee :  if  you  can  bring 
Tincture,  or  luftre  in  her  lip,  her  eye 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  He  ferveyou 
As  /  would  do  the  Gods.  But,  O  thou  Tyrant, 
Doft  not  repent  thefe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Then  all  thy  woes  can  ftir :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  defpair.  A  thoufand  knees, 

|  Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  fafting, 
i  Upon  a  barren  Mountain,  and  ftill  Winter 

]  In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  God* 

j  To  look  that  way  thou  wet'e. J    Leo.  Go  on,  go  on  : 

|  Thoucanft  notfpeak  too  much,/  have  deferv'd All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 
Lsrd.  Say  no  more, 

How  ere  the  bufinefs  goes ,  you  have  made  fault 
Ithboldnefs  of  your  fpeech. 

Pan.  I  am  forry  for'r, 
All  faults  /  make,  when  /{hall  come  to  know  them, 

/ do  repent :  AJas,  /have  fhew'd  too  much Thcrafhncfsofawoman:  heistoucht 

To  th*N:>ble  heart.  What's  gone,  and  what's  part  help 
Should  be  paft  grief :  Do  not  receive  affliction 
At  my  petition,  /  befeech  you,  rather 

Let  me  be  punifh'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  fhould  forget.  Now  (good  my  Liege ) 
Sir,  Royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolifh  woman : 
The  love  /  bore  your  Queen  (Lo,  fool  again ) 
lie  fpeakof  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  Children ; 
He  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 

(Who  is  loft  too:)  take  your  patience  to  you, 
And  He  fay  nothing. 

Leo,  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well, 

When-moft  the  truth:  which  /  receive  much  better, 
Then  to  be  pitied  of  thee.  Prethee  bring  mc 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  Qi>een  and  Son , 
One  grave  ftiall  be  for  both.  Upon  them  fhall 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear  (unto 
Our  fhame  perpetual  )  once  a  day,  Ilevific 
The  Chappel  where  they  lie,  and  teares  fhed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.  So  long  as  Nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 
/  dayly  vow  to  ufe  it.  Come,  and  lead  mc 
To  thefe  forrowes.  Exeunt. 

Scoria  Tenia. 

Enter  Antlgonits,  *  Mariner ■,  Babey  Sheep  - 
beard,  and  Clown, 

Ant.  Thou  art  perfect  then,  our  (hip  hath  toucht  upon 
The  Defarts  of  'Bohemia. 

Mar,  I  (My  Lord)  and  fear 
We  have  Landed  in  ill  time:  the  skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.  In  my  confeience 
Trie  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand,  are  angry, 
And  frown  uponls. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wils  be  done ;  get  aboard, 
Look  to  thy  bark,  He  not  be  long  before 

/call  upon  thee. 

Mar,  Make  your  beft  haft,  and  go  not 

Too  far  i'th  Land  :  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather, 
Befides  this  pi  ace  is  famous  for  the  Creatures 

Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. Antig.Go  thou  away, 
He  follow  inftantly. 

CMar.  J  am  glad  at  heart 

To  be  fo  rid  o'th  bufinefs.  Exit. 
Ant,  Come,  poor  Babe ; 

/  have  heard  (but  not  believ'd )  the  fpirits  o'th'  dead 
May  walk  again  :  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  Mother 

Appear'd  to  me  laft  night :  for  ne're  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.  To  me  comes  a  creature, 
Someiimes  her  head  is  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
/  never  faw  a  Vefiel  of  like  forrow 

SofuTd,  and  fo  becoming :  in  pure  white  Robes 
Like  very  Sanctity  fhe  did  approach 

My  Cabbin  where  /  lay  f  thrice  bow'd  before  me, 
And  (gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech )  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpouts ;  the  fury  fpent,anon 
Did  this  break  from  her.  Good  A»tlgonus% 
Since  Fate  (againft  thy  better  difpofition ) 

Hath  made  thy  perlon  for  the  th:ower-out 
Of  my  poor  Babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 

There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying.-  and  for  the  babe 
Is  counted  loft  for  ever,  Perdita 

I  prethee  cali'c :  For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 

Put  on  thee,  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne're  fhalt  fee 
i  Thy  Wife  Paulina  more  :  and  fo,  with  fhriekef 
She  melted  inro  ayr.  Affrighted  much, 
/  did  in  time  collect  my  felf,  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  (lumber  .•  Dreams,  are  toycJ, 
Yet  for  this  once,  yea  fuperftitioufly, 

/willbefquar'd  by  this.   /  do  believe 
Hermldne  hath  fufrer'd  death,  and  that 
Apollo  would  ( this  being  indeed  the  ifliic 
Of  King  Pollxenes)  it  fhould  here  be  laid 
(Either  for  life,  or  death)  upon  the  Earth 

Of  it's  right  Father.  Bloffom,  fpeed  thee  well, 
There  lie,  and  there  thy  character :  there  thefe, 

Which  may  if  Fortune  pleife,  both  breed  thee  ('Pretty ) 
And  ftill  reft  thine.    The  ftorm  begins,  poor  wretch, 

That  for  thy  Mothers  faulr,  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.  Weep  /  cannot, : 
But  my  heart  bleeds :  and  moft  accurft  am  / 
To  be  by  Oath  en  joy  n  d  to  this.  Farcwel. 

The  day  frowns  more  and  more :  thou'rt  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :  /  never  faw 
The  heavens  fo  dim,  by  day.   A  favage  clamour  I 

Well  may  /  get  a-board  :  This  is  the  Chace ,  (herd, 
J  am  gone  for  ever.    Exit  purfued  by  a  Bear  Enter  a  Shep- 

Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and 
three  and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  fleep  outthereft: 
for  there  is  nothing  fin  the  between)  but  getting  wenches 
with  child,  wronging  the  Ancientry,  ftealing,  fight- 

ing, hark  you  now ;  would  any  but  thefe  boyld-brains 
of  nineteen ,  and  two  and  twenty  hunt  this  weather  ? 

They  have  fcarr'd  away  two  of  my  beft  Sheep,  which 
/  fear  the  Wolf  will  fooner  find  then  the  Mafter ; 

if  any  where  /  have  them ,  'tis  by  the  Sea-fide,  brou- 
zing  of  Ivy.  Good-luck  ( and't  be  the  will )  what  have 
we  here  ?  Mercy  on's,  A  Barne  /  A  very  pretty  barne  j 
A  Boy,  or  a  Child  /  wonder  ?  (A  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty 

one)  fure  fome  Scape:  Though  /  am  not  bookifb,  yet/ 

can 



jean  read  Waking-Gentlewoman  in  the  fcape:  this  has 

been  fomc  ftair-work,  fome  Trunk-work,  fomc  bchind- 
door  work :  they  were  warmer  that  got  this,  then  the 
poor  thing  is  here.  He  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  He  tarry 

till  myfonne  come:  hchallovvd  but  even  now.  Whoa- 
ho-hoa. 

Enter  Clow. 

Clo.  Hilloi,  loa. 

She}.  WnaC?  artio  necr  ?  If  thou'lr.  fee  a  thing  to talk  on,  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither : 

what  ayl'ft  thou,  man  ? 
Clot*.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  tights,  by  Sea  and  by  L?.nd.- 

but  /am  not  to  fay  itisaSca^  for  it  is  now  the  skye,  be- 
twixt the  Firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thri  ft  a  bodkins 

point. 
Shep.  Why  boy,  how  is  it? 
Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes ,  how  it  ra- 

ges, how  it  takes  up  the  fhore,  but  that's  noa  to  the  point  .• 
Oh,  the  molt  pitteous  cry  of. the  poor  fouls,  fometimes 

to  fee* em,  and  not  to  fee'em ;  Now  the  Ship  boiring the  Moon  with  her  main  Maft ,  and  anon  fwal lowed 

with  yeft  and  froth,  as  you'ld  thruftaCork  into  a  hogf- 
head.  And  then  for  the  Land-fervice,  To  fee  how  the 

Bear  toar  out  his  fhoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me 
for  help,  and  faid  his  name  was  Antigoms  a  Nobleman: 

But  to  make  an  end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  how  the  Sea  fbp- 

dragon'd  it:  but  flrft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roared,  and 
the  Sea  mock'd  them :  and  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roi- 

red,  and  the  Bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring  louder  then the  Sea,  or  Weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  mercy  j  when  was  this  boy  ? 

Clo.  Now,  now :  I  have  not  wink'd  fince  I  faw  thefe 
fights :  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the 

Bear  half  din'd  on  the  Gentleman:  he's  at.it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old man. 

Clow.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-fide,  to  have 

help'Jher;  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  footing. 
Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters :  but  look  thee 

here  boy.  Nowblefferhy  felf;  thoumet'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  With  things  new  born.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee  : 
Look  thee ,  a  bearing-cloath  for  a  Squires  child  :  look 

thee  here,  take  up,  take  up,  (  Boy: )  opent't :  fo,  let's  fee, 
it  was  told  me  I  fhould  be  rich  by  the  Fairies.This  is  fome 

Changeling :  open*t :  what's  within  boy  ? 
Clo.  You're  a  mad  old  man;  If  the  finncs  of  your 

youth  are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.  Gold,  all Gold. 

Shep.  This  is  Faiery  Gold  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo:up 
with't,  keepic  clofe:  home,home,  the  next  way.  We 
are  lucky  (boy)  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but 
fecrecy.  Let  my  fheep  goe :  Come  (good  boy)  the  next 
way  home. 

Clo.  Goe  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  He  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  begone  from  the  Gentleman,  and  how 
much  he  hath  eaten  :  they  are  never  curft  but  when  they 
are  hungry ;  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  ilebury  ir. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed:  if  thou  maift  difcern  by, 
that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  metoth'fight ' of  him. 

Clo.  'Marry  will  I:  and  you  fhall  help  to  put  him 
t'th'ground. 

Shep.  'Tisalucky  day, boy,  and  wee'i  do  good  deeds 
on  c«  Exeunt. 

ABus  Quartus.  Selena  'Prima. 

Enter  Time,  the  Chorus. 
Tim..  I  that  pleafefome,  try  all :  both  joy  and  terror 

Of  good,  and  bad  :  that  makes,  and  unfolds  error. 
Now  take  upon  me  (in  the  name  of  Time) 

To  ufe  my  wings :  Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paffage,that  I  Aide, 

O're  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untride 
Of  that  wide  gap,  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  orethrow  Law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant,  and  ore-vvhel;n  Cuftom.  Letmepaffe 
ThefameIam,creancie<uM  Order  was, 

Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.  I  witneffeto 

The  Times  that  brought  them  in ,  fo  fhall  I  c'o 
To 'th'frefhelt  things  now  reigning,  and  makeftale 
The  gliflering  of  this  pfefent,  as  my  Tale 
Now  feems  to  it  :  your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glaffc,  and  give  my  Scame  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flept  between  :  Leontes  leaving 
Th'eftedts  of  his  fond  jealoufies,  fo  greeving 
That  he  fhuts  up  himfelf,  imagine  me 

(Gentle  Spectators)  that  I  now  may  be' In  fair  Bohemia,  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  fonne  o*ih  Kings,  which  Floriz,et 
I  now  name  to  you,  and  wit  h  fpeed  fo  pace 
Tofpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

Equall  with  wond'ring.  What  of  her  infues 
I  lift  not  prophefie  :  but  let  Times  news 

Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.  A  Shepheards  daughter  I 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  th'argument  of  Time :  of  this  allow, 
If  ever  you  have  fpenc  time  worfc,  ere  now  : 
If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay, 
He  wifhes  eirneftIy,you  never  may.  Exit. 

Sc<ena  Secanda. 

Enter  Polixexes  and  (^amiHo. 

Pol.  I  pray  thee  (good  famUlo)  be  no  more  importu 

nare:  'tis  aficknefTe  denying  thee  any  thing:  a  death  to 

grant  this. Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  (ir.ee  I  faw  my  Countrey  : 
though  I  have  (for  the  moft  part)  beenayred  abroad,  I 

defiretolay  my  bonesthere.  Befides,  the  penitent  King 
(my  Matter)  hath  fent  for  me,  to  whofe  feeling  forrows 
I  might  be  fome  allay  for  I  oreween  to  think  fo)  which  is 
another  fpurre  to  my  departure. 

Pol.  Asthoulov'ft  mc(Camillo)  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  fervices,  by  leaving  me  now:  the  need  I  have  of 
thee,  thine  own  goodneffe  hath  made:  better  noc  to 
have  had  thee,  then  thus  to  want  thee,  thou  having  made 
me  Bufineffes,  (which  none,  (without  thee)  can  fufTtci- 
en:Iy  mannagej  muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  felf, 
or  take  away  with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  haft  done: 
which  if  I  have  not  enough  confidered  ( as  too  much  I 
cannot^  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee,  fhall  be  my  ftu- 
dy,  and  my  profit  therein ,  the  heaping  friendfhippes. 
Of  that  fatal  1  Countrey  Sicilia,  prethee  fpeak  no  more, 

whofe  very  naming, punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance 
B  b  of 



The  Winters  "Tale. 

of  thac  penitent(.  as  choucaU'ft  him)  and  reconciled  JKing 
my  brother  ,  whole  lolTe  of  his  moll  precious  Queen 

and  Children,  are  even  now  to  be  a-trefh-  lamented. 

Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft  thou  the :  Prince  Floriul my  fan? 
KiRgs  arc  no  lefle  unhappy ,  their  ilfue  not  being  graci- 

ous, then  they  are  in  looting  them,  when  they  have  ap- 
proved their  vertues. 

Cant.  Sir,  it  is  three  dates  finee  I  faw  the  Prince.*  what 
his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown  :  but  I 

have  (milfingly)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from 
Court:  and  is  Idle  frequent  to  his  Princely  exercifes  then 
formerly  he  harh  appeared. . 

Pol.  I  have  conlidcred  fo  much  ( Camlllo)  and  with 

fome  care,  fo  farre,  thac  I  have  eies  under  my  fervice, 
which  look  upon  his  re  moved  nefle :  from  whom  I  have 
this  intelligence,  that  he  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a 
moft  homely  fhepheard :  a  man  (they  fay)  that  from  very 

nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours, 
is  grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eftatc. 

Cam.  I  have  heard  ("Sir)  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a 

daughter  of  moll  rare  note:  the  report  of  her  is  expended 
more,  then  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage. 

Pol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence:  but  (I 
fear)  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  fonne  thither.  Thou 

ihalc  accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  ap- 

pearing what  we  are)  have  fome  queftion  with  the  Sbep- 
heard  •  from  whofe  (implicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to 

get  the  caufe  of  my  fonnes  refort  thicher.  Prethee  be  my 

prefenr  partner  in  this  bufineffe,  and  lay  afide  the  thoughts 
of  Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  comrrnhd. 

Pol.  My  bell  Camilla  we  mull  difguife  our  fetves.Ew'f  • 

Selena  Inertia. 

Enter  Aittoliciis  Jinging. 

When  Daffadills  begin  to  peer, 
With  heigh  the  Doxy  over  the  dale, 

Why  then  comes  in  the  fweet  o'thyear. 
For  the  red  blood  raUns  in  the  winters  pale. 

The  white  fheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge, 
With  hey  the  f veet  birds,  O  how  they  fing : 
Doth  f n  my  fugging  tooth  an  edge, 
For  a  quart  of  Ale  is  a  difhfor  a  King. 

TbeLarkj  thAt  ttrrd-  Ljrachaunts-, 
With  heigh,  with  heigh  the  Thrufb  and  the  lay  t 
■Are  Summer  foxgsfor  me  and  my  Aunts 
While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  haveferv'd  Prince  Floriz.il,  and  in  my  time  wore  three 
p'ie,  buc  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 

But  fhall  I  go  mourn  for  that  {my  dear) 
the  pale  Moon  fhinesby  night : 

sAnd  when  I  wander  here  and  there 

I  then  do  mcflgee  right. 

If  Tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live, 
and  bear  the  Sow- skin  Bowget, 

Then  my  account  I  well  may  give , 
and  in  the  Stocks  avouch  it. 

My  Traffick  is  fheets :  when  the  Kite  builds ,  look  to 

letter  Li nnen.  My  Father  nim'd  me  Autolicus,  who  be- 

ing (as  I  am)  lytter'd  uhdef  Mercury,  was  likewife  a 
fnapper-up  of  unconfidercd  trifles :  WithDyef  and  drab, 

I  purchas'd  Caparifoti  ,  and  my  Revennew  is  the  filly 
'Cheat.  Gallowes,  and  Knock,  are  too  •  poWerfull  on 
the  High-way.  Beating  and  hanging  are  terrors  to  me: 
For  the  life  to  come,  I  fleepout  the  thought  of  ir»  A 

prize,  a  prize. 
Emer  Clown. 

Clo.  Let  me  fee,  every  Leaven-weather  toddes,  every 
told  yields  pound  and  odde  fhilling :  fifteen  hundred 
flriorn,  what  comes  the  woofl  to  ? 

Am.  If  thefprindge  hold,  the  Cock's  mine. 
Clo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters/  Ltr  me  fee, 

what  am  I  ro  buy  for  our  Sheep-fhearing-Feaft'?  Three 
pound  of  Sugar,  five  pound  of  Currence,  Rice :  What 
will  this  Sifter  of  mine  do  with  Rice  ?  but  my  father  hath 
made  her  Miftrifsof  the  Feaft,  and  fhe  laies  it  on.  She 

hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  Nofe-gays  for  the  (hea- 
rers (three-man  fong-men,  all,  and  very  good  ones)  but 

cheyare  moft  of  them  Means  and  Bifes;  but  one  Puri- 

tan amongft  them,  and  he1  .fing s  Pfalms  to  horn-Pipes. 
I  mutt  have-Saffron  to  colour  the  Warden  Pies,  Mate: 

Dates,  none:  thai's  out  of  my  note:  Nutmegs,  feven- 
a  Race  or  two  of  Ginger,  but  that  I  may  begge:  Four 

pound  of  Prewyrts,  and  as  many  of  Reafonso'thStm.  • Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  /  was  born. 

Clo.  rrh'nameof  me. 

Aut.  Oh  help  me,help  me  .•  pluck  but  off  thefc  raggs : 
and  rhen, death,  death. 

£lo.  Alack  poor  foul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags  to 
lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefeoff. 

^Ant.  Ohfir,theloathlbmnelfeof  them  offends  me', 
more  then  the  ftripes /have  received,  which  are  mighty 
ones  and  millions, 

Clo.  Alas  poor  man,  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to 

a  great  matter. 
^  Aut.  I  am  rob'dfir,  and  beaten  :  my  money,  and  ap- parrel  tane  from  me,  and  thefedcteftable  things  put  up- 

on me. 

Clo.  Whit,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot-man  f 
Aut.  Afoot-man  (fwectfir)  a  foot-man. 
Clo.  Indeed,  he  fhould  be  a  foot-man,  by  the  garments 

he  has  left  with  thee:  if  this  be  a  horfemans  Coat,  ic 
hath  fcen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  ile  help 
thee.  Come  lend  me  thy  hand. 

Aut.  Oh  good  fir,  tenderly,  oh. 

Clo.  Alas  poor  foul. 
Aut.  Oh  good  fir  ̂   foftly,  good  fir:  /fear  (fir)  my 

fhoulder-bladeis  out. 
Clo.  How  now?  canfHland? 
Aut.  Softly,  deer  fir :  good  fir,  fofcly :  you  ha  done 

me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo.  Dofi  lack  any  money  i  I  have  a  little  money  for 
thee. 

Am.  No»  good  fweec  fir:  no,  Ibefeech  you  fir:  I 
haveakinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence, 
unto  whom  I  was  going:  Ifhall  there  have  money,  or 
any  thing  I  want :  Offer  me  no  money  I  pray  you,  that 
kilh  my  heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  Fellow  was  he  thac  robb'd 

you  ? 

Ant.  A  fellow  (Sir)  that  I  have  known  to  go  abouc 
with  Troll-my-dames:  I  knew  him  once  a  fervanc 
of  the  Prince:  I  cannot  tell  good  fir,  for  which  of  bis 
Vercues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  Whipt  ouc  of  the 
Court. 

CU. 
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.  Clo.  His  vices  you  would  fay:  there's  novertue  whint 
one  of  che  Courc :  they  cherifh  it  to  make  it  ftay there  ; 

and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Am.  Vices  I  would  fay  (Sir.)  I  know  this  man  well , 

he  hath  been  fince  an  Ape-bearer,  then  a  Procefs-ferver , 

(aBaili.fre)  then  he'eompatt  a  Motion  of  the  Prodigal fon,  andmirrieda  Tinker?  wife,  within  a  mile  where 

my  Land  and  living  lies ;  and  (  hiving  flown  over  many 

knaviihprofeffions  )  hefetled  only  in  Rogue:  fomecall 

him  Autol  'icHs. 
Clo.  On:  uponbim:  Prig,  for  my  life  Prig  :  he  haunts 

VVakes.  F  ars,  and  Bear-baitings. 

Am.  Very  true  fir:  he  fir  he:  thaL*s  the  Rogue  that 
put  me  into  this  apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  all  Bohemia ;  If 

you  had  but  look\J  big,  and  fj.it  at  him,  hee'ld  have run. 

Am.  I  muft  confefs  to  you  (fir)  /  am  no  fighrer :  /  am 

filfe  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  1  warrant  him. 
Clo.  How  do  you  now  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  then  I  was :  I  can  ftand , 

and  walk :  /  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace  fof  c- 
ly  rowjrds  my  Kinfmans. 

Qlo.  Shall  /  bring  thee  on  the  way? 

Am.  No,  good  fae'd  fir,  no  fweet  hr. 
Clo.  Tnen  farewel,  /  mutt  go  to  buy  Spices  for  our 
Sheep-fhearing.  Exit. 

Am.  Prolner  you  fweer  fir.  Your  Purfe  is  not  hot  e- 

nough to  purchafe  your  Spice,  lie  he  with  }OU  at  your 

Sheep-fhearing  too  :  If  /make  not  this  Cheat  bring  out 
another, and  the  fhearers  prove  fheep,let  rr.e  be  unrold,and 

my  name  put  in  the  book  of  Venue. 

Song.    Jog  on,  Jog-on,  the  foot  -path  way 
And  merrily  heat  the  Stile-a. 
A  Merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  CMile-a Exit. 

Scoria  Quart  a. 

Eater  Floriz.;!,  Perdita,  shepherd,  Clown,  Polixenes^ 
Camillo,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants,  Autohcm. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds,to  each  part  of  you 

Do's  give  a  life    no  Shepherdefs,but  Flora 
Peering  in  Aprils  front.  This  your  fheep- (hearing, 
Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petty  gods, 

And  you  the  Queen  on't. 
Per.  Sir:  my  gracious  Lord, 

To  chide  at  your  extreames,  it  not  becomes  me  : 

(Oh  pardon,  that  /  name  them  :  )•  your  high  felf 

The  gracious  mark  o'th*  Land,  you  have  obfeur'd 
With  a  Swaines  wearing :  and  me  (poor  lowly  Maid) 

Mott  goddefs-like  prank'd  up :  But  that  our  Featts 
In  every  Mefs,  have  folly  ;  and  the  Feeders 
Difoeit  it  with  a  Guflom,  I  fhould  blufh 

To  fee  you  fo  attyr'd  :  fworn/  think, 
To  fhew  my  felf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 

v  Vhen  my  good  Falcon,  made  her  flight  a-crofr 
Thy  Fathers  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe  : 

To  me  the  difference  forges  dread  (your  Greatnefs 

Hath  noc  been  us'd  to  fear :)  even  now  / tremble 
To  think  your  Fither,  by  lome  accident 

Should  p.ifs  this  way,  as  you  did  :  Oh  the  Fates, 
How  would  he  look,  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 

Vildely  bound  up  ?  V  Vhat  would  he  fay  ?  Or  how 
Should  /  (in  thefe  my  borrowed  Flaunts  )  behold 
The  tternnefs  of  his  prelence  ? 

Ylo.  Apprehend 

Nothing  bur  jollity  ;  the  Gods  themfelves 

( Humbling  their  Deities  to  love)  have  taken 
The  Shapes  of  Beafts  upon  them.  Jupiter 

Became  a  Bull,  and  bellow  *d  :  the  green  Neptune 

A  Ram,  and  bleated  :  and  the  Fire-roab'd-God Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  /  leem  now.    Their  transformations, 

Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty,  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chart :  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour :  nor  my  lulls 
Burn  hotter  then  my  Faith. 

Perd.  O  but  dear  fir, 

Yourrefolution  cannot  hold,  when'cis 

Oppos'd  ( as  it  mutt  be)  by  th'  power  of  the  King. One  of  thefe  two  mutt  be  necdTities, 

Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  pur- 
Or /my  life.  (pofe, 

Flo.  Thou  dearett  Perdita, 

With  thefe  fore'd  thoughts,  I  prethee  darken  not 
The  Mirth  o'th'  Feift:  Or  He  be  thine  (my  Fair) 
Or  not  my  Fathers.    For  /  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
/  be  nor  thine.  To  this  /  am  mott  conftanr, 

Though  Defliny  fay  no.  Be  merry  (Gentle^ 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe  ,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.  Your  Guefts  are  coming : 
Lift  up  your  countenance,as  it  were  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  lhall  come. 

Perd.  OLady  Fortune, 

Stand  you  aufpicious.  Enter  all. 
Flo.  See,  your  Guetts  approach, 

Addrefs  your  felf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 

And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fye  (daughter)  when  my  old  wife  liv'd  :  upon This  day,  fhe  was  both  Pander,  Butler,  Cook, 

Both  Dame  and  Servant :  Welcom'd  all :  ferv'd  all, 
Would  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn  :  now  here 

At  upper  end  o'th5  Table  ;  now,  i'th  middle : 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his :  her  face  o'fire 
With  labour,  and  the  thing  fhe  took  to  quench  ic 
She  would  to  each  onefip.  You  are  retired, 
As  ifyou  were  a  feaftcd  one :  and  not 
The  Hottefs  of  the  meeting :  Pray  you  bid 

Thefe  uuknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 

Come,  quench  yourblufnes,  and  prefent  your  felf 

Thac  which  you  are,Miftris  o'th' Feaft.  Come  on* 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  fheep- (hearing, 
As  your  good  flock  (hall  profper. 

Perd.  Sir,  welcome : 
It  is  my  Fathers  will,  /  fhould  take  on  me 

The  Hottefsfhip  o'th'  day,  you're  welcome  fir, 
(jive  me  thofe  Flowers  there  (Dorcas.)  Reverend  Sirs, 

For  you,  there's  Rofe.nary,and  Rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming,  and  favour  all  the  Winter  long : 
Grace,  and  Remembrance  be  to  you  both, 

And  welcome  to  our  Shearing. 
B  b  2  Pol- 
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Pol.  Shepherdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  you :  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  Winter. 

Per d.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, 
Not  yet  on  fummers  death,  nor  on  the  birth 

Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireft  flowers  o'th'  feafon 
Arc  our  Carnations,  and  ftreak't  Gilly-vor«, 
(Which  fome  callNuures  baftards)of  that  kind 

Our  ruftick  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore  ( gentle  Maiden) 
Do  you  neglect  them. 
Perd.  For  /  have  heard  it  faid, 

There  is  an  Arr,  which  in  their  pidcncfs  fhares 

Wirhgrcit  creacmg-Nature. 
Pol.  Say  there  be.* 

Y et  N  aturc  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 
But  Nature  makes  that  Mean:  foover  t  hit  Art 

(Which  you  fay  addes  to  Nature )  is  an  Art 
That  Nature  makes :  you  fee  (fweet  Maid)  we  marry 
A  gentler  Sien,  to  the  wildeft  S  ock, 
And  makeconeeive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 

By  bud  of  Nobler  race.  This  is  an  Art 

Which  do's  mend  N  ature :  change  it  rather,  but 
The  Arc  it  felf , is  Nature. 

Per. Si  it  is. 

PoL  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  Gilly  Vo», 
And  do  not  call  them  bafhrds. 

Per.  He  not  put 
The  Dible  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  : 

No  more  then  were  /  painted,  J  would  wifh 

This  youth  fhould  fay'twer  well :  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.  Here's  flowers  for  you  .• 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  S  ivory,  Marjorum, 

The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with'Sun, 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping :  Thefeare  Flowers 
Of  middle  Summer,  and  /  think  they  are  given 

To  men  of  middle  age.  Y'are  very  welcome. 
Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  J  of  your  flock, 

And  only  Jive  by  gazing. 
J*er.  Out  alas  .- 

Yoti'ld  be  fo  lean,  that  biafls  of  January  Friend, 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.  Now  (my  faxft 

1  would  /  had  fome  Flowers  o'rh  Spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day :  and  yours,  and  yours, 

That  wear  upon  your  Virgin-branches  yet 
Your  Maiden-heads  growing  :  O  Proferpina, 

For  the  Flowers  now,  that  (frighted )  thou  let'fl  fall 
From  Dijfes  Waggon :  Daffadils, 
That  come  before  the  Swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty :  Violets  ( dim 

But  fweeter  then  the  lids  of  Jtmo's  eyes, 
Or Cythereas breath)  pale  prime-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 

Bright  Plxzbttt  in  hisflrength  (  a  Malady 
Mofl incident  to  Maids :)  boldOxlips,  and 
The  Crown  imperial:  Tillies  of  all  kinds, 
(The  flowre-de-Luce  being  one.j  O,  thefe  I  lack, 
To  make  you  Garlands  of)  and  my  fweet  friend , 

To  ftrew  him  or'e,  and  o're. 
F/».What?  like  a  Coarfe  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  Love  to  lye,  and  play  on  : 
Not  like  a  Coarfe  :  or  if :  not  to  be  buried, 

But  quick,  and  in  mine  armes.  Come  take  your  flowers, 
Merhinkes  /  play  as  /  have  feen  them  do 

In  V  Vhitfon-paftorals :  Sure  this  Robe  of  mine 

Uo  >  cik.nge  my  difpolition  .• tlo.  VVhat  you  do, 

Still  betters  what  is  done.  When  you  fpeak  (fweet ) 

i'ld  have  you  do  it  ever  :  when  you  fing, 

Tld  have  you  buy,  and  fell  fo    fo  give  Almes, 

I'ray  fo :  and  for  the  ord'ring  your  Affaire;, 

lo  img  them  too.  When  you  dojdance,  I  wifh  you 

A  wave  o\h  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 

Nothing  but  that  :  move  Hill,  ttUlfo: 

And  own  no  other  Function.  Each' your  doing, 
(S  3  lingular  in  each  particular) 

Crownes  what  you  are  doing,  in  the  prefent  deeds, 

That  all  your  Acts,  are  Queens. Perd.  O  Doricles, 

Your  praifes  are  100  large.-  but  that  your  youth 

And  the  true  bloud  which  peeps  f  lirly  through':, 

Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unfliinV  Shepherd 
With  w  foom,  1  might  fear  (my  D»icles) 
You  woo'd  me  the  falle  way. 

Flo.  1  think  you  have 

A;  li  tie  skill  to  fear,  as  1  have  purpofe 

To  put  you  to'c.  But  come,  our  dance  1  pray, 

Your  hand  (  my  Perdita  :)  io  Turtles  pair fhat  never  mean  to  part. 

Perd.  lie  fwearfor'em. 
Pol.  This  is  the  prertiell  Low-born  Lafs,  that  ever 

Ran  on  the  green-lord  :  Nothing  fhe  do's,  or  feemes  j 
I  Butfm  ekes  ot  fomething  greater  then  her  felf, 
Too  Noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tels  her  fomething 

That  makes  her  blood  look  on'c :  Good  foom  flic  is 

Tne  Q^een  of  Curds  and  Cream. Go.  Come  on  ;  ftrike  up. 

Dor.  Moffa  muft  be  your  Miflris marry  Garlick  to 
mend  her  killing  with. 

Mop.  Now  in  good  timet 
do.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  ftand  upon  our  manners , 

Come,  ftrikeup. 

Here  *  Dance  of  Shepheards  and 

Sbepbcardejfes. 

Pol.  Pray  good  Shepherd,  what  fair  S. vain  is  this 
,  Which  dances  with  your  daughter? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Donc'es,  and  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  Feeding ;  but  I  have  it 

U^on  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it  : 
Helookes  like  footh :  he  flies  he  loves  my  daughter, 

I  think  fo  too  j  for  never  gazM  the  Moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  ftand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  daughters  eyes :  and  to  be  plain, I  think  there  is  not  half  akifs  to  chufe 

Who  loves  another  beft. 
Pol.S.K  dances  featly. 

Sbep.  So  fhe  do's  any  thing ,  though  I  report  it 

That  fliould  befilent :  if  young  Dor'tcles 
Dolightupon  her,  fhe  fhall bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreames  of.  Enter  Scrvtnt. 

Ser.  OMafter:  if  you  did  but  hear  the  Pedlerat  the 

door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  *a  Tabor  and 
Pipe  :  no,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  move  you  he  fings 
feveral  Tunes,  fafter  then  you'll  tell  money  :  he  utters 
them  as  he  had  eaten  Ballads,  and  all  mens  eares  grew  to 
his  Tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better :  he  fhall  come  in : 
I  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well ,  if  it  be  doleful  matter 

merrily  fet  down :  or  a  very  pleafanc  thing  indeed,  and 
fung  lamentably. 

Ser. 
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Ser.  He  hath  fongs  for  man,  or  woman,  of  all  fizes ; 

NoMillinercanfofichiscuftomers  with  Gloves:  he  has 

the  preccieft  Love  fongs  for  Maids,  fowithouc  bawdry 

('which  is  ftrange^  wich  fuch  delicace  burthens  of  Dil- 

do's  and  Fadings :  Jump-her,  and  chump  her ;  and  where 

fome  ftrecch-mouth'd  Rafcall,  would,  (as  ic  were )  mean 
mifchief,  and  break  a  foul  gap  inco  che  Maccer,  he  makes 

the  Maid  to  anfwer,  whoop,  do  me  no  harm  good  man  : 

puc's  him  off,  flights  him,  with  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm  good 
man. 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo.  Beleeve  me,  thou  calkeft  of  an  admirable  conceited 

fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'ch'Rainbow; 

Poincs,  more  chen  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemia,  can  learn- 

edly handle,  though  chey  come  co  him  by  ch'grotfc  :  In- 

kles, Caddifles,  Cambricks,  Lawns :  why  he  ftngs'emo- 
ver,  as  they  were  Gods,  or  Goddclfes  :  you  would  chink 

a  Smock  were  a  fhc-Angell,  he  fo  chancs  to  che  fleeve- 

hand,  and  che  work  abouc  the  Square  on'i. 
Qo.  Prechee  bring  him  in,  and  lec  him  approach  ting- 

ing. 

Perd.  Forewarn  him  chac  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words 

in's  tunes. 

flo.  You  have  of  thefe  Pedlers,  thac  have  more  in 

them,  then  youl'd  think  (Sifter) 
Per I  good  brother,  or  go  abouc  co  think. 

Enter  Amolicus  finging. 
Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow, 

Cyprejfe  blacky  as  ere  was  Crew, 
Gloves  asfweet  as  Damask^  Rofes, 

Masses  for  Faces,  and  for  Nofes  : 

Bugle- Bracelet,  Necklace  Amber, 
Perfume  for  a  Ladies  Chamber  : 
Golden  ̂ ttoifs,  and  Stomachers 
Tor  my  Lads  to  give  their  Dears  : 
Pins,  and  pocking- (ticks  of  fteel. 
What  Maids  lacl^from  head  to  heel: 

Come  bay  of  me,  come :  come  buy,  come  buy. 

Buy  Lads,  orelfeyour  Lajjes  cry  :  Come  buy. 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mepfa,  thou  fhouldft 

take  no  money  of  me,  but  being  enthrall' d  as  lam,  ic  will 
alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  Ribbons  and  Gloves. 

Mop.  I  was  promis'd  them  againft  the  Feaft,  but  they come  not  too.  late  now. 

Hot.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  then  chat,  or  there  be 
lyars. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you .«  'May  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  lhame  you  to  give  him 

again. 
Clo.  Is  chere  no  manners  left  among  Maids  ?  will  they 

wear  their  plackets,  where  they  fhould  bear  their  faces  ? 

Is  there  nor  milking-time?  when  you  are  going  to  bed  ? 
Or  kill-hole .?.  To  whittle  of  thefe  fecrcts,  bur  you  muft 

be  tictle-tatling  before  all  our  Guefts?  Tis  well  chey  are 
whifpring  :  clamonr  your  congues,  and  not  a  word  more. 

Mop.  I  have  done  ;  Come  you  promis'd  me  a  rawdry- 
lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweec  Gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the 
way,  and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

Ant.  And  indeed  Sir,cTriere  are  Cozeners  abroad,there- 
fore  it  behooves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  noc  thou  man,  thoufhalt  lofe  nothing  here. 
Am  .  I  hope  fo  fir,  fori  have  abouc  me  many  parcels 

ofcharge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here  ?  Ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fome  ,  I  love  a  Ballad  in  print,  a 
life,  for  then  we  are  fure  chey  are  crue. 

Ant.  Here's  one,  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  Ufu« 
rers  wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  money-bags  at 

a  burthen,  and  how  fhe  long'd  to  eat  Adders  heads3  and 
Toads  Carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  crue,  think  you  ? 
Ant.  Very  true,  and  but  a  moneth  old. 
Dor.  Blefle  me  from  marrying  a  Ufurer. 

^/w.Here's  the  Midwives  name  to't  :one  Miftrifs  Tale  - 
Porter,  and  five  or  fix  honeft  Wives, thac  wereprefent. 
Why  fhould  I  carry  lyes  abroad  ? 

Mop.  'Pray  you  now  buy  ir. 
Clo.  Come  on,  lay  ic  by  :  and  let's  firft  fee  moe  Bal- 

lads :  Wee'l  buy  the  other  things  anon. 
A»t.  Here's  another  Ballad  of  a  Ftfh,  that  appeared 

upon  the  coaft,  on  Weclnefday  the  fourfcore  of  forty 
thoufand  fadom  above  water,  and  fung  this  Ballad  againft 

:he  hard  hearts  of  Mjids :  ic  was  thought  die  was  a  Wo- 

man, and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  fhe  would  noc 

exchange  flefti  with  one  that  lov'd her:  The  Ballad  is  ve- 
ry pi  itiful,  and  as  true. Dor.  Is  ic  crue  too,  think  you. 

Am.  Five  Juftices  hands  ac  it :  and  wlcnefifes  more 

then  my  pack  will  hold. 
Clo.  Lay  ic  by  coo  ;  another. 
Aitt.  This  is  a  merry  Ballad,  bur  a  very  precty  one. 

Mop.  Lei's  have  fome  merry  ones. 
Ant.  Why  this  is  a  pafling  merry  one,  and  goes  to  che 

tune  of  two  Maids  wooing  a  man:  there's  fcarfea  Maid 
Weftward  buc  (he  fings  ic :  "tis  in  requeft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it :  if  chou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
(hale  hear,  'tis  in  chree  pares. 

Dor.  We  had  che  cune  on'c  a  monech  agoe. 

Am.  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  muft  know  'tis  my  occu- pation :  HaVe  at  ic  with  you  : 
Song.  Get  yon  hence,  for  1  muft  got 

Aut.  where  it  fits  not  y  out »  know. 
Dor.  whether. 

Mop.  O  whether  ? Dor.  Whether  t 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  well, 
Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell. 

Dor.  Me  too,  let  megoe  thither  : 

Mop.  Or  thou  goeft  to  th'Granget  or  Mill, Dor.  If  to  either  thou  dofi  ill, 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  What  neither  ?  . 
Auc.  Neither: 
Dor.  Thou  hafi  fworn  my  Love  to  be, 
Mop.  Thou  haft  fmrn  it  more  to  me. 

Then  whether  goeft  ?  Say  whether  ? 

Clo*  Wee'l  have  this  fong  ouc  anon  by  our  felves :  My 
Father  and  che  Gene,  are  in  fad  calk,  and  wee'l  noc  trouble 
them :  Come  bring  away  thy  p?ck  after  me,  Wenches 

He  buy  for  you  been :  Pedler  lei's  have  the  firft  choice; 

follow  me  girles.  Aut.  And  you  fhall  pay  well  for  'em. 
Song.  Will  you  buy  any  Tape,  or  Luce  for  your  Cape  ? 

My  dainty  Duclt^  my  T>eer-a  ? 
Any  Silkj,any  Thred,  any  Toyes  for  your  head 

Of  the  new  ft,  and  fi»  ft,  fin  ft  wear- a. 

Come  to  the  Pedler,  Atomy's  a  Medler, 
Thai  doth  utter  all  mens  ware-a.  Exit. 

Ser.  Mafter,  there  is  three  Carters,  three  Shepheards, 
three  Neac-herds ,  chree  Swine-herds  that  have  made 

B  b  3  them- 
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themfelves  all  men  of  hair,  they  call  themfelves  Saliiers 

ana  they  have  a  Dance,  which  the  wenches  fay  is  *  gal- 

ly-maufry  of  Gambols,  becaufe  they  are  noc  in't  :  bu 
they  themfelves  are  o'th'mind  (if  it  be  not  too  rough 
for  fome ,  chat  know  little  but  bowling)  it  will  pleafe 
plentifully. 

Sfap.  Away :  wee'l  none  on\ ;  here  has  been  too 
much  homely  foolery  already.  I  know  (Sir)-we  weary 

you. 
Pol.  You  weary  thofe  that  'refrefh  us :  Pray  'let's  fee thefe  four-trrees  of  Heardfmcn. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report  (Sir,) 

rnr.h  dane'd  before  the  King :  and  not  the  worft  of  the 
three,  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  thVquire. 

Shfp.  Leave  your  prating,  fince  thefe  good  men  are 

pleas'd,  let  them  come  in :  bur  quickly  now. 
Ser.  Why,  they  ftay  at  door  Sir. 

Here  a  D  ay.ee  of twelve  Satires. 

Pol.  O  Father, you'i  know  more  ot  that  hereafter: 

Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  time  to  part  chem, 
He's  fimple,  and  tels  much.  How  now  (fair  fhepheard) 

Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  do's  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.  Sooth,  when  I  was  young, 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do ;  I  was  wont 

To  load  my  Shec  with  knacks :  I  would  have  ranfackc 

The  Pedlersfilken  Treafury,  and  have  powr'd  it 
To  her  acceptance  :  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marced  with  him.  If  your  Liffe 
Interpretation  fhould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love,  or  boanty,  you  were  ftraited 
For  a  reply  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 

Of  h  ippy  holding  her. 
Flo.  Old  Sir,  1  know 

She  prizes  nor  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are : 

The  gifts  fhe  looks  from  me,  are  packc  andlockc 
Up  tn  myheart,which  I  have  given  already, 

But  not  deliver'd.  O  hear  me  breath  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who  ( it  fhould  feem) 

Hath  fomerime  lov'd.  I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand, 
As  foft  as  Doves  Down,  and  as  white  as  it, 

Or  Ethyoplam  tooth,  or  the  fan'd  fnow, 

That's  bolted  by  th5 Northern  blaft,  twice  o're. 
Pol.  What  follows  this  ? 

How  prettily  th'young  Swain  feems  to  wafh 
The  hand,  was  fair  before  ?  I  have  put  you  out, 

But  to  your  proteftation  :  Let  me  hear 
What  you  profeffe. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  wimefle  to'c. 
Pal.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 
Flo.  And  he,  and  more 

Than  he,  and  men ;  the  earth,  the  heavens,  and  all ; 

That  were  I  crown'd  the  mod  Imperial  Monarch 
Tnereof  rnoft  worthy  :  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  mans,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  Love  ;  for  her,  employ  them  all, 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  fervice, 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pol.  Fairly  offer'd, Cant.  This  fhews  a  found  affection, 

She.  But  my  daughter, 
S  ly  you  the  like  to  him. 

Per.  I  cannot  fpe '.k 
So  well/ nothing  fo  wel!)no,  nor  mean  better, 

By  th'pafcrn  of  mine  own  thoughts,  I  cut  out 

I  The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain ; 

And  friends  unknown,  you  fhall  bear  witneffe  to'c  : 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  Portion,  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 

Pen  vcrtue  of  your  daughter :  One  being  dead, 
I  fhall  have  more  then  you  can  dream  of  yet, 

Enough  then  for  your  wonder :  but  comc-on  : 
Contract  us'fore  thefe  witneffes. 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand  : 
And  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Saft  Swain  a-while  :  befeech  you, 
Have  you  a  Father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  .•  but  what  of  him  ? 
Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  do's,  nor  fhall. 
Pol.  Me-thinks  a  Father, 

Is  at  the  Nuptial  of  his  fonne,  a  Gueft 
Tha;  beli  becomes  the  Tible :  pray  you  once  more 
Is  not  your  Father  grown  incapeable 
Of  reafonablc  affairs,  is  he  not  ftupid 

With  Age,  and  altring  Rheums  ?  Can  he.fpeak  ?  hear  ? 
Know  man,  from  man  fDifpue  his  own  eHate  ? 

Lies  he  not  bed- rid  /  And  ag?in,  do'o  nothing 
But  what  he  did,  being childifh  ? 

Flo.  No  good  Sir : 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ftrength  indeed 
Then  rnoft  have  of  his  age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  Beard, 
You  offer  him  (-if  this  be  fo)  a  wrong 
Something  unfillial :  Reafon  my  fonne 
Should  chooie  himfelf  a  wife,  but  as  good  reafon 
The  Father,  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  pofterity  )  fhould  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  bufinefle. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But  for  fome  or  her  rcafons  (my  grave  Sir) 

Which'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufineffc. 

Pol.  Ler  himknow't. Flo.  He  fhall  not. 
Pol.  Pretheelethim. 
Flo.  No:  herr.uftnor. 

Slfcpi  -Let  him  (my  fonne)  he  fhall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not : 
Mark  our  Contract. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce  (young  Sir) 
Whom  fonne  I  dare  not  call  :  Thou  art  too  bafc 

To  be  acknowledg'd.  Thou  a  Scepters  Heir, 
That  thus  srfecls  a  fheep-hook  ?  Thou  old  Traitor, 

I  am  forry,  that  by  hanging  thee,  lean 
But  fhorten  thy  life  one  week.  And  thou,  frefh  piece 
Of  excellent  Witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 

The  royal  Fool  thou  coap'ft  wirh. 
Shep.  Oh  my  heart. 
Pol.  He  have  thy  beauty  fcratcht  with  bryers  and  made 

More  homely  then  thy  ftate.  For  thee  (fond  boy) 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  ligh, 
That  thou  no  more  fhalt  never  fee  this  knack  (as  never 

I  mean  thou  fhalt) wee'l  barre  thee  from  fucccffion, 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  Kin, 

Firre  than  Deucalion  off ':  ( mark  thou  my  words,) 
Follow  us  to  the  Court.  Thou  Churle,  for  this  time 
(Though  full  of  our  difpleafurej  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  And  your  enchantment, 

Wor- 
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Worthy  enough  a  Heardfman :  yea  him  too. 
True  makes  himfelf  (but  for  our  Honour  cherein) 
Unworchy  chee.  If  ever  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rural  Latches,  tohisenteance  open, 
Or  hope  his  body  more,  with  thy  embraces, 
/  will  devife  a  death,  as  cruel  for  thee 

As  thou  art  tender  to't.  £x4t. 
Perd.  Even  here  undone  : 

/  was  not  much  afcar'd :  for  once,  or  twice 
/  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
Thefelf-fame  Sun,  thatfhines  upon  his  Court* 
Hides  not  hisvifage  from  our  Cottage,  buc 

Looker  on  alike.    Wilt  pleafe  youj^Sir)  be  gone  ? 
/  told  you  what  would  come  of  this  :  Befeech  you 
Of  your  own  flate  take  care  :  This  dream  of  mine 
Being  now  awake,  He  Q^een  it  no  inch  farther , 
But  milk  my  Ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam .  Why  how  now  Father, 
Speak  ere  thou  dyeft. 

Shep.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 

Nor  dare  to  know,  that  which  /  know  .•  O  Sir  , 
You  have  undone  a  mm  of  fourfcore  three, 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quier :  yea, 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dyd, 
|To  lie  clofe  by  his  honeft  bones ;  but  now 
Some  Hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhfowd,  and  lay  me 
W^ere  no  P.  ieft  fhovels-in  duff.  Oh  curfed  wretch, 

That  knew 'ft  this  was  the  Prince,  and  wouldft  adventure To  mingle  faith  with  him.  Undone,  undone  : 

If  /  might  die  within  this  hour,  /haveliv'd 
Todiewhen/defire.  Exit,  ' 

Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

I  am  but  forry,  not  afear'd  :  delaid, 
But  nothing  altred:  What /wis,  /am: 
More  (iraining  on,  for  plucking  back :  not  following 

My  leafh  unwillingly.  3 
Cam.  Gracious  my  Lord, 

You  know  your  Fathers  temper :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech :  ( which  /  do  ghefg 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him  :)  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  /fearj 
Then  till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle 
Corrje  not  before  him. 

Flo./  not  purpofe  it: 
/  think  Camillo. 
Cmw.TEven  he,  my  Lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  /  told  you  'twould  be  thus? 
jlow  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  lift But  till  \were known? 

Plo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by  - 
Hie  violation  of  my  faith,  and  then 
-et  Nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together' 
^nd  marre  the  feeds  within.  Lift  up  thy  looks  < 
'rom  my  fucceflron  wipe  me  (Father)  / heir  to  my  affection. 
Cam.  Be  advis'd* 

jk.  /am  .  and  by  my  Fancy,  if  my  fteafon Till  thereto  be  obedient :  /  have  Reaibn : 
■not,  my  fenfes better  (pleas'd  with  madnefs) 'obidirvvelcom: 

Cam.  This  is  defperate  (fir.) 
Ft*.  Socallit:  but  it  do's  fulfil  my  vow  : 
"eeds  muft  chink  it  honefty.  Camilla, 
or  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pompe  that  may 
•thereat  gleaned:  for  all  that  the  Sun  fees,  or  ' 
g  clpfe  earth  ttombe.,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 

In  unknown  fadomes ;  will  /  break  my  Oath 

To  this  my  fair  belov'd  :  Therefore  /  pray  you, 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  Fathers  friend, 
When  he  fhall  mifs  me,  as  (in  faith  /  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more  )  caft  your  good  counfels 
Upon  his  paffion  :  Let  my  felf,  and  Fortune  . 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.  This  you  may  know, 
And  fo  deliver,  /  am  put  to  fca 

With  her,  whom  here  /  cannot  hold  on  fhorc  ; 
And  molt  opportune  to  her  need,  I  have 

A  VefTel  rides  fafi  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defign.  What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O  my  Lord, 

/  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice, 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. Flo.  Heark  Perdlta, 
He  hear  you  by  and  by. 

Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  /  happy,  if 
His  going,  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn. 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour , 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicllia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  Matter,  whom 
/  fo  much  thirft  to  fee. 

Flo.  Now  good  Camlllo, 

I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that /leave  ouc  Ceremony. 

C*t».  Sir,  /  think 

You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  i'th  love That  /  have  born  your  Father  ? Flo.  Very  nobly 

Have  you  deferv'd :  It  is  my  Fathers  Mufick To  fpeak  your  deeds :  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompene'd,  as  thought  on. Cam.  Well  (my  Lord) 

If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  /  love  the  King, 
And  through  him,  what'*  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gractous  felf;  embrace  but  my  direction, 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fetled  project 
May  fuflfer  alteration     On  mine  honour, 
lie  point  you  where  you  fhall  havefuch  receiving 
As  fhall  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may2' Enjoy  your  Miftrcfs  j  from  the  whom,/  fee 
Thefs  no  disjun&ion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heavens  forfend )  yourfainc:  Marry  her, 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  in  your  absence 
Your  discontenting  Father,  ftrive  to  qualifie And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How  Camillo 

May  this  (almoft  a  miracle)  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man. And  after  thac  truft  to  thee. 

Cam.  Have  you  thoughcon 
•  A  place  whereto  you'l  go  t Flo.  Not  any  yet : 

But  as  th'unthought-on  accident  is  °ui|ty To  what  we  wildly  do;  fo  we  profefs 
Our  felves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  ftyeS Of  every  wind  that  blowes. 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me  : 
This  followes,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe 
But  undergo  this  flight  •  "make  for 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Prihcefs, 
(For  fo  Ifeefhe muft be) 'fore  Ltoms- 

Bb  4 

She. 
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She  (hall  be  habited,  as  ic  becomes 

The  partner  of  your  Bed.  Methinkes  1  fee 
Lesntes  opening  his  free  Armes,  and  weeping 

'  His  Welcomes  forth :  askes  thee  the  Son  forgivenefs, 
A;  'twere  i'th'  Fathers  perfon :  kifles  the  hands 
Of  yourfrefh  Princefs ;  ore  and  ore  divides  him, 

'Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs :  th'one 
He  chides  to  Hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  Thought,  or  Time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camilloy 
What  colour  for  my  Vilitation,  fhall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  Father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 

The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with- 
What  you  (as  from  your  Father)  fhall  deliver, 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three, .  He  write  you  down, 
The  which  fhall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  mutt  fay,  that  be  Hull  not  perceive, 
Eut  that  you  have  your  Fathers  Bofom  there, 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 

There  is  fome  fap  in  this. 
Cam.  A  Courfe  more  promihng, 

Then  a  wild  dedication  of  your  felves 

Tounpath'd  waters,  undream'd  Shores ;  moft  certain, 
To  Miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you, 
Buc  as  you  {hake  off  one,  to  take  another : 
Nothing  fo  certain,  as  your  Anchors,  who 
Do  their  belt  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you, 

Where  you'i  be  loath  to  be  :  befides  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  Love, 
Whofe  frefh  complexion,  and  whofe  heart  together, 
Affliction  alters. 

Fer.  One  of  thefe  is  true : 

I  think  Affliction  may  fubdue  the  Cheek, 
But  not  take-in  the  Mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 

There  fhall  not,  at  your  Fathers  houfe,  thefe  feven  yeares 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo.  My  good  Camilloy 

She's  as  forward,  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is  i'th'  reare  'our  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'cis  pity 
She  i  ickes  iriftrtictions,  for  fhe  feemes  a  Miftrefs 
To  moft  char  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon  Sir,  for  this. 
Heblufh  you  rhankes. 

Flo.  M:  precrieft  Perdita. 

B.ir  O,  he  Thornes  we  ftand  upon  .•  [Cmnillo ) 
V  elerver  of  my  Father,  now  of  me, 
T  e  M.dicheof  our  Houfe :  how  fhall  we  do  ? 

We  .ire  not  furnifh'd  like  Behemta's  Son, 
No-fli  II  npear  in  Sicily. 

C*m.  My  Lord, 

Feir  none  of  this:  /think  you  know  my  fortunes 
Do  ail  He  there :  It  fhall  befo  my  care 

To  h  we  you  roydly  appointed,  as  if 
The  S-aene  you  play,  were  mine.    For  inftance,  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  At  all  not  Want ;  one  word. 

Eater  Amolichns. 

Am.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  Honefty  is  ?  and  Truft  (his 
fvvorn  brother)  a  very  finple  Gentleman.  I  have  fold  all 
my  Trumpery  :  not  a  counterfeit  Stone,  not  a  Ribbon, 

Clafs,  Pomander,  Browch,  Table-book,  Ballad,  Knife, 

Tape,  Glove,  Shoe-rye,  Bracelet,  Horne-Ring,  to  keep 
i   .  ,  £!  ,  

my  Pack  from  faftning:  they  throng  who  fhould  buy 
firft,  as  if  rny  Trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought 
a  benediction  to  the  buyer ;  by  which  means ,  I  faw 

whofe  Purfe  was  belt  in  Picture ;  and  what '  /  faw,  to  my 
good  life ,  I  remembred.  My  Clown  ( who  wants  but 
fomething  to  be  a  reafonable  man )  grew  fo  in  love  with 

the  Wenches  Song,  that  he  would  not  Mir  his  Pett-ytoes 
till  he  had  both  Tune  and  Words,  which  fo  drew  the 
reft  of  the  Heard  to  me,  that  all  their  o.her  Sencesfhick 

in  Eares :  you  might  have  pinch* J  a  Placket,  it  was  fence- 
lefs,  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a  Cod-piece  of  a  Purfe  :  / 
would  have  fil'd  Keyes  eff  that  hung  in  Chaynes :  no 
hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sirs  Song,  and  admiring 

the  nothing  of  it.'  So'ttat  in  this  time  of  Lethargy,  1 
pick't  and  cut  moft  of  their  Feftival  Purfes  :  And  had 
not  the  old  man  come  in  with  a  Whoo-bub  againft  his 

Daughter,  and  the  Kings  Son,  and  fcai*d  my  chowghes 
from  the  Chaffe,  /  had  not  left  a  Purfe  alive  in  the  whole 

Army. 

Cam.  Nay,  but  my  Letters  by  this  means  being  there 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  thac  you'l  procure  from  King  Leontts  ? , 
Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  Father, 
Perd.  Happy  be  you: 

All  thac  you  fpeak,  fhewes  fair. 
Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Wee'i  makeanlnftrument  of  this :  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  ayd. 

Am.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why  hanging. 
Cam*  How  now  (Good- Fellow) 

Why  fhak'ft  thou  fo  ?  Fear  not  (man/ 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Am.  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  befo  ftill:  here's  no  body  will  Heal  that 
from  thee  :  yet  for  the  out-fide  of  thy  poverty,  we  muft 
make  an  exchange :  therefore  dif-cafe  thee  inftantly  (thou 

muft  think  there's  a  receflity  in't)and  change  garments 
with  this  Gentleman:  Though  the  peny-worth(on  his  fide) 

be  the  worft,  yec  hold  thee,  there's  fome  boor. 
Am.  1  am  a  poor  Fellow ,  Sir ,  (/  know  ye  wclle-- nough.^ 

Cam.  Nay  prethee  difpatch:the  Gentleman  is  half  fled already. 

Am.  Are  you  in  earneft,  Sir  ?  (  / fmell  the  trick  on'c. Flo.  Difpatch,  1  prethee. 
Am.  Indeed  1  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with 

confeience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  Miftrefs  (let  my  prophecy 

Come  home  to  ye:)  you  muft  retire  your  felf 
Into  fome  Covert ;  take  your  fweet-hearts  Hac 
And  pluck  it  ore  your  Browes,  muffle  your  face, 
Difmantleyou,  and  (as  you  can)  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  feeming,  thac  you  may 

(Tor  I  do  fear  eyes  over  )  to  Ship-board 

Get  undefcry'd. Fer.  I  fee  the  Play  fo  lies, 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy : 

Have  you  done  there  ? 
Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  Father  \ 

He  would  not  call  me  Son. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  Hat 
Come  Lady,  come :  Farewel  (my  friend.)  - 

Am.  Adieu,  Sir. 
Flo.QPcrdita  :  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
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•Pray  you  a  word.  ,  ,  . 
Cam.  What  1  do  next,  (hall  be  to  tell  the  King 

Of  this  efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound ; 

Wherein,  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail, 
To  force  him  after ;  in  whofe  company 
I  (lull  review  Sieili*  ;  for  whofc  fight, 
1  have  a  womans  Longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpecd  us  : 

Thus  we  fet  on  (CamiBe)  to  th'Sea-fide. 
fam.  The  fwiftcr  fpeed,  the  better.  Exit. 
Am.  Iunderftand  the  bufineffe,  I  hear  ic :  to  have  an 

open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceflary  for 

aCut-purfe  ;  a  good  Nofe  is  requifire  alfo,  to  fmell  out 

workfor  th'other  Sences.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  thac  the 
unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been, 
without  boot  ?  What  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange; 

Sure  the  Gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  doe 

any  thing  ex  tempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a 

piece  of  iniquity  (fteaUng  away  from  his  Father ,  with 

his  Clog  at  his  heels :  )  if  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  ho- 

nefty  to  acquaint  the  King  withalt ,  I  would  not  do't : 
I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to  conceal  it;  and  therein  am 
I  conftant  to  my  Profeffion. 

Enter  Cloven  and  Shef  heard. 

Afidc,afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  .-Every 
Lanes  end,  every  Shop,  Church,  Seffion,  Hanging  yields 
a  careful  man  work.  _  , 

Clown.  See*  fee :  what  a  man  you  are  now  ?  there  is  no 

other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  (he's  a  Changing,  and 
none  of  your  flefh  and  blood. 

Shef.  Nayi  but  hear  me.  m  . 

flow.  Nay,buthear  me. 
Shef.  Goe  to  then.  ,  v 
Clow.  She  being  none  of.  your  flefh  and  bloocl,  your 

flefh  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  and  fo  your 

flefh  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punifh'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe 
things  you  found  about  her  (thofe  fecret  things,  all  but 
what  (he  his  with  her: )  This  being  done,  let  the  Law  goe 
whittle :  I  warrant  you. 

Shef.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  word,  yea,  and  his 

Sons  pranks  too ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  marl,  nei- 
ther to  his  Father,  nor  to  me,  to  goe  about  to  make  rac  the 

Kings  Brother  in  Law. 
Clow-  Indeed  Brother  in  Law  was  the  fartheft  off,  you 

could  have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  Blood  had  been 

the  dearer,  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 
Am  .Very  wifely  (  Puppies) 

Shef.  Well :  let  ns  to  the  King :  there  is  that  in  this 
Fart  hell,  will  make  him  fcratch  his  Beard. 

Am.  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may 

be  to  the  flight  of  my  Matter  . 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  beat  Pallace. 
Am.  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  am  To  fom- 

times  by  chance  :  Let  me  pocket  up  my  Pcdlcrs  excre- 
ment. How  now  (Ruftiques)  whither  are  you  Bound  ? 

Shef.  Toth'Pallace  (and  it  like  your  Worfhip.) Am.Ycur  affairs  there  ?what?  with  whom?  eheconditi- 

i  on  of  that  Farthell?  the  place  of  your  dwelling?  your 
names  ?  your  ages  ?  of  what  having  ?  breeding,  and  any 
thing  that  is  fitting  to  be  known,  difcover  ? 

Clo.  We  arc  but  plain  fellows,  Sir. 
Am.  A  Lye :  you  are  rough,  and  hairy  :  Let  me  have 

no  lying;  it  becomes  none  but  Tradef-men,  and  they  of- 
ten give  us  (Souldiers)  the  Lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it 

with  ttamped  Coine*  not  ftabbing  Steel,  therefore  tbey 
doe  not  give  us  the  Lye. 

Clo.  Your  Worihip  had,  like  to  have  given  lis  one  ,  if 
you  had  not  taken  your  felt  with  the  manner* 

Shef.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  ana't  like  you  Sir? 
*Am.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  noj  am  a  Courtier.Seeft 

thou  not  the  ayr  of  the  Court,m  thefe  enfolding?  ?  hath 

not  my  gate  in  it,  the  meafureof  the  Court  ?  Receives  noc 
thy  Nofe  Court-Odour  from  me  ?  Reflect  I  not  on  thy 

Bafeneffe,  Court-contempt  ?  Think'ft  thou,,  fci  that  I 
infinuate,  ortoaze  from  thee  thy  bufineffe,  I  am  there- 

fore no  Courtier?  I  am  Courtier  Caf-a-fe ;  and  one  that 
will  either  pufh-on,  or  pluck-back,  thy  bufineffe  there  i ; 
whereupon  I  command  thee  to  open  thy  affair. 

Shep.  My  bufineffe,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 
Ant .  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

Shef.  I  know  not,  (and't  like  you.) 
Qlo.  Advocates  the  Court-word  for  a  Phea2ant :  fay 

you  have  none. Shef.  None,  Sir  :»1  have  no  Pheazant  Cock,  nor  Hen, 
A  ti  t .  How  bk (fed  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  men  ? 

Yet  Nature  might  h  ive  rmde  me  as  thefe  are, 
Tnerefore  I  will  not  difdam  . 

Cl°.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 
Shep.  His  Garmencs  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 

handfomly. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  Noble  in  being  fantafti- 

call :  a  great  man,  ile  warrant ;  I  know  by  the  picking  on's teeth. 

esfm.  The  Farthel  there?  What's  i'th'  Farthel  ? 
Wherefore  that  Box  ? 

Shef.  Sir,  there  lies  fuch  fecrets  in  this  Farthel  and 
Box,  which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he 

fhall  know  within  this  hour,  If  I  may  come  to  th'fpeech of  him. 

Am.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Why  Sir? 
Am.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Pallace,he  isgoneaboord 

anew  Srtip,to  purge  Melancholly,  and  ayr  himlelf .-  for 
if  thou  bec'ft  capable  of  thi  gs  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the 
King  is  full  of  grief. 

Shep.  So 'tis  faid  (Sir: J  about  his  Sonne  that  fliould 
have  married  a  Shepheards  daughter. 

Am.  If  that  Shepheard  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him 
flye  }  the  Curfes  he  lhall  have,  the  Tortures  he  fhall  feel* 
will  break.be- back  of  Man,  the  heart  of  Monfter. 

Clo.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  ? 
Am.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fuffer  what  Wit  can  make 

heavy,  and  vengeance  bitter  ;.but  thofe  thac  are  Jermain 

to  him  (though  remov'd  fifty  rimes)  fhall  all  come  under 
the  Hangman:  which,  though  it  be  great  pitty,  yet  it  is 

neceffary.  An  old  Sheep-whittling  Rogue,  a  Ram-ten- 
der, to  offer  to  have  his  Daughter  come  into  grace  ?  Some 

fay  he  fhall  be  fton'd  :  but  that  death  is  too  foft  for  him 
(fay  I : )  Draw  our  Throne  into  a  Shcep'Coat  ?  ail  deaths 
are  too  few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafie. 

Clo.  Ha's  the  old  man  ere  a  Son  Sir  (do  you  hear  )  ancTc 
likeyou,Sir. 

Am.  Heha'saSon:  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  Head  of  a  Wafpes 
Neft,  then  ftand  till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead; 
then  recover'd  again  with  Aqtta-vha,oz  fome  other  hot 
Infufion:then,ravv  as  he  is  (& \n  the  hotteft  day  Pro^no- 
fticatiori  proclaimes)  fhall  he  be  fet  againft  a  Brick-wall 
(  the  Sunne  looking  with  a  South-ward  eye  upon  him; 
where  he  is  to  behold  him,  with  Flies  blown  to  death,  j 
But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  Traitorly-Rafcals,  whofe  mi- 

feries  are  to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  offences  bcinofo  capital? 

Tell 



Hfelfttfe  (for  vou  teem  ro  be  honett  plain  men)  wh'a^ou  |  My  blemiihes  in  them,  and  fo  full  think  of 

have  to  the  King':  being  ibmething  gently  conflder'd,  He 
bring  you  where  he  is  aboord,  tender  your  perfons  to  his 

pretence,"  whifper  him  in  your  behalfes;  arid  if  it  Be  in 
man,  \SsiM  the  King,  to  effect  your  Suits,  here  is  a,  man 

ilundb  it'. 
Clo.  He  t£em3  to  be  of  greic  authority  !  clofe  with 

him,  give  him  Cold  :  and  though  authority  be  a  ftubborn 
$ibff,  ycc  he  is  oft  led  by  the  Nofe  with  Gold  :  fhew 

the  in-lide  of  your  Purfc  to  the  out-fide  of  hi?  hand, 

and  no  more  adoe.  Remember  fton'd  and  flw'd 
|  alive. 

j  She}.  And't  pleafe  you  (Sir )  to  undertake  the  bufi- I  nefle  for  us,  here  is  that  Gold  I  have  :  He  make  it  as  much 

more,  and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  till  I  bring  it 

you. Am.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 

She}.  I  Sir. 
Am.  Well,  give  me  the  moity :  arc  you  a  party  in  this 

bufinefle  ? 

Clo.  InfomefortjSir,:  bur  though  my  cafe  be  a  pitti- 

ful  one,  I  hope  1  fball  not  be  fhy'd  out  of  it. 
Am.  Oh  that's  the  cafe  of  the  Shepheards  Sonne :  hang 

him  ,  he'l  be  made  an  example. 
Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort :  We  mutt  ro^the  King, 

and  lhew  dur  ftrange  fights :  he  mult  know  *$f  none  of 
your  Daughter,  nor  my  Sifler :  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  1 

will  give  you  as  much  as  this  otd  man  do's,  when  the  bu- 
finefle is  performed,  and  remain  (as  he  faies)  your  pawn 

till  it  be  brought  you. 
Ant.  Iwilftrultyou,  walk  before  toward  the  Sea-fide, 

goe  on  the  right  hand,  1  will  but  look  upon  the  Hedge,' 
and  follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  bleft'd,  in  this  man  :  as  1  may  fay,  even 
blefl'd. 

She}.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us:'  he  was  provided  to 
do  us  good.  Exeunt. 
Am.  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Tontine  would 

not  fuffer  me :  the  drops  Booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am 

courted  noW  with  a  double  occafion-:  (gold,  and  a- "m'Cans to  doc  the  Prince  my  Muter  good  .:  which,  who  know?; 
how  that  may  turn  back  to  my  advancement  ? )  I  will 

bring  •  hefe  two  Moales,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  h'f'm.  if he  chink  if  fit  to  fhoare  them  again,  and  that  the  Corrii 
plaint  they  hive  to  the  King,  concerns  him  hothing,  let 

htm  call  me  Rogue,  for  being  fo  farre  officious ,  for  *  am 
proof  agiinft  that  Title,  and  what  fhame  ̂ Ife 

too'c  :  'To  htrfi  vvill  I  preft 

belongs 

in  it. 
prefentthem,  there  may  be  matter 

Exeunt. 

Aclus  Quint  us.  Selena  ̂ Prima. 

Enter  Leor,tes%  C  homines,  Dio»>  Paulina^  Strvahtt 
09'  1   -  - Flcriz,el}  Perdita. 

C'eo.  Sir,  you  hive  done  enough,  and  have  perform 'd 
ASunt-like  SorrSfW  :  Nofault  could  you  make, 

Which  vou  have  not  receem'd  j  indeed  pay'd  down 
More  penitence,  then  done  rrefpafs :  at  the  laft 
Doe, as  the  Heavens  have  done;  forget  your  evil, 
With  them,  forgive  your  fe!f. 

Leo.  Whilelt  I  remember 

Her  and  her  vertues,  I  cannot  forget 

The  wrbngldid  my  felf :  which  was  fo  much, 
That  Heir-lcfle  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 

Deftroy'd  the fweet'lt  companion,  that  ere  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of,  true. 

Paul.  Too  true  (my  Lord:) 

If  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or  from  the  All  that  are,  took  fomething  good, 

To  make  a  perfect  we  nan ;  (he  yo*  kifl'd, 

Would  be  unparallell'd. 
Leo.  I  think  fo.  Kill'd? 

She  I  kill'd  ?  I  did  fo,  but-chou  flm'rt  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did,  ft  is  as  bitter 

Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.Now,  good  now, 
Say  fo  but  feldom. 

Cleo.  Nor  at  all,  good  Lady  : 

You  might  havefpoken  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 

Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grae'd Your  kindneffe better. 

Pau.  Youareoneofthc/e  f 
Would  have  him  wed  again- 

Did.  If  you  would  not  fo, 

You  pitty  not  the  State,  nor  the  Remembrance 
Of  his  molt  Sovereign  Name  :  Confider  little, 

What  dangers,by  his  Hrghneflcfail  of  I  flue, 

May  drop  upon  his  Kingdom,  and  devour 
Incerrain  lookers  on.  What  were  more  holy, 

Then  ro  rejoice  the  former  Queen  is  weli  t 
What  hblye'r,  then  for  Royalties  repair, 
For  prefenr  comfort,  and  for  future  good, 

To  blell'e  the  Bed  of  Ma  jelly  again 
Wirh  a  fweet  fellow  to't? 

Paul.  Tnere  is  none  worthv, 

(Refp&irg  her  t  hat'*  gone )befides  the  Gods 
Will  have  fulfil  I'd  their  fecret  purpofes : 

For  has" noc  the  Divine  Apollo  ta'ra  ? 
Is't  no*-  the  tenor  of  his  Oracle," 
That  King  Lewes  (hill  not  have  an  Heir, 
Til  1  his  lott  Child  be  found  ?  Wr>ich,that  it  (hall, 
Is  all^s  monftrous  to  our  humane  reafon, 

t\s'mj'+4*iigonus  to  breik  nis  Grave, 
ArideWc  .'gain  td  me  ;  who,  on  my  life, 
Did  pcnih  vvitb  the  Infant.  'Tis  your  Counccl, . 
My  Ldrd  fhould  to  thc'H&vtfns  be  contrary, 
Oppose  againtt  their  wills.  Care  notfor  iflue, 
The C  own  will  find  an  Heir.  Great  Alexander 

Left  his  to  th' Wortbiett  :  Co  his  Succcflbr 
Was  like  to  be  the  belt. 

Leo.  Good  Paulina, 

Who  haft  the  memory  of  ffermlone 
I  know  in  honour O,  that  ever  1 
Had  fnnar'd  m<»  tn 

tttk 

Hadfquar'd  me  to  thy  Councell:  thCn,  even  now, 
I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queens  full  cies,  - 
mm  taken  Treafureffom  htr  LFps. 

Pah.  And  left  them 

-More  rich, for  what  tbey;y/ielde"d.  ' 
Leo.  Thou  f;  eak'(l  truth: 

No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife :  one  Worfe, 

And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  S  untcd  spirit 
Again  poflefie  her  Corps,  and  on  this  Stage 
( Where  we  offendors  now  appear  J  Soul-vext, And  begin,  why  to  me ; 
WW  Had  fhc  fuch  power, 

She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murthcr  her  I  married. 
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Paul.  I  fhould  fo  : 

Were  /  the  Ghol\  that  walk'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 

Her  eye,  and  cell  me  for  what  dull  part  in'c 
You  chofe  her :  then  If  d  fhriek,  that  even  your  cares 

Should  rife  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  follow'd, 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Scars,  Stars, 

And  all  eyes  elfe,  deid  coales :  fear  thou  no  Wife  jfc 
lie  have  no  Wife,  Paulina. 

Paul.  Will  you  fwear 

Never  ro  marry ,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo.  Never  (7W/wa)  fo  be  blefs'd  my  Spirit. 
Paul.  Then  good  my  Lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath. 

CUo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul.  Unlefs  ano'her , 

As-  like  Hermione,  as  is  her  picture, 
Affront  his  eye. 

CUo.  Good  Madam,  1  have  done. 

Pad.  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry  ;  if  you  will,  Sir; 
No  remedy  bur  you  will :  Give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  :  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former,  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch 

As  ( walk'd  your  firll  Qiieenes  Ghoft)  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  armes. 

Lto.  My  true  Paulina, 

We  fhall  not  marry,  till  thou  bidflus. 
Paul.  That 

Shall  be  when  your  frit  Queen's  again  in  breach  : 
Never  til!  then.  5 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  Pr'-nce  florl^eU Son  of  PolIxeKesy  wiih  his  Princefs  (die 

The  fairelt  /have  yet  beheld)  defires  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  Whz  wirh  htm  ?  be  comes  not  l 

Like  ro  his  Fathers  Grearnefs  •  his  approach 
(So  out  of  craimftarcce,  and  fudden)  eels  us, 

Tis  noc  a  Viiitarion  fram*d,  bur  fore'd 
By  need,  and  accident.  What  Trayn  ? 

Ser.  But  few, 
And  thole  but  mean. 

L'o  His  Princefs  (fay  you)  with  htm  ? 
Ser.  1 :  the  molt  peerlefs  piece  of  Earth,  /  think, 

Thar  ere  the  Sun  fhone  bright;  on. 
Paul.  Oh  Hermione, 

As  every  prefent  Time  doth  boift  itfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone ;  fo  mull  thy  Grave 

Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.  Sir,  you  your  felf 
H?ve  faid,  and  writ  fo  ;  buc  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  then  thatTheam:  fhe  had  not  been  , 

Nor  wis  nor  to  be  equaled,  thus  your  Verfe 

FloA'J  w'uh  her  Beauty  once,  'tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd, 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better. 

$f.  Pardon,  Madam  : 

The  one,  /  have  almoft  forgo-  (your  pardon:) 

Tne  other,  when  fhe  ha'sobtam'd  your  Eye, 
W\\  I  h  "  e  y^ur  Tongue  too.  This  is  a  Creature, 
Would  (lie  begin  t  Sect,  mighr  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  Profeffors  elfe  ;  make  Profelytes 
Of  who  fhe  buc  bid  follow. 

'Paul.  How  ?  nor  women  ? 
Scr.  Women  will  love  her,  that  fhe  is  awomais 

.More  wo-th  then  any  Man  :  Men,  that  fhe  is 
Therarert  of  all  Women. 

Leo.  Goe  CleomtneSy 

'  Your  felf  (affilted  with  your  honoured  friends  ) ! 

Bring  them  to  our  embracement.  Still  'tis  ftrange, i  He  thus  fhould  lie  .1  upon  us.  Exit, 

f  ,  Paul.  Had  our  Prince, 
(Jewel  of  Children)  feen  this  hour,  he  bad  payr'd Well  with  this  Lord ;  there  was  not  a  full  moneth 
Between  their  births. 

Leo.  'Pretheenomore ;  ceafe:  thou  know'ft 

He  dies  to  me  again,  when  ralk'd-of :  fure When  J  fhall  fee  this  Gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 

Will  bring  me  to  confidcr  that,  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  Reafon.    They  are  come. 

Enter  Fhrizel,  Perdita}  Cleemir.eSy  and  others. 
Your  Mocher  was  molt  true  to  wedlock,  Prince, 

For  fhe  did  print  your  Royal  Father  off, 
Conceiving  you.  Were  I  but  twenty  one, 
Your  Fathers  Invge  is  fo  hit  in  you, 

(His  very  air)  that  1  fhould  call  you  Brother, 
As  I  did  him,  andfpeakof  fomething  wildly 

By  us  perform'd  before.  Molt  dearly  welcome, 
And  your  fair  Princefs  (Goddefs )  oh  :  alas, 

/  lot!  a  couple,  that  'twixt  Heaven  and  Earth 
Might  thus  have  flood,  begetting  wonder,  as 

You  (gracious  Couple)  do :  and  then  I\oi\ 
(All  mine  own  Folly )  the  Society, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  Father,  whom 

(Though  bearing  Miferyj  /  deiaremy  life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Flo.  By  his  command 

Have  /  here  touch 'd  Sicilia,  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King  ( as  friend ) 
Cm  fend  his  Brother :  and  but  infirmity 

(Which  waits  upon  worn  times)  hath  fomething  feiz'd 
His  wifh'd  Ability,  heh.idhimfelf 
The  Lands  and  Waters,  'twixt  your  Throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you-;  whom  he  loves 
(  He  bad  me  fay  fo)  more  then  all  the  Scepters, 
And  thofe  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  brother, 

(Good  Gentleman )  the  wrongs  /  have  done  thee,  fiirrc 
Afrefh  within  me:  and  thefe  thy  offices 
(So  rarely  kind )  are  as  Interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs.  Welcome  hither, 
As  is  the  Spring  to  th*  Earth.  And  hath  he  too 
txpos'd  this  Paragon  to  th'  fearful  ufage 
(A- leaft  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune,  * 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  panes ;  muchlefs, 
Th*  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? Flo.  Good  my  Lord, 
She  came  from  Ljbia. 

Lto.  Where  the  warlike  Smalnt, 

That  Noble  honour'd  Lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd  ? Flo.  Molt  Royal  Sir, 

From  thence :  from  him,  whofe  Daughter 
His  Teares  proclaimed  his  parting  with  her  .•  thence 
(A  prolperous  South-wind  friendly)  weh  we  crofs'd, To  execute  the  Charge  my  Fither  gave  me, 
For vifuing  jour  Htghnefs :  my  belt  Train 

I  have  from  your  Sicilian  Shores  difmifs'd  ; 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  figni  fie 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Ljbia  (fir) 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  Wifes,  in  fafecy 

Here,  where  we  are. 
Leo.  The  blefled  Gods 

Purge  all  infect  on  from  our  Ayr,  whilcft  you 
Do  Climare  here  :  you  have  a  holy  F  ther, 
A  graceful  Gentleman,  againlt  whofe  perfon 
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(S0  facrcd  as  it  is)  /  have  done  fin, 
For  Which  the  Heavens  (taking  angry  note) 

Have  left  me  Iffue-lefs :  and  your  Father's  blefs'd 
(As  he  from  Heaven  merits  \t)  with  you , 

Worthy  his  goodnefs.  What  might  I  havebeen, 

Might  I  a  Son  and  Daughter  now  have  look'd  on, Such  goodly  things  as  you  ? 
Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Molt  Noble  Sir, 

That  which  I  fhall  reporc  will  bear  no  credit 

Were  not  the  proof  fo  nigh.    Pleife  you  (great  Sir ) 

Bohemia  greecs  you  from  himfelf,  by  me  : 

Defires  you  to  attach  his  Son,  who  h'as 
(His  Dignity,  and  Duty  both  caftoff) 
Fled  from  his  Father,  from  his  Hopes,  and  with 

A  Shepheards  Daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  ?  fpeak. 
Lor.  Here  in  your  City  :  1  now  came  from  him. 

I  fpeak  amazediy,  and  it  becomes 

My  marvel,  and  myMeffage.  To  your  Court 

Whiles  he  was  haftning  (in  the  Chafe,it  feems, 

Of  this  fair  Couple)  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  Father  of  this  feeming  Lidy,  and 

Her  Brother,  having  both  their  Countrey  quieted, 
With  this  young  Prince. 

Fie.  Camilla  ha's  betray'd  me  ; 
Whofe  honour,  and  whofe  honefty  till  now, 

Endur'd  all  Weathers. 

Lord.  Lay'r  fo  to  his  charge : 
He's  with  the  King  your  Father. 

Leo.  Who?  Camilla  ? 

Lord.  Camillo  (Sir :)  /fpake  with  him :  whd  now 

Ha's  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.  Never  faw  / 
Wretches  fo  quake :  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  j 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as^they  fpeak : 

Bohemia  (lops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  Father  : 

The  Heaven  fets  Spies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  Contract  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  married  ? 

Flo.  We  are  not  (Sir)  nor  are  we  like  to  be :  ; 

The  Stars  (/ice)  will  kifs  the  Valleyes  firft : 

Theoddes  for  hi°h  and  low's  alike.  d 
Leo.  My  Lord, 

Is  this  the  D  mghter  of  a  Kirg  ? 
Flo.  She  is  , 

When  once  fhe  is  my  Wife. 
Leo.  That  once(/  fee)by  your  good  Fathers  fpeed. 

Will  come-on  very  flowly.   l  am  forry 
(  Moft  forry)  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 

Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  :  and  as  forry, 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  Worth,  as  Beauty, 

That  you -might  well  enjoy  her. 
Flo.  Dear  look  up  : 

Though  Fortune ,  viiible  an  enemy, 
Shoul  d  chafe  us,  with  my  Father :  power  no  jot 
W  h  fhe  to  change  our  Loves.  Befeechyou  (Sir) 

Remember,fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Time 
Then  /  do  now  :  with  thought  of  fuch  Affections, 
Step  forth  mine  Advocue  :  at  your  requeft. 
My  Father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  Trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  ib,  I'ld  beg  your  precious  Miftris Which  he  counts  but  a  Trifle. 

Paul.  Sir  (ny  Liege) 

Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't:  not  a  moneth 

'Fore  your  Queen  di'd,  fhe  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Then  what  you  look  on  now. 

Leo.  I  thought  of  her, 

:ven  in  thefe  Lookes  1  made.  But  your  Petition 

Is  yet  un-anfwet'd  :  1  will  to  your  Father : 
Your  Honour  not  o're-thrown  by  your  defires, 
1  am  friend  to  them,  and  you :  upon  which  Errand 
/now  go  toward  him :  therefore  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  /  make  :  Come  good  my  Lord. 

Exeunt. 

Selena  Secnnda. 

Enter  Autollchfis,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Ant.  Befeech  you  f  Sir)  were  you  prefent  at  this  Rela- tion ? 

Cent.  i.  1  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  Fardel,  heard 
the  old  Shepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it : 
whereupon  (after  a  little  amazednefs )  we  were  all  com- 

manded out  of  the  Chamber :  only  this  (me  thought)  1 
heard  the  Shepherd  fay,  he  found  the  Child. 

Am.  1  would  moft  gladly  know  the  Iffue  of  it. 
Gen.  i .  /  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufinefs :  but 

the  changes  /  perceived  in  the  King  and  Camillo,  were  ve- 

ry Notes  of  admiration  :  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  flaring 
on  one  another,  to  tear  the  Cafes  of  their  Eyes.  There 
was  fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs,  Language  in  their  very  Ge- 

fture  :  they  look'd  as  they  had  heard  of  a  World  ranfom'd, 
or  one  deitroyed  :  a  nota61e  paflion  of  Wonder  appeared 
in  them  but  the  wifeft  beholder,  that  knew  no  more 

but  feeing,  could  not  fay,  if  th'importance  were  Joy,  or 
Sorrow  ;  but  in  th.  extremity  of  the  one,  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  Gentleman,  that  happily  knowes  more : 

The  News,  Rogero. 

Gent.  2.  Nothing  but  Bonfires:  the  Oracle  isfulfilfd :  ' 
the  Kings  Daughter  is  found :  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  Ballad-makers  cannot 
be  able  to  exprefs  it.  Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  Paulina's  Steward,  hecan  deliver 
you  more.  How  goes  it  now  (Sir  ?)  This  Newes  (which 

is  call'd  true)  is  fo  like  an  old  Tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is 

in  ftrong  fufnition :  Ha's  the  King  found  his  heir  ? 
gen.3.  Moft  trne  ,  if  ever  Truth  were  pregnane  by 

Circumftance :  That,  which  you  hear,  you'l  fwear  you 
fee ,  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  Proofes.  The  Mantle 

of  Queen  Hermiones :  her  Jewel  about  the  Neck  of  it  .* 
the  Letters  of  Amigontts  found  with  it,  which  they  know 

to  be  his  Character  ;  the  Majefty  of  the  Creature ,  in  re- 
femblancc  of  the  Mother  :  the  Affection  of  Noblenefs , 
which  Nature  fhewes  above  her  Breeding,  and  many  o- 
ther  Evidences,  proclaim  her,  with  all  certainty,  to  be 
the  Kings  Daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  meeting  of  the  two 
Kings  ? 

Gent.2.  No. 

Gent.  3.  Then  have  you  loft  a  Sight  which  was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 

held one  Joy  crown  anot  her,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  rhat 

it  feem'd  Sorrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them:  for  their 
Joy  waded  in  tears.  There  was  calling  up  of  Eyes,  hol- 

ding up  of  hands,  with  Countenance  of  fuch  diffraction, 
that  they  were  to  be  known  by  Garmenr,  not  by  Favour. 

Our 
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Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf,  for  joy  of 
his  found  Daughter ;  as  if  that  joy  were  now  become  a 
Loffe,  cries,  Oh,  thy  Mother,  thy  Mother :  then  askes 

Bohemia  forgiveneffe,  the,!  embraces  his  Son-in-law  : 
then  again  worreys  he  his  Diughter,  with  clipping  her. 
Now  he  thanks  the  old  Shepheard  (which  flands  by,  like 
a  weither-beaten  Conduit,  of  many  Kings  Reigns. )  I 
never  hi ard  of  fuch  ano  her  encounter  ;  which  lames  Re- 

port to  follow  it,  and  undo's  defcriprion  to  do  it. 
Gent.  2.  Whar, 'pray  you,  became  of  Antigonus,  thit 

cirryeJ  hence  the  Child  * 

he  at  that  time  over- Fond  of  the  Shepheards  daughter  (fb 
he  then  took  her  to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  Sea-fick, 
and  himfelf  little  tarter,  extremity  of  weather  contu 

nuing,  this  Myllery  remained  untiifcov.r'd,  Bur.  Ms  all 
one  10  me  :  for  had  I  been  the  finder-out  of  thisfecret, 

it  would  not  have  rellifh'd  among  my  other  difcrddits. 
Enter  Shepheard,  and  Clown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  will, 

and  already  appearing  in  the  bloffoms  of  their  For- tune. 

Shep.  Come  boy,  lam  paft  more  Children  :  but  thy 
Gen\  3.  Like  an  old  Tale  fhll,  which  will  have  matrer  Sonnes  and  Daughters  will  be  all  Gentlemen  born. 

to  rehearfe,  though  Credit  be  afieep,  and  not  an  ear  opem 

he  was  to_n  to  pieces  with  a  Bear.'  This  avouches  the 
Shepheards  fon ,  who  h\"  not  only  his  innocence  (which 
feems  much,)  to  juflifie  him,  but  a  Handkerchief  and 
Rings  of  his,  that  Pant;** know 

Gent.  1.  Whit  became  of  his  Bark,  and  his  Follow- 
ers ? 

Gent.  3.  WVackt  the  fame  infhnt  of  their  Miflers 
deuh,andin  the  view  of  the  Shepheard  :  fo  that  all  the 
Inftruments  which  aided  to  expofethe  Ch  id,  were  even 
then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But  oh  the  Noble  combu, 

thit  *cwix*  Joy  and  Sorrow  was  fought  in  Paulina.  She 

had  one  Eyedeclin'd  for  the  loffe  of  her  Hu<bmd,  ano- 
ther elevated,  that  the  O.acle  was  fulfill'd  :  She  lifted  the 

PrincclTe  from  the  Earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing, 
as  if  (lie  would  pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  flae  mighc  no 
more  be  in  danger  of  lolang. 

Gent.  1.  Trie  Dignity  of  this  Act  Was  worth  the  au- 
dience of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  ailed. 

Gent.  3.  One  of  the  prettiefl  touches  of  all ,  and  that 

which  angl'd  for  mine  Eies  (caught  the  water,  though 
no:  the  Fifh)was,  when  at  the  Relation  of  the  Queens 

Clow.  You  are  well  met  (  Sir;  )  you  deny'd  to  fight 
with  me  this  other  day,  becauie  I  was  no  Gentleman 
bo  n.  See  you  thefe  Clothes?  fay  you  fee  them  nor, 
and  think  me  (till  no  Gentleman  born :  You  were  bell 
|fay  ihefe  Robes  arc  not  Gentlemen  born.  Give  methe 

Lye:  do:  and  try  whether  lam  not  now  a  Gentleman 
born. 

Ant.  I  know  you  are  now  (  Sir  )  a  Gentleman  born. 
Clow.  I,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 
Shep.  And  fo  have  I,  Boy. 

Clou*.  So  you  have  :  but  I  was  a  Gentleman  Horn  be- 
fore my  Father:  for  the  Kings  Sonne  took  me  by  the 

hand,  and  call'd  me  bro.her;  and  then  the  two  Kings 
cali'd  my  Father  brother :  and  then  the  Prince  (my  bro- 

ther) and  the  Princeffe  (my  Siller  jcall'd  my  Father,father$ 
and  lb  we  wept and  ihere  was  the  full  Gentleman-like 
tearesthat  ever  we  fhe.J. 

Shep.  We  may  live  (Spitae )  to  fhed  many  more. 

( low.  1  .•  or  elfe  'twere  hard'luck,  being  in  foprepofte- rouseltareas  we  are* 

Am.  I  humbly  befeech  you  (Sir)  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worfhip,  and  to  give 

death  (with  the  manner  how  flae  cameto't,  'bravely  1  me  your  good  report  to  the  Prince  my  Mafler. 
confefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King)  how  attentlveneffe      Shep.  'Prethe  Sonne  do :  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  novV 

till  (from  0  ie  figne  of  dolour  to wounded  his  Duighte 
another)  Hie  did  (with  an  Alas)  1  would  fain  fay  ,  bleed 
Tears ;  for  I  am  fure,  my  heart  wept  blood.  Who  was 
moll  Marble  there  changed  colour :  fome  fwounded,  all 

forrowed:  if  all  the  World  could  have  fecn't,  the  Woe had  been  univerfall. 

Gent.  I.  Are  they  returned  to  the  Court  ? 
Gent.  3.  No:  The  Princeffe  heiringof  her  Mothers 

Statue  (which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina)  a  Piece  many 

years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd,  by  that  rare 
Italian  Mafler,  Julio  Romano,  who  (had  he  himfelf  eter- 

nity, and  could  but  breath  into  his  Work)  would  be- 
guile Nature  of  her  Culbm  ,  fo  perfectly  he  is  her  Ape  : 

He  fo  nee:  to  Hermlone,  hath  done  Hermlone,  that  rhey 
fay  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  (land  in  hope  of  anfwer. 

Tnither(with  all  greedineffe  of  affection)  are  they  gone, 
and  there  thev  intend  to  Sup. 

Gent.  2.  I  thought  fhe  had  fome  great  matter  there  in 
hand,  for  flae  hath  privately,  twice  or  thrice  a  day,  ever 
fance  the  death  of  H*rwiW,vifked  that  removed  houfe. 

Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoy- 
cing  ? 

Gent.  1.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  ha's  the  benefit 
of  scceffe  ?  every  wink  of  an  Eye,  fome  new  Grace  will  be 
born  l  our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  Knowledge. 

Le  *s  along.  Exit. 
Ant.  Now  (  had  I  not  the  dafh  of  my  former  life  in 

me)  would  Preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  broughc  the 
old  man  and  his  Sonne  aboard  the  Prince  y  told  him,  I 
heard  them  talk  of  a  Farthell,  and  I  know  not  what :  but 

we  are  Gentlemen, 

Clow.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 

Ant.  I,  and  it  like  your  good  Worfhip. 
Clow,  (.jive me  thy  hand:  I  will  fwear  to  the  Prince, 

thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  Fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 

Shep.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 
Clow.  Not  fwear  it ,  now  I  am  a  Gentleman  ?  Let 

Boo-es  and  Frahcklins  fay  it,  He  fwear  if, 
Shep.  How  if  it  be  falle  (Sonne?) 
Clow.  If  ic  be  nJre  fra  f  dfe,  a  true  Gentleman  may 

fwear  ic,  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  i  And  He  fwear  to 
the  Prince,  thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that 
thou  wilt  not  be  drunk  :  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  fel- 

low of  thy  hands  and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk  :  but  He 
fwear  it,  and  I  would  thou  wouldlt  be  a  tall  Fellow  of 

thy  hands. 
Aut.  I  will  prove  fo  (Sir)  to  my  power. 

Clow.  I,  by  any  means  prove  a  tail  Fellow :  if  I  do  not 

wonder  how  thou  da r'll  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being 
a  tall  Pel!ow,trult  me  not.  Harke,the  Kings  and  the  Prin- 

ces (our  Kindred)  are  going  to  fee  the  Queens  Picture. 

Come,  follow  us :  wee'l  be  thy  good  Mailer.  Exeunt. 

Selena  Tenia. 

Enter  Leontes,  Pollxenes,Florlz£ll>  Fcrdlta,  Camillot 
Paulina^  Hermtone  {like  a  Statue  :)  Lords,  &£. 

Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina^  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee? Pa*l. 
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Paul.  What  (Soveraign  Sir) 
I  didnoc  well,  1  meant  well :  all  my  Services 

You  h  we  paid  home.  But  that  you  nave  vouchfaf'd 
(VViti  your  Crown'd  B'other,  and  thefe  your  contracted 
Heirs  of  your  Kingdoms)  my  poor  Houfe  tovlfit } 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfvvcr. 
Leo.  O  Paulina, 

We  honour  you  with  trouble  :  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  Statue  of  our  Qneen.  Your  Gallery 

Have  wepafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  hngularities ;  but  wefaw  not 
That  which  my  Daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
TheS  atue  of  her  Mother. 

Paul.  As  fhe  liv'd  Peerleffe, 
So  her  dead  likeneffe  I  do  well  beleeve 

Excells  what  ever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  Man  hath  done:  therefore  Ikeepic 

Lovely,  apart.  But  here  it  is:  prepare 

To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 

Still  Sleep  mock'd  death  :  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well. 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  off 
Your  wonder :  but  yet  fpeak,  firfi  you  ( my  Liege) 
Comes  it  not  fomething  neer  i 

Leo.  Her  natural  Potfure. 

Chide  me  (dear  Stone)  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione  j  or  rather,  thou  art  fhe, 
In  thy  not  chiding :  for  fhe  was  as  tenoer 
As  infancy,  and  Grace.  But  yet  {Paulina) 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  noihing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

Pd.  Oh,  not  by  much. 
Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  Carvers  excellence. 

Wnich  lets  go-by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  fhe  liv'd  now. 
Leo.  As  now  fhe  might  have  done, 

So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.  Oh,  thus  fhe  flood, 
Even  with  fuch  Life  of  Majefty  (warm  Life, 

As  now  it  coldly  ftands)  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afham'd  :  Do's  nor.  the  Stone  rebuke  me, 
For  being  more  Stone  then  it?  Oh  Royal  Peece : 

There's  Magickin  thy  Ma  jetty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance  ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  Daughter  took  the  Spirits, 
Standing  like  Scone  with  thee. 

Perd.  And  give  me  leave, 

And  do  not  fay 'tis  Superftiiion,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  Bleffing.  Lady, 
Deer  Queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  tokiffe. 

Paul.  O, patience: 

The  Statue  is  but  newly  fix'd ;  the  Colour's Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  Sorrow  was  too  fore  la/d-on, 
Which  fixteen  Winters  cannot  blow  away, 

So  many  5ummers  dry  :  fcarce  any  Joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  ;  no  Sorrow, 

But  kill'd  it  felf  much  fooncr. 
Pol.  Deer  my  Brother, 

Let  him,  that  was  thecaufeof  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 

Will  peece  up  in  himfelf. 
Paul.  Indeed  my  Lord, 

If  I  had  thought  the  fight  of  my  poor  Image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you  (for  the  Stone  is  mine) 

Il'd  not  have  you  fhevv'd  it. Leo.  Doe  not  draw  the  Curtain. 

Paul.  No  longer  fhall  you ig^ze  on*t:  leaft  your  Fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  moves. 
Leo.  Let  be,  let  be, 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  me  thinks  already. 
(What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ? )  See  (my  Lord) 

Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done. 
The  very  life  fee  us  warm  upon  her  Lippe, 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  Eye  ha's  motion  in'r, 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  Arr. 

Paul.  /Ie  draw  the  Curtain : 

My  Lord's  almotl  fo  farre  tranfported,  that He'J  think  anon  it  lives. 
Leo.  Oh  fweet  Paulina, 

Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together : 
Mo  fetled  Sences  of  the  World  can  match 

The  pleafure  of  that  madnefle.  Let's  alone. 

Pau.  I  am  forry  (Sir)  I  have  thus  farre  fiirr'd  yoa  :  but I  could  afflict  you  further. 
Leo.  Doe  Paulina: 

For  this  affliction  ha's  a  tafle  as  fweet 
As  any  Cordial!  comfort.  Still  me  thinks 
There  is  an  ayre  comes  from  her.  What  fine  Chizzell 
Could  ever  yet  cue  breath?  Let  no  man  mock  me, 
Fori  will  kifle  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  Lord  forbear  j 
Trie  ruddineffe  upon  her  Lippe,  is  wet: 

You'll  marreit,  if  you  kifle  ic ;  flain  your  own 
With  Oyly  Painting :  fhall  I  draw  the  Curtain  ? 

Leo.  No not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Perd.  So  long  could  I 

Stand  by,  a  looker-on. 
Paul.  Either  forbear, 

Quit  prefently  the  Chappell,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement :  if  you  can  behold  ir, 
He  make  the  Statue  move  indeed ;  defcend, 

And  take  you  by  the  hand  :  but  then  you'll  think 
(Which  Iprotett  againft)  I  am  affiflcd 
By  wicked  Powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on  :  what  to  fpeak,  \ 

I  am  content  to  hear :  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Pau.  Itisrequir'd You  doe  awake  your  Faith :  then,  all  fland  flill : 
On:  thofe  that  think  it  is  unlawful  Bufineffe 

I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 
Leo.  Proceed: 

No  foot  fhall  ftirre, 

Pau.  Mufick  ;  awake  her.-  Strike : 

'Tis  time :  defcend  .*  be  Stone  no  more  :  approach : 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvaile :  Come  : 
He  fill  your  Grave  up :  ftirre,  nay,  come  away  : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numneffc :  (for  from  him 
Dear  Life  redeems  you)  you  perceive  fhe  ft irres : 
Start  no: :  her  Actions  fhall  be  holy,  as 

You  hear  my  fpell  is  lawful :  do  not  fhun  her, 
Untill  you  fee  her  dye  again  ;  for  then 
You  kill  her  double :  Nay,  prefent  your  hand  : 

When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her :  now  in  age, Is  fhe  become  the  Suitor  ? 

Leo.  Oh  fhe*s  warm : 
If  this  be  Magick,  let  it  be  an  Art 

 -  -  -    -  —  -  Law- 
J 
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Lawful  as  Eating. 
Pol.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck, 
If  (he  pertain  to  life,  let  he:  fpeak  too : . 

Pol.  I,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  flie  ha's  liv'd, Or  how  ftoln  from  the  dead  ? 

7*4*1.  That  flie  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  Tale  :  but  it  appears  lhe  lives, 

Though  yet  flie  fpeak  not.  Mark  a  little  while.* 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe  ( fair  Madam)  kneel  , 
And  pray  your  Mothers  blelTing  j  turn  good  Lady, 
Our  Perdita  is  found. 

Her.  You  gods  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  Viols  poure  your  graces 
Upon  my  Daughters  head  :  Tell  me  (mine  own) 

Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd?  Where  liv'd  ?  How  found 
Thy  F  uhers  Court  ?  For  chou  fhalt  hear  that  I 
Knowing  by  Paulina,  thac  the  Oracle 

Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being  ,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  rhe  Ifluc. 

Paul.  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 
Left  they  defire  (upon  this  pufh)  to  trouble 
Your  joyes  with  like  Relation.  Go  together 

You  precious  winners  all  .*  your  exultation 

Partake  to  every  one :  I  ( an  old  Turtle  J 

Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough,  and  there 
My  Mate  (that's  never  to  be  found  again) 
Lament  till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  peace  Paulina : 
Thou  fhouldft  a  husband  take  by  my  confent, 

As  I  by  thine  a  Wife.    This  is  a  Match,  i  ■ 

And  made  batween'sby  Vowes.  Thou  haft  found  mine, 
But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd  .•  for  I  faw  her 
(As  I  thought)  dead  :  and  have  (in  vain)  faid  many, 

A  prayer  upon  her  grave.  He  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  husband.  Come  Camillo, 

And  take  her  by  the  hand  :  whofe  worth,  and  honefty 

Is  richly  noted  :  and  here  juftified 

By  Us,  a  p.iir  of  Kings.    Let's  from  this  place. What  ?  look  upon  my  Brother:  both  your  pardons, 

That  ere  I  put  between  your  holy  lookes 

My  ill  fufpition :  Th:s  your  Son-in-law, 
And  Son  unto  the  King,  whom  heavens  dire£ting 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.  Good  Paulina^ 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  lcifureiy 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
PerformM  in  this  wide  gap  of  Time,  fince  firft 

Were  diflever'd.  Haftily  lead  away.  Exeunt, 

The  Names  of  the  Aftors. 

LEonteSy  King  of  S  id  Ha. 
Mamilius,j9Ung  Prince  of  Sicilia. 

Camillo.  "\ 
Antigo»ui.\  Four 
GleommsA  Lords  of  Sicilia, 
Dion.  J 

Hermione,  Queen  to  Leontes. 

Perdita.,  'Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione. 
Paulina  Wife  to  Antigontu. 

Emilia^  a  Lady. 

*Polixencs,  King  of  'Bohemia. 

Plori%,ely  Prince  of 'Bohemia. 
Old  Shepheardy  reputed  Father  of  Perdita. 
Clown  his  Son. 

Autolicusy  a  Rogue. 
Archidamtu,  a  Lord  of  Bohemia. 
Other  Lords,  and  Gentlemen^  and  Servants, 

Shepherds,  and  Shepherdess. 

FI  AC  IS. 
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oABtts  Trimm,  Selena  irrimfa 

"Enter  King  John,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Efex,  and  Sa- 
lisbury, vtith the ChattjUon  of  France. 

King  John. 
Ow  fay  Chatty  Hon,  what  would  France  with  us? 

Chat .  Thus  ( after  greeting,)  fpcaks  the  King 
of  France. 

In  my  behaviour  to  the  Majefty, 
The  borrowed  Ma  jetty  of  England  here. 

EU.  A  ftrange  beginning -.borrowed  Majefty, 
K.  John.  Silence  f  good  Mocher)  hear  the  Embaflle. 

Chat.  Philtp  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 

Of  thy  deceafed  brother,  Geffreys  fon, 

Arthur  Plantaganet  layes  molt  lawfnl  claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland,  and  the  Territories : 

To  Ireland,  PoyEliers,  Anjowe,  Loraine,  Maine, 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  fword 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  Titles, 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthurs  hand, 

Thy  Nephew,  and  right  Royal  Soveraign. 
K.  loh.  What  follows  if  we  difallow  of  this? 

Chat.  The  proud  controle  of  fierce  and  bloody  warre, 
To  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  withheld. 

K.  John.  Here  have1  we  war  for  war,&  blood  for  blood, Controlement  for  controlement :  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  Kings  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
Thefartheft  limitof  my  Embaflie. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  forepart  in  peace, 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eies  of  France ; 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there ; 
The  Thunder  of  my  Canon  fhall  be  heard. 

So  hence  .•  be  thou  the  Trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  fullen  prefage  of  your  own  decay : 
An  honorable  conduct  let  him  have, 

Pembroke  look  to't :  farewell  Chattilion. 
Exit  Chat,  and  Pern. 

Eli.  What  now  my  fonne,  have  I  not  everfrid 
How  that  ambitious  Confiance  would  not  ceafe 
Till  fhc  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world, 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fonne  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
With  very  eafie  arguments  of  tove, 
Which  now  the  mannage  of  two  kingdoms  mutt 
With  fearful  bloody  iffue  arbitrate. 

K.  John,  diir  ftrong  polTeflion,  and  our  right  for  us. 
Eli.  Your  ftrong  pouefllon  much  more  than  your  right 

Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me, 
So  much  my  conscience  whifpers  in  your  eare, 

Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you  and  I  fhall  hear : Enter  a  Sheriff. 

Efex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfie 
Co  ne  from  the  Countrey  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
Thu  ere  I  heard,  fhall  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K.fohn.  Lec  them  approach  : 
Our  Abbies  and  our  Priories  fhall  pay 

This  expeditions  charge.  What  men  are  you  ? 
Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge  and  Philip. 

Philip.  Your  faithful  ftibjecl,  I  a  Gentleman, 
Born  in  Northamptonfhire,  andeideftfon 

I  fuppote  to  Fan  icon bridge, 
A  Souldier  by  the  Honour-giving-hand 
Of  Cordelion,  Knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  ? 
Robert.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge. 
K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  Hcyr  ? 

You  came  not  of  one  Mother  then  it  feems. 
Philip.  Moft  certain  of  one  Mother,  mighty  King, 

That  is  well  known,  and  as  i  think  one  father  .* 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 

I  put  you  o're  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  mens  children  may. 
Ell  Out  on  thee  rude  man, thou  doft  fhame  thy  mother, 

And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I  Madam  ?  No  ?  I  have  no  reafon  for  ir, 
That  is  my  brothers  plea,  and  none  of  mine, 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  a  pops  me  out, 
At  leaft  from  far  five  hundred  pound  a  year : 

Heaven  guard  my  Mothers  honour,  and  my  Land. 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow.-why  being  younger  born 
Doth  he  lay  claim  ro  thine  inheritance  ? 

Phil.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  Land  3 
But  once  he  flandered  me  with  Baftardy  : 
But  where  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no, 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mothers  head, 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot  my  Liege 
(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  painsfor  me) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  your  felf 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fonne  like  him  ? 
0  old  Sir  Robert  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 
K.John.Why  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heaven  lent  us  here? 
Ele.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cordelions  face, 

The  accent  of  his  tongue  affedteth  him  : 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  ©f  my  fonne 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

C  c  it.  John. 
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K.  Jehu.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  perfect  Richard  :  firrah  fpeak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brothers  Land  ? 

Philip.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face  lik^  my  Father, 
With  half  that  face  would  he  have  all  my  Land, 

A  half-fac'd  groat,  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ? 

Rob.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd, Your  brother  did  imploy  my  father  much. 

'Phil.  Well  fir,  by  this  you  cannot  gee  my  Land, 

Your  tale  mult  be  how  he  imploy 'd  my  Mother. 
Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  Embaffie 

To  Germany ■>  there  with  theEmperour 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time : 

Th'advant.ige  of  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  fathers ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fhame  to  fpeak 

But  truth  is  truth,  large  lengths  of  Seas  and  Shores 
Between  my  father,  and  my  mother  lay, 
As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf 
When  this  fame  lufty  Gentleman  was  got : 

Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  Will  bequeath'd 
His  lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death 
That  this  my  Mothers  fon  was  none  of  his ; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time  : 

Then  good  my  Liedge  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My  fathers  Land,  as  was  my  fathers  Will. 

K.Joh.  Sirra,  your  brother  is  Legittimate, 
Your  fathers  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  : 

And  if  fhe  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers, 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazzards  of  all  Husbands 

That  marry  wives :  tell  me,  how  if  my  brother 
Who  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  Son, 

Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his, 
Infooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  Calfe,  bred  from  his  Cow  from  all  the  world : 

Infooth  he  might :  then  if  he  were  my  brothers, 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him,  nor  your  father 
Being  none  of  his,refufe  him :  this  concludes, 
My  Mothers  fon  did  get  your  Farhers  heire, 
Your  Fathers  heir  mull  have  your  Fathers  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  fathers  Will  be  of  no  force, 

Todifpoffeffe  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 
Phil.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoffeffe  me  Sir, 

Then  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 
Eli.  Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  F  aulconbridge, 

And  like  thy  brother  to  enjoy  thy  Land : 
Or  the  reputed  fon  oiCordelion 
Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  Land  befide. 

Baft.  Madam,  and  if  my  brother  had  my  Chape 
And!  had  his,  Sir  Roberts  his  like  him, 

And  if  my  leggs  were  two  fuch  riding  rods, 

My  armes,fuch  Ee!e-skins  fiuft,  my  face  fo  thin, 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  Role, 

Left  men  fhould  fay,  look  where  three  farthings  goes, 
And  to  his  fhape  were  heire  ro  all  this  Land, 
Would  I  might  never  ftirre  from  offthis  place, 
I  would  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face  : 
I  would  not  be  fir  nobbe  in  any  cafe. 

EH.  I  like rhee  well :  wilt  thouforfake  thy  fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  Land  to  him,  and  follow  me? 
Iam  a  fouldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Hafi.  Brother,  take  you  my  Land,  He  take  my  chance; 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  3  year, 

Yet  fell  your  fice  for  five  pence  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  He  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

EH.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither . 
Baft.  Our  Countrey  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Baft.  Philip  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  name  begun, 

Philip,  good  old  Sir  Roberts  wives  eldeft  fon. 
K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name 

Whofe  form  thou  beareft  : 

Kneel  thou  down  Philip-,  but  rife  more  great, 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plantagenet. 

Baft.  Brother  by  th'mothers  fide,  give  me  your  hand, 
My  father  gave  me  Honour,  yours  gave  Land, 
Now  blefled  be  the  hour  by  night  or  day 
When  I  was  got  Sir  Robert  was  away, 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagemt : 
I  am  thy  Grandame  Richard,  call  me  fo. 

"Baft.  Madam  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  what  thoj 
Something  about  a  little  from  the  right, 
In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  ore  the  hatch  : 
Who  dares  not  ftirre  by  day,  mult  walk  by  night, 
And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  : 
Neer  or  farr  off,  well  wonne  is  (fill  well  fhor, 
And  I  am  I,  how  ere  I  was  begot. 
K>  John.  Go  Faulcotibridge,  now  haft  thou  thy  defire, 

A  Landlefl'e  Knight,  makes  thee  a  Landed  Squire: Come  Madam,  and  come  Richard)  wemuftfpeed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  then  need. 

Baft.  Brother  adieu,  good  fortune  come  to  thee, 

For  thou  waft  got  i'th  way  of  honefty. Exeunt  all  but  Bajiard. 

Bali.  Afoot  of  honour  better  then  I  was, 

But  many  a  many  foot  of  Land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  have  a  Lidy  ; 
Good  denne  Sir  Richard,  Godamercy  fellow, 

And  if  his  name  be  George,  He  call  him  Peter  j 
For  new  made  honour  doth  forget  mens  names ; 

'Tis  too  refpe&ive,  and  too  fociable 
For  your  converfion,  now  your  traveller, 
He  and  his  Tooth-pick,  at  my  worfhips  meffe, 

And  when  my  Knightly  ftomack  is  fuffis'd, Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth  and  Catechize 
My  picked  man  of  Countreys:  my  dear  fir, 
Thus  leaning  on  mint  elbow  I  begin, 
I  fhall  befeech  you  ;  that  is  queftion  now, 

And  then  comes  anfwer  like  an  Abfey-book : 

O  fir,  fays  anfwer,  ac  your  beft  command, 

At  your  employment,  at  your  fervice  fir : 
No  fir,  fays  queftion,  Ifweet  fir  at  yours, 
And  foere  anfwer  knows  what  queftion  would, 

Saving  in  Dialogue  of  Complement, 
And  talking  of  the  Alpes  and  Appenines, 
The  Pyrennean  and  the  river  Pot, 
It  draws  towards  fupper  in  conclufion  fo. 
But  this  is  worfhipful  fociecy, 

And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit  like  my  felf ; 
For  he  is  but  a  Baftard  to  the  time 
That  doth  not  fmoak  of  obfervation, 
And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmackor  no  j 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement  • 
But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poyfbn  for  the  ages  tooth, 
Which  though  I  will  not  pracrife  to  deceive, 
Yet  to  avoid  deceit  I  mean  to  learn ; 

For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  ray  rifing  i 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  Robes  ? 

Whac 
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What  woman  poft  is  this  ?  hath  (he  no  Husband 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

O  me,  'tis  my  Mother :  how  now  good  Lady, 
What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 

Enter  Lady  F  aulcoubridge  and  James  Gttrnej. 

Lady.  Where  is  that  fhve  thy  Brother  ?  where  is  he  ? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down. 

Ball,  My  brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Roberts  fon  : 
Colbrand  the  Gyant  that  fame  mighty  man, 
Is  ic  Sir  Roberts  fon  that  you  feek  fo  ? 

Lady.  Sit  Roberts  fon,  I  thou  unreverend  boy, 

Sir  Roberts  fon,  why  fcorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Roberts  fon,  and  fo  art  thou. 

Baft,  f  antes  Gonrney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  white? 
Gonr,  vJood  leave  good  Philip. 
Baft.  Philip.,  fparrow,  James, 

There's  toys  abroad,  anon  lk  tell  thee  more. 

Exit  James. Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Roberts  Son, 

'  Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  good  Friday,  and  nere  broke  his  fall : 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well,  marry  to  confeffe 
Could  get  me,  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it  5 

We  know  his  handy-work,  therefore  good  Mother 
To  whom  ami  beholding  for  thefe  limbs  ? 

Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  chis  legge. 
Lady.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  brother  too, 

That  for  chine  own  gain  fhouldft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
Whatmenns  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

Baft.  Knighc,  Knight,  good  Mother,  Bafilifco-like. 

What,  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  fhouldcr,  ? But  Mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Roberts  fon, 

I  havedifclaim'd  Sir  Robert  and  my  Land, 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone ; 

Then  good  my  Mother,  let  me  know  my  Father,  ;  V 
Some  proper  man  I  hope,  who  was  ic  Mother  ? 

Lady.  Haft  thou  denyed  thy  felf  a  F  anlconbridge  ? 

"Baft.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  Devil. 
Lady.  King  Richard  Cordelian  was  thy  Father, 

By  long  and  vehement  fuit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  Husbands  bed  : 
Heaven  lay  not  my  tranfgreflion  to  my  charge, 
That  art  the  iflue  of  my  dear  offence 

Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 
Baft.  Now  by  this  light  were  I  to  get  again, 

Madam  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father : 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  priviledge  on  earth, 
And  fo  doch  yours :  your  fault  Was  not  your  folly, 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love, 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force, 
The  awIefleLion  could  not  wage  the  fiohr, 
;  Nor  keep  his  Princely  heart  from  Richards  hand: 
j  He  that  perforce  robs  Lions  of  their  hearts, 
May  eafily  win  a  womans :  aye  my  Mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father : 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didrt  not  well 
When  I  was  gor,  He  fend  his  foul  to  hell 
Come  Lady  I  will  fhew  thee  to  my  kin, 
And  they  fhall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fin| 
Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes,  I  fay  'twas  not. 

Selena  fecunda. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  before  Angiers,  Philip  King  of  France,  Lewis ,  DauI-\ 
phin,  Aufkria,  Conftance,  Arthur. 

Lewis.  Before  Angiers  well  met  brave  Auftriat 
Arthur  thar  great  forerunner  of  thy  blood, 

Richard  that  rob'd  the  Lion  ®f  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  Holy  warrs  in  faleftm, 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  grave  I 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 

At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come , 
To  fpread  his  colours  boy,  in  thy  behalf, 
And  co  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  Uncle  Englifh  Iohn, 

Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 
Arth.  God  fhall  forgive  you  Cordelions  death 

The  rather,  that  you  give  his  ofT-fpring  life, 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  warre: 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerleffc  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  Love, 

Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers  Duke. 

Lewis.  A  noble  boy,  who  would  not  do  thee  right? 
Auft.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifle, 

As  leal  to  this  Indenture  of  my  love : 

That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return 
Till  Angiers  and  the  right  thou  haft  mFrance] 

Together  with  that  pale,  that  whire-fae'd  fhore, 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  Oceans  roaring  tides  3  - 
And  coops  from  other  Linds  her  Iflanders, 

Even  till  that  England  hedg'd  in  with  the  main, That  water-walled  Bulwark,  ftill  fecurc 
And  confident  from  forrain  purpofes, 
Even  till  that  ucmoft  corner  of  the  Weft 

Salute  thee  for  her  King,  till  then  fair  boy 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  Arms. 

Confl.  O  take  his  Mothers  thanks,a  widdows  thanks, 
Till  your  ftrong  hand  fhall  help  to  give  him  ftrength, 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Auft.  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs  that  life  their  fwords  j 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  warre. 

King.  Well,  then  to  work  our  Cannon  fhall  be  bent 
Agiinft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town, 
Call  for  our  cbiefeft  men  of  difcipline, 

To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages : 

We'l  lay  before  this  Town  our  Royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  Marker-place  in  French-mens  blood. 
But  we  will  mike  it  fubjetSt  to  this  boy. 

Conft.  Stiy  for  an  anfwer  to  your  Embaflie, 

Left  unadvif'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood ; 
M/  Lord  Chattilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace  which  here  we  urge  in  warre, 
And  then  we  fhall  repent  each  drop  of  blood, 

I  That  hoc  rafti  hafte  fo  indirectly  fhed. 
Enter  Chattilion, 

j    King.  A  wonder  Lady ;  lo  upon  thy  wifli 

Our  Meffenger  Chattillion  is  arriv'd, Whar  Englandhys,  fay  briefly  gentle  Lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee,  Chattillionfye&. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  fiege, 
And  ftirre  them  up  againft  a  mightier  task: 
£»g/W  impatient  of  your  juft  demands, 
Hach  put  himfelf  in  Arms,  the  adverfe  winds 

Cfi  Whofe  I 
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Whofe  Icifurc  I  have  ftaid,  have  given  him  time 

To  Land  his  Legions  all  as  foon  ?s  I : 

His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  Town, 

His  forces  fttong,  his  fouldiers  confident : 

With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother  Queen, 

An  Ace  ftirring  him  to  bloud  and  ftrife, 

With  her  her  Neece,  the  Lady  'Blanch  of  Spain, 

With  them  a  Baftard  of  the  King  deceaf'd, 
And  all  th'unfctled  humours  of  the  Land, 

Rafh,  inconfiderate,  fiery  voluntaries, 

With  Ladies  faces,  and  fierce  Dragons  fplccns, 

Hive  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 

Bearing  their  birth-right  proudly  on  their  backs, 

To  make  a  hazzard  of  new  fortunes  here- 

in brief,  a  braver  choife  of  dauntlefle  fpirits 

Then  now  the  Englifh  bottoms  have  waft  o're, Did  never  float  upon  the  (welling  tide, 

To  do  offence  and  (cathe  in  Chriftendome : 

The  interruption  of  their  churlifh  Drums 

Cuts  off  more  circumftance,  they  are  at  hand  ; 
Drums  beats. 

To  parly  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

King.  How.  much  unlook'd  for,  is  this  expedition. 
Auft.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 

We  muft  awake  endeavour  for  defence, 

For  cour?ge  mounted  with  occafion, 

Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 

Enter  King  of  England,  Baftard,  Queen,  Blanch,  Vembrool^ 
and  others. 

K.John.  Peace  be  to  France  :  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  ; 

If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  Heaven. 
Whiles  we  Gods  wrathful  agent  do  correct 

Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  Heaven. 

Fran.  Peacebe  to  England,  if  that  warre  return 

From  France  .to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace  : 

England  we  love,  and  for  that  England*  fake, 
With  burden  of  our  armour  here  wefweat : 

This  toyl  of  ours  fhpuld  be  a  work  of  thine, 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  farre 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  his  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  poiierity, 
Out- freed  Infant  State,  2nd  done  a  rape 

Upon  the  Maiden-vertue  of  the  Crown: 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffreys  face, 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his ; 
This  little  abftnet  doth  contain  th.it  large, 
Which  died  in  Geffry ;  and  the  hand  of  time, 
S h j  1 1  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  volume  : 

That  Geffry  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
And  this  his  fon,  England  wis  Geffreys  rig hr, 

And  this  is  Geffreys  in  the  Name  of  God  : 

How  comes  it  i  hen  that  thou  art  cal I'd  a  King, 

When  living'blood  doth  in  thefe  Temples  beat 
Which  owe'the  Crown  that  thou  o're-maftereft  ? 

K.  fohu.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  Commiflion 
To  draw  my  anfwerfrom  thy  Articles  ?  (France, 

Fra.  From  that  fupernal  judge  that  ftirs  good  thoughts 
In  any  brealt  of  ftrong  authority, 

To  lo->k  in  o  the  blocs  and  ftains  of  right, 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  ro  this  boy, 

Under  whofe  w-arrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong, 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it.  . 

K.  loh.  Alack  thoudoft  ufurp  authority. 
Fran.  Excufeit  is  to  beat  ufurping  down. 
Queen,  Who  is  it  thou  doft  call  ufurper  France  ? 
Cmft.  Let  me  make  anfwer :  thy  ufurping  fon, 
Queen.  Out  infolent,  thy  Baftard  fhall  be  King, 

That  thou  maift  be  a  Queen  and  check  the  world. 

Conft.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  Son  as  true 
As  thine  was  to  thy  Husband,  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey 

Then  thou  and  John,  in  manners  being  as  like, 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  damme. 

My  boy  a  baftard  ?  by  my  foul  I  think 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot, 

It  cannot  be,  and  it'  thou  wert  his  mother. 
Qu.  There's  a  good  mother  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 
Confi.  There's  a  good  Grandame  boy That  would  blot  thee. 

Auft.  Peace. 
Baft.  Hear  the  Cryer. 
Auft.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 
Baft.  One  that  will  play  the  devil  fir  with  you,  » 

And  a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone : 
You  are  the  Hare  of  who  n  the  Proverb  goes 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lyons  by  the  beard ; 

lie  fmoak  your  skin-coar,  and  I  catch  you  right, 

Sirrah  look  to't,  yfaithlwill,  yfaith. 
Blan.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lyons  robe, 

That  did  difrobe  the  Lyon  of  that  robe. 

Baft.  It  lyes  as  fightly  on  the  back  of  him 
As  gteat  Alcides  fhooes  upon  an  Afie  : 
But  Aife,  He  take  that  burden  from  your  back, 
Or  lay  on  that  (hall  make  your  fhoulders  craek. 

Auft.  What  cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  cars 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ? 
King  Lewis  determine  what  we  (hall  do  ftrait. 

Lew.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  conference. 

King  Jehu,  this  is  the  very  fumrne  of  all  : 
England  and  Jreland,Angiers,  Torain,  Main, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  1  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  Arms  ? 

Jehn.  My  life  as  foon  ;  I  do  defie  thee  France. 
Arthur  of  Britain,  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And  out  of  my  deer  love  He  give  thee  more, 
Then  ere  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win ; 
Submit  thee  boy. 

Queen.  Come  to  thy  Grandame  child. 
Ctntt.  Do  child,  go  to  it  grandame  child, 

Give  Grandame  kingdom,  and  it  Grandame  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry  and  a  figge, 

There's  a  good  Grandame. 
Arthur.  Good  my  mother  peace, 

I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave, 

1  am  not  worth  this  coyl  that's  made  for  me.      ( weeps. 
£u.  Mo.  His  Mother  fhames  him  fo,  poor  boy  he 

Conft.  Now  fhame  upon  you  where  (he  does  or  no. 
His  Grandames  wrongs,  and  not  his  Mothers  fhames 
Draws  tho(e  Heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 
Which  heaven  (hall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  : 

I,  with  thefe  Criftall  beads  heaven  (hall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  juftice  and  revenge  on  you. 

Qu.  Thou  monftrous  (landerer  of  heaven  and  earth. 
Conft.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Call  not  me  (landerer,  thoa  and  thine  ufurp 
The  Domination,  Royalties  and  Rights 
Of  this  opprefled  boy ;  this  is  thy  eldcft  fons  fon, 
Infonunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee ; 

_____  Thy 
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Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child, 
The  Canon  of  the  Law  is  laid  on  him* 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  womb. 

John.  Bedlam  have  done. 

Confi.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  fin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her,  chc  plague 
On  this  removed  iffue,  plagued  for  her, 
And  with  her  plague  her  lin :  his  injury 
Her  injury  the  Beadle  to  her  fin, 

AH  punifh'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her,  a  plague  upon  her. 

Que.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  Will,  thac  barrs  the  title  of  thy  (on. 

Conft.  I  who  doubts  thac,  a  Will :  a  wicked  will, 
A  womans  will,  a  cankered  Grandames  will. 

Fran.  Peace  Lady,  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate, 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence  to  cry  ay  me 
To  thefe  ill  tuned  repetitions : 
Some  Trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angiers,  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthurs  or  Johns. 

found  Trumpets. 
Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  walls. 

Citi.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 

Fran.  'Tis  France,  for  England. 
John.  England  for  it  felf  : 

You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  (ub je&s. 
Fran.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthurs  fubje&s 

Our  Trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 
lohny  For  our  advantage,  therefore  hear  us  firft : 

Thefc  flags  of  France  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profpect  of  your  Town, 

Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. The  Canons  have  their  bowels  fell  of  wrath, 

And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 

Their  Iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls ; 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  fiegc 
And  mercilefs  proceeding,  by  thefe  French. 
Comfort  your  Cities  eyes,  your  winking  gates : 
And  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftones, 
That  as  a  wafte  doth  girdle  you  about 

i  By  thecompulfionof  their  ordinance, 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  difhabited,  and  widehavock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace, 
But  on  the  light  of  us  your  lawful  King, 
|  Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 
Have  brought  a  counter-check  before  your  gates, 

,;  To  fave  unferaeh'd  your  Cities  threatned  cheeks : 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  parle. And  now  inftead  of  bullets  wrapt  in  fire 
To  make  a  fhaking  Feaver  in  your  waifs, 
They  fhoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  fmoak, 
Tc  make  a  faithleffe  error  in  your  ears, 
Which  truft  accordingly  kind  Citizens, 

And  letusin.  Your  King, whofe  labour'd  fpir'us Fore-wearied  in  this  action  of  fwifc  fpeed, 
Craves  harbourage  within  your  City  walls. 

Fran.  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both. 
Loe  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protection 
Is  mcft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  h*m  it  holds,  {lands  young  Plantagenet, Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 

And  King  ore  him, and  all  that  he  enjoyes : 
For  this  dowH-troden  equity,  we  tread  . 

In  warlike  march,  thefe  greens  before  your  Town, 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you 
Then  the  conftraint  of  Hofpitable  zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppreffed  child,  . 

Religioufly  provokes.  Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty  which  you  truly  owe, 
To  him  that  owes  it,  namely,  this  young  Prince, 
And  then  our  Arms,  like  to  a  muzled  Bear, 

Save  in  afpeft,  hath  all  offence  feal'd  up : 
Our  Canons  malice,  vainly  fhall  befpent 

Againft  th'invulnerable  clouds  of  Heaven, 
And  with  a  bleffed,  and  un-vext  retire, 

With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  Helmets  all  unbruif'd, We  will  bear  home  thatlufty  blood  again, 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  Town, 

And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  paffe  our  proffer 'd  offer, 
'Tis  not  the  rounder  of  your  old-fae'd  walls, 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war, 

Though  all  thefe  Englifh,  and  their  difcipline 

Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference : 
Then  tell  us,  Shall  your  City  call  us  Lord, 

In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it  ? 
Or  fhall  we  give  thefignal  to  our  rage, 
And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  poffeftion  ? 

Citi.  In  brief  we  are  the  King  ofEnglands  fubje&S, 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  Town. 

John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,and  let  me  in. 
Citi.  That  can  we  not :  but  he  that  proves  the  King 

To  him  will  we  prove  loyal,  till  that  time 

Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 
John.  Doth  not  the  Crown  of  England,  prove  the King? 

And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnefles 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  Englandsbrced* 

Bafi.  Baftards  and  elfe. 
John.  To  verifie  our  title  with  their  lives. 
Fran.  As  many  and  as  well  born  bloods  as  thofei 

Bail-.  Some  Baftards-foo. 
Fran.  Standin  his  face  to  contradict  his  claim. 

Citi.  Till  you  {compound  whofe  right  is  worthieft, 
We  for  the  worthieft  hold,  the  right  from  both. 

John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofc  fouls, 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall  fhall  fleet 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  Kingdoms  King. 

Fran.  Amen,  Amen,  mount  Chevaliers  to  Arms* 

Baft.  Saint  George  thatfwindg'd  the  Dragon, 
And  ere  fince  fits  on's  horfeback  at  mine  Hoftelfe  door, 
Teach  us  fome  fence.  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 

At  your  den  firrah,  with  your  Lyonneffe, 
I  would  let  an  Ox-head  to  your  Lyons  hide; 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you, 

Auft.  Peace  no  more. 
Baft.  O  tremble  :  for  you  hear  the  Lyon  roar. 

John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain,  where  we'l  fet  forth 
In  heft  appointment  all  our  Regiments. 

"Baft.  Speed  then  to  take  advantage  of  the  field. Fran.  It  fhall  be  fo,  and  at  the  ocher  hill 

Command  the  reft  to  ftand.  God  and  our  right.  Exeunt. 

Here  after  ex-cur fions,  enter  the  Herald ef  France 
with  Trumpets  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Angiers  open  wide  your  gates, 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britain  in, 

C  c  }  Who 
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Who  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englifh  Mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcattercd  on  the  bleeding  ground : 
Many  a  widdows  Husband  groveling  lyes, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcoloured  earth, 
And  victory  with  little  lolTedoth  play 

Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French, 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplayed 
To  enter  Conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 

Arthur  of  Britain,  Englands  King,  and  yours. 

Enter.  Englijh  Herald  with  T rumpet. 

E.  Har.  Rejoyce  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your  bels, 
King  lohtty  your  King  and  E»glands,  doth  approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day, 

Their  Armours  that  march'd  hence  fo  filver  bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen*  blood : 
There  (luck  no  plume  in  any  Englifh  Creft, 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaffe  of  France. 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands 

That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  marcht  forth 
And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  Huntfmen  come 
Our  lufty  Englifh,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Dide  in  the  dying  flaughter  of  their  foe;. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

Hub.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might  behold 
From  firft  to  laft,  theon-fet  and  retire, 
Of  both  your  Armies  ,whofe  equality 
By  our  bell  eyes  cannot  be  cenfurcd  :  (blows 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwered 
Strength  match  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted 

power. 
Both  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like : 

One  muft  prove  greateft.  While  they  weigh  fo  even, 
We  hold  our  Town  for  neither :  yet  for  both. 

Enter  the  two  Kings  with  their  powers 

at  fever at  doors. 

lohn.  France,  haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft  away  ? 
Say,  fhall  the  currant  of  our  right  run  on, 
Whofe  paffage  vextwith  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  ore-fwell 

Wuheourfe  difturb*d  even  thy  confining  fhores, 
Unleffe  thou  let  his  filver  Water,  keep 
A  peaceful  progreffe  to  the  Ocean. 

Fran.  England  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop  of  blood In  this  hot  trial  more  than  we  of  France. 

Rather  loft  more.  And  by  this  hand  I  fvvear 
That  fways  the  earth  this  Climat  over -looks, 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  juft  born  Arms, 

We'i  put  thee  do.vn,  gainft  whom  chefe  Arms  we  bear, 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  : 
Gracing  the  fcroul  that  tells  of  this  wars  loffe, 

With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 
Haft.  Ha  Majefty :  how  high  thy  glory  towers, 

When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire  : 
Oh  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel, 

The  f words  of  Souldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  phangs, 
And  now  he  feafts,  moufing  the  flefh  of  men 

In  undetermin'd  differences  of  Kings. 
Wny  ftmd  chefe  royall  fronts  amazed  thus : 

Cry  h^vock  Kings,  b.-ckto  the  ftained  field 
j  You  equal  Porents,  fiery  kindled  fpirits, 
Then  let  ccmfiifion  of  onep.irr  confirm 
The  others  pe^ce :  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death. 

lohn.  Whofe  parry  do  the  Townfmen  yet  admit  ? 

Fran.  Speak  Citizens  for  England,  who's  your  King. 
Hub.  The  Kin«  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King. 

Fran.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right. 
lohn.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  Deputy, 

And  bear  poffeffion  of  our  Perfon  here, 

Lord  of  our  prefence  Angiers ,  and  if  you. 

Fran.  A  greater  power  than  We  denies  all  this, And  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 

Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong  barr'd  gates : 

Kings  of  our  fear,  until  our  fears  refolv'd 

Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  dcpof'd. 
Baft.  By  heaven,  chefe  fcroylescf  Angiers  flout  you 

And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements,  (Kings 
As  in  a  Theater,  whence  they  gape  and  point, 
Ac  your  indufirious  Scenes  andaiis  of  death. 

"Your  Royal  prefences  be  rul'd  by  me, 
Do  like  the  Murines  of  ler*t[akm-> 

Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjoyntly  bend, 

Your  fharpeft  deeds  of  malice  on  this  Town. 

By  Eaft  and  Weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  Canon  charged  to  the  mouths, 

Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  braul'd  dowa The  flinty  ribs  df  this  contemptuous  City, 

I'de  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  Jades, Even  till  unfenced  cWolation 

Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  Air : 
That  done,  diffever  your  united  ftrengths* 

And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again, 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point : 
Then  in  a  moment  Fortune  fhall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  Minion. 
To  whom  in  favour  fhe  fhall  give  the  day, 
And  kiffc  him  with  a  glorious  victory : 
How  like  you  this  wild  counfel  mighty  States, 
Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  policy  ? 

lohn.  Now  by  the  Sky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well.  France,  fhall  we  knit  our  powers, 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground, 
Then  after  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Haft,  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 

Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  pcevifh  Town : 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  Artillery , 

As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  faucy  walls, 

And  when  chac  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  heaven  or  hell. 

Fran.  Let  it  befo  :  fay,  where  will  you  aflaulc  ? 
John.  We  from  the  Weft  will  fend  deftru&ion 

Into  this  Cities  bofom. 

Auft.  I  from  the  North. 
Fran.  Our  Thunder  from  the  South, 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  Town, 

Baft.  O  prudent  difcipline From  North  to  South : 
Atiftrla  and  France  fhoot  in  each  others  mouth, 
lie  ftirr  them  to  it :  come,  away,  away. 

Hub.  Hear  us  great  Kings,vouchfafe  awhile  to  ftay 

And  I  fhall  fhew  you  peace,  and  fair  fae'd  league 
Win  you  this  City  without  ftroak, or  wound, 
Refcue  thofe  Breathing  lives  to  dye  in  beds, 
That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field. 

Perfeverc  not,  but  hear  me  mighty  Kings. 
lohn.  Speak  on  with  favour,  we  are  bent  to  hear. 
Hub.  Thac  daughcer  chere  of  Spain,  the  Lady  Blanch 

Is  neer  to  England,  look  upon  the  \eirs 
Of  Lewis  the  Dolphin,  and  that  lovely  maid. 
If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty, 

  Where 
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Where  fhould  he  find  it  fairer,  than  in  Blanch : 

If  zealous  Love  go  in  fearch  of  vertue, 

Where  fhould  he  find  ic  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 

If  Love  ambitious,  fought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whole  veins  bound  richer  blood  then  Lady  Blanch  ? 
Such  as  fhe  is,  in  beaucy,vertue,  birth, 

Is  the  young  Dolphin  every  way  compleac, 
If  no:  compleat  of,  fay  he  is  not  fhe, 

And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  mine  want,- 
If  want  ic  be  not,  that  fhe  is  not  he  : 

He  is  the  half  pare  of  a  blefied  man, 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhe, 
And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 

Whofe  fu'.neffeof  perfection  lies  in  him. 
0  two  fuch  filver  Currents  when  chey  joyn, 

Do  glorifie  the  banks  chat  bound  them  in : 
And  two  fuch  fhores,  to  two  fuch  ftrcams  nude  one,. 
Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be,  Kings, 
To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  marry  them: 
This  union  fhall  do  more  chan  battery  can, 

To  our  faftclofed  gates :  for  at  this  match, 

With  fw'ifter  fpleen  than  powder  can  enforce, 
The  mouth  of  paffage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance :  but  withouc  this  match. 
The  Sea  enraged  is  noc  halfe  fo  deaf, 
Lyons  more  confidenc,  Mountains  and  Rocks, 
More  free  from  Motion,  no  noc  deach  himfelf 

In  mortall  fury  half  fo  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  this  City. 

Baft.  Here's  a  ftay, That  fhakes  the  rotten  carkaffe  of  old  death 

Out  of  his  raggs.  Here's  a  large  mouth  indeed, 
That  fpits  forth  deach,  and  Mouncains,Rocks,andSeaSj 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lyons, 
As  Maids  of  thirteen  do  of  Puppi-dogs. 
What  Cannoneer  begoe  this  iufty  blood, 
He  fpeaks  plain  Cannon  fire,and  fmoak,  and  bounce, 
He  gives  the  Baftinado  with  his  tongue : 

Our  ears  are  cudgel'd,  noc  a  word  of  his But  buffets  better  chan  a  fill  of  France 

Zounds  I  was  never  fo  bcthumpc  with  words, 

Since  I  firft  call'd  my  brothers  father  Dad. 
Old  Qu.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjun6tion,make  this  match, 

Give  with  our  Neece  a  dowry  large  enough, 
For  by  this  knot,  thou  fhalt  fo  furely  ty  e, 

Thy  now  unfur'd  affurance  to  the  Crown, 
That  you  green  Boy  fhall  have  no  Son  to  ripe, 
The  bloom  thac  promifeth  a  mighty  fruic, 
1  fee  a  yeelding  in  the  looks  of  France : 
Mark  how  chey  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  fouls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition, 
Leaft  zeal  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  fofc  petitions,  pity  and  remorfe, 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 
Hub.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majeftie*, 

This  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threatned  Town  ? 
Fra.  Speak  England  firft,  chat  hath  been  forward  firft, 

To  fpeak  unto  this  City  :  whac  fay  you  ? 
lohn.  If  that  the  Dolphin  there  thy  Princely  fonne. 

Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  love  : 
Her  Dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  the  Queen, 
For  Angiersy  and  fair  T orain,Main,  PojUicrs, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  Sea, 

(Except  this  City  now  by  us  befieg'd  ) 
Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  bridall  bed  and  make  her  rich 

In  titles,  honours;  and  promotions, 
As  flie  in  beauty,  education,  blood, 

Holds  hands  with  any  Princeffeof  the  world. 

Fra.  What  fay 'ft  thou  Boy  ?  look  in  the  Ladies  face, 
Dol.  I  do  my  Lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find, 

A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle, 

The  lhadow  of  my  felf  forra'd  in  her  eye, 
Which  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  fon, 
Becomes  a  fon,  and  makes  your  fon  a  fhadow  % 

I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  my  felf 
Till  now,  infixed  I  beheld  my  felf, 

Drawn  in  the  flittering  Table  of  her  eye. 

fVhifpers  with  Blanch* 
Baft.  Drawn  in  the  flittering  Table  of  her  eye, 

Hang'din  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow, 
And  qu.irter'd  in  her  heart,  he  doth  efpie 
Himfelf  Loves  traitor,  this  is  pity  now : 

That  hang'd  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd  there  fhould  be, 
In  fuch  a  Love,  fo  vile  a  Lout  as  he. 

Bia*.  My  Uucles  will  in  this  refpecl:  is  mine. 

If  be  fee  ought  in  you  chac  makes  him  like, 
Thac  any  thing  he  fees  which  moves  his  liking 
I  can  with  cafe  tranflate  ic  to  my  will  : 
Or  if  you  will,  co  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  ic  eafily  co  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you  my  Lord, 

That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  Love, 
Than  this,  thac  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
Though  churlifh  thoughts  themfelves  fhould  beyoul 

Judge, 

That  I  can  find,  fliould  merit  any  hate. 
lohn.  Whac  fay  chefe  young- ones  ?  Whac  fay  you  my 

Neece  ? 
Blan.  Thac  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  doe 

Whac  you  in  wifdom  ftill  vouchfafe  co  fay. 
John.  Speak  chefl  Prince  Dolphin ,can  you  love  this 

Lady? 

Dol.  Nay  aske  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love, 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeinedly. 

John.  Then  do  I  give  Volcjueffen,  Torainy  Main^ 

Poytliers^n^  Anjow,  thefe  five  Provinces 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  Marks  of  Englifh  coyn  • 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  bepleafd  withall, 
Com  mind  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  joyn  hands. 

Fr*n.  It  likes  us  well  young  Princes  :  clofe  your  hind?. 

Aufl.  And  your  lips  too,  for  I  am  well  affur'd, 
Thac  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  affur'd. 

Fran.  Now  Citizens  of  Angiers  ope  your  gates, 
Lecin  that  amity  which  you  have  made, 
For  at  Saint  Maries  Chappell  prefently. 

The  rights  of  marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Conflance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know  fhe  is  noc,  for  this  match  made  up, 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much, 
Where  is  fhe  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Dol.  She  is  fad  and  paffionate  ac  your  Highneffe  Tent. 
Fran.  And  by  my  faith,  this  league  chat  we  have  made, 

Will  give  her  fadneffe  very  little  cure  : 
Brother  ot  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widdow  Lady  ?  in  her  right  we  came, 
Which  we  God  knows,  have  turned  another  9Vay? 
To  our  own  vantage. 

lohn.  We  will  heal  up  all, 

For  we'l  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  "Britain 
And  Earl  of  Richmond,  and  this  rich  fair  Town 

We 



3iz
 

The  Life  and^Death  of l{in%  John. 

Wc  make  him  Lord  of.  Call  the  Lady  Cenfiance, 

Some  fpcedy  Mcfienger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  folemnity  :  I  trult  we  fhall, 
(If  noc  fill  up  the  meafureof  her  will) 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  facisfie  her  fo, 

That  wc  ihallftop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we  as  well  as  hafte  will  fuffer  us, 

To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp.  Exemt 
Bafl.  Mad  world,  mad  kings,  mad  compofuion  j 

Uhnto  Hop  Arthurs  Title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part, 
And  France,  whole  Armour  Conlcience  buckled  on, 

Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field, 
As  Gods  own  fouldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 

With  that  fame  purpofe-changer,  that  flye  divel, 
That  broker,  that  (Ull  breaks  the  pate  of  faith, 

That  daily  break- vow,  he  that  winns  of  all, 
Of  kings, of  beggars,old  men^oungmcn,  maids, 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe, 
But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  Maid  of  that. 

That  fmooth-fae'd  Gentleman,  tickling  commodity, 
Commodiry,  the  byas  of  the  world, 
The  world,  who  of  it  ielf  is  peyfed  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  : 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  byas3 
This  fway  of  motion,  this  commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency, 
From  all  direction,  purpofe,courfe,  intent. 
And  this  fame  byas,  this  commodity, 

This  Bawd,  this  Broker,  that  all-changing-world, 

Clap'd  on  theoutvyard  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  ayd, 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honorable  warre. 
To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile  concluded  pea6e. 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  ? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet  r 
Noc  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand, 
When  his  fair  Angels  would  falute  my  palm, 
Bat  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet, 
Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 
And  fay  there  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich, 
And  being  rich  my  venue  then  fhall  be, 
To  fay  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary  : 
Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  commodity 
Gain  be  my  Lord,  for  I  will  worfhip  thee.  Exit. 

Qjfctm  Secundm. 

Enter  Confiance.  Arthur }  and  Salisbury. 

Confl.  Gone  to  be  married  ?  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  ? 

Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  joyn'd.  Gone  to  befriend';  ? 
Shall  Lewis  have Staunch,  and  B launch  thofe  provinces? 
Ic  is  notfo,  thou  hart  mifpoke ,  mifheard, 

Be  well  advif'd,  rell  ore  thy  tale  again. 
It  cannot  be,  thou  dort  but  fay  'tis  fo. 
I  truft  I  may  not  trurt  thee,  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man  : 
Beleeve  me,  I  do  notbeleeve  rhee  man, 
I  have  a  Kings  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  fhalc  be  punifh'd  for  thus  frighting  me, For  I  am  Tick,  and  capable  of  fears. 

Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears, 
A  widdow,  Htisbandlefs,  fubjedt  to  fears, 
A  woman  naturally  born  to  fears  ; 

And  though  thou  now  confelfe  thou  didft  but  jeft 
With  my  vext  fpirits,  I  cannot  take  a  Truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  fhaking  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  dolt  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breart  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheume, 
Like  a  proud  River  peering  ore  his  bounds  ? 
Be  thefe  fad  fignes  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  fpeak  again;  not  all  thy  former  tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true  as  I  beleeve  you  think  them  falfe, 

That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 
Confi.  Oh  if  thou  teach  me  to  beleeve  this  forrow, 

Teach  thou  this  forrow,  how  to  make  me  dye, 
And  letbelecf,  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defperate  men, 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall  and  dye. 
Lewis  marry  Blamch  ?  O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England, ,  what  becomes  of  me  ? 
Fellow  be  gone :  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight, 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moft  ugly  man, 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I  good  Lady  done, 
But  fpoke  the  harm,  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Corf.  Which  harm  within  it  felf  fo  hainous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful!  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

Arthur.  I  do  befeech  you  Madam  be  concent. 
Conft.  If  thou  that  bidtt  me  be  content,  were  grim 

Ugly,and  flandrous  to  thy  Mothers  womb, 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightleffe  ftains, 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,fwart,  prodigious, 

Patch 'd  with  foul  Moles,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content, 
For  then  I  fhould  not  love  thee :  no,  nor  thou 

Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  Crown. 
But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth  (  dear  boy) 

Nature  and  Fortune  joyn'd  to  make  thee  great. 
Of  Natures  gifts,  thou  maift  with  Lillies  boaft, 
And  with  the  halfe  blown  Rofe.  But  Fortune,  oh, 

She  is  cormpted,  chang'd,  and  wonn  from  thee, 
Sh'adulterates  hourly  with  thine  Uncle  John 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refpeftof  Soveraignty, 

And  made  his  Majcfty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  Bawd  to  Fortune,and  king  John, 

That  ftrumpet  Fortune,  that  ufurping  John : 
Tell  me  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfwora  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  thole  woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me  Madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 
Con/l.  Thou  mayft,  thou  fhalt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 

I  will  inftrud  my  forrows  to  be  proud, 

For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  floopj 
To  me  and  ro  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief, 

Lec  Kings  afferriblerfor  my  griet's  fo  greir, 
That  no  fupporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up :  here  I  and  forrows  fit, 

Here  is  my  Throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it. 

~*Aiius 



"The  Life  and  "Death  offing  John. 3*3 

<*JBm  Tertius,  Scana
  prima. 

Enter  King  John,  France,  Dolphin,  Bl
anch  Elianor,  Plnl'h 

t/fftftria,  Constance. 

Fran.  *Tis  true  (  fair  daughter;  and  this  bleffe
ddty, 

Ever  in  France  (hall  be  kept  feftival : 

To  folemnizethis  day  the  glorious  Sunne 

Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  Alchymift, 

Turning  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye 

The  meager  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold : 

The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  day  about, 

Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  holy  day. 

Confl.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy  day. 

What  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  what  hath  it  don
e, 

That  it  in  golden  letters  fhould  be  let 

Among  the  high  tides  intheKalender  ? 

Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  che  week, 

This  day  of  (hame,  oppreflion,  perjury. 

Or  if  it  mutt  ftand  Gill,  let  wives  with  child 

Pray  thac  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day, 

Left  that  their  hopes  prodigoufly  be  croft  i 

But  (  on  this  day  )  let  Sea-men  fear  no  wrack, 

No  bargains  break  that  are  not  this  day  made; 

This  day  all  chings  begun,  come  to  ill  end; 

Yea,  faith  it  felf,  to  hollow  falfhood  change. 

Fran.  By  heaven  Lady,  you  fhall  have  no  caufe 

To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day : 

Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Confl.  Yon  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit^ 

Refembling  Majefty,  which  being  touch'd  and  t
ry'd, 

Proves  vaiuelefle  :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn, 

You  came  in  Arms  to  fpili  mine  enemies  blood, 

But  now  in  Arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 

The  graplir.g  vigor,  and  rough  frown  of  warrc 
Is  cold  in  amitv,  and  painted  peace, 

And  our  orpreflion  harh  made  up  this  league :  ̂ 

Arme,arme,  you  heavens,  againft  theie  pe  jur'd  Kings, A  widdow  cries,  be  Husban  t  to  me  (Heavens) 

Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 

Wear  out  the  days  in  peace  :  but  ere  Sun-fet, 

Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  per jur'd  Kings, 
Hear  me,  Oh,  hear  me. 

Ans~t.  Lady  Con  fiance ,  peace. 
Confl.  Warre,  warre,  no  peace,  peace  is  to  me  a  warre : 

0  Lymoges,  O  Atiflria,  thou  doft  lhame 
That  bloudy  fpoil :  thou  (lave,  thou  wretch,  thoucowarJ, 

Thou  little  valianr,  great  in  villany: 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide  ; 
Thou  Fortunes  Champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  Ladyfhip  is  by 

|  To  teach  thee  fafety  :  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
!  And  footh'ft  up  greatnefle.  What  a  fool  art  thou, 
j  A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  and  ftamp,  and  fwear, 
Upon  my  party  :  thou  cold  blouded  flave, 
1  Hatt  thou  riot (poke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 
Been  fworn  my  fouldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  rtarrs,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  lirength, 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  Lyons  hide  ?  doff  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  Calves  skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 

Auft .  O  that  a  man  fhould  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me. 
Phil.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 

Attfl.  Thou  dai'ft  not  fay  fo  villain  for  thy  life. 

Phil.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 

John.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  felf. Enter  Pandnlph. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legat  of  the  Pope. 
Pan.  Hail  you  anointed  deputies  of  Heaven  j 

To  thee  King  John  my  holy  errand  is  i 
1  Pandnlph  of  fair  Mlllane  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here, 
Do  in  his  name  religioufly  demand 

Why  thou  againft  the  Church,  our  holy  Mother; 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,and  force  perforce 

Keep  Stephen  Langton  chofen  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury  from  that  holy  Sea  : 
This  1  n  our  forefaid  hoi  y  fathers  name  j 

Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 
John.  What  earthy  name  to  interrogatories 

Can  tafte  the  free-breath  of  a  facred  King? 
Thoucanli  no:  (Cardinal)  devife  a  name 

So  flight, unworthy,  and  ridiculous  < 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,as  the  Pope : 
Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  of  England, 
Adde  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  Prieft 
Shall  tythe  or  toll  in  our  Dominions : 
But  as  we,  under  heaven,  are  fupream  head, 
So  under  him  that  great  Supremacy 

Where  we  do  Reign,  we  will  alone  uphold 
Without  trA-lTiitanceof  a  mortal  hand  : 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  reverence  fet  apart 

To  him  ana1  his  ufurp'd  authority. 
Fran,  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpbemein  this. 

John.  Though  you,  an  d  all  the  Kings  of  ChriBendome 
Are  led  fo  groflely  by  this  medling  Prieft, 
Dreading  the  curfe  that  money  may  buy  out, 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  droiTe,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who  in  that  fale  fels  pardon  from  himfelf : 

Though  you,  and  all  the  reft  fo  groflely  led, 

This  jugling  witch-craft  with  revenue  cherifti, 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  meoppofe 

Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 
Pand.  Then  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 

Thou  fhalt  ftand  curft,  and  excommunicate, 
Andblefled  fhall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 

From  his  Allegeance  to  an  Heretique, 

And  meritorious  iTull  that  hand  be  call'd,  - 
Canonized  and  worfhipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 

Thy  hafcfulUfe. 
Confl.  O  lawful  let  it  be 

That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while, 
Good  Father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  Amen 
To  my  keen  curfes ;  for  without  my  wrong 

There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pan.  There's  Law  and  Warrant(Lady)  for  my  curfe. 
Const.  And  for  mine  too,  when  Law  can  do  no  right. 

Let  it  be  lawful,  that  Law  barre  no  wrong  : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law: 
Therefore  fince  Law  it  felf  is  perfect  wrong, 
How  can  the  Law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe. 

Let  go  the  hand  of  that  Arch-heritique, 
And  raife  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unleffe  he  do  fubmit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Elea.  Look'ft  thou  pale  France  ?  do  not  let  go  thy  hand 
Confl.  Look  to  that  devil,  left  that  France  repent, 

  And  j 
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And  by  dis  joyning  hinds  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

Aufi.  King  Philips  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 
Bafi.  And  han°  a  Calves-skin  on  his  recreant  Limbs, 
Attfi.  Well  Ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs 

Becaufe, 

Baft.  Your  B  eeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

John.  Philips  whatfaift  thou  to  the  Cardinal  ? 
Con.  What  fhould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal? 

Dolph.  Bethink  you  father,  for  the  difference 
Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curie  from  Rome, 

Or  the  light  lofftfof  England,  for  a  friend  : 
Forgoe  the  e.ifier. 

3  la.  That  is  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Con.  O  Ltms,  ftandfaft,  the  devil  tempts  thte  here 
In  likeneffeof  a  new  untrimmed  Bride. 

BU.  The  Lady  Conftance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith, 
But  from  her  need. 

Cor.fi.  Oh,  if  c  hou  grant  my  need, 
Which  onely  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith, 
That  need,  muft  needs  inferre  this  principle, 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need : 
O  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  f  nth  mounts  up: 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  troden  down. 

John.  The  kind  is  moved,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 

Co»fi.  O  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  anfwer  well : 
tsfstfi.  Dofo  king  Philip,  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

*Ba(l.  Hang  no'.hmg  but  a  Calves-skin  moft  fwcec  lout. 
Fran.  I  am  perplcxr,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Pan.  What  can«  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more? 

If  thou  (land  excommunicate,  and  curtt? 

Fran.  Good  reverend'f  ather^  make  my  perfon  yours, And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf? 
This  Royall  hand,  and  mine  are  newly  knit, 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 

Married  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  Religious ftrength of  facred  vows: 
The  lateft  breath  that  gave  the  found  of  words, 

Was  deep- fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love 
B~t ween  our  kingdoms  and  our  Royal  felves, 
And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before, 

No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  hands, 
To  clap  this  Royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 

Heaven  knows  they  were  befmear'd  and  over-ftain'd 
With  {laughters  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  Kings : 

And  fhall  thefe  hands  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood? 
So  newly  joyn'd  in  love?  ibftrong  in  both, 
Unyoke  this  feifure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 
Play  fart  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo  left  with  heaven, 
Makefuch  ctnconlhnt  children  of  our  felves 

As  now  again  to  match  our  palm  from  palm  ? 

Un-fwear  faith  fworn,  and  on  the  marriage  bed 
Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  Hoaft, 
And  make  a  rio:  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  fincerity  ?  O  holy  fir 
My  reverend  father,  ler  it  no:  be  fo; 

Out  of  your  gr ice,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 
Some  gentle  order,  and  then  we  fhall  bebleft 
To  do  your  pleifure  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formlelTe, Order  orderleffe, 

S  ve  what  isoppohte  to  Englands  love. 
Tnerefore  to  Arms,  be  champion  of  our  Church, 
Or  lec  the  Church  our  Mother  breath  her  curfe, 

A  Mothers  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 
France,  rhou  mayft  hold  a  Serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  cafed  Lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  faffing  Tyger  fafer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 

Fran.  I  may  dis-joyn  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith, 

Pond.  So  mak'ft  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith, 
And  like  a  civil  warfetft  oath  to  oath, 

Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.  O  let  thy  vow 

Firft  made  to  Heaven,  firft  be  to  Heaven  performed, 
That  is,  to  be  the  Champion  of  our  Church, 

What  fincc  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thy  felf, 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  felf, 
For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amiffe, 
Is  not  amiffe  when  it  is  truly  done : 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 
The  truth  ts  then  moft  done  not  doing  it : 
The  better  Act  of  purpofes  miftook, 

Is  to  miftake  again,  though  indirect, 
Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct, 
And  falfehood,  falsehood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  the  fcorching  veins  of  one  new  burn'd. 
It  is  Religion  that  doth  make  vow^  kept, 
But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  Religion  : 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft: 
And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  furety  for  thy  truth: 
Againft  an  oath  the  truth,  thou  art  unfure 
To  fvvear,  fwears,  only  not  to  be  forfworn, 

Elfe  what  a  mockery  fhould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 
But  thou  doft  fwear,  onely  to  be  forfworn, 
And  moft  forfworn,to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear, 
Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft, 

Is  in  thy  felf  rebellion  to  thy  felf: 
And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make, 
Than  arm  thy  conftanc  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy  loofe  fuggeftions : 

Upon  which  better  part, our  pray'rs  comein If  thou  vouchfafe  them.  But  if  not,  then  know 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 
So  heavy,  as  thou  fhalt  not  fhake  them  off 
But  in  defpair,  dye  under  their  black  weight. 

Aufi.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion. 

Ba&.  Wil'tnotbe? 
Will  not  a  Calves-skin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine  t 

Daul.  Father,  to  Arms. 
Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day  ? 

Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  fhall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  ilaughtered  men  ? 

Shall  braying  Trumpets,  and  loud  churlifh  Drums 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 

0  husband  hear  me  .*  ay,  alack,  how  new 
Is  Husband  in  my  mouth  ?even  for  that  name 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  nere  pronounce  ; 

Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  Arms 
Againft  mine  Uncle. 

£on(t.  O,  upon  my  knee,  made  hard  with  kneeling, 
1  do  pray  to  thee,  thou  vertuous  Da»l.phin. 
Alter  not  the  doom  fore-thought  by  heaven. 

Blan.  Now  fhall  I  fee  thy  Jove,  what  motive  may 

Be  ftronger  with  thee,  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 
Confi.  That  which  upholdeth  him.that  thee  upholds, 

His  honour.  Oh  thine  honour,  Lewis  thine  honour. 

Dolph.  I  mufe  your  Majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold, 
When  fuch  profound  refpe&s  do  pull  you  on  ? 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 
Fra.  Thou  fhalt  not  need.  England,!  will  fall  from  thee. 

Confi.  O  fair  return  of  banifh'd  Majefty. Elea.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconftancy. 

Eng.  Francejhou  fhalt  rue  this  hour  within  this  hour. 

 ,  Bafi. 
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J^f.Old  Time  theCIock-fetter,that  bauldfextonTimc* 

s  it  as  "he  will  ?  well  then,  Trance  (hall  rue. 

Blan,  The  Sun's  orecaft  with  blood  :  fair  day  adieu, 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  mutt  go  withall  ? 
am  wich  both,  each  Army  hath  a  hand* 

And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both,  1 
They  whurlc  afiunder,  and  difmember  me. 

Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  maid  winn  * 
Uncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  maift  lofe  : 
rather,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine  : 
Grandame,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhes  thrive : 
Who  ever  winnes,on  that  fide  fhall  I  lofe  : 
Allured  loffe,  before  the  match  be  plaid. 

Dolph.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 
Bla.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life  dies. 

John.  Cofen,  go  draw  our  puiffance  together, 

France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath, 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition  ; 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
The  blood  and  deereft  valued  blood  of  France. 

Fran.  Thy  rage  fhall  burn  thee  up.and  thou  fhalt  turne 
Toafhes,  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire  : 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

John.  No  more  then  he  that  threats.To  Arms  lee's  hie. Exeunt 

Selena  fecunda. 

AlUrnms,  Excnrfions :  Enter  Baflard  mth  Auftrias 
head. 

Bafl.  Now  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot, 

Someayery  devil  hovers  in  theskie,  ' 
And  pour's  down  mifchief.  Auflrias  head  lye  there, 

Enter  John,  Arthur,  Hubert. 

While  Philip  breathes. 

John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy :  Philif  make  up, 
My  Mother  is  affailed  in  our  Tent, 
And  tane  I  fear. 

Baft.  My  Lord  I  refcued  her. 
Her  Highneffe  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not  t 
But  on  my  Liege  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  Exit. 

Alarums,  excurjions,  Retreat.  Enter  John,  Sleanor,  Arthur, 
Baft  or  d,  Hubert,  Lords. 

John.  So  fhall  it  be :  your  grace  fhall  ftay  behind 
So  ftrongly  guarded  :  Cofen,  look  not  fad, 
Thy  Grandame  loves  thee,  and  thy  Unkle  will 
As  deere  be  to  thee,  as  thy  father  was. 

Anh.  O  this  will  make  my  Mother  die  with  grief. 
John.  Cofen,  away  for  England,  hafte  before, 

And  ere  our  coming  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots,  imprifoned  Angels 
Set  at  liberty  /  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Muft  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
life  our  Commiliion  in  hisutmoft  force 

Bafl.  Bell,Book,  and  Candle,  fhall  not  drive  me  back, 
When  gold  and  filver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  Highneffe  :  Grandame,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy  ) 
For  your  fair  fafety  ;  fo  I  kifle  your  hand. 

Ele.  Farewell  gentle  Cofen. 

John.  Coz,  farewell. 
Ele.  Come  hither  little  kinfman,  hark,  a  word, 

John.  Come  hither  Hubert.  O  my  gentle  Hubert * 
We  owe  thee  much  .*  within  this  wall  of  flefh 
There  is  afoul  counts  thee  her  Creditor, 

And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love  : 

And  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay, 
Bur  I  will  fir  it  with  tome  better  tune. 

By  heaven  Hubert,  I  am  almoftafham'd To  fay  what  good  refpect  I  have  of  theef 
Hub.  1  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 
John.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fayfo  yer; 

But  thou  fhak  have  :  and  creep  time  nere  fo  flow* 
Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  fay,  but  let  it  go : 
The  Sun  is  in  the  heaven>%nd  the  proud  day* 
Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawdes. 

To  give  me  audience,  if  the  midnight  Bell 
J)id  with  his  iron  tongue,  and  brazen  mouth 
Sound  on  into  the  drowfie  race  of  night : 
If  this  fame  were  a  Church-yard  Where  wc  ftandj 
And  thou  poffeffed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  : 
Or  if  that  furely  fpirit  melancholy 

Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick, 
Which  clfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins, 
Miking  that  idiot  laughter  keep  mens  eies, 
And  (train  t  heir  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 

A  p.iffion  hateful  to  my  purpofes : 
Or  if  that  thou  couldft  fee  me  without  eies, 
Heare  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone, 
Without  eies,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words: 
Then,  in  defpight  of  brooded  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts : 

But  (ah)  I  will  not,  yec  I  love  thee  well, 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  well. Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake* 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  Ac*j_ 

By  heaven  I  would  do  it. 
John.  Do  nor  I  know  thou  wouldft  ? 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert  throw  thine  eye 

On  yon  youm>  boy   He  tell  thee  whatmy  friend, 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way, 

And  wherefoere  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lyes  before  me :  doft  thou  underftand  me? 

Thou  art  his  keeper.- 
Hub.  And  ile  keep  him  fo, 

That  he  fhall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

John.  Death. Hub.  My  Lord. 

fohn.  A  Grave. Hub.  He  fhall  not  live. 

fohn.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now,  Hubert,  I  love  thee* 

Wel^,  Ile  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  3 
Remember :  Madam,  fare  you  well. 

Ile  fend  thofe  powers  o're  to  your  Majefty.' 
Ele.  My  bleffing  go  with  thee. 
John.  For  England  Cofen,  go. 

Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  to  attend  on  yoti ' 
With  all  true  duty :  on  toward  CaUiee  hoa, 

Exeunt. 

Sana 
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Selena  Tertia. 

Enter  France,  Dolphin,  Pandnpho.  Attendants. 

Fran.  So  by  a  roaring  Tempeft  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  Armado  of  convicted  faile 

Is  fcactere J  and  disjoyned  from  fellowfhip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 

Fran.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill  ? 
Are  we  not  beaten  f  Is  nor  *sfngiers loft  i 

Arthur  tane  prifoner  ?  divers  deer  friends  {lain  ? 

And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
Ore-bearing  interruption  fpight  of  France  ? 

Dol.  What  he  hath  wonne,  thac  hath  he  fortified  : 

So  hoc  a  fpeed,  with  fuch  advicq^lifpof '  d, Such  temperate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  caufe, 

Doth  want  example  :  who  hath  read,  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred-a&ion  like  to  this  ? 

Fran.  Well  could  I  bear  that  Englandhid  this  praife, 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conflance. 

Look  who  comes  here  ?  a  grave  unto  a  foul, 

Holding  th'eternal  fpiric  agiinft  her  will, 
In  the  vilde  prilbn  of  afflicted  breath : 
I  prethee  Lady  go  away  with  me. 

Confl.  Lo,  now  :  now  fee  the  iflue  of  your  peace. 
Fran.  Patience  good  Lady,  comfort  gentle  Conftance. 
Confl.  No,  I  defieall  counfel,  allredreffe, 

Buc  thac  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redreffe  : 
Death, death,  O  amiable,  lovelydeath, 
Thou  odoriferous  flench :  found  rottennefle, 

Arife  forth  from  the  couch  of  lading  night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity, 
And  I  will  kiffe  chy  detelhble  bones. 
And  put  my  eyeballs  in  thy  vaulty  browes, 
And  ring  thefe  fingers  with  thy  houfhold  worms, 
And  flop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfome  duft, 
And  be  a  Carrion  monfter  like  thy  felf ; 

Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmil'ft, 
And  butie  thee  as  thy  wife :  Miferieslove, 
O  come  to  me, 

Fran.  O  fair  affiicVon,  peace. 
Confl.  No,  no,l  will  not,having  breath  to  cry : 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunders  mouth, 
\  Then  with  a  psffion  I  would  fhake  the  world, 
And  rowze  from  fleep  that  fell  Anatomy 
Which  cannot  hear  a  Ladys  feeble  voyce, 
Which  fcorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madneffe,  and  not  forrow. 
Confl.  Thou  art  holy  to  bely  mefo, 

1  am  not  mad  :  this  hair  I  te  ir  is  mine, 

My  name  is  Conftance,  I  was  Geffreys  wife, 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fonne,  and  he  is  loft  : 
I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  heaven  I  were, 

For  then  'tis  like  I  fhould  fo'gec  my  felf : 
O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  fhould  I  forget  ? 
Pre.ichfome  Philcfophy  to  make  me  mad, 

And  'hou  {halt  be  Canoniz'd  (Cardinal) 
For,  being  not  mad,butfenhble  of  grief, 
My  reifonable  part  produces  reafon 

How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf : 
If  I  were  mad,  I  fhould  forget  my  fonne, 

Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he ; 
I  am  noc  mad :  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 

The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 
Fran.  Bind  up  thofc  treffes  ?  O  what  love  I  note 

In  the  fait  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs ; 

Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  falne, 
Even  to  thac  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  fiends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief, 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  Loves, 
Sticking  together  in  Calamity. 

Confl.  To  England,  if  you  will. 
Fran.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Confl.  Yes  thac  I  will  .•  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 

I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cry'd  aloud, 
O,  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fonne, 

As  they  have  given  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  : 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 

Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  prifoner. 
And  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 
Thac  we  fhall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven  : 

If  that  be  true,  I  lhall  fee  my  boy  again : 
For  fince  the  birth  oiCain,  the  firft  male-child 
To  him  that  did  buc  yefterday  fufpire, 
There  was  noc  fuch  a  gracious  creature  borne  : 
Buc  now  will  canker-lprrow  ear  my  bud, 
And  chafe  che  nacive  beauty  from  his  check, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  Ghoft, 
As  dim  and  meager  as  an  Agues  fir» 

And  fo  he'l  dye  :  and  riling  lo  again, 
When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  Courc  of  Heaven 
I  fhall  not  know  him  :  therefore  never,  never 

Mufl  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 
Pand.  You  hold  top  hainous  a  refpe<St  of  grief. 
Confl.  He  talkes  to  me  that  never  had  a  fonne. 
Fran.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child. 

m  Cwfl.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfenc  child : 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me, 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  pares, 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garmencs  with  his  forme, 
Then,  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief? 
Fare  you  well  :  had  you  fuch  a  lofle  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  noc  keep  this  forme  upon  my  head, 

When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wic  .• 
O  Lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fonne, 

My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world  r 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  forrows  cure.  Exit, 

Fran.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  ile  follow  her.  Exit* 

Dol.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  mc  joy. 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfie  man ; 

And  bitter  fhame  hath  fpoil'd  thefweec  words  tafle, 
That  it  yields  noughc  buc  fhame  and  biccerneffe. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difeafc, 
Even  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft  :  evils  thac  take  leave 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fhew  evil : 
What  have  you  loft  by  Iofing  of  this  day  ? 

Dol.  All  dayesof  glory,  joy,  and  happineffe. 
Pand.  If  you  had  wonne  it,  cercainly  you  had, 

No,  no  .•  when  Forcune  means  to  men  moft  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatning  eye : 

*Tis  flrange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hach  loft 
In  this  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  wonne : 

Ar« 
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Arc  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 
Dol.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophctick  fpiric : 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak, 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub 

Out  of  the  path  which  fhall  diredUy  lead 
Thy  foot  to  Englands  Throne.  And  therefore  mark  : 

John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur,  and  it  cannot  be, 
That  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infants  veins, 

The  mifphc'd-JoA/*  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 
One  minute,  nay  one  quiet  breath  of  reft. 

A  Scepter  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boyfteroufly  maintain'd  as  gain'd. 
And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  flipp'ry  place, 
Makes  nice  of  novilde  hold  to  ftay  him  up  : 
That  John  may  (land,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall , 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Del.  But  what  (hall  I  gain  by  young  Arthurs  fall  ? 
Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blanch  your  wife, 

May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Dol.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pond.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefh  in  this  old  world? 

fohnlzics  you  plots :  the  times  confpire  with  you, 
For  he  that  ftecps  his  fafety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 
This  Ad  fo  evilly  born  fhall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal, 
That  none  fo  fmall  advantage  fhall  ftep  forth 
To  check  his  reigne,  but  they  will  cherifh  it. 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  skie, 

Nofcopeof  Nature,  nodiftemper'd  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  canfe, 
And  call  them  Meteors,  prodigies,  and  fignes, 
Abortives,  prefages,  and  tongues  of  heaven, 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Dol.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  t/frthurs  life, 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonmenr. 

Pond.  O  Sir,  when  he  fhall  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  no:  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kiffe  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change, 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt,  and  wrath 
Oat  of  the  bloody  fingers  ends  of  John. 
Me  thinks  I  fee  this  hurley  all  on  foot ; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you, 

Than  lhavenam'd.  The  baftard  Faulconbrldgt 
'  Is  now  in  England  ranfacking  the  Church, 
'.Offending  Charity  :  If  but  a  dozen  French 
\  "Were  there  in  Arms,  they  would  be  as  a  Call To  train  ten  thoufand  Englifh  to  their  fide  $ 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about, 
Anon  becomes  a  Mountain.  O  noble  Dolpht»t 
Go  with  me  to  the  King,  'tis  wonderful, 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontcnt, 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top  full  of  offence, 
For  England  go  1  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Dol.  Strong  reafons  makes  ftrong  a&ions:  let  us  go, 
If  you  fay  I,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  Exeunt. 

V 

Actus  Quint  us*  Selena  Trima. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners* 

Hub.  Heat  me  thefe  Irons  hot,  and  look  thou  ftarid 
Within  the  Arras:  when  I  ftrike  my  foot 

Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  ruth  forth 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  fhall  find  with  me 
Faft  to  the  chair :  be  heedfull :  hence  and  watch. 

Exec.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 

Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples  fear  not  you  :  look  to'c, 
Young  Lad  come  forth  ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur* 
Ar.  Good  morrow  Hubert. 

Hub.  Good  morrow  little  Prince. 

Ar.  As  little  Prince,  having  fo  great  a  Title 
To  be  more  Prince ,  as  may  be :  you  are  fad. 

Hub.  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 
Ar.  Mercy  on  me: 

Me  thinks  no  body  fhould  be  fad  but  I 
Yet  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France 

Young  Gentlemen  wo  uld  be  as  fad  as  night 

Onely  for  wantonnefle :  by  my  Chiftendome," So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  fhecp 
I  fhould  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long : 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubc 

My  Uncle  practifes  more  harm  to  me  .* He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him : 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffreys  fon  ? 

No  indeed  it's  not,  and  I  would  to  heaven 
I  were  your  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert : 

Hub.  If  I  talke  to  him,  with  his  innocenc  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy  which  lies  dead  ; 
Therefore  I  will  be  fodain,  anddifpatch, 

Ar.  Are  you  ftck  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to  day, 
Infoot  h  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick. 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me, 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  poflefllon  of  my  bofom. 
Read  here  young  Arthur.  How  now  fooUfhrhcume? 
Turning  dilpitious  Torture  out  of  doorc  ? 
I  muft  be  brief,  leaft  refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eies,  in  tender  womanifh  tears. 

Can  you  not  read  it Is  it  not  fair  writ  f 
Ar.  Too  fairly  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  effeft, 

Muft  you  with  hot  Irons,  burn  out  both  mine  eies } 
Hub.  Young  boy,  I  muft. 
Ar.  And  will  you  ? 
Hub.  And  I  wiH. 

Ar.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  When  your  head  did  but 

ake, 

I  knit  my  Hand-kercher  about  your  brows 

('Thebeft  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  aske  it  you  again  : 

And  with  my  hand,  at  midnight  held  your  head  $ 
And  like  the  watchful  minutes,to  the  hour, 

Still  and  anon  chcer'd  up  the  heavy  time  j 
Saying,  what  lacke  you  ?  and  where  lies  your  grief? 
Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  mans  fon    w  ould  have  lyen  flill, 

And  ne're  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you : 
But  you,  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  Prince  : 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning.  Do,  and  if  you  will, 
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If  heaven  be  pleafd  that  you  mull  ufe  me  ill, 
Why  then  you  mult.  Will  you  put  out  mine  eies  ? 
Thefe  eies,  that  never  did,  nor  never lhall 

-So  much  as  frown  on  you. 
Hah.  I  have  hvorn  to  do  it  .• 

And  with  hoc  Irons  mull  I  burn  them  out. 

Ar.  Ah,  none  bat  in  this  Iron  age,  would  doit : 
The  Iron  of  it  felf,  though  heat  red  hor, 
Approaching  neer  thefe  eies,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  this  fiery  indignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence : 

Nay,  after  chat,  confume  away  in  ruH, 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye; 

Are  you  more  fiubborn  hard,  than  hammer'd  Iron  ? 
And  if  an  Angell  fhould  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  fhould  put  out.  mine  eies, 

I  would  not  have  beleev'd  him  :  no  tongue  but  Huberts. 
Hub.  Come  forth  :  Do  as  I  bid  you  do. 
Ar.  O  lave  me  Hubert,  fave  me :  my  eies  are  out 

Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thel'e  bloody  men. 
Hub.  Give  me.the  Iron  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 
Ar.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifierous  rough  ? 

Iwillnodtruggle,  I  will  Hand  (lone  Hill: 

For  heaven  take  Hubert ■,  let  me  not  be  bound  : 
Nay,  hear  me  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away, 
And  I  will  fir  as  quiet  as  a  Lamb. 
I  will  not  tfirre,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeakc  a  word, 

Nor  look  upon  the  Iron  angerly  .- 
Thrufl  but  thefe  men  away ,  and  He  forgive  you, 
Whac  ever  cormenc  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go  Hand  within  :  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exec.  I  am  belt  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed. 
Art.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend, 

He  huh  a  Heme  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  companion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come  (Boy)  prepare  your  felf. 
Ar.  Is  there  no  remedy  ?  j 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eies. 

An.  O  heaven  :  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dull,  a  gnar,  a  wandring  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  : 
Then  feeling  what  fm ill  things  are  boiHerous  there 
Your  vild  intent  muH  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  \  romife  ?  Go  too,  hold  your  tongue. 
Ar.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues, 

MuH  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eies : 
•Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue,  let  menoc  Hubert, 
Or  Hubert,  if  you  will  cut  out  my  tongue, 
Sol  may  keep  mine  eies,  Ofpare  mine  eies, 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  Hill  to  look  on  you. 
Loe,  by  my  troth,  the  inHrument  is  cold, 
And  would  nor  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heitir,  boy. 

Ar.  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  forcomforc,  to  be  uf'd 
In  undefeived  extrearns .-  fee  elfeyour  felf, 
There  is  no  maiice  in  this  burning  coil, 
The  breath  of  heaven,  hath  blown  his  fpirit  our, 
And  Hrew'd  repentant  afhes  on  his  head. 

Hub.  B  it  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it  boy . 
An.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh, 

And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert  : 
Nfay,it  perchance  will  fparklein  your  eies: 

And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, Snaccht  ac  his  MaHer  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 

All  things  that  you  fhould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong 
Deny  their  office  :  onely  you  do  lack 
Than  mercy,  which  fierce  fire,  and  Iron  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy,  lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live:  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye, 
For  all  the  treafure  that  t  hine  Uncle  owes, 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofc,  boy, 

With  this  fame  very  Iron,  to  burn  them  out : 
Art.  O  now  you  look  like  Hubert.  All  this  while 

You  were  difguif'd. Hub.  Peace  :  no  more.  Adieu, 

Your  Uncle  muH  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
He  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports : 
And,  pretty  child,  fleep  doubtlefle,  and  fecure, 
Thac  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Art.  O  heaven I  thank  you  Hubm. 

Hub.  Silence,  no  more  :  go  clofely  in  with  me. 
Much  danger  do  I  undergoe  for  thee.  Exeunt. 

Sccena  Secunda. 

Enter  John,  Pembroke.,  Salisbury,  and  other  Lords. 

John.  Here  once  again  we  fie,  once  again  crown'd 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerfull  eies. Pern.  This  once  again  (but  that  you:  Highnefle  pleafd) 
Was  once  fuperfluous :  you  were  Crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  Royalty  was  nerepluck'd  off : The  faiths  of  men,  nere  ftained  with  Revolt  ? 
Frefh  expectation  troubled  not  the  Land 

With  any  long'd-for-change,  or  better  State. Sal.  Therefore  to  be  poflelf  d  with  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  Title  thac  was  rich  before  ; 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  Lilly  ■' To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  Violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  adde  another  hew 
Unto  the  Rainbow;  or  with  Taper-li°ht 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  Heaven  to  garnifl^ Is  wafieful,  and  ridiculous  exceffe. 

Pern.  But  that  your  Royal  pieafure  muft  be  done, 
This  Att  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  tol  J, 
And,  in  the  lafl  repeating  troublefome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.^  In  this  the  Antick,  and  well  noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form,  is  much  disfigured, 
And  like  a  lhifted  wind  unto  a  faile, 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about, 
Startles,  and  frights  confideration  : 
Makes  found  opinion  fick,  and  truth  fufpc&ed, 

For  putting  on  fo  new  afalhion'd  Robe. 
Pern.  When  workmen  Hrive  to  do  better  than  well, 

They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetoufnefle, 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  fault, 

Doth  make  tbe  fault  the  worfe  by  th'excufe : As  patches  fetupon  a  little  breach, 
Difcredicmore  in  hiding  of  the  faulc, 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  wasfo  patchU 

Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new  crown'd 
We  breath'd  our  Counfel :  but  it  pleafd  your  Highnefle To  over-bear  it,  and  we  are  all  well  pleafd, 
Since  alf,  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  Hand,  at  what  your  Highneffe  will, 
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John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  Coronation  . 
I  have  pofleft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  more,  more  ftrong,  then  lefle  is  my  fear 
I  (hall  indue  you  wtih  :  Mean  time,  but  askc 
Whac  yon  would  have  reformed,  that  is  not  well,  . 
And  well  lliall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear,  and  grant  you  your  requefts , 

Pern.  Then  I,  as  one  thac  am  the  tongue  of  thefe 
To  found  the  purpofes  of  all  their  hearts, 
Both  for  my  felf,  and  them :  but  chief  of  all 
Yourfafety  :  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  them 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies,  heartily  requeft 

Th 'infranchifment  of  Arthur,  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  cifcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument, 
If  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold, 
Why  chen  your  feares  (which  as  they  fay)  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong,  fhould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choake  his  daies 

With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  ycuch 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife, 
That  the  times  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions :  let  ic  be  our  fuic, 
That  you  hive  bid  us  ask  his  liberty, 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  ask, 

Than,  whereupon  our  weale  on  you  depending, 
Counts  it  your  weale :  be  have  his  liberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 

John.  Let  it  be  fo  :  I  ;o  commit  his  youth 
To  your  direction  :  Hubert,  what  news  with  you  f 

Pem.  Thi^  is  the  man  Ihould  do  the  bloody  deed ; 

He  fhew'd  his  warranc  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heynous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  :  that  dole  afpedt  of  his, 
Do  (new  (he  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breaft, 

And  I  do  fearfully  beleeve  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. Sal.  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come,  and  goe, 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confeience, 

Like  Heralds  'cwjxc  two  dreadful  battails  fct : 
His  paffion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  muft  break. 

Ptm.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  iflue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  childs  deaths 

f»h».  We  cannot  hold  mortalities  ftronghand. 
Good  Lords,  although  my  will  to  give,  is  living, 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
Hetelsus  Arthur  isdeeeafd  to  nighc. 

Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknefle  was  paft  cure. Pem.  Indeed  we  heard  flow  neer  his  death  he  was, 
Before  the  child  hi-^felffelt  he  was  lick  ; 

|  This  muft  he  anfwer'd  either  here,  or  hence. 
I    3°hn*>  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folem n  brows  on  me  ? 
i  Think  you  I  bear  the  Sheers  of deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandement  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and 'tis  fhame 
That  greatneffe  fhould  fogroffefy  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game,  and  fo  farewell. 

Pew,  Stay  yet  (Lord  Salisbury)  lie  goe  with  thee, 
And  find  th'inheritanceof  chis  poor  child, His  little  kirigdo  ne  of  a  forced  grave.  - 
That  blood  which  ow'd  the  bredth  of  all  this  Ifle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  5  bad  world  the  while  : 
This  muft  noc  be  thus  born,  this  will  rj/eak  out 

To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long  I  douL  .       '  •  Exeunt. 
J*h*.  Tfiey  burn  in  indignation :  I  repent :  Enter  MeJ. 

There  is  no  fare  foundation  fet  on  blood  : 

No  certain  life  atchiev'u  by  others  death  f; 
A  fearful  eye  thou  haft.  Where  is  that  blood, 
Thac  I  have  teen  inhabit  in  thofe  cheeks  ? 
Sofoulaskie,  cleeres  not  without  aftorm, 

Poure  down  thy  weather :  how  goes  all  in  Prance  ? 
Mef.  From  France  to  England,  never  fuch  a  power 

For  any  forrainc  preparation, 

Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  Land. 

The  Copy  of  yourfpeed  is  learn 'd  by  them  : For  when  you  fhould  be  told  they  do  prepare, 

The  tydings  comes,  that  they  are  all  arrivd. 
John.  Oh  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ? 

Where  hath  it  flept  ?  Where  is  my  Mothers  care  ? 
That  fuch  an  Army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  (he  noc  hear  of  it  ? 

Mef.  My  Liege,  her  eare 
Is  ftopc  with  dutt  .•  the  firft  of  April  dy'd 
Your  noble  Mother ;  and  as  I  hear,  my  Lord, 

The  Lady  Con&axcein  afrenziedy'd 
Three  days  before :  but  this  from  Rumours  tongue 
I  idely  heard:  if  true,  orfalfe  I  know  nor. 

fehn.  Withhold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  j 

0  make  a  league  with  me,  'till  1  have  pleaf 'd My  difcontcnted  Peers.  What  ?  Mother  d  ad  ? 
How  wildly  then  walkes  my  Eft?te  in  France  ? 
Under  whofe  conduct  came  thofe  powers  of  France, 

Thar  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out  arc  landed  here  ? 
Mef.  Under  the  'Dolphin. 

Enter  T$aflard  and  Peter  ofPomfret* 
John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 

With  thefe  ill  tydings :  Now  ?  What  fates  the  world 

To  your  proceedings  ?  Do  not  feek  to  fturFe 
My  head  with  more  ill  news :  for  it  is  full. 

Baft.  But  ifyoubeafeardtohearthcworft, 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

fehn.  Beare  with  me  Cofen,  for  I  Was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide ;  but  now  I  breath  again 
Aloft  the  flood,  and  can  give  audience 

To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 
Baft .  How  I  have  fped  among  the  Clergy  men, 

The  fumrnes  I  have  collected  (hall  exprefle : 

But  as  I  travail'd  hither  through  the  Land, 
1  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied, 
Polfeft  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams, 

Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  hut  full  of  fear. 

And  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  mej 
From  forth  the  ftreets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harih  founding  rimes, 
That  ere  the  next  Afcention  day  at  noon, 

Your  Highneffe  fhould  deliver  up  your  Crown. 
Job.  Thou  idle  Dreamer,  wherefore  didft  thou  (of 

Pet.  Fore-knowirg  thar  he  tru  h  will  fall  out  fo. 

John.  Hubert,  aWay  with  him  :  imprifon  him,' And  on  thac  dayat  noon,  whereon  he  faies 

I  (hall  yield  up  my  Crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. Deliver  him  to  fafery,  and  return, 
For  I  muft  ufe  thee.  O  my  gentle  Cofen, 

Hear'ft  thou  the  news  ibroad,  who  are  ariv'd  ? 

Baft.  The  French  (my  Lor.1')  mens  mou  hs  are  full  of  it: 
Befides  I  met  Lord  Bigot,  and  Lord  Salisbury 
With  eies  as  red  as  new  enkindled  fire, 

And  others  more,  going  to  feekrhe grave 

Of  Arthur,  whom  they  fay  is  kili'd  co  night,  On  your 
John.  Gentle  kinfman,  goe  ffuggeftion. 

And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  companies, 
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I  have  a  way  co  winnc  their  loves  again  : 

Bring  them  before  me. 
Bad.  I  will  feek  them  out. 

John,  Nay,  but  m:ke  hafte :  the  better  foot  before. 

O,  let  me  have  no  fubje&s  enemies, 
Wrien  adverfe  Forreyners  affright  my  Towns 

With  dreadful  po  np  of  llcut  invafion. 

Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels, 

And  flye  (like  thought)  from  them,  to  me  again. 

Baft.  The  fpirit  of  rhe  time  fhall  teach  me  fpced.  Sxit. 

fghn.  Spoke  like  a  fprigbtful  Noble  Gentleman. 

Goe  after  him :  for  he  perhaps  fhall  need 

Some  Metfenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peeres, 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,my  Liege. 

John.  My  Mother  dead  ? 
Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  Moons  were  fcen  to  night: 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirle  about 
The  other  four  in  wondrous  motion. 

John.  Five  Moons  ? 
Hub.  Old  men,  and  Beldames,  in  the  ftreers 

Doe  propbefie  upon  it  dangeroufly  : 
Young  Arthurs  death  is  common  in  their  mouths, 
And  when  they  talke  of  him,  they  fhake  their  heads, 
And  wliifperone  another  in  the  ear. 
And  he  that  fpeak?,  doth  gripe  the  hearers  wrift, 
Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action 

With  wrinkled  browes,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eies, 
I  fav\t>.Smith  ftand  with  his  hammer  (thus). 
The  whilft  his  Iron  did  on  the  Anvil  cool, 

With  open  mouth  {wallowing  a  Taylors  news, 
Who  with  his  Sheers  and  Meafureinhis  hand, 

Standing  on  flippers,  which  his  nimble  hafte 
Hadfalfelychruft  upon  contrary  feet, 
Told  of  a  many  r  houfand  warlike  French* 

That  were  embattailed,  and  rank'd  in  Kent. 
Another  lean,  unwalVd  Artificer, 
Cuts  otf  bis  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthurs  dearh. 

John.  Why  feek'it  thou  to  poflefle  me  with  thefc  fears? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthurs  death  ? 
Thy  hind  hath  murdered  him  :  1  had  a  mighty  caufe 
To  wifh  him  dead,  buc  thou  hadft  none  to  kill  him. 

H.  No  had  (my  Lord? )  why,did  you  not  provoke  me  ? 
John.  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 

By  flives  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant, 

To  break  the'bloody  houfeof  life, 
And  on  the  winking  of  Authority 
To  underftand a  Law  ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  Majeliy,  when  perchance  it  frowns 

Moce  upon  humour,  rhan  advif'd  refpeft. 
Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  feale  fox  what  I  did. 

John.  Oh,vvhen  the  hft  account  'twixr  heaven  and  earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  (lull  this  hand  and  feale- 
Witnefle  again  1 1:  us  to  damnation. 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Make  deeds  ill  done  I  hadft  not  thou  been  by, 

A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  Nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  -nc;  iign'd  to  do  a  deed  of  ihame, 
Tbismurtherhad-not  come  into  my -mind.       j  . 
But  taking  note  of thy  abhorr'd  Afpeft, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villany : 
Ape,  liable,  to  be  empioy'din  danger, I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthurs  death: 
And  thOn,  ro  be  endeered  to  a  King, 
Made  it  no  confeience  to  dellroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  My  Lord. 

Joh.  Had 'It  thou  but  (hook  thy  head,  or  made  a  paufe 
When  I  fpake  darkly,  what  I  purpofed  : 

Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubc  upon  my  face  j 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  expreffe  words : 
Deep  fhame  had  ftruck  me  durnb,madc  me  break  off, 
And  thofe  thy  fears,  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me. 
Bur,  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  fignes, 

And  didft  in  fignes  again  parley  with  finne, 
Yea,  without  flop  didft  let  thy  hearc  confenc. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  hand  to  a6t  j 

The  deed,  which 1  oth  our  tongues  held  vild  to  name 

Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more.* 
My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  State  is  braved, 
Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  forrain  powers : 
Nay,  in  the  oody  of  this  flefhly  Land, 
This  Kingdom,  this  Confine  of  blood,and  breath 
Hoftility,  and  civil  tumult  reigns 
Between  my  confeience,  and  my  Cofins  death. 

Hub.  Arme  yo«  againft  your  other  enemies  ? 
Tic  make  a  peace  between  you:  foul,  and  you. 

Young  Arthur  is  alive:  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  Maiden,  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  Crimfon  fpots  of  blood : 
Witthin  this  bofom,  never entred  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderous  thought, 

And  you  have  flander'd  Nature  in  my  forme, Which  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 

Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind, 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O  hafte  thee  co  the  Peer*, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rag®, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 

Forgive  the  Comment  that  my  paflion  made 

Upon  thy  feature,  for  my  rage  was  blind, 
And  foule  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 

Oh,  anfwer  not ;  but  to  my  Clofet  bring, 

The  angry  Lords,  with  all  expedient  hafte. 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  run  more  f aft.  Exeunt. 

Selena  Tenia. 

Enter  Arthur  on  the  walls. 

Art.  The  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. 
Good  ground  be  pitiful,and  hurt  me  not : 

There's  few  or  none  do  know  me,  if  they  did, 

This  Ship-boys  femblance  bath  difguif'd  me  quite, 
I  am  afraid,  arid  yet  He  ventureit. 
If  I  get  down  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
He  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away ; 

As  good  to  dye,  and  goe ;  as  dye,  and  flay. 
Oh  me,  my  Uncles  fpirit  is  in  thefe  ftones, 
Heaven  take  my  foul,  and  England  keep  my  bones.  Dies, 

Liilto  iOOfJ  <Jrlj?02fxtr  ;'..w.';f(i*  trul  bf'AJ Enter  Pembroke^  and  Sallfbury^  and  Bigot. 
Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmondtburj, 

It  is  oar  fafety,  and  we  mult  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perillous  time. 

Pens.  Who  brought  that  Letter  from  the  Cardinall? 
Sal.  The  Count  Melloone,  a  Noble  Lord  of  F ranee, 

Whole  private  with  me  of  the  Dolphins  love, 

Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  lines  import. Bitot 
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Big.  To  morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  fee  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  dayes  journey  (Lords)  or  ere  we  meet. 

Enter  Baftardf 

Baft.  Once  more  to  day  well  met,  diftemper'd  Lords, The  King  by  me  requefts  your  prefence  ftrair . 
Sal.  The  King  hath  difpofleft  himfelf  of  us, 

We  will  not  line  his  thin-beftained  cloak  e 

With  our  pure  Honours :  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where  ere  it  walkes. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo  :  we  knovy  the  worft.  (belt. 

'Baft.  What  ere  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were 
Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  mannas  reafon  now. 
Baft.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief. 

Therefore  'twere  reafon  you  had  manners  now. 
Pern.  Sir,  fir,  impatience  hath  hisprivilecige. 

Baft.  "Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  matter,  no  man  elfe. 
Sal.  This  is  the  prifon  :  what  is  he  lyes  here  ? 
P.  Oh  death  made  proud  wich  pure  and  princely  beauty, 

The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murther,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  a  grave, 
Found  it  too  precious  Princely,  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  have  you  beheld , 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think  ? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  objeel 
form  fuch  another  ?  this  is  the  very  top* 

The  heighth,  the  Crcft :  or  Crelt  unco  the  Creft 
Of  murthers  Armes :  this  is  thebloodicft  fhame, 

The  wildert  Savagery,  the  vildeft  ftroke  . 

That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  ftaringrage Prefentcd  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

?em.  All  murthers  paft,  do  ftand  excuf 'd  in  this  : 
And  this  Cbfole,  and  fo  unmatchable, 

Shall  give  a  holineffe,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet  unbegotten  finne  of  times  ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-fhcd,  but  a  jeft, 
Exampled  by  this  hey  nous  fpedtacle. 

Baft.  It  is  a  damned,  and  a  bloody  work, 
Thegracelefle  action  of  a  heavy  hand* 
If  chat  itbe  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 

We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  enfue  • 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Huberts  hand, 

The  practice,  and  the  purpife  of  the  King  : 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruine  of  fweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathleffe  excellence 
|  The  incenfe  of  a  Vow,  a  holy  Vow  : 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Never  ro  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  cafe,  and  idleneffe, 

Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  worfhip  of  Revenge. 

Tern.  Big.  Our  fouls  Religioufly  confirm  thy  words. 
Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte,  in  feeking  you, 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  Oh  he  is  bold,  and  blufhesnot  at  death  : 
Avant  thou  hatefull  villaine,  get  thee  gone. 

Hub.  I  am  no  villaine.  , 
Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  Law. 

Baft.  Your  fword  is  bright  fir,  put  it  up  again. 
i  Sal.  Not  till  I  fheath  it  in  a  mutherers  skin- 

Hub.  Stand  back  Lord  Salifburji  ftand  back  I  fay 

By  heaven,  I  think  my  fword's  as  fharp  as  yours. 
I  would  not  have  you  (  Lord)  forget  your  felf 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  ; 
Leaft  I  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forgec 

Your  Worth,  yourGreatneffe,  and  Nobility. 

"Big.  Owe  dunghill,  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  Nobleman  t 
Hub.  Not  for  my  life but  yet  I  dare  defend 

My  innocent  life  againft  an  Emperor. 
Sal.  Thou  art  a  Muriherer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  fo  : 

Yet  I  am  none.  Whole  tongue  fo  ere  fpeaks  falfe, 
Not  truly  freaks :  who  fpeaks  not  truly,Lies. 

Pent.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Baft.  Keep  the  pe.-.ce,  I  fay. 
Sal.  Standby,  or  1  fhall  gaul  you  F  mkonbridge. 

'Baft.  Thou  wer't  better  guil  the divel  Salisbury. 
It  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftirre  thy  foot, 

Or  teach  thy  hafty  Ipleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
lie  ft r ike  thee  dead,  Put  up  thy  fword  betimc. 

Or  He  fo  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-Iron, 
That  you  fhall  think  the  divel  is  come  from  hell. 

Big.  Wh^t  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faukonbridgei 
Second  a  Villaine,  and  a  Murtherer  ? 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kili'd  this  Prince  ? 
Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  well  ? 

I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  lives  loffe. 

Sal.  Truft  not  thofc  cunning  waters  of  his  eies, 
Foe  villany  is  not  without  fuch  Rheume, 

And  he  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  Rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocency. 

Away  wich  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhorre 

Th'uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaughcer-houfe, 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  this  fmell  of  finne. 

'Big.  Away  toward  Bury,  tothc  Dolphin  there . * 
P.  There  tell  the  King,he  may  enquire  us  out. Ex.Lords. 

Ba.  Here's  a  good  world  :  knew  you  of  this  fair  work? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundleffe  reach  of  mercy, 

(If  thoudidft  this  deed  of  death)  thou  art  damn'd  Hubert. Hub.  Do  but  hear  me  fir. 

Baft.  Ha  ?  He  tell  thee  what. 

Thou'rt  damn'd  as  black,  nay  nothing  is  fo  black, 

Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lnciftri 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  Hell 
As  thou  fhalt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul. 

Bap-.  If  thou  didft  but  confenc 
To  this  moft  cruel  A£  :  do  buc  defpair, 
And  if  thou  wantrt  a  Cord,  the  fmalleft  three] 

That  ever  Spider  twifted  from  her  womb 

Will  ferve  to  ftrangle  thee :  A  rufh  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on.  Or  wouldft  thou  drown  thy  felf, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon, 
And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  Ocean, 

Enough  to  ftiflefuch  a  Villaine  up. 
I  do  fufpc£t  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub.  If  I  in  a£\  ,  confenc,  or  finne  of  thought^ 

Be  guilty  of  the  Healing  thac  fvveec  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me : 

Ilefchim  well. 
Ba&.  Go  bear  him  in  thine  armes : 

I  am  amaz'dmc  thinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns,  and  dangers  of  this  world. 

D  d  i       _  jjgwl 
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How  eafie  dolt  thou  taki  all  England  up, 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  Royalty  ? 

The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  Realm 
h  fled  to  heaven  :  and  England  now  is  left 

To  tug  and  fcamble,  and  to  part  by  th'tecth 
The  unowed  interelt  of  proud  fwelling  State : 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  M'jefty, 
Doth  dogged  warre  brilile  his  angry  creft, 
And  fnarlcth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace  : 
Now  Powers  from  home,  and  difcoments  at  home 
Meet  in  one  line  ••  and  vatt  confufaon  waits 
As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  lick-fallen  beaft, 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrefted  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  center  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeit.  Bear  away  that  child, 
And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  lie  to  the  King : 
A  thouland  buhneffes  are  brief  in  hand, 
And  heaven  it  felf  doth  frown  upon  the  Land. 

The  Life  and^Death  ofl(ing  John. 

Exit. 

A&m  Quart  us  >  Scxna  ̂ Prima. 

Enter  King  John,  and  Pandtilphy  attendants. 

K.  John.  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  Circle  of  my  glory. 

Pattd.  Taki  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope 
YourSoveraignegreatneffe  and  authority. 

John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word,  go  meec  the  Preachy 
And  from  his  holinelfo  ufc  alLyour  power 

To  flop  their  marches  *fore  we  areecflam'd  .* Our  difcontented  Counties  do  revolt : 

Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience, 
Swearing  Allegeance,  and  the  love  of  foul 
To  firanger-blood,  to  forrain  Royalty ; 
This  inundation  of  miftempered  humour, 

Refts  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 

Then  paufe  not ;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick, 
That  prefent  med'eine  muft  be  miniftred, Or  overthrow  incureable  enfues. 

Pond.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempeft  up, 

Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope  .• 
Butfinceyou  are  a  gentle  convertite. 

My  tongue  ("hall  hufh  agun  this  (iorm  of  warre, 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  blu firing  Land  : 
On  this  Afccntion  day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  Arms.  Sxit. 

John.  Is  this  Afcention  day?  did  not  the  Prophet 
Say,  that  before  Attention  day  at  noon, 
My  Crown  I  fhould  give  off?  even  fo  I  have : 
I  did  fuppofe  it  fhoulci  be  on  conllraint, 

But  fheav'n  be  thank  Vl )  it  is  but  voluntary. 
Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  All  Kent  hath  yielded  .•  nothing  there  holds  out 

But  'Dozer  Caftle  :  London  hath  receiv'd 
Likea  kind  Holi,  the  Dolphin  and  his  powers. 
Your  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy  : 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  nnd  down 
The  little  number  of  doubtful  friends. 

John.  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  me  again 
After  they  hea:d  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Baft.  They  found  him  dead,  and  cart  into  the  ftrccts, 
An  empty.  Casket,  where  the  Jiwel  of  life 

By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  rob'd  and  tane  away. 
John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Baft.  So  on  rrty  foul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 

Be  great  in  Aft,  as  you  have  been  in  Thought : 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diliruft 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye : 

Be  ttirring  as  the  time,  be  fire  with  fire, 
Threaten  the  thrcatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 

Of  bragging  horror :  So  (hall  inferior  eies 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 

Grow  great  by  your  example  and  put  on 
The  dauntlcffe  fpirit  of  refolution. 

Away,  and  glilterlikc  the  god  of  warre 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field : 

Shew  boldnefle  and  afpiring  confidence : 
What,  fhall  they  fcek  the  Lyon  in  his  denne, 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
Oh  let  it  not  befaid  forrage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors, 

And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  fonigh. 
John.  The  Legat  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 

And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him, 
And  he  hath  promif  d  to  difmifs  the  Powers 
Led  by  th^Dolphin. 

"Baft.  Oh  inglorious  League  : 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land, 
Send  fair-play-orders,  and  makecomprimifc, 
Inunuation,  parley,  and  bafc  truce 
To  Arms  Invafive  ?  Shall  a  beardlefle  boy,  . 
A  cockred-filken  wanton  brave  our  fields* 
And  flefh  his  fpiric  in  a  warrc-like  foyle, 
Mocking  the  ayr  with  colours  idelyfpreadf, 
And  find  no  check-  ?  Let  us  my  Liege  to  Armes? 
Perchaice  the  Cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace ; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  ac  leaft  be  faid 

They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 
John.  Hive  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefenc  time. 
Baft.  Away  then  with  good  courage :  yet  I  know 

Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe. 
txtwst* 

Scxna  fecunda. 

Enter  {in  Arms) Dolphin ,  Salisbury MelloonCyPtrnftTokty 

Bigoty  Senldiers. 

Dot.  My  Lord  Melbone,  let  this  be  coppied  out, 
And  keep  it  fafeforour  remembrance: 
Return  the  prefident  to  thefe  Lords  again, 
That  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 

Both  they  and  we,  perufing  ore  thefe  notes  ■ 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  S?cnmenr, 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviobbie. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 
And  noble  Dolphin*  albeit  we  fwear 

A  voluntary  zeale,  and  an  un-urg*d  faith 
To  your  proceedings:  yet belceve  me  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  foch  a  fore  of  time 

Should  feck  a  plaifter  by  contemn'd  revolr, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  Canker  of  one  wound, 

By  I 
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By  making  many :  Oh  it  grieves  my  foul, 
That  I  muft  draw  this  mettle  from  my  fide 

To  be  a  widdow-maker :  oh,  and  there 

Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence 

Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salifbnry, 

But  fuch  is  the  infeaion  of  the  time, 

That  for  the  health  and  Phyfickof  oar  right, 

We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  rtern  injuftice,  and  confufed  wrong : 

And  ls't  not  pity,  (oh  my  grieved  friends) 
That  we,  the  fons  and  children  of  this  IJle , 

Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this, 

Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  ftranger,  march 

Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 
Her  enemies  ranks  ?  I  muft  withdraw,  and  weep 

Upon  thefpot  of  this  enforced  caufe, 

To  Grace  the  Gentry  of  a  Land  remote, 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here: 

What  here  ?  O  Nation  that  chou  couldft  remove. 

That  Neptmes  Armeswho  dippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf, 

And  cripple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  fhorc, 
Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  Armies  might  combine 

The  bloud  of  malice,  in  a  vein  of  league, 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighborly. 

Dolph.  A  noble  temper  dolt  thou  (hew  i  n  this, 

And  great  affections  wraftling  in  thy  bofom 

Doth  make  an  Earthquake  of  Nobility  : 

Oh,  what  a  Noble  combatc  haft  fought 

Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpecl  .• 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 

That  filverly  doth  progreffe  on  thy  cheeks : 

My  heart  hath  melted  ac  a  Ladies  tears, 

Being  an  ordinary  inundation : 
But  this  cfi ulion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 

This  fhowre  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  morcamaz'd Than  had  I  fecn  the  vaulty  top  of  Heaven 

Figur'd  quite  ore  with  burning  Meteors. 
Life  up  thy  brow  (renowned  Salisbury) 

And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorme  ; 
Commend  thefe  warrs  to  thofe  baby-eyes 

That  never  faw  the  Gyant-world  enrag'd, 
.  Nor  met  with  Fortune,  other  than  at  feafts, 
Full  warm  of  blood,of  mirth,  of  Goffipping. 
Come,  come,  for  thou  (halt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity 

As  Lewis  himfelf  :  fo  ('Nobles)  fhall  you  all, 
That  knit  your  finews  totheftrengch  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 

:  And  even  there,  mcthinks  an  Angel  fpake, 
Look  where  the  holy  Lcgat  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven, 

And  on  our  AcYions  fet  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

Pan.  Hail  noble  Prince  of  France'. 

The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himfelf  to  Romey  his  ipirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againft  the  Holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropolis  and  Sea  of  Rome. 

Therefore  thy  threatning  colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  warrc, 
That  like  a  Lyon  foftered  up  at  hand, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  (hew. 

'Dolph.  Your  grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back 

I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  control  1, 

Or  ufeful  fcrving-man,  and  inftrumenc 

To  any  Sovereign  State  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firft  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  warrcs, 

Between  this  chaftiz'd  kingdom  and  ray  felf, 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire ; 

And  now  'tis  farre  too  huge  to  be  blown  out  _ 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it : 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  rightj 
Acquainted  me  with  intereft  to  this  Land, 
Yea,  thruft  this  enterprizc  into  my  heart, 

And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with&w*?  what  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
I  (by  the  honour  of  my  marrige  bed) 

After  young  Arthur ,  claim  this  Land  for  mine, 

And  now  it  is  half  conquer'd,  muft  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 
Am  1  Rome*  Vine?  what  penny  hath  Rome  botxx} 
Whac  men  provided  ?  what  munition  fent  » 

To  under-prop  this  Action  ?  Is't  not  I 
That  under-go  this  charge  ?  who  elfc  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 

Sweat  in  this  bufinelfe,  and  maintain  this  wtrre  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  JJlanders  fhout  out 

five  le  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  Towns  ? Have  I  not  here  the  beft  Cards  for  the  game 

To  winne  this  eafic  match,  playd  for  a  Crown  ?  1 
And  fhall  I  now  give  ore  the  yielded  Set  ? 
No,  no,  on  my  foul  it  never  fhall  be  faid. 

Pond.  You  look  but  on  the  out-fide  of  this  work. 

Dolfh.  Out-fide,  or  in-fide,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed, 
Before  I  drew  this  gallanc  head  of  warre, 

And  cull'd  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world 
To  out-look  Conqueft,  and  to  winne  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death : 
Whatlufty  Trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  world, 
Let  me  have  audience  :  I  am  fent  to  fpeak : 

My  holy  Lord  of  Millane  from  the  King 
I  come  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him : 
And,  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pond.  The  Dolphin  is  too  wilful  oppofite 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties : 

He  flatly  fay es,  he'l  not  lay  down  his  Arms. 

Baft.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, The  youth  fays  well.  Now  hear  our  Snglifi  King, 
For  thus  his  Royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me : 

He  is  prepar'd,  and  rcafon  too  he  fhould, This  apifhand  unmannerly  approach, 

This  harnefs'd  Maske,  and  unadvifed  Revel/^ 
This  unheard  fawcineffe  and  boyifh  Troops, 

The  King  doth  fmile  ac,  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfifh  warre,  this  Pigmy  Armes 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  Territories. 

1  That  hand  which  had  theftrength,  even  at  your  door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hajrch, 
To  dive  like  Buckets  in  concealed  Wells, 
To  crowch  in  litter  of  your  ftable  planks, 

To  lye  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  Chefts  and  Trunks, 
To  hug  with  fwine,  to  feek  fwcet  fafety  ouc 
In  vaults  and  [prifons,  and  to  thrill  and  (hake, 

Eve 
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Even  at  the  crying  of  your  Nations  crow, 

Thinking  this  voice  an  armed  EngHjh  man. 
Shall  true  victorious  hand  be  feebled  here, 

That  in  your  chambers  give  you  chaftifement  ? 

No  :know  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  Armcs, 

And  like  an  Eagle,  o*re  his  ayery  towres, 
To  fowfle  annoyance  that  comes  neere  hisNeft  ; 

And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  Revolts, 

You  bloody  Nero's,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  Morher-£»g/W :  blulh  for  fhamc : 

For  your  own  Ladies,  and  pak-vif  g'd  Maids Like  Jmazjons,  come  tripping  afrer  drummes: 

Their  thimbles  into  armed  Gantlets  change, 

Their  Needles  to  Lances,  and  thei^  gentle  hearts 

To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Dol.  There  end  rhy  brave,  and  turne  thy  face  in  peace, 

We  grant  thou  canft  out-fcold  us :  fare  thee  well, 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  brabler. 

Pan.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeake. 

Baft.  No,  Iwillfpeak. 
Dol.  We  will  attend  to  neither : 

Strike  up  the  drummes,  and  let  the  tongue  of  warre, 
Plead  for  pur  intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Baft.  Indeeed  your  Drums  being  be.uen,will  cry  out  $ 
And  fo  fhall  you,  being  beaten  :  do  but itart 
An  eccho  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drumme, 

And  even  at  hand,  a  drumme  is  ready  brae'd, 
That  fhall  reverbrace  all,  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fh.Ul 

(As  loud  as  thine )  rattle  the  Welkins  ear, 

And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  Thunder ;  for  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legat  here 

Whom  he  hath  uf'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John  :  and  in  his  forehead  fits 

A  bare-rib*d  death,  whofe  office  is  this  day 
Tofeaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Dot.  Strike  up  our  drummes,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Baft.  And  thou  fhaltfind  it  ( 'Dolphin )  do  not  doubt. 
Exeunt. 

Scxna  Qttarta. 

Selena  Taenia. 

Alarums.  Enter  John,  and  Hubert. 

John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh  tell  me  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly  I  fear ;  how  fares  your  Majefly  ? 
John.  This  Feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 

Lyes  heavy  on  me :  oh,  my  heart  is  lick. 
Enter  a  Merger. 

McJ.  My  Lord:  your  valiant  kmfman  Faulconbridgc, 
Defires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  field, 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  goe. 

John.  Tell  him  toward  Smnfted,  to  the  Abby  there. 
Me  J.  Be  of  good  comfort :  for  the  great  fupply, 

That  was  expe&ed  by  the  Dolphin  here, 

A  re  wrack'd  three  nights  agoe  on  Goodwin  fands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  RichardWv.  even  now, 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

John.  Aye  me,  this  tyrant  Fewer  burns  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  toward  Smutted  :  to  my  Litter  (Iraighr, 
Weakneffe  poffelTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint. Exeunt 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  I  did  no:  think  the  King  fo  (tor'd  with  friends. 
Pern.  Up  once  again :  put  fpirit  in  the  French, 

If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 
Sal.  That  misbegotten  Divel  Faulconbridge, 

Infpight  offpighr,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pern.  They  fay  King  John  fore  lick  hath  left  the  field. 
Enter  Meloon  wounded. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  of  England  here. 
Sal.  When  we  were  h?ppy,  we  had  other  names. 
Pent.  It  is  the  Count  Meloovc. 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly  Noble  Engltjk,  you  are  bought  and  fold, 
Unthred  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 

And  welcome  home  again  cifcarded  fairh, 

Seek  out  King  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet 
For  if  the  French  be  Lords  of  this  loud  day, 
He  means  to  recompence  the  pains  you  take, 

By  cutting  off  your  heads :  Thus  hath  he  fworn, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  moe  with  me, 
Upon  the  Altar  at  Sr.  Edmondiburj, 
Even  on  that  Altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you, 

Deere  amity,  and  everlafiing  love. 
Sal.  May  this  be  poflible  ?  Miy  this  be  true  ? 
Mel.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 

Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  waxe 

Refolveth  from  his  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? What  in  the  world  fhould  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  mutt  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 

Why  fhould  I  then  be  falfe,  fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence,  by  truth  ? 
Ifayagaine,  if  Levis  dowinne  theday, 
He  is  forfworn,  if  ere  thofe  eies  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  Eaft  : 
But  even  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breach 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  Creft 

Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  Sunne, 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  fhall  expire, 

Paying  the  fine  of  rated  Treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives  .* 
If  Lewis,  by  your  afliftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  King  j 

The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpec~t  befides (For  that  my  Grandfire  was  an  Englishman} 
Awakes  my  Conscience,  to  confeffe  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  j 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace  :  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul 
With  contemplation,  and  devout  defires. 

Sal.  We  dobeleeve  thee,  and  befhrew  my  foul, 
.  But  I  do  love  the  favour,  and  the  form 

Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
1  We  will  untread  the  fiepsof  damned  flight, 

'  And  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  rankneffe,  and  irregular  cottrfe, 

Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'rc-Iook'd, 
And  calmely  run  on  in  obedience, 
Even  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  John. 

My.  arme  fhall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence, 

For 
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For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  chine  eye.  Away,  my  friends,  new  flight, 
And  happy  newnefle  thac  intends  old  righc  Exeunt. 

Selena  Quinta. 

Snter  Dolphin  and  hit  Train. 

Dot.  The  Sun  of  heaven(rne  thought)  was  loath  to  fet; 
But  ftaid,  and  made  the  Weftern  Welkin  blufb, 

When  Englifi  meafure  backward  their  own  ground 
In  fainc  retire :  Oh  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  Volley  of  our  needlcflc  foot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toyle,  we  bid  good  night, 

And  woon'd  our  tott'ring  colours  clearly  up, Laft  in  the  field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  ic. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Where  is  my  Prince  the  Dolphin! 
Dot.  Here,  what  news? 

Mef.  The  Count  MelUont  is  (lain  :  The  Englifh  Lords 
By  his  perfwafion  are  at  length  falln  off, 

And  your  fupply  which  you  have  wifh'd  fo  long, Arecaft  away,  and  funk  on  Goodwin  Sands. 

Dot.  Ah  foul  Airew'd  news.  Befhrew  thy  very  heart : I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  night 
As  this  hath  made  me.  Who  was  he  that  faid 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mef.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true  my  Lord, 
Del.  Well:  keep  good  quartered  good  care  co  nigbt, 

The  day  fhall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to  morrow.  Exeunt. 

Scana  Sexta. 

Enter  Baftardand  Hubert  fever  all j 
Hub.  Whofe  there  ?  Speak  boa,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I fhoor. 

Baft.  A  friend.  What  art  thou  ? 
Hub,  Of  ttepmoi  England. 
Baft,  Whither  doftthougoe? 
Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs, 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Baft.  Hubert*  I  think. 
Hub.  Thou  haft  a  perfeft  thought  i 

I  will  upon  all  hazzards  well  beleeve 

Thouart  my  friend,  that  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou  ?  '  B 

Baft.  Who  thou  wilt:  and  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  maift  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think  71* 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets.  •  "  * 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance :  thou,  and  endlelTe  night, 
Have  done  me  flume :  brave  Souldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue, Should  fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 
■  -BefL-  Cn<j\r,camci  Uw^otaoteioeat,  Wi*c  ntw«« abroad  ? 

Hub.  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night, To  find  you  ouc. 

Baft.  Brief  then  :  and  what's  the  news  ? 
Hub.  O  my  fweec  Sir,  news  fitting  to  thenighr, 

Black,  fearfull,comfortkffe,  and  horrible. 

Baft.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
I  am  no  Woman,  He  not  fwound  at  it. 

Hub.  The  King  I  fear  is  poyfon'd  by  a  Monkj 
I  left  him  almoll  fpcechleffe,  and  broke  but 
To  acquaint  you  wuh  this  evil  i  rm  you  might 
The  better  arme  you  to  the  fodain  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Baft.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  Who  did  taftetohirn  ? 
Hub.  A  Monk  I  tell  you,  a  refolved  Villaine 

Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out :  The  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure  may  recover. 

Baft.  Who  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefly  ? 
Hub.  Why  know  you  not  ?  the  Lords  ars  all  come 

back, 

And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company, 

At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardon'd  them^ 
And  they  arc  all  about  his  Majefly. 

Baft.  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 

He  tell  thee  Hubert ,  halfe  my  power  this  night 
PafTing  ihefe  Flats,  are  taken  by  the  Tide, 

Thefc  L/»cf/«-waflies  have  devoured  them, 

My  fe'if,  well  mounted,  have  efcap'd. 
Away  before  ;  Conduit  me  to  the  King, 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  ere  I  come.  Exeunt. 

Scxna  Septima. 

Enter  Prince  Henry ,  Salisbury ,  and  Bigot. 
Hen.  It  is  too  late,  the  life  of  all  his  blood 

Is  touch'd  corruptibly:  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  fomc  fuppofe  the  fouls  frail  dwelling  houfe) 
Doth  by  the  idle  Comments  that  ic  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  T>embroke0 

Pern.  Hfe  Highnefle  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  aire, 
Ic  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poyfon  which  alfayleth  him. 

Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  Orchard  here  i Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 

Pern.  He  is  more  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him ;  even  now  hefung. 

Hen.  Oh  vanity  of  fickneffc,  fierce  excreams 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feele  themfelves. 
Death  having  prey 'd  upon  the  outward  parrs Leaves  them  invifible,  and  her  fiegeis  now 
Againfl  the  wind,  the  which  he  prick?  and  wound* 
With  many  legions  of  ftrangefantafies, 
Which  in  their  throng  and  prefle  to  that  laft  hold, 
Confound  themfelves.  *Tis  ftrange  that  death  fhouldfin°: I  am  the  Symet  to  this  pale  faint  Swan. 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymne  to  his  own  death, 
And  from  the  Organ-pipe  of  frailty  fings 
His  foul  and  body  their  lading  reft. 

Sal.  Ba  of  good  comfort  (  Prince  J  for  you  are  born Tefet  -a-formeupon  that indfgeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapeleffe,  and  fo  rude, 

John  brought  in.  ' 
John.  I  marry  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room, 
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Ic  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors, 
There  is  fo  hot  a  Summer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  duft : 
I  am  a  fcribled  forme  drawn  with  a  pen, 

Upon  a  Parchment-,  and  againft  this  fire 
Doe  I  fhrink  up. 

Hen.  How  fares  your  Majeftie  ? 

John*  Poyftfn'd,  ill  fare :  de id,  forfook,  call  off, 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icie  fingers  in  my  maw  j 

Nor  let  my  Kingdomes  Rivers  take  their  courfe 

Through  my  burn'd  bofom  :  norintreat  the  North 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifie  my  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.  I  do  not  aske  you  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort :  and  you  are  fo  ftraight 
And  foingrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

He».  Oh  that  there  were  fome  vertue  in  my  tears, 
That  might  relieve  you. 

John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  hell,  and  there  the  poyfon 

Is,  as  a  fiend,confin'd  to  tyrannize, 
On  unrcpreevcable  condemned  blood. 

Enter  Baftard. 
Baft.  Ob,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion 

And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  lee  your  Majeftie. 
fth».  Oh  Cozen,  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  eye : 

The  tackle  of  my  heart,  is  crackt  and  burnt, 
And  all  the  fhrowds  wherewith  my  life  fhould  faile, 
Are  turned  to  one  thred,  one  little  hair : 

My  heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  (lay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered, 

And  then  all  this  thou  feeft,'is  but  a  clod, 
And  module  of  confounded  Royalty. 

Baft.  The  'Dolphin  is  preparing  hitherward, Where  heaven  be  knows  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 

For  in  a  night  the  beft  part  of  my  power, 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  Waftoes  all  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  floo  J. 

Sal.  You  breath  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear 

My  Liege,  my  Lord  •  but  now  a  King,  now  thus. 
Hen,  Even  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  (lop. 

What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay, 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  Clay  ? 

Baft.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 
To  do  the  office  for  thee,  of  revenge, 
And  then  my  foul  (hall  wait  on  thee  to  Heaven, 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  ftill; 
Now,  now  you  Stars,  that  move  in  your  right  Spheres, 
Where  be  your  powers  ?  Shew  now  your  mended  faiths, 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again, 

To  pufh  deftru&ion,  and  perpefual  fhame  . 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  Land: 
Straight  let  us  feek,  or  ftraighc  we  fhall  be  fought, 
The  Dolphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we, 
The  Cardinal  Pandtt/ph  is  within  at  reft, 

Who  half  an  hour  fincecame  from  the  Dolphin, 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace, 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpe&  may  take, 

With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  wane. 

'Baft.  He  will  the  rather  do  ir,  when  he  fees 
Our  felves  well  fmew'd  to  our  defence . 

Sal.  Nay,  'tis  in  a  manner  done  already, 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  Sea-fide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal, 
With  whom  your  felf,  my  felf,  and  other  Lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  confummate  this  bufinefle  happily. 

Baft.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  you  my  Noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Fathers  funeral. 

Hen.  htworctfter  muft  his  body  be  interr'd, 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 
Baft.  Thither  fhall  it  then, 

And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
The  lineal  ftate,  and  glory  of  the  Land, 
To  whom  with  all  fubmiflionen  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices 
And  true  fubjedtion  everlaftingly. 

Sal.  A  nd  the  like  tender  of  our  love  fre  mak* 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Hen.  I  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it  but  with  tears. 

Baft.  Oh  let  us  pay  the  time  :  but  needful  woe, 
Since  it  hath  been  before  hand  with  our  griefs.   m 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  (hall 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  it  felf. 
Now,  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  Corners  of  the  world  in  Armes, 
And  we  fhall  fhock  them :  Nought  fhall  make  us  roe, 

If  England  to  it  felf,do  reft  but  true.  Exeunt, 

2.1  ])o  \t 



3*? 

<  i 

«tf?       rxrv       trtlfir  tttf?  «w  ttSfr  ctar  ttlfi  «I«r  cwr  OZfS  tWJ  nSf?  vtfra       t««r  tWff  cM^  tflw  tscrcr  vm,  *Xr*  rt&s  SS52! 

eos^C^  R<*2^G5>  t?.9«Je>G«  <i**sJt>©3  &9<1CQ3  W^a&O,4)  Cs9£fc<V>  fc>0yf»<i»?  CvOifcC-)  *  fc^iBCfe  ££>3ti<V", . 
.1 HIIH  lillillf  %  isii^  lill      SsiS  liiil  mm :  mm  mm  •  mi 

jya3  ar«a  «a»  &fc  Jim  dfe       cm»  &3<*  c4»  Wtt  cwa  a/fta  c/fta  cj»a  i^fta  cavi  aaa  cma  cff*a  £«»  <y»»  W  <W%a  m» 

The  Life  and  Death  of  King  Richard 

the  Second. 

^ABm  'Prirnm,  Scxna  Vrima. 

Enter  King  Richardy  John  of  G ant ̂   with  other  Nobles 
and  Attendants. 

King  Richard. 

Ld  Johuot  Gaunt,  time-honoured  Lancafter, 
Haft  thou  according  to  thy  oath  and  band, 

Brought  hither  Henry  Herford  thy  bold  fon  : 
Here  to  make  good  the  boifterous  late  appeal, 

Which  then  our  leafure  would  not  let  us  hear, 

Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 
Gaunt.  I  have  my  Liege. 
Kins.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him, 

If  he  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice, 

Or  worthily  as  a  good  Subject  fhould, 

On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him. 
Gaunt.  As  neer  as  I  could  fife  him  on  that  argument, 

On  fome  apparent  danger  feen  in  him , 

Aym'd  at  your  HighnelVe,  no  inveterate  malice. 
King.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  face  to  fice, 

And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  our  felves  will  hear 

Tn'accufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpeak  ; 

High  Itomack'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire. 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  fea ;  hafty  as  fire. 

Enter  Bnllingbrookj!  and  Mowbray. 

Bull.  Many  years  of  happy  daies  befall 
My  gracious  Soveraign,  my  mod  loving  Liege. 

Mow.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happineffe, 
Until  the  heavens  envying  earths  good  hap, 
Adde  an  immortal  Title  to  your  Crown. 

King.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us, 
As  well  appeareth  by  thecaufe  you  come, 
Namely  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafon. 
Coufin  of  Hereford  what  doft  thou  object 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolke^Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Bull.  Firtt,  heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech, 

In  the'devotion  of  a  Subjects  love, 
Tendring  the  precious  fafety  of  my.Priflce, 

And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  hate, 
Come  I  appealant  to  this  Princely  prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well :  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  fhall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  Divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  he.'.ven. 
Thou  arc  a  Trairor  and  a  mifcreant  ; 

Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live; 
Since  the  more  fair  and  Criftall  is  the  skie, 

The  uglier  feem  the  clouds  that  in  ir  flye : 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foule  Traitors  name  fturfe  I  thy  throar, 

And  wifh  (fo  pleafe  my  Soveraigne)  ere  I  move,  (prove. 
What  my  tongue  fpeaks,  my  right  drswn  fwordmay 
Mow.  Let  not  my  cool  words  here  accufe  my  zeale: 

Tis  nocthe  Tryalof  a  womanswarre, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  be^wixcus  twain: 

The  blood  is  hot  that  mull  be  cooi'd  for  this. 
Yec  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  bo.ift, 

As  to  be  hufhr,  and  nought  at  all  to  fry. 
Firft  the  fair  reverence  of  your  Highneffe  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurrs  to  my  free  fpeech, 

Which  elle  would  port,  untill  it  had  remrn'd 
Thefe  termes  of  treafon,  doubly  down  his  throat, 
Setting  afide  his  high  bloods  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  Liege, 
I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him, 

Call  him  a  fhne'erous  Coward,  and  a  ViNaine : 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds, 
And  meet  him,  were  1  tide  to  run  afoot, 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alpes, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable, 
Where  ever  Englifhman  durfi  fc  his  foor, 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, 

By  all  my  hopes  mod  f.ilfly  doth  he  lie. 
Bail.  Pale  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 

Declaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  King, 
And  lay  afide  my  high  bloods  Royalty, 
Which  fear,  not  reverence  makes  thee  to  except, 
If  guilty  dread  hath  lefc  thee  fo  much  firengib, 
As  to  take  up  mine  honours  pawn,  then  ftoop. 

By  that,  andall  therights  of Knigtv.hood elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee  arms  to  arme, 
What  I  havefpoken,  or  thou  canftdevife. 
Mow.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  fword  I  fwear, 

Which  gently  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  fhoulder5 

'le  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  Chivalrous  defigne  of  Knightly  tryall  : 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  Traitor,  or  unjudly  fight. 

King.  What  doth  our  Colin  lay  to  Mowbrajes  charge? 

It  mutt  be  great  that  can  inherit  us, 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

'Bull.  Look  what  I  faid,  my  life  fhall  prove  ittnie, 

That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thouiand  Nobles, 

In 
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In  name  of  lendings  for  your  Highncffc  Souldicrs, 

The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  imployments, 
Like  a  falfe  traitor  and  injurious  Villain, 
Belides  I  fay,  and  will  in  batcail  prove, 

Or  here,  or  elfewhere  to  the  further*  Verge 

That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Engll(h  eye, 
That  all  theTreafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years 

Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 
Fercht  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firft  head  and  fpring. 

Further  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 

Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good, 
That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Shutters death, 

Suggeft  his  foon  beleeving  adverfaries, 

And  confequently  like  a  traitor  Coward, 

Sluc'd  out  his  innocent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood 
Which  blood,Uke  facrificing  Abels  cries, 

('Even  from  the  tongueleffe  Caverns  of  the  earth) 
To  me  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement : 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent, 
This  arm  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

King.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foars : 
Thomas  of  Norfolke,  what  faift  thou. to  this  ? 

Mow.  Oh  let  my  Sovcraign  turn  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  Hinder  of  his  blood  , 

How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  Iyer. 

King.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  cies  and  ears, 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  our  Kingdoms  heir, 
As  he  is  but  my  fathers  brothers  fon ; 

Now  by  my  Scepters  awe,  I  make  a  vow, 

Such  neigbbour-neerneffe  to  our  facred  blood, 
Should  nothing  priviledge  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unftooping  firmneffe  of  my  upright  foul. 
He  is  our  fub je&  {Mowbray )  fo  art  thou, 
Free  fpeech  and  fearleffe,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mow.  Then  Bulllngbrooke  as  low  as  to  thy  hearr, 
Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat ;  thou  lieft  : 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calllce, 
Disburft  I  to  his  HighneffeSouldiers  ; 

The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent, 
For  that  my  Soveraign  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  deer  account, 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen : 

Now  fwallow  down  that  lye.  For  Gloufiers  death, 
I  flew  him  not ;  but  ( to  mine  own  difgrace^ 
Neglefted  my  fwom  duty  in  that  cafe  : 
For  you  my  noble  Lord  of  Lancatter, 
The  honorable  father  to  my  foe, 
Once  I  did  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  life, 
A  trefpaffe  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul : 

But  ere  T  laft  receiv'd  the  Sacramear, 
I  did  confefle  it,  and  exactly  begg'd 
Your  Graces  pardon,  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault  .•  as  for  the  reftappeal'd, 
It  ilfues  from  the  rancor  of  aVillaine, 
A  recreant  and  moft  degenerate  traitor, 
Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend, 
And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  gage, 
Upon  this  overweening  traitors  foot, 
To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  Gentleman, 

Even  in  the  beft  bloud  chamber'd  in  his  bofom. 
In  hafte  whereof  moft  heartily  I  pray 
Your  Highneffe  to  affigne  our  tryal  day. 

King.  Wrath  kindled  Gentlemen  be  rul'd  by  mc : 
Let'  'spurge  this  choller  without  letting  blood: 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  Phyfitian. 

Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifien. 
Forger,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed, 
Our  Doctors  fay,  this  is  ho  time  to  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun, 

We'l  calme  the  Duke  of  Norfolke,  you  your  fon. 
Gaum .  To  be  a  make-peace  fhall  become  my  age, 

Throw  down  (  my  fon)  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  gage. 

King.  And  Norfolkjhtcw  down  his.  - 
Gaunt.  When  Harry  when  ?  Obedience  bids, 

Obedience  bids,  I  fhould  not  bid  agen. 

King.  Norfolkey  throw  down,  we  bid  j  there  is  no boot. 

Mow.  My  felf  I  throw  ( dread  Soveraign)  at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  fhalt  command,  but  not  my  fhame, 

The  one  my  duty  owes,  but  my  fair  name 
Defpightof  death  that  lives  upon  my  grave 
To  dark  dishonours  ufe,  thou  fhalc  not  have. 

I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffel'd  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul,  with  (landers  venom'd  fpear: 
The  which  no  balme  can  cure,  but  his  hearublood 

Which  breath'd  thi3  poyfon. 

King.  Rage  muftbewithftood  s 
Give  me  his  gage :  Lyons  make  Leopards  tame. 

Mow.Ycz,  but  not  change  his  fpotsrtake  but  my  fhame, 

And  I  refigne  my  gage.  My  deer,  deer  Lord, 
The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  fpotleffe  reputation ;  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

A  Jewell  irt  a  ten-times  barr'd  up  Chert, 
Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life;  both  grow  in  one  : 
Ta^e  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 

Then  ( deer  my  Liege )  mine  honour  let  me  try, 
In  that  I  live  ;  and  for  that  will  I  dye. 

King.  Cofin,  throw  down  your  gage, 
Doe  you  begin. 

Bui.  Oh  heaven  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin. 

Shall  I  feem  Creft-faln  in  my  fathers  fight, 

Or  with  pale  beggax'd  fear  impeach  my  bight 
Before  this  out-dar'd  daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue, 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong  • 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle :  my  teeth  fhall  tear 
The  flavifh  motive  of  recanting  fear, 

And  fpitit  bleeding  in  his  high  difgracc, 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mewbrays  face. Exit  Gamt. 

King.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command. 
Which  fince  we  cannot  doe  to  make  you  friends, 

Be  ready,  (as  your  lives  fhall  arfwer  it  J 
At  Coventree%  upon  Saint  Lamberts^  : 
Therefhall  your  fwords  and  Lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fetled  hate : 
Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  fhall  fee 

Jufticedefignethe  Victors  Chivalry. 
Lord  Marfhal  command  our  Officers  at  Armi, 
Be  ready  to  direct  thefe  home  Alarmes.  Sxekut. 

Scxna  Secttnda. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  DutchetfeefGlottfter. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Glottfiers  blood. 
Doth  more  folicite  me  than  your  exclaims, 
To  ftirre  againft  the  Butchers  of  his  life. But 
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But  fince  correction  lycth  in  thofc  tunds 
Which  made  the  fault  chat  wc  cannot  correct 

Put  we  our  quarrell  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 
Who  when  they  fee  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hoc  vengeance  on  offenders  heads. 

Dut.  Findes  brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  f^urre  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Sdwards  tc\en  fons  (whereof  thy  felf  art  one) 
Were  as  feven  Vial  Is  of  his  facred  blood. 

Or  feven  fair  branches  fp ringing  from  one  root : 

Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dri'd  by  natures  courfe, 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deftinics  cut : 

But  Thomas,  my  deer  Lord,  my  life,  my  Glo/ler; 
One  Viall  full  of  Edwards  Sacred  blood, 

One  flourifhing  branch  of  his  moft  Royal  root 

Is  crack 'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt  j 
Ishackt  down,  and  his  Summer  leaves  allvaded 
By  Envies  hand,  and  Murders  bloody  Axe. 
Ah  (jaunt}  His  blood  was  thine,  that  bed,  th.it  womb, 

That  mettle,  that  felf-mould  that  fafhion'd  thee, 
Made  him  a  man  :  and  though  thou  liv'ft  and  breath'ft  ; Yet  art  thou  fliin  in  him  :  thou  doft  confenc 

In  fome  large  meifure  to  thy  Fathers  death, 
In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
Who  was  the  modcllof  thy  Fathers  life. 
Call  ic  not  patience  ( Gaunt )  it  is  defpair, 

In  fuffering  thus  thy  brother  ro  be  fhughter'd, 
Thou  fhew'ft  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  ftem  murther  how  to  butcher  thee  : 
That  which  in  mean  men,  we  intitle  patience 
Is  pale  coldcowardeffein  noble  brefts : 
What  fhall  I  fay,  tofafegard  thincown  life, 
The  beft  way  is  tovenge  my  Glofters  death. 

Gaunt.  Heavens  is  the  quarrell :  for  heavens  fubftitute, 
His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  light,  j 

Hach  caus'd  his  death,  the  which  if  wrongfully Lec  heaven  revenge :  for  I  may  never  life 
An  angry  arme  agiinft  his  Miniller. 

Dut.  Where  then  (alas  J  4may  I  complain  my  felf? 
Gattn.  To  heaven,  the  widows  Champion  to  defence. 
Dut.  Why  then  I  will :  farewell  old  Gaunt. 

Thou  go'ft  to  Coventrey,  there  to  behold 
Our  Coulin  Hereford,  and  fell  Mowbray  fi°ht : 
0  fit  my  Husbands  wrongs  on  Herefords  fpear, 
Tnat  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbrayes  bred : 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  carreer  j 
Be  Mowbrayes  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfe  rs  back  j 
And  throw  the  Rider  headlong  in  the  Lifts, 
A  Caytiffc  recreant  to  my  Coufin  Hereford. 
Farewell  old  Gaum,  thy  fomtimes  brothers  wife 
With  her  companion  Grief,  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter  farewell :  I  muft  to  Coventrey, 
As  much  good  flay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Dut.  Yet  one  word  morc,Grief  boundeth  where  it  fals, 
Not  with  the  empty  hollowneffe  but  weighc : 
1  rake  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun, 
For  forrow  ends  not :  when  it  fecmetb  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother  Sdward  Tor^ 
Loe,  this  is  all :  nay  yet  depart  not  fo, 
Though  this  be  all,  do  no:  fo  quickly  go, 
I  fhall  remember  more.  Bid  him,  Ob,  what? 
With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plafhie  vilic  me. 
Alack,  and  whit  (hall  good  old  Tork^  fherefee 
But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurnifh'd  walls, 
Un-peopl'd  Offices,  untroden  ftones  ? 

And  whac  bear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there^ 
To  feek  out  forrow  that  dwels  eve;  y  where  ; 
Defoiatej  defolaie  will  I  hence, and  dye, 

The  laft  leave  of  thee,rakes  my  weeping  eye;  Exeunt. 

Selena  Tertia. 

Enter  Marshal  and  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  L.  Aumeile,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ? Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  Duke  of  A^r/^fpnghtful  and  bold, 

Scays  buc  the  fummons  of  the  appealants  Trumpet. 

Au.  Why  then  the  Champions  are  prcpar'd,and  ftay 
Fo:  norhing  but  his  Majefties  approach.  Flourifh'. 

Enter  King,  Gaunt,  Bujby,  tBagot,Green,& 
others  :  Then  Mowbray  in  Ar- 

mor, and  Harrofd. 

Rich.  Mufh.il,  demand  of  yonder  Champion 
The  Cuufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  Armes, 
Aske  him  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mat.  In  Gods  Name,and  the  Kings,  fay  who  thou  art? 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  Knightly  clad  in  Armes  ? 
Agiinft  what  man  thou  cou/ft,  and  what's  thy  quarrell, 
Speak  truly  on. thy  Knighthood,  and  thine  oathj 
As  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour. 

Mow.  My  name  is  Tho.  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  j 
Who  hither  come  eng?ged  by  my  oath, 

(Which  heaven  defend  a  Knight  fhould  violate ) 
§oth  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 

To  God,  my  King,  and  his  fucceeding  iffue, 
Ag  inft  theDukeof  Hereford,  that  appeals  me  : 
And  by  the  Grace  of  Cod  and  this  mine  Arme, 
To  prove  him  (in  defending  of  my  felf) 
A  Traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and rr.e; 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven. 

Tucket.    Enter  Hereford,  and  Harold. 
Rich.  Marfhal :  Aske  yonder  Knight  in  Armes, 

Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither , 
Thus  placed  in  habiliments  of  warfe  : 

And  formally  according  to  our  L.w 
Depofehimin  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

M*r.  What  is  thy  mme,&  wherefore  com'ft  thou  hither 
Before  King  Richard  in  his  Royal  Lifts? 

Againft  whom  com'ft  thou  f  and  what's  thy  quarel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  Knight  ,  fo  defend  thee  heaven. 

Bull.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajler,  and  Derby, 
A  n  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  Arms, 
To  prove  by  heavens  grace,  and  my  bodies  valour, 
In  Lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
Thac  he's  a  Traitor  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heaven,  King  Richard,  and  to  me, 
And  as  I  truly  fight.,  defend  me  heaven. 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  befo  bold, 
Or  daring  hardy  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 
Except  the  Marfhal,  and  fiich  officers 
Appointed  to  direct  thefefair  defignes.  - 

Bull.  Lord  Marfhal,  let  me  kifle  my  Soveraigns  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  M  ijefty : 
For  Mowbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men, 
Thac  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage, 

E  e 

Then 
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Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave 

And  loving  farewell  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  The  Appea'.anc  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highneffe 
And  craves  to  kiflfe  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

Rich.    We  will  defcend,  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford  as  thy  caufe  is  juft, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  Royal  fight : 
Farewell,my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  (hed, 
Lament  me  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  de id. 

Bully  Oh  let  no  noble  eye  prophane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  go/d  with  Mowbray  es  fpear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcons  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you, 
Of  you  (my  noble  Coftn)  Lord  Aumrrle  ; 
Not  hck,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death, 
Bjt  lufty,  young,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. 
Loe,  as  at  Englifh  Feafts,  fo  I  regreet 
Thedaintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moftfweec. 
Oh  thou  the  earthy  author  of  my  blood, 
Whofe  youthful  fpirit  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigor  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head, 
Adde  proof  unto  mine  Armour  with  thy  Prayers, 
And  with  thy  bleffings  fteel  my  Lances  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbrays  w^xen  coat, 
Andfurnifh  new  the  name  of  John  a  Gaum 
Even  in  the  lufty  haviour  of  his  fonne. 

Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profp'rous, 
Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution, 
And  ler  thy  blows  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  Caske 

Of  thy  amaz'd  pernicious  enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  Blood,  be  valiant,  and  live. 

Butt.  Mine  innocence,  and  St.  George  to  thrive. 
Mow.  How  ever  heaven  or  fortune  caft  my  lot, 

There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richards  Throne, 

A  loyal,  juft,  and  upright  Gentleman  .• 
N.ver  did  Captain  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 

His  golden  uncontroul'd  enfranchifement, 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  Feaft  of  Battle,  with  mineadverfary. 

Moft  mighty  Liege,  and  my  compinion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth,  the  wifh  of  happy  yeers, 
As  gentle,  and  as  jocond,  as  to  jeft, 
Go  I  to  fight :  Truth,  bath  a  quiet  breft. 

Rich.  Farewell  my  Lord,  fecurely  I  efpy 

Vertuewith  valour,  couched  in  thine  eye- 
Order  the  trial  Mirfiaal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster  and  Derby  > 
Receive  thy  Launce,  and  Heaven  defend  thy  right. 

Bull.  Strong  as  a  Tower  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen. 
Mar.  Go  bear  this  Launce  toThomas  Duke  of  Norfolk 
I .  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafler  and  Derby, 

Stands  here  for  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  himfelf, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  Traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him, 

And  '.'ares  him  to  fer  forward  to  the  fight. 
2.  Zfar.Hereftandeth  Thimas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 

On  pain  to  be  found  tMfeand  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafler,  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  to  him  difloyal: 
Couragioufly,  and  with  a  freedefire, 

Attending  but  the  fignall  to  begin.      A  charge  founded. 
Mar.  Sound  trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Combatants ; 

Stay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  Warder  down. 
Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  Helmets,  and  their  Spears, 

And  both  return  back  to  their  Chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found, 
While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

A  hug  Flourish. 
Draw  neer  and  lift 

What  with  our  Councel  we  hwe  done. 

For  that  our  Kingdoms  earth  fhould  not  be  foyld 
With  that  deer  blood  which  it  hath  foftered, 
And  for  our  eie;  do  hate  the  direafpeel: 

Of  civil  wounds plough'd  up  with  neghbours  fwords, 
Which  forouz'd  up  with  boifterousuntun'd  Drums, 
With  harfh  refounding  Trumpets  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  fhock  of  wrathful  iron  Arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindreds  blood  : 

Therefore,  webanilh  you  our  Territories. 
You  Coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 

Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich 'd  our  fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifhrnent. 
Bull.  Your  will  be  done  :  This  muft  my  comfort  be, 

ThatSuntrut  warms  you  here,  ("hall  fhine  on  me: 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banifhrnent. 

Rich.  Norfolk^:  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefle pronounce, 
The  flye  flow  hours  fhall  not  determinate 
Thedatelefle  limit  of  thy  deer  exile: 
The  hopelefle  word,  of  never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Mow.  A  heavy  fentence,  my  mod  Soveraign  Liege, 

And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highneffe  mouch  .* 
A  deerer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maime, 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air 

Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highneffe  hands. 

The  language  I  have  learn 'd  thefe  forty  years 
(My  native  English)  now  1  muft  forgo, 
And  now  my  tongues  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 
Than  anunftringed  Violl,  or  a  Harp, 

Or  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up, 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  tongue, 
Doubly  percullift  with  my  teeth  and  lips, 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance, 
Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me  : 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  Nurfe, 
Too  farre  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now: 

What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fpeechleffe  death, 

Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 
Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  companionate, 

After  our  fentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 
Mow.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  Countries  light 

To  dwell  in  folemn  fhades  of  endlefle  night. 
Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee 

Lay  on  our  Royal  fword,  your  banilh'd  hands ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven 
(Our  part  therein  webanifh  with  your  felves) 
To  keep  the  Oath  that  we  adminifter : 
You  never  fhall  (  fo  help  you  Truth,  and  Heaven) 
Embrace  each  others  love  in  banifhrnent, 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  oihers  face, 

Nor 
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Nor  ever  write,  regreer,  or  reconcile 

This  Iowring  rempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate, 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 

To  plot,  contrive,  or  eomplot  any  ill, 

'Gainft  Us,  our  State,  our  Subjects,  or  our  land. 
Bui.  I  fwejr. 

Mow.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Bull.  Norfolk  fo  f  i  rre,  as  to  mine  enemy^ 
By  this  time;  (had  the  King  permitted  us) 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wandred  in  the  air, 

Banifh'd  this  frail  fepulcherof  our  flefh, 

As  now  our  fl:fh  is  banifh'd  from  this  Land 
Confeffe  thy  Treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  Realm, 
Since  thou  halt  farre  to  go,  bear  noc  along 

The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Mow. .  HoBnlllngbrooke :  if  ever  I  were  Traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  Life, 

And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd,  as  from  hence  : 
Hue  what  thou  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know, 

And  all  too  foon  ( I  fear )  che  King  fhall  rue. 
Farewell  (my  Liege)  now  no  way  can  I  ftray, 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  worlds  my  way. 

Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glaffcs  of  thine  eies 

I  fee  thy  grieved  heart :  thy  fad  afpeft , 

Hath  from  the  number  of  his  bnnifh'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away:  Six  frozen  Winters  fpent, 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banifhmenc. 

Bull.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  : 
Four  lagging  Wimers,  and  four  wanton  Springs 
End  in  a  word,  fuel)  is  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt .  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fons  exile : 
But  little  vantage  fhall  I  reap  thereby. 
For  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  the  Moons,  and  bring  their  times  about, 

My  oyl-dri'd  Lamp,  and  time-bewafted  light 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age,  and  endleffc  night : 
My  inch  of  Taper,  will  be  burnt,  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death,  not  let  tre  fee  my  fon. 

Rich.  Why  Uncle,  thou  haft  many  years  to  live* 
Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute  (King)  that  thou  canft  give; 

Shorten  my  daies  thou  canft  with  fudden  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow : 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
Butftop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  : 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  death, 
Butde^d,  thy  kingdom  cinnor  buy  my  breath. 

Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdict  gave, 

Why  at  our  jufiice  feem'ft  thou  then  tolowre  ? 
Gaunt.  Things  fweer  to  tafie,  prove  in  digeftion  fowre : 

You  urg'd  mc  as  a  Judge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  Father. 

Alas,  Ilook'd  when  fomeofyou  fhouldfay, 
I  was  too  ftri&  to  make  mine  own  away  t 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againft  my  will,  to  do  my  felf  this  wrong. 

Rich.  Cofin  farewell :  and  Uncle  bid  him  fo : 

Six  years  We  banifh  him,  and  he  fhall  go.  Exit. 
Flourifh. 

An.  Cofin  farewell,  what  prefence  muft  not  know 

From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  fhow. 
Mar.  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  I,  for  I  will  ride 

Asfarr  as  Land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 
Gaunt.  Oh  po  what  purpofe  doft thou  hoird  thy  words, 

That  thoureturn'ftno  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? \ 
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BM.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 

When  the  tongues  office  fhould  be  prodigal, 

To  breath  th'abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 
Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  butthy  abfenccfor  a  time. 
Bull.  Joy^bfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 
Gaunt.  What  is  fix  Winters,  they  are  quickly  gone  ? 

"Bull.  To  men  in  joy,  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 
Gaunt.  Oil  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'ft  forplcafure. 
Bull.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo, 

Which  finds  it  an,  inforced  Pilgrimage. 
Gaunt.  The  fullen  pafftge  of  thy  weary  fteps 

EH  eemafoyl,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  Jewell  of  thy  home  return. 

Bull.  Oh  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 

By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 

By  bare  imagination  of  a  Feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  'December  fnow 

By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summers  heat  f 
Oh  no,  theapprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  : 
Fell  forrows  rooth,  doth  ever  ranckle  more 
Then  when  ic  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,come  (my  fon)  lie  bring  thee  on  thy  way 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  aufe,  I  would  not  ftay. 

Bull.  Then  England*  ground  farewell  ?  fweet  foil  adieu 
My  Mother  and  my  Nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet : 
Where  ere  I  wander,  boift  of  this  I  can, 

Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  true-born  Englishman* 

Sccena  Quarta. 

Enter  icings  AumerUy  Green ,  Bagot* 
Rich.  Wc  did  obferve.  Cofin  Aumerle^ 

How  farre  brought  you  High  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 
Aunt.  I  brought  High  Hertford  (if  you  call  him  fo ) 

But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

Rich.  And  fay,  what  fto're  of  parting  tears  were  fhed? 
tsfum.  Faith  none  by  me :  except  the  Nmheafi  wifld 

Which  then  grew  bitterly  againftour  face, 

Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheume,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  gr .ice  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

Rich.  What  faid  our  Cofin  when  you  parted  with  him? 
^*.FarewelI:and  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tounge 

Should  fo  prophanc  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreflion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  word  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrows  grave. 

Marry ,would  the  word  farewell,  had  lengthn'd  hours,* And  added  years  to  his  fhort  banifhment* 
He  fhould  have  had  avolumne  of  farewcls 
Bur  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

Rich.  He  is  our  Cofin  (Cofin)  but  'tis  doubt, 
When  time  fhall  call  him  home  from  b?nifhmcnc» 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends, 
Our  felf,  and  Bufhj  :  here  Bagot  and  Green 
Obferv'd  his  Courtfhip  to  the  common  people  t How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble,  and  familiar  courtefie, 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  onflaves ; 
Wooing^  poor  Crafts- men  with  the  craft  of  foulsy 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'cwere  to  banifh  their  affe&s  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfter-wench, 

E  c  *  A 
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A  brace  of  Dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well, 
And  hid  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee, 

With  thanks  my  Countreymen,  my  loving  friends, 
As  wercour  England  in  reverfion  his, 
And  he  our  iubjecb  next  degree  in  hope. 

Gr.  Well,  he  is  gone,  &  with  him  goe  thefe  thoughts: 
Now  tor  the  Rebels,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland , 

Expedient  mannage  mult  be  made  my  Liege 
Ere  further  leiture,  yield  the  further  means 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  highneffe  loffe. 

Rich.  We  will  oar  felf  in  perfon  to  this  wax  re, 
And  for  our  Coffers,  with  too  great  a  Courr, 

And  liberal  LargelTe,  are  grown  fomewhat  light, 

We  are  inforc'd  to  farm  our  Royal  Realm, 
The  revenew  whereof  fhall  furnifh  us 

For  oar  affairs  in  hand :  if  they  come  fhort 
Our  fubrtitucesat  home  fh all  have  Blank  charters : 

Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich, 

They  fhall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  fummes  of  Gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bafhy. 

Bfttyy,  what  news  ? 
B  i.  Old  John  of  Gmm  is  very  fide  my  Lord, 

Sodainly  taken,  and  hath  fent  poll  dalle 
To  intreat  your  Majefty  tovifit  him. 

Rlc.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Btt.  At  gly-hoxfc. 
Rlc.  Now  put  it  (heaven)  in  his  Phyfitians  mind, 

To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately 
The  lining  of  his  Coffers  flull  make  Coats 
To  deck  our  fouldiers  for  thefe  Irlfh  warres. 

.Come  Gentlemen,  let's  all  go  viik  him  .•  . 
Pt  ay  heave-n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  coo  hte.Exlt. 

Actus  Secundus.  Selena  Prima. 

Enter  ft c1^  Gaunt,  vcithTork. 

Gau.  Will  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breath  my  laft 
Jn  wholfom  counfell  to  his  unrtaid  youth  ? 

'.  Tor.  Vex  not  your  felf nor  It  rive  hoc  with  your  breath, For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

Gau.  Oh  but  ft  he;  lay)  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attv_mion  like  deep  harmony  : 

Where  word's  are.  force,  they  are  feldom fpentin  vain, 
For  they  breath  rrutn,  th..i  breath  their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  mote -mutt  fay,  islilten'd  m'ore, 
Then  they  whom  youth  *nd  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe, 

;More  are  mehs  ehds'  markt;  then  their  lives  before, 
;The  fecting"  Sun,  and  Mufick  is  the  clofe 
.As  the  laf±  talle  of  fvveets,  is  fweecelt  tart, 
(Writ  in  remembrance,  mo.e  then  things  long  part ; 
iThough  Richard  mylives  counfel  would  not  hear, 

[My  deathkfild  tale  mav  -  yer  undeaf  his  ear. 
Tor.  No,  itiisl.tOnc  with  other  flactring  foundf 
s  praifes  of  his  (tare  : -risen  rhere  are  found 

-afcivious  Mqere?s,  to  whofe  venom  found 
he  open. ears  of  y«uth  dorb  always  liften. 

[Report  of  fafhicuis  in  proud  Italy;-  - 

I  Whofe  manners.rtiil  our  tardie  apifh  Nation  ' 
Limps  after  in  bale  imitation.     '  • 

Where  doth  the  World  thrult  forth  a  vanity, 

So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpeft  how  vile, 

That  is  not  quickly  buz'd  into  their  ears  ? 
That  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard,  ■ 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wits  regard  : 

Direct  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  choofe, 

'Tis  breath  ihou  lackft ,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  loofe. 

Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am  a  Prophet  new  infpir'd, 
And  thus  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him, 
His  rafh  fierce  bbze  of  Ryoc  cannot  laft, 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves  ; 

Small  fhowers  laft  long,  but  fodain  ftormsare  fhort, 
I  He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  fart  betimes; 

With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder  5 
Light  vanity,  initiate  cormorant, 
Confuming  means  foon  preys  upon  it  felf. 
This  royall  Throne  of  Kings,  this  fceptered  Ifle, 
This  earth  of  Majefty,  this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  paradife, 
This  Fortrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 
Againft  infection,  andthehandof  warre  : 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  ftlver  Sea, 
Whichfervesitin  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  Moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 

Againft  the  envy  of  Jeffe  happier  Lands, 
This  bieffed  plot,  this  Earth,  this  Realm,  this  England^ 
This  Nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  Royal  Kings, 

Fear'd  by  their  breed,  and  famous  for  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home, 

For  Chriitian  fervice,and  true  Chivalrie, 
As  is  the  fepulcher  in  ftubborn  lmy 
Of  the  worlds  ranfom,  blefled  Maries  Son. 
This  Land  of  fuch  deer  fouls,  this  deer-deer  Land, 
Deer  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 

Is  now  Leas'd  out  (  I  dye  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  Tenement  or  pelting  Farme 

England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Se:> 
Whofe  rocky  fhore  beats  back  the  envious  fiedge 
Of  watry  JVeptunefis  now  bound  in  with  lhamc, 
With  Inky  blocs,  and  roccen  Parchmenc  bonds. 
That  England  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hach  made  a  fhameful  conquert  of  it  felf. 
Ah  ?  would  the  fcandal  vanifh  with  my  life, 

How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  deach  ? 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Aumerle,  Bafhy ,  Green, 

Bagot,  Ros,  and  Wllloughby. 

Tor.  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  his  youth, 

For  young  hoc  Coalts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  che  more. Qu.  How  fares  our  Noble  Uncle  Lancaflcr  ? 
Ri.  Whac  comforc  man  f  How  ift  wich  aged  Gaum  * 
Ga.  Oh  how  that  name  befits  my  compohtion : 

Old  G&wt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fait, 
And  who  abltains  from  meat,  that  is  notgaunc? 

For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watcht, 
Watching  breeds  leanneffe,  leanneffeisall  gaunt : 
Thepleafure  that  fome  Fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ftridt  fart,  I  mean  my  Childrens  looks, 
And  therein  farting  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt  ; 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  .hoi  low  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

Rlc.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names  ? 

j  S  Gati.  No,  miferv  make^  fporc  to  mockir  felfe; 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  nime  in  me, 
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I  mock  my  name  (great  King )  to  flatter  thee. 
Ric.  Should  dying  men  flitter  thofe  that  live  ? 
Gau.  No,  no  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  dye. 

Ric.  Thou  now  a  dying,  faift  thou  flatter 'A  me. Gau.  Oh  no,  thou  dyeft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 
Ric.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 
Gau.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill : 

111  in  my  felf  to  fee,  and  in  thee,  feeing  ill, 

Thy  death-bed  is  no  leffer  then  the  Lmd, 
Wherein  thou  Heft  in  reputation  fick, 
And  thou  too  carelefle  patient  as  thou  art, 

Committ'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  Phyfaians  that  firft  wounded  thee  • 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  Crown, 

Whofe  compaffe  is  no  b'gger  then  thy  hand, 
And  yet  ingaged  in  fo  fmall  a  Verge, 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  leffer  then  thy  Land. 

Oh  had  thy  Grandfier  with  a  prophets  eye, 
Seen  how  his  fons  fon  fhould  deftroy  his  fons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  be  would  have  laid  thy  fhame, 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  polfeft, 
Which  arc  poffeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf, 
Why  (Cofin)  were  thou  Regenc  of  the  .world, 
It  were  a  fhame  to  let  his  Land  by  leafe : 

But  for  thy  world  enjoying  buc  this  Land, 
Is  it  not  more  then  fhame,  to  fhame.it  fp  ? 

Landlord pF.T/j^/Waft'thpu,  arid" not  "King : 
Thy  ftate.ojf  ,L.iwy,is  -bqndfhveto  the  Law, 

And  -  " 
Rich'  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lem-wited  fool, 

PrefiJmingon  an  Agues  privi ledge, 

Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
^ake  pale  our  cheek,  chafing  the  Royal  blood  ' 
With  fury,  from  his  native  relidence  ? 
Now  by  my  Seats  right  Royal  Majefty, 

Wer't  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edwards^otii 
This  tongue  |.hat-runs.fo,roundly>mth,y  head., 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverentfhoulders. 

Gau.  Oh  fpare  me  npty  .my  brother  Edwards  fon, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edwards  fon : 

That  blood  already  (like  the  Pellican) 

Thou  hjft  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 
My  brother  Gloucefter,  plain  well  meaning  foul 

(Whom  fair  befall  in  heaven  'mongft  happy  fouls ) May  be  a  prefident  and  witneffe  good, 

•  That  thou  refpe&'ft  notfpilling  Edwards  blood  : 
Joyn  with  the  prelent  ficknefle  that  I  have, 
And  thy  unkindneflc  be,  like  crooked  age, 

To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither 'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  fhame,  but  dye  not  fhame  with  thee, 
Thefc  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be. 

Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave. 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  h  ive.  Exit. 

Rich.  And  let  them  dye  that  age  and  fullens  have, 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

Tor.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ficklinefle,  and  age  in  him  : 
He  loves  you  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  deer 
As  Harry  Dake  of  Hereford)  were  fie  here. 

Rich.  Right,  you  fay  true:  as  Heref«rds\oNC%  fo  hisj 
As  theirs,  io  mine  :  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Nor.  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 
Majefty. 

Rich.  What faies he?" Nor.  Nay  nothing,  all  is  faid: 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringleffe  inftrument, 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafter  hath  fpent. 

Tor.  Be  2V£_the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  foi 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  wo. 

Rich.  Theripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he# 
His  time  is  fpenc,  our  pilgramage  muft  be : 
So  much  for  that.  Now  for  our  Irifh  warres, 

We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  Kernes* 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe 

But  onely  they,  have  p  iviledgeto  live. 
Andforthefe  great  affairs  do  askefome  charge 
Towards  our  r Alliance,  we  do  feizetous 

The  plate, coyn,  and  revenews,  and  moveable?, 
Whereof  our  Uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  poffeft. 

Tor.  How  long  fhill  I  be  patient  ?  Oh  how  long 
Siall  render  duty  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 
Not  Glousiers  death,  nor  Herefords  banifhmenr. 
N  or  G amts  rebukes,  nor  Englands  private  wrong?, 
Nor  the  prevention  ol^ooiBullmgbrooke, 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace 
Have  ever  made  me  fower,  my  patient  cheek, 

Or  bend  on  wrinkle  on  my  Soveraigns  face : 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edwards  fons, 

Of  whom  thy  father  Prince  of  Wales  was  firft  i 

In  warres  was  never  Lvon  rag'd  more  fierce  : 
In  peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild, 
Then  was  that  young  and  Princely  Gentleman  : 

His  f  .ce'thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he 
AccoTiplifh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours  : 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  Frexck, 
And'notagaintt  his  friends  ;  his  noble  hand 
Did.  win  whache  did  fpend  :  and  fpent  not  that 

Which  his  triurflphiajQi:  fatlierxhirid.had  won  .* 
His  hands,  were  guilty  of  no  kindreds  blood, 

Buc:b/ep4y^wfethe  enemies  of  his'kinne : 
Oh  Richard)  ■ToYk.  is  too  farre  gone  with  grief, 
Or  elfe-he  never  would  compare  between. 

Rich.  Why  Uncle, 

What's  the  matter  ? 

Tor.  Oh  my  Liege  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe,  if  not 

I  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardon 'd,  am  content  with  all  : 
Seek  youtofeize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands 

The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banifh'd  Hereford  f 
Is  not  C74#*rdead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live? 
Was  no:  Gaunt  }\iRy  and  is  not  Harry  xa\Q? 
Did  not  theonedefervetohaveanheir? 

Is  not  his  heir  a  well  deferving  fon  ? 

Take  Herefords  tights  away,  and  take  from  time" 
His  Charters ;  and  his  cuftomary  r'ghts : 
Let  not  to  morrow  then  enfue  to  day, 

Be  not  thy  felf.  For  how  art  thou  a  King 
But  by  fair  fequence  and  fuccefllon  I 
Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  true* 

If  you  do  wrongrully  feiz-i  Herefords  tight > 
Call  in  his  Letters  Patents  that  he  hath 

By  his  Attourneys  general,  to  fue 

His  Livery,  and  deny  Lis  offer'd  homage, 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  loofe  a  thoufand  well  difpofed  hearts, 

And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts 
Which  honour  and  allegeance  cannot  think. 

Ric.  Think  what  you  will :  we  feife  into  our  hands, 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  Lands. 

Tor.  He  not  be  by  the  while :  my  Leige  farewell, 

E  e  3  What 
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What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell, 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  Exit . 

Rich.  Go  Bhftie  to  the  Earle  of  Wiltshire  ftraighr, 

Bid  him  repair  tons  to  Ely-konfe, 
To  fee  this  bufincffe :  to  morrow  nexc 

We  wilt  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  rime  I  trow  : 
And  we  create  in  abfenceof  our  felf 

Our  Uncle  Toj-/^,  Lord  Governor  of  England.'. 

For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on  our  Queen,  to  morrow  mult  we  part, 

Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  ftay  is  fhort.  Flettrifh. 
Manet  North,  Willoughby,  and  Rojfe. 

Nor.  Well  Lords,  the  Duke  of  Lantafler  is  dead. 

Rojf.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  fon  is  Duke. 
Will.  Barely  in  title,  noc  in  revenue. 
Nor.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 

Rof.  My  heart  is  great :  but  it  mull  break  with  fileace 

E.'tbe  disburdened  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

Nor.  Nay  fpeak  thy  mindiand  let  him  ne'r  fpeak  more 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

Wil.  Tends  that  thou'dft  fpeak  to  th'Duke  of  Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly  man: 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rojf.  No  good  at  all  thac  I  can  can  do  for  him  , 
Unlefle  you  call  it  good  to  piety  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

•  Nor.  Now  afore  heaven,  it's  ihame  fuch  wrongs  are born, 

In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  many  moe, 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  Land  ; 
The  Kingis  noc  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  fluterers,  and  what  they  will  inform 

Meerly  in  hate'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

'Gainftus,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Rojf.  The  Commons  hath  hepill'd  with  grievous  taxes 
And  quite  loft  their  hearts  .•  the  Nobles  hath  he  hVd 
For  ancient qmrrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

Will.  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what  .• 

Bat  what  o'Gods  name  doth  becomeof  this  ? 
Nor .  Wars  hath  not  wafted  it,  for  war'd  he  hath  not, 

But  bafely  yielded  upon  comprimize, 

Thac  which  his  Ancetfors  atchiev'd  with  blows  : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peice,  then  they  in  warres. 

Rof.  TheE-rleof  Wiltfhlre  hath  the  Realm  in  Farm. 

wil.  The  King's  grown  bankrupt  like  a  broken  man. 
Nor.  Reproach  and  diflblution  hangeth  over  him. 
Rof.  He  hath  not  money  for  thefe  Irlfh  wars : 

(His  burthenous  taxations  nocwithftanding) 

But  by  the  robbing  of  thebanifh'd  Duke. 
Nor.  His  noble  kinfman,  moft  degenerate  King  : 

But  Lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  ling, 
Yet  feek  no  fhelter  to  avoid  the  florm  : 

We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails, 
And  yet  weftrike  not,  but fecu rely  perifh. 

Rof.  We  fee  the  very  wrack  that  we  muft  fuffer, 
Andunavoydedis  the  danger  now 
Forfuflfering  fo  the  cafes  of  our  wrack. 

Nor.  Not  fo :  even  through  the  hollow  eies  of  death, 

I  fpie  life  peering.-  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  neerthe  tidings  of  our  comfort  is, 

wil.  Nay  let  us  (hire  thy  thoughts, as  thou  doft  ours. 
Rof.  Be  confident  to  fpeak  Northumberland, 

We  three,  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 

Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 
Nor.  Then  thus:  I  have  from  VoitWBlan 

A  Bay  in  Britain  receiv'd  intelligence, 
Thac  Harry  Duke  of  Hertford,  Rainald  Lord  Cobban?, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Sxeter, 

His  brother  Archbifhop,  lace  of  Canterbury, 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,SU  John  Rainflon, 
Sit  John  Norberie^u  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  £lipint, 

All  thefe  well  furnilh'd  by  the  Duke  of  Britain, 
With  eight  tall  Ihips,  three  thoafand  men  of  wane 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 
And  ihortly  mean  to  touch  our  Northern  fhore  : 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  (hall  ftiake  off  our  fhvifh  yoak, 

Impe  out  our  drooping  Countries  broken  wing, 

Redeem  from  broaking  pawn  the  blemifh'd  Crown, 
Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  our  Scepters  gilt, 

And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  felf, 
Away  with  meinhafte  to  Ravenffurgh, 

But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  io, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go. 

Rof.  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  urge  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 
Wil.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

Exemt. 

Sennet  Secttnda. 

Enter  Q»een,  Bnfhy,  and  Bagtt. 

Bnjh.  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  too  much  fad, ' You  promifd  when  you  parted  with  the  King, 

To  lay  afidefelf-harming  heavineffe, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  difpofition, 

Qm.  To  pleafc  the  King,  I  did :  to  pleafe  my  felf 
1  cannot  do  it :  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief, 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft 

As  my  fweet  Richard,yct  again  me  thinks 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortunes  womb 
Is  coming  towards  me,  and  my  inward  foul 
Which  nothing  trembles,  at  fomething  it  grieves, 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bnjh.  Each  fubftance  ofa^rief  hath  twenty  lThadows 

Which  fhews  like  grief  it  felf,  bur  is  not  fo : 
For  for  rows  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  intire,  to  many  objects, 

Like perfpe&ives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upon 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifh  form :  fo  your  fwfcec  Majefty 

Looking  awry  upon  your  Lords  departure, 
Find  fhapes  of  grief,  more  then  himfelf  to  waile, 

Which  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  fhadows 
Of  what  it  is  not :  then  thrice  gracious  Queen, 

More  then  your  Lords  deparrure  weep  nor,rriqrc's  not 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrows  eye ,  (feenj 
Which  for  things  true,  weep  things  imaginary, 

£>u.  Ic  may  befo,  buc  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfwades  me  it  is  otherwife.*  how  ere  ic  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  :  fo  heavy  fad, 

As  though  one  thinking  on  no  thought  I  think, 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  fainc  and  fhrink. 

Bttfh.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit  (my  gracious  Lady.) 
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'Tis  nothing  lefle  .-conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 
Fro.Ti  fome  fore-father  grief,  mine  is  no:  fo, 
For  nothing  hich  begot  my  fomeching  grief, 
Or  fomething,  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 

'Tis  in  reveriion  that  I  do  poflefle, 
But  what  it  if,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 

I  cannot  name,  'tis  namclefle  woe  I  wot. 
Enter  Green. 

Gree.  Heaven  fave  your  Majefty,  and  well  met  Gen- 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  fhipt  for  Ireland,  (tlemen 

Qu.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'Tis  better  hope  he  is : 
For  his  dehgnc?  crave  hafte,  good  hope, 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  fhipt  ? 

Gree.  Tnat  he  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  power, 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  enemies  hope, 
Who  ttrongly  hath  fee  footing  in  this  Land, 

The  banifh'd  Ballinbrooke  repeals  hi mfelf, 

And  with  up-lifced  Arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenfp»rg. 

Qu.  Now  God  in  heaven  forbid. 

Gree.  O  Madam  'tis  too  true.-  and  that  is  worfe, 
The  L.  Northumberland)  his  young  fon  Henry  Percity 
The  Lords  of  Rotfe,  Beaumovd%  and  fViUoughbj, 
With  .ill  their  powerful  friends  are  fled  to  him. 

Hu[k.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland And  the  reft  of  that  revolted  faction,  Traitors  ? 

Gree.  We  have:  whereupon  the  Earl  of  Worcefter 

Hath  broke  his  ItafTe,  refign'd  his  Stewardfhip, 
And  all  the  houfhold  fervants  fled  with  him  to Bullinbrei>\. 

Qu.  So  Green,  thou  art  the  Midwife  of  my  woe, 
And  Bullinbrooke  my  iorrows  difmal  heir  : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigie, 
And  I  a  gafping  new  delivered  Mother, 

Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  joyn'd. 
Bufh.  Defpair  not  Madam, 
Qu.  Who fhall  hinder  me? 

I  will  defpair  and  beat  enmity 
Wichcouzening  hope;  he  is  a  flatterer. 

A  Parafitc,  a  keeper  back  of  e'eath, 
Who  gently  would  diflblve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfe  hopes  linger  in  extremity. 

Enter  Torf^. 

Gree.  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  Terfo 

Qu.  With  fignes  of  warre  about  his  aged  neck, 
Oh  full  of  carefal  bufinefle  are  his  looks : 

Uncle,  for  heavens  fake  fpeak  comfortable  words. 

Tor.  Comfort's  in  heaven,  and  we  are  on  the  earth,- 
Where  nothing  lives  but  erodes,  care  and  grief  : 
Your  Husband  he  is  gone  to  fave  farre  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  his  toofe  at  home  : 
Here  am  I  lefc  to  underprop  his  Land, 
Who  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felf  : 
Now  comes  his  fick  hour  that  his  furfee  made, 
Now  fhall  hetry  his  friends  that  flattered  him* 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came, 
Tor.  He  was:  whyfo,  go  all  which  Way  it  will : 

The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  they  arc  cold, 
And  wiil  I  fear  revolc  on  Herefords  fide. 
Sirra,  oeE  thee  to  Plafhle  to  my  Sifter  Glejter, 
Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thoufand  pound, 
Hold,  rake  my  Ring. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  I  had  forgor, 

To  cell  your  Lordiiiip,  to  day  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there, 
But  I  fhill  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

Tor.  Wnat  is*t  knave? 

Ser.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dwtcheife  di'd, 
Tor.  Heav'n  for  his  mercy,  what  a  tide  of  woes 

Come  rufhing  on  this  woful  Land  at  once  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  heaven 

(So  my  untruth  had  nor  provok'd  him  to  ir) 
The  King  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brothers. 

What,  are  there  pofls  difpatch'd  for  Ireland  ? 
How  fhall  we  do  for  mone y  for  thefe  warres  ? 
Come  fitter,  ( Cofin  I  would  fay)  pray  pardon  me. 
Go  follow,  git  thee  home,  provide  fome  Carts, 
And  bring  away  the  Armour  chat  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  mufter  men  ? 

If  I  know  how,  or  which  way  to  order  thefe  affairs  ' Thus  diforderly  thruft  into  my  hands, 

Never  bcieeve  me.  Both  are  my  kinfmen, 

Th'one  is  my  Soveraign ,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend  ;  th'other  again 

Is  my  ktnfman,  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd, 
Whom  confeience,  and  my  kindred  bids  torighc. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do :  Come  Cozen, 

Iledifpofeof  you.  Gentlemen,  go  mufter  up  your  men. 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Harkly  Caftle  ; 
I  fhould  to  Plafhy  coo  :  but  time  will  not  permit, 
All  is  uneven,§c  every  thing  is  left  ar  fix  and  feven.  Exit 

Bptjh.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Irelandt 
But  none  rerurns :  for  us  to  levy  power 

Proportion  .ble  to  ih  enemy,  is  all  impofiible. 
G,  ee.  Bdides  our  neerneife  to  the  King  in  love, 

Is  neet  the  hate  of  thofe  love  noc  the  King. 

Bag.  And  that's  the  wavering  Commons,for their  love 
Liesm  their  purfes,  and  whofo  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fils  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bu(h.  Wherein  the  King ftands  generally  condemn'd. 
Bag.  If  judgement  lie  in  c  hem,  then  fo  do  we, 

Becauie  we  have  been  ever  neer  the  K\ng. 
Gree.  Well  :  I  will  for  refuge  firaight  to  Brifiol  Caftle, 

The  Earl  of  wiltjhire  is  already  there. 
Bufh.  Thither  will  I  with  you,  for  little  office 

Will  the  hateful  Commons  perform  for  us, 
Except  like  Currs ,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces : 

Will  you  go  along  with  us? 
Bag.  No,  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty  : 

Farewell,  if  hearts  prefages  be  not  vain, 

We  three  here  parr,  that  nev»r  fhall  meet  again. 
Bu.  That's  as  Tork_  thrives  to  beat  back  Bullinbrooh. 
Gree.  Alas  poor  Duke,  the  taske  he  undertakes 

1%  numbring  Sands,  and  drinking  Oceans  drv, 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  flye. 

Bufh.  Farewell  at  once,  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 
Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bag.  I  fear  me  never.  Exit. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  find  Northum- berland. 

'Bui.  How  farre  is  it  my  Lord  to  Barney  now  ? 
Nor.  Beleeve  me  Noble  Lord, 

I  am  a  ftranger  here  in  Glouflerfkirc, 

Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  waies, 
Draws  out  our  miles,  and  makes  them  wearifome : 

And  yet  our  fair  difcourfe  hath  been  as  fugar, 

Making 



3  j6        The  Life  and^Death  of  Richard  the  fecond. 

Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delectable  .* 
But  1  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 

From  Ravenfpurgb  to  Cottfbold  will  be  found, 
In  Rojfe  and  wMottghby ,  wanting  your  company, 

Wnich  I  protelthath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufneile  and  procelfe  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  hope  to  have 

The  prelent  benefit  that  I  poflefl"^: And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  Life  in  joy, 

Then  hopeenjoy'd  :  By  this,  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  kern  fhorr,  as  mineha*h  done, 
By  light  of  what  1  have,  your  noble  Company, 

Bull.  OfmuchlelTe  value  is  my  Company, 
Then  your  good  words:  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  H.  Percy. 

North,  it  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Perc'e, Sent  from  my  brother  Wore  eft  er  :  whencefoever. 

Hirry,  how  fares  your  Uncle  ? 

'Percie.  I  had  thought,  my  Lord,  to  have  learn'd  his 
health  of  you. 

North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 

Percie.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hith  forfook  the  Court, 

Broken  his  llarFe  of  Office,  and  difperll 
The  Houthold  of  the  King. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? 

He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  we  lift  fpake  together. 
Percie.  Becaufe  your  Lordfhip  was  proclaimed  Traitor. 

But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurgb, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  fenc  me  over  by  Barney,  ro  difcover 
What  power  the  Duke  of  Tor^  had  levied  there, 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurgh, 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford  (Boy.) 
Percie.  No,  my  good  Lord  j  for  that  is  not  forgot 

Which  ne're  I  did  remember :  to  my  knowledge, I  nev^r  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 
North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  :  this  is  the 

Duke. 

Percie.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  render  you  my  fervice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  days  fhall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Bull  I  thank  rheege  ude  Percy,  andbefure 
I  count  my  felf  in  nothing  elfcfo  happy, 
As  in  afoul  remembring  my  good  Friends : 
Arjd  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  Love, 

It  fhall  be  fti',1  thy  true  Loves  recompence, 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  farre  is  it  to  Barkjey  ?  and  what  ftirre 
Keeps  good  old  Terl^  there  with  his  men  of  Warre  ? 

Percie.  There  (tands  the  CaltU.by  yond  tuft  of  rrees, 

Mmn'd  with  three  hundred  men,as  I  have  heard. 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  Tort^  Barney,  and  Seymour 
Noneelfeof  nime,  and  noble eiUmaie. 

Enter  Rojfe  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  comes  c he  Lords  of  Rotfe  and  Willou^lby, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Bull,  Welcome  my  Lords,  I  wot  your  love  purfues 
A  baniflu  Traitor ;  all  my  Treafury 

Is  yet  bur  unfelt  thinks  which  moreenrich'd, 
Shill  be  your  love  afjd  labours  recompence. 

B-'lfe.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich  mofi  Noble  Lord. 
Wdlo.  And  farre  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Bull.  Evermore  chanks,  tr 'Exchequer  of  the  poor, 
Which  i ill  my  inf  .nt-fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  Bounty  ;  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Barkley. 

North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barely,  as  I  guefle. 
Harl>.  My  Lord  of  Hereford,  my  Meflage  is  to  you. 
Bull.  My  Lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  La»caftert 

And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England, 
And  I  mud  find  that  Title  in  your  Town, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Bark.  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  not,  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  titleof  your  honour  out. 

To  you.,  my  Lord,  I  come  ( what  Lord  you  will) 
From  the  molt  glorious  of  this  Land, 
The  Duke  of  2V£,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

And  fright  our  Native  peace,  with  felf-born  Arms. 
Ewer  York. 

Bull.  I  fhall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you, 

Here  comes  his  Grace  in  ye  fon.  My  Noble  Uncle. 
Tor.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 

Whofeduty  isdeccivable,  and  filfe. 
Bull.  M/ gracious  Uncle. 
Tar.  Tut,  rut,  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me, 

I  am  no  Traitors  Uncle  ;  and  that  word  Grace, 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 

Why  have  thcfebanifh'd,  and  forbidden  Leggs. 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  dull  of  Englands  Ground  ? 
Bur  more  then  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  Bofom, 

Frighting  her  pak-fae'd  Villages  with  Warre, 
And  oltentationof  defpifed  Arms  > 

Com 'ft  thou  becaute  th'anoinced  King  is  hence  ? 
Why  foolifh  Boy,  the  King  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  Bofome  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  Father,  and  thy  felf 
Refcued  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  Ranks  of  many  thoufand  French : 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  fhould  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  Prifoner  to  thePalfie,  chaltife  thee, 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault. 

Bull.  My  gracious  Uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault, 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Tor.  Even  in  condition  of  the  word  degree, 

In  groffe  Rebellion,  and detelted  Treafon : 

Thou  art  a  banifh'dman,  and  here  art  come 
Before  th'expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  Arms  againft  thy  Soveraig^e. 

Bull.  As  I  was  banilh'd,  I  was  banifn'd  Hereford^ 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancafler. 
And  noble  Uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace 

Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  Father,  for  me  thinks  in  you 
I  fee  old  alive.  Oh  then  my  Father, 

Will  you  permit  that  I  lhall  (land  condemn 'd 
A  wandring  Vagabond  ;  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  Arms  perforce,  and  given  away 

ToupdartUnthrifts?  wherefore  was  I  born? 
If  tint  my  Colin  King,  be  King  of  Englmd, 
It  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lancafler. 
You  have  a  fon,  Aumerle,  my  Noble  kinf  nan, 
Had  you  firfl  died,  and  he  been  thus  trode  down, 
He  fhould  have  found  his  Uncle  Gaunt  a  father, 

Torowze  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  thvtm  to  the  bay, 

I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  Livery  here, 
And  yet  my  Letters  Patents  give  me  leave : 

My  Fathers  goods  are  alt  deftrain'J,  and  fold, 
And  thefe  and  all,  are  all  amifle  imploy'd. 

What 
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What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  fub  je£, 

And  challenge  Law:  Attorneys  are  deny'd  me, And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  mine  inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  The  Noble  Duke  hath  been  too  muchabufd. 

Rojf.  It  (lands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

wlllo.  Bife  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Tor.  My  Lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  Cofins  wrongs, 

I  And  labour'd  all  L  could  to  do  him  right : 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  Arms, 
Be  his  own  Carver,  and  cue  out  his  way, 

To  find  out  right  with  wrongs  it  may  not  be, 
And  you  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
C her i lli  Rebellion,  and  are  Rebells  all. 

North,  The  Noble  Duke  hath  fworn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  j  and  for  the  right  of  that, 
We  all  have  flrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid, 

And  let  him  nev'r  fee  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 
Tor.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  iflue  of  thefe  Arms, 

I  cannot  mend  it,  I  mutt  needs  confefle, 

Becaufe  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left: 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ttoop  % 
Unto  theSoveraign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannor,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  Neuter.  So  fare  you  well, 
Unlefle  you  pleafetoenterintbeCallle, 

And  there  repofe  you  for  r^his  night. 
Still.  An  offer  Uncle  that  we  will  accept : 

But  we  muft  winne  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 

To  Briftow-Caftle,  which  they  fay  is  held 

By  Bttfhjy  Bag9t,  and'  their  Complices, 
The  Caterpillars  of  the  Common-wealth, 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

Tor.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you,  but  yet  He  paufe, 
For  I  am  loth  to  break  our  Coumreys  Laws : 
For  friends,  nor  foes,  tome  welcome  you  arc, 
things  p^ft  redrefle,  are  now  with  me  part  care.  Exeunt. 

Sal.  Ah  Richard,  with  eies  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  Glory  like  a  fhooting  Starre, 

Fall  to. the  bafe earth  from  the  firmament : 

Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft. 

Witnefling  Storms  to  come,  Woe,  and  Unrell  i 

Thy  Friends  are  fled  to  wait,  upon  thy  Foes, 

Andcroflely  to  thy  good,  all  fortune  goes. 

Exit:] 

Sc<zna  Quarta. 

Jclm  T ertim.  Sc<xna  Trima. 

Eater  Salisbury ,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Salisbury,  we  have  (laid  ten  days, 
:  And  hardly  kept  your  Countrey-men  together, 

•And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King ; 
^Therefore  we  will  difperfc  our  felves  i  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thoutrufty  Welchntan, 
The  King  repofeth  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  ' Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead,  we  will  not  Hay, 
The  B.iy-trees  in  our  Countrey  are  all  wither'd, 
And  Meteors  fright  the  fixed  Stars  of  heiven  j 

The  pale-fac'd  Moon  looks  bloody  on  the  Earth, 

And  lean-look 'd  Prophets  whifper  fearful  change ;  •' 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  Ruffians  dance  and  leap, 
The  one  in  fear,  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy, 
The  ocher  to  enjoy  by  Rage  and  Warre  : 
Thefe  fignes  forerun  the  death  of  King?. 
Farewell,  our  Countrey  men  are  gone  and  fled, 

As  well  affur'd  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  Exit, 

Enter  Bullinbrooke,  York,  Northumberland, 

Roffe,  Percie,  Willoaghby,  with  "Bufhy and  Greener  if  oners. 

Ball.  Bring  forth  thefe  men : 

Bnfhy  and  (jreen,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls, 

('Since  prefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies ) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives, 

For  'twere  no  Charity  :  yet  to  wafh  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mis-led  a  Prince,  a  Royal  King, 

A  happy  Gentleman  in  Blood  and  Lineaments, 

By  youunhappicd,  and  disfigur'd  clean  : You  have  in  manner  with  your  finful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him, 
Broke  the  poiTeffion  of  a  Royal  Bed, 

And  ftain'd  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queens  Cheeks 
With  tears  drawn  from  her  eies,  with  your  foul  wrongs 
My  felf  a  Prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 
Neer  to  the  King  in  blood,  and  neer  in  love, 

Till  ycudid  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 
Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 

And  figh'd  my  Englifh  breath  in  forrain  Clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banifhment ; 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Seignories, 

Dif-park'd  my  Parks,  and  fell'd  my  Forreft  Woods ; 
From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  Houfhold  Coat, 

R.iz'd  out  my  Imprefle,  leaving  me  no  figne, 
Save  mens  opinions,  and.  my  living  blood, 
To  fiiew  the  world  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  then  twice  all  this, 
Condemns  you  to  the  death  :  fee  them  delivered  over 
To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bttfhie.  Mere  welcome  is  the  Mroak  of  death  to  me, 
Then  Bullinbrooke  to  England* 

Gree.  My  comfort  is,  that  Heaven  will  cake  our  fouls, 

And  plague  injullice  with  the  pains  of  Hell. 

Ball.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatch'd  : 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queeu  is  at  your  houfe, 
For  Heavens  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated, 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends  - 

Take  fpecial  care  my  Gree-ings  bedeliver'd. 
Tor.  A  Gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 

With  Letter-  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 
Bull.  Thankfc gentle  Uncle:  come  Lordsaway, 

To  fight  with  Glendoure,znd  his  Complices  5 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  holliday. 

Sxeunt. 

Scdfid 
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1  .   _ 

I  • ... 

Drams  :  Fhttrifi,  And  Colours. 

Richard,  AnmtrU,  Cartile,  and  Sonlditrs. 

Rick  Bar^loughly-CaflU  call  you  this  at'tand  > 
|    Au.  Yea  my  Lord,  How  brooks  your  Grace  the  air , 

I  After  your  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  Seas? 

J    Rich.  Needs  mud  I  like  it  well  :I  weep  for  joy 
To  Hand  upon  my  Kingdome  once  again. 
Deer  Earth,  I  do  faluie  thee  with  my  hind, 

Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  Horfes  hoofs : 

As  a  long  parted  Mother  with  her  Child, 

Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting; 

So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  the  Earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  Royal  hands. 

Feed  not  thy  Sovcraigns  Foe,  my  gentle  Earth, 

Nor  with  thy  fweets* comfort  his  ravenous  fenfe: 

But  let  thySpiderftliat  fuck  up  thy  venom, 

And  heavy-gated  Toads  liein'  their  way, 

Doing  annoyance" to  the  treacherous' feet-, 

Which  with  ufurping  (teps  do  trample'thee. Yeeld  flinging  Nettles  to  mine  Enemies ; 
And  when  they  from  thy  Bofom  pluck  a  Flower, 
Guard  it  I  prethee  with  a  lurking  Adder, 

Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon. thy  Soveraigns  Enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfeleffe  Conjuration  :  Lords ; 
This  Earth  fhall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftones 
Prove  armed  Souldiers  ere  her  Native  King 
Shall  falter  under  foul  Rebellious  Arms. 

CVir.Fear  not  my  Lord,  that  power  that  made  you  King 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 

Atim.  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs 
Whilft  Bullingbrooket\\io\x^c\  their  fecurity,_ 

Grows  firongand  great,  in  fubftance  and  in  friends. 
Rich.  Difcomfortable  Coufin,knoweft  thou  nor, 

That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  Globe  that  lights  the  lower  World, 
Then  Thieves  and  Robbers  raunge  abroad  unfeen, 
In  Murthers,  and  in  out-rage  bloody  here  : 
But  when  from  under  this  Terreftrial  Ball 

He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  Eajlcrn  Pines, 

And  darts  his  Lightning  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole, Then  Murthers,  Treaforn,  and  detefted  finnes 

(The  Cloak  of  Night  being  pluckt  from  off  their  backs ) 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  Thief,  this  Traitor  BMingbrdoke, 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revelfd  in  the  Night, 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  Throne,  the  Eaft, 
His  Treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  Day  • 

But  fe'f-affrightcd,  tremble  at  hisfmne. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  Sea 
On  wafh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King  ; 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 
The  Deputy  elected  by  the  Lord 

For  every  man  that  Bttil'wgbrookehvh  preft, 
To  life  fhrewd  S  eel  agunft  our  Golden  Cro»vn, 
Heaven  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 

J  * 

A  glorious  Angel :  then  if  Angels  fight, 
Weak  men  mult  fall,  for  Heaven  fiill  guards  the  right. 

Sntcr  Salisbury. 

Welcome  my  Lord,  how  farre  off  lies  your  Power  ? 
Salif.  Nor  neer,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord, 

Tnen  this  weak  arm  ;  difcomforc  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair : 
One  day  too  late,  I  feare  ( my  Noble  Lord) 
Hath  clouded  all  my  happy  daies  on  Earth  : 
Oh  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men  : 
To  day,  to  dayj  unhappy  day  too  late 
Oreth rows  thy  Joyes, Friends,  Fortune,and  thy  State. 
For  all  the  fVelchmen  hearing  thou  art  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Buttingbroake,  difperft,  and  fled. 

Anm.  Comfort  my  Liege,  why  looks  your  Grace  fo 

pale  ? 
_  Rich.  But  now  the  blood  of  tWerity  thoufand  men 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled, 
And  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again, 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  ? 
All  fouls  that  will  b.-  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide, 
For  time  h^h  fet  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 
Anm.  (fomforr  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are. 
Rich.  1  had  forgot  my  felf.  Am  I  not  King  ? 

Awake  thou  flugg a rd  Mijefty,thou  fleepeft: 
Is  not  the  Kings  Name,  forty  thoufand  Names  ? 
Arm,  arm  my  Name:  apunicfubje&flrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.  Look  not^o  the  ground, 
Ye  Favorites  of  a  King.-  are  we  not  high? 
High  be  our  thoughts  .•  I  knew  my  Uncle  Torl^ 
Hath  power  enough  to  ferve  our  turn, 
But  who  comes  here  ?  Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happineffe  betide  my  Liege, 

Then  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him. 
Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepar'd : 

The  worll  is  worldly  lofs,  thou  canft  unfold  : 

Say,  Is  my  Kingdome  loft  ?  why  'twas  my  Care: And  what  lolfe  is  it  to  be  rid  of  Care  * 

Strives  Bdlingbroohe  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be :  if  he  ferve  God, 

We'l  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  Fellow  fo. 

Revolt  our  fubje&s,?,'  That  we  cannot  mend, 
They  break  their  Faith  to  God  as  well  as  us : 

Cry  Woe,  Defiru6tion,  Ruine,  Loffe,  Decay, 
The  worft  is  Death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  yonr  Highnefleis  fo  arm*d To  bear  the  tidings  of  Calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day, 

Which  make  the  Silver  Rivers  drown  their  Shores, 

As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblv'd  to  tears : 
So  high  above  his  Limits,  fwells  the  Rage 

Of  BxHlngbrooke,  covering  your  fearful  Land 
With  hard  bright  Steel,  and  hearts  harder  then  Steel: 

White  Bears  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairleflc  Scalps; 
Againft  thy  Ma  jefty,  and  Bays  with  Womens  voices, 
Strive  to  fpeak  bigge,  and  clap  their  female  joyncs 
In  (litf  unwieldy  Armes :  againft  thy  Crown 

Thy  very  Beidf-men  learn  to  bend  their  Bow* 
Of  double  fatal  Eugh  :  againftthy  State 
Yea  DiftafF- women  manage  rufty  Bills : 

Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebell: 
And  all  goes  worfe  then  I  have  power  to  tell. 

Rich.  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tel'ft  a  tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Eirl  of  iviltfhire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bnfhy  ?  where  is  (jrten  ? 

Tbac 
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That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  Eftemy 
Meafureour  Confines  withfuch  peaceful  fteps  ? 

If  we  prevail,  their  hands  fnail  pay  for  ir. 

I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  'Bullmgbrooke. 
Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him  indeed  (my 

Lord.) 

Rlch.O^  Villains,  Vipers<damn'd  without  redemption, 
Dogs,  eafily  Wori  to  fawn  on  any  man, 

Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fling  my  heart, 
Three  Judajfes,  each  one  thrice  worfet  hen  judasy 
Would  they  makepeace?  terrible  Hell  make  warre 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence. 

Scrocpe.  Sweet  Love  ( I  fee )  changing  his  property, 
Turns  to  the  fowreft,  and  moft  deadly  h jte : 
Again  uncurfe  their  Sauls ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  Heads,  and  not  with  Hands :  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  deaths  deftroying  hand. 

And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 
Aum.  Is  Bftfbjfy  Grcc»y  and  the  Earle  of  wiltjhire 

dead  ? 

Scroope.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Brlflov?  loft  their  heads. 
A  im.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  F.uher  with  his  Power  ? 
Rich.  No  matter  where,  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak : 

Let's  ralke  of  Graves,  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs, 
Make  Duft  our  Paper,  and  with  Rainy  eies  " Write  Sorrow  in  the  bofomof  the  Earth. 

Let's  chufe Executors,  andtalkeof  Wills: 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  what  can  we  bequeath  , 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  Lands, our  Lives,  anfjjall  are  BMingbroo\et 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  Death, 
And  that  fmall  Modell  of  the  barren  Earth, 
Which  ferVes  as  P'fte,  anc  Cover  to  our  bones  : 
For  Heavens  fake  let  us  fit  upon  (he  ground, 
And  tell  fad. Tories  of  the  death  of  Kings : 

How  fome  have  been  depof'd,  fome  flain  in  warre, 
Some  haunrec  by  the  Ghotts  they  havedepos'd, 

Some  poyfon'd  by  'heir  Wive1?,  fomeflecping  kill'd, 
All  murther'd.  For  within  :he  hollow  Crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  Temples  of  a  Kmg, 
Keep<-D;-i'h  his  Court,  and  there  the  Antique  fits 
Scoffhg  his  State,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp, 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene, 

To  Monarchize,  be  fear'a,  and  kill  with  looks, Infufing  him  withfelf  and  vain  conceit, 
As  if  this  Flefh,  which  Wills  about  our  Life, 

Were  Brafle  impregnable :  and  humour 'd  thiF, 
Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  Pinne 

Blares  through  his  Cattle  walls,  and  farewell  King, 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 

With  fole.nn  Reverence :  throw  away  Refped, 
Tradition,  Form,  and  Ceremonious  duty, 
For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while  : 
I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want, 
Tafte  Grief,  need  Friends :  fubje&ed  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  ro  me,  I  am  a  King  ? 

Carl.  M/  Lord,wife  men  ne're  wail  their  prefent  woe*, But  presently  prevent  the  waies  ro  wail  : 
To  fear  the  Foe,  fincefear  oppreffeth  ftrength, 
Gives  in  your  weakneife,  ftrength  unto  your  Foe  ; 
Fear,  and  be  flain,  no  worfe  can  come  to  fight : 
And  fiehr  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death. 
Where  fearirg,  dying,  payes  death  fervile  brearh. 

Aum.  My  Father  ruth  a  Power,  enquire  of  him, 
An-1  learn  'orrrke  a  Body  of  a  Limb. 

Rich.  Thou  cnid'ft  me  wellrproud  Bullingbrook^  I  come 

fo  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  Doom  .* 
This  agu*. -tic  of  fear  is  over-blown, 
An  e Mie  task  it  is  to  winneourown. 

Say  Scroop,  whre  lies  our  Uncle  with  his  Power  ? 
Speak  i  \  cetly  man,  although  thy  looks  he  fowre. 

Scrocpe.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  Skic 
Theftate  and  inclination  of  the  day, 

So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye  ; 
My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay : 
I  play  the  Torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  muft  be  fpoken„ 

Your  Uncle  TorJ^  is  joyn'd  wich  Bullingbrooke, 
And  all  your  Northern  Catties  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  Southern  Gentlemen  in  Arms 

Upon  his  faction. 
Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 

B;fhrew  thee  Coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 

Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in,  to  defpair : 
What  fay  you  now  ?  What  comfort  have  we  now  f 
By  heaven  He  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Goto  Film- Cattle,  there  He  pine  away, 

A  King,  Woesfhve,  fhall  Kingly  woe  obey: 

That  Po  wer  I  have,  discharge,  and  let  'em  goe To  ear  the  Land,  that  hath  fome  hope  togrow, 
For  I  have  none.  Let  no  m  in  fpeak  again 

To  alter  this,  ['for  counfell  is  but  vain. 
Aum.  My  Liege,  one  word. 
Rich. He  does  me  double  wrong, 

Thar  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue* 
Diicharge  my  followers :  let  them  hence  away, 
From  Richards  Night,  to  Bptllingbrooks  fair  Day, 

Exemt, 

Selena  Tertta. 

Enter  with  'Drum  and  Colour s,  'BulUngbreoke^  Tork# 
Northumberland.)  Attendants. 

Bull.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 
The  Welchmen  are  disperf  d,  and  Salisbury 

Is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 

With  fome  few'private  friends,  upon  this  Coaft. North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good, my  Lord9 

Richard  not  farre  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 
Tor.  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland^ 

To  fay  King  Richard',  alack  the  heavy  day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhould  hide  his  head. 

North.  Your  Grace  miftakes :  onely  to  be  brief. 
Left  I  his  Title  outi 

Tor.  The  time  hath  been. 

Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fhortenyou, 

For  taking  fo  the  head,  your  whole  heads  lengm. 
Bull.  Miftake  not  (Uncle)  farther  than  you  fhould, 

Tor.  Take  not  (  good  Coufin  )  farther  than  you  fhould, 
Left  you  miftake  the  heavens  are  ore  your  head. 

Bull.  I  know  it  (Uncle)  and  oppofe  not  my  felf 
As  ainft  their  will.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Piercie. 

Welcome  Harry:  what,  will  not  this  Caftle  yield? 

Per.  The  Cattle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  Lord, 
Againft  thy  entrance* 

Bull.  Roy. 
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Bull.  Royally?  Why,  it  contains  no  King? 
Per.  Yes  ( my  good  Lord) 

Itdoth contain  a  King:  Kind  Richard  \\ts 
Within  the  Limits  of  yond  Lime  and  Stone, 
And  with  him,  the  Lord  Aumerle,  Lord  Sallfburjt 

Sir  Stephen  Scroop  b^fides  a  Cicrgy-man 
Of  holy  reverence  ;  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Oh,  belike  it  is  the  B;lhop  of  Carlile. 
Bull.  Noble  Lord, 

Goetothe  rud:  Ribs  of  that  ancient  Caftle, 

Through  brazen  Trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  Parle 

Into  his  ruin'dears,  and  thus  deliver : 
Henry  Bulllngbroo\e  upon  his  knees  dothkiffe 
King  Richards  hand,  and  fends  allegeance 
And  true  faith  of  heart  to  his  royal  Perfon  :  hither  come 

Even  at  h'-s  feet,  to  lay  my  Arms  an  J  Power, 
Provided,  that  my  banifhmentrepeard, 

And  Lands  rellor'd  again,  be  freely  granted : 
If  not,  Ileufe  th'advantageof  my  power, 
And  lay  the  Summers  dull  with  fhowers  of  blood, 

Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  Englifhmen; 
The  which,  how  farre  off  from  the  mind  of  Bulllngbrooke 
It  is,  fuch  Crimfon  tempefl  fhould  bedrench 

Thefrefh  green  Lap  of  fair  King  Richards  Land, 

My  Hooping  duty  tenderly  fhali  (hew. 
Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  Graffie  Carpet  of  this  plain  : 

Let's  march  without  the  notfe  of  threatning  Drum, 
That  from  this  Cartles  tatter'd  Battlements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Me  thinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  fhould  meet 
With  no  leffe  terror  than  the  Elements 

Of  Fire  and  Water,  when  their  thundringfmoak 
At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  Cheeks  of  Heaven  : 

Be- he  the  Fire,  He  be  the  yielding  Water ; 
The  Rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  Iraine 
My  Waters  on  the-Earth,  and  not  on  him. 
March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 

Parle  without,  and  answer  within  :  then  a  Flottrlfh. 
Enter  on  the  ivdls,  Richard,  Carlile,  tsittmerle^ 

Scroop,  Salisbury. 
See,fee,  King  RicharddotU  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  bin  flung  difcontentcd  Sun, 
From  out  the  fiery  Portallofthe  Ei(l, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  Clouds  are  bene 
To dimme  his  glory,  and  to  (lain  the  tract 
Of  his  bright  paffage  to  the  Occident. 

Tor.  Yet  looks  he  like  a  King  :  behold  his  eye 
(As  bright  as  is  the  Eagles)  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefly :  alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  fhould  Rain  fo  fair  a  fhow. 

Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee, 

Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King: 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joynts  forget 
To  pay  the  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
If  we  be  not,  fhew  us  the  hand  of  God, 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  Srewardfhip, 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 

Can  gripe  the  ficred  handleof  our  Scepter, 
Unleffehedo  proph.me,  (teal,  orufurpe. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 

•  H've  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren,  and  berefc  of  Friends.* 
Ycc  know,  my  Msfter,  God  Omnipotent, 
Ismuflringin  his  Clouds  on  our  behalf, 

Armies  of  Peftilence,  and  they  fhallftrikc 
Your  Children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  Vaflal  hands  againft  my  head, 
And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown. 
Tell  Bulllngbrooke,  for  yond  me  thinks  he  is, 
That  every  flride  he  makes  upon  my  Land, 
Is  dangerous  Trcafon,  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  Teflamentof  a  bleeding  Warre; 
Butcrethe  Crown  he  looks  for,  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  Mothers  Sonnes 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  Englands  face, 

i  Change  the  complexion  of  her  Maid-pale  Peace 
!  To  Scarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  Paftors  Grafle  with  faithful  EngHfh  Blood. 

North.  The  King  of  Heaven  forbid  our  Lord  the  King 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  Arms 

Be  rufli'd  upon  ;  Thy  thrice-noble  Coufin, 
Harry  Bulllngbrooke doth  humbly  kifs  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  Tomb  he  fwears 
Thar  (lands  upon  your  Royal  Grandfiers  bones 
And  by  the  Royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
(Currents  that  fpringfrom  one  moft  gracious  Head ) 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  Warlike  Gaunt , 

And  by  the^Vorth  and  Honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifinpll  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid, 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  fcope, 
Than  for  his  Lineall  Royalties ,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees : 
Which  on  thy  Royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  Arms  he  willc<immend  to  Ruft, 
His  barbed  Steeds  to  Stables,  and  his  heart 
Tofaithful  fervice  of  your  Majefly: 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  jufl, 
And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credic  him. 

Rich.  Northumberland^  fay  thus  .•  The  King  returns, 
His  Noble  Coufin  is  right  welcome  hither, 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 

Shall  be accomplifh'd  without  contradiction: 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  had, 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearingkind  commends. 
We  do  debafe  our  felf  (Coufin)  do  we  not, 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  Traitor,  and  fodie? 

Aum.  No,  good  my  LordJet's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
Till  time  lend  friends,&  friends  their  hopeful  Swords. 

Rich.  Oh  God,  oh  God,  that  ere  this  tongue  of  mine 
That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  banifhment 

On  yond  proud  man,  fhould  take  it  orFagain 
With  words  of  footh :  Oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  Grief,  or  leffer  than  my  Name, 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now  • 

Swell'fl  thou  proud  heart?  He  give  thee  fcope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bulling' 

brook*' Rich.  What  mull  the  King  do  now  ?  mull  he  fubmit  ? 

The  King  (hall  do  it :  Mufl  he  be  depos'd  ? 
I  The  King  (hall  be  contented  :  Mufl  he  lofe 

The  Name  of  King  ?  o'Gods  Name  let  it  go. 
He  give  my  Jewels  for  a  fet  of  Beads, 
My  gorgeous  Pallace,  for  a  Hermitage, 
My  gay  Apparrel,  for  an  Almes-mans  Gown, 

My  figured  Goblets,  for  a  difh  of  Wood, 
My  Scepter,for  a  Palmers  walking  Staffe, 

My  J 
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MySubje£ts,for  a  pair  of  Carved  Saints, 

And  my  large  Kingdom,  for  a  liccle  Grave, 
A  liccle  Hide  Grave,  an  obfeure  Grave. 

Or  ile  be  buried  in  che  Kings  high-way, 
Some  way  of  common  Trade,  where  Subjects  feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  Soveraigns  head : 

For  on  my  heart  chey  creid  now,whilft  I  live  ; 
And  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? 

Aumerle,  thou  weepft,(my  tender-heated  Coufin) 
We'l  mate  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears : 

Our  fighs,  and  they,(hall  lodge  the  Summer  Corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  Revolting  Land. 

Or  fhall  we  play  the  wanton?  with  our  woes, 
And  make  fome  precty  match  with  fhedding  tears  ? 
As  thus :  to  drop  the  n  ftill  upon  one  pi  ice, 

Till  they  hive  fretted  us  a  pair  of  Graves, 

Within  ihe  earth  :  and  therein  la-.d,  there  lies 

Two  Kinfmen  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eies  ? 
Would  not  chis  ill  do  well  ?  Well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idely,  and  you  mock  at  me. 

Moil  mighty  Prince,  mv  Lord  NonhumberLmd, 
What  fates  King  Bullingbreoke}  Will  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  till  Richard  die  ? 

You  make  a  Legge,  and  Bullingbrooke  faies  I. 
North.  My  Lord,  in  the  bale  Court  he  do:h  attend 

Tofpeakwith  you,  may  itpleTe  you  to  come  down. 

Rich.  Down,  down  I  come,like  glift'ring  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  J  ides. 

In  the  bale  Court  ?  bafe  Court  where  King,-  grow  bale, 
To  come  at  Traitors  Call*',  and  do  them  Grace. 
In  the  bafe  Court  come  down :  down  Court,  down  King, 
For  night-Owls  fhrike.where  mounting  Larks  fhould  fing. 

Bull.  What  faies  his  Majefty  ? 
North.  Sorrow,  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  man  : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bull.  Stand  all  apart, 

And  ("hew  fair  duty  to  his  Majefty. 
My  gracious  Lord. 
Rich.  Fair  Confin. 

You  debafe  your  Princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kiffing  it. 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  Love, 

Than  my  un-plcas'd  Eye  fee  your  Courtcfie. 
Up  Coufin,  up,  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  lcaft.although  your  knee  be  low. 

Bull.  My  gracious  Lord  ,  I  come  but  for  mine 
own. 

Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and 
all. 

Bull.  So  farre  bemine,(my  moft  redoubted  Lord  J 
As  my  true  fervice  fhall  deferve  your  love. 

Rich.  Well  you  defrv'd  .• 
They  well  deferve  to  have, 

Thar,  know  the  ttrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle  give  me  your  hand nay,  dry  your  eies 
Tears  fhew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. 
Coufin  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  Father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  Heir. 
What  you  will  have,  ile  give,  and  willing  too, 
For  do  we  muft,  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London  : 
Coufin,  is  it  fo  ? 

Bull.  Yea,  my  good  Lord; 
Rich.  Then  I  mult  not  fay,  no. 

Flourish.  Exeunt. 

Selena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Queen  and  two  Ladies. 

Qu.  What  fport  fhall  we  devife  here  in  this  Garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

La.  Madam,  We'l  play  at  Bowl?. 
Qu.  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  Rubs, 

And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  Byas. 

La.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 
Qu.  My  Legs  an  keep  no  meafure  in  delighr, 

When  my  poor  heirt  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing  ( GirleJ  fome  other  fport. 

La.  Madam,  we'll  telltales. 
Qtt,  Or  Scrruw,  or  of  Grief? 

La.  Of  either,  M  -dam. 
Qu.  Ofneicher,  Girle* 

For  if  of  joy,  being  Jtogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow : 

Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 

It  ade'es  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy  : 
For  what  1  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat ; 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  10  complain. 

La.  Madam,  ile  fing. 

Qu.  Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe; 

But  thou  fhould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 
La.  I  could  weep,  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good  ? 
J%u,  And  I  could  ling,  would  weeping  do  me  good, 

And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
Enter  a  Gardiner,  and  two  Servant  s< 

But  flay,  here  comes  the  Gardiners, 

Lei*;>  Hep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  Trees. 
My  wretchednefle,unto  a  row  of  PmnCs, 

They 'I  talk  of  ftate?  for  every  one  doth  fo, 

Againft  a  Change ;  woe  is  fore-run  with  woe. 
Gard.  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks , 

Which  like  unruly  Children,  make  their  Syre 
Stoop  with  oppreffion  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twiggs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  Executioner 
Cutoff  the  heads  of  too  faft  growing  fprayes, 

That  look  too  lofty  in  our  Common-wealth  ; 
All  muft  be  even,  in  our  Government. 

You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  weeds  that  without  profit  fuck 

Thefoylcs  fertility  from  wholfom  Flowers. 
Ser.  Why  fhould  we  in  tbecompaffe  of  a  Pale, 

Keep  Law  and  Form,  and  due  Proportion, 
Shewing  as  in  a  Modell  our  firm  ftate  ? 
When  our  Sea-walled  Garden,  ( the  whole  Land,) 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  faireft  Flowers  choakt  up, 

Her  fruit-trees  all  unpruin'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  Knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholfome  Hearbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars. 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace. 

He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  Leaf. 

The  weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  Leaves  did  flicker, 

That  feem'd  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up, 
Are  pull'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bullingbrooke 
I  mean,  the  Earle  of  ftfltjhirey  Bufhy^  Green. 

F  f  Ser.  What 
_  — — i  —  LL  'A     ■  ■ 
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Ser.  What  are  they  dead? 
GarA.  They  are, 

And  Hullvigbrwke  hath  fciz'd  the  wafteful  King. 
What  pttty  is  ic,  chat  he  had  not  trim'd 
And  dreli  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  at  time  of  year; 

And  wound  the  Bark,  the  skin  of  our  Fruit-trees, 
Leaft  being  over  proud  with  Sip  and  Blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf  ? 

Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  men, 

They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  ufte 
Their  fruits  of  duty.  All  fupeifluous  branches 

We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  Crown, 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown  down. 

Ser.  What  think  you  the  King  fhall  be  depos'd  ? 
Gar.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depos'd 

'Tis  doubted  he  will  be.  Letters  came  laft  night 
To  a  deer  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Tork^ 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

Qu.  Oh  lam  prel-t  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking  : 
Thou  old  AdamsYikenetie,  fet  to  dreffe  this  G  irden : 

How  dares  thy  harfh  tongue  found  this  unplealing  news  ? 
VVhac  Sve  ?  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee,  . 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 

Whydoft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'fl  thou  (thou  little  better  thing  then  earth) 
Divine  his  downfall  ?  fay  where,  when,  and  bow 

Cam'ft  thou  by  this  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak  thou  wretch. 
Gard.  Pardon  me  Madam.  Little  joy  hive  I 

To  breathe  thefe  news ;  yet  what  I  fay,  is  true;  . 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Of  Bullingbrookf,  their  fortunes  both  are  wcigh'd : 
In  your  Lords  Scale,  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 
And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light : 
But  in  the  Ballance  of  great  Bulllngbrooke, 
Befides  himfelf,  arc  all  the  English  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down. 

Port  you  to  London,  and  you'l  find  it  fo, 
I  freak  no  more,  then  every  one  doth  know. 

JHu.  Nimble  mifchance,  that  arc  fo  light  of  foor, 
Doth  not  thy  EmbsfDge  belong  to  me  ? 

And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it  ?  Oh  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breift.  ComeLidiesgoe, 
To  meet  at  London,  Londons  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  bom  to  this  /  that  my  fad  look, 

Should  grace  the  Triumph  of  great  Bulllngbrooke  I 

Gard'ner,for  celling  me  this  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  Plants  thou  grafi'ft,  may  never  grow.  Exit. 
G.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  flare  might  be  no  worfe, 

I  would  my  skill  were  fub  je£t  to  thy  curfe : 
Here  did  fhe  drop  a  tear,  here  in  this  place 
lie  fee  a  bank  of  Rev»,  (fowre  Herb  of  Grace  : ) 

i?fw,ev'n  for  Rath,  here  fhortly  fhall  befeen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen.  Exit. 

Aclm  Quartus.  Sc*ena  'Prima. 

Enter  a<  to  the  Parliament ,  Bulllngbrooke,  Aumerle,  Nor- 
thumberland, Percle,  Fitz,- Water,  Surrey , Car llle, Abbot 

of  IVeflminfier.  Heranld,  Officers,  and  Bagot. 

Bttllingbrooke.QdW  forth  Bagot. 

Now  Bagot ,  freely  fpeak  thy  mind, 
VVhat  tnou  doft  know  of  Noble  Glouflers  death ; 
VVho  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  performed 
The  bloody  Ofticeof  h  s  timelefle  end. 

Bag.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 
Bull.  Coufin,  fland  fori  h  and  look  upon  that  man. 
Bag.  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 

Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  delivei'd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glouflers  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  arme  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  reflful  Engllfh  Court 
As  far  as  Callis  to  my  Uncles  head  ? 
Amongfl  much  other  talke,  that  very  rime, 

I  heard  you  fay,  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crowns, 

Then  Bulllngbrooke  return  to  England ;  adding  withal!, 
How  blefl  chisLand  would  brcm  this  )our  Cofms  death. 

Atim.  Princes  and  Noble  Lords : 

VVhat  anfwer  fhall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  .? 

|  Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  my  fair  Starrs, 
j  On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chciftifement  ? 
[  Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  fpoild 

With  th'AtteinJorof  his  fland'rous  Lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  Seal  of  death 
That  m  arks  thee  out  for  Hell.  Thou  lieft, 

And  will  maintain  what  thou  hafl  faid,is  falfe, 

In  thy  heart  blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe, 
Toflain  the  temper  of  my  Knightly  fword. 

Bull.  Bagot  foibear,  thou  fhalt  not  take  it  up. 
Aunt.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  belt 

In  all  this  prefence  that  hath  moved  me  fo. 
Fltz,.  If  that  thy  valour  fland  on  fympathies : 

There  is  my  Gage,  Aumerle,  inGage  to  thine  .* 
By  tiiat  fair  Sunne,  that  fhews  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
I  heard  thee  fay  (and  vantingly  thou  fpak'ft  it) 
That  thou  were  caufe  of  Noble  Glouflers  death. 
If  thou  denieft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft, 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged  with  my  Rapiers  poinr. 

Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not  ( Coward)  live  to  fee  the  day. 
Fltz,.  Now  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Attm.  Fltz,water  thou  arc  damn 'd  to  hell  for  this. 
Per.  Aumerle,  thou  lyeft  :  his  Honour  is  as  true 

In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  urijuft : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 

To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  poinc 
Of  mortal  breathing.  Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off, 
And  never  brandifh  more  revengeful  Steel, 

Over  the  glittering  Helmet  of  my  Foe. 

Surrey .  My  Lord  Fltz.  water  : 
I  do  remember  well,  the  very  time 
Aumerle  and  you  did  talke. 

Fltz,.  My  Lord, 

»Tis  very  true  :  You  were  in  prefence  then } 
And  you  can  witneffe  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heaven, 
As  heaven  it  felf  is  true. 

Fltz,.  Surrey,  thou  lyeft. 
Surrey.  Difhonourablc  Boy, 

That  Lye,  fhall  lie  fo  heavy  on  my  fword, 
That  it  fhall  render  Vengeance  and  revenge, 
Till  thou  the  Lye- giver,  and  that  Lye,  do  lye 
In  earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  Fathers  Scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  Honours  pawn, 

Engage  ic  to  the  Trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fltz,, 
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F/fiw.  How  fondly  do'ft  thou  fpur  a  forward  Hor
fc  ? 

If /dare  eat,  or  drink,  orbreath,  or  live, 

I  dare  meet  Surry  in  a  Wildernefs, 

And  foit  upon  him,  whilft  /  fay  he  Lye?,  m 

And  Lyes,  and  Lyes :  there  is  my  bond  of  Fa
ith, 

To  tye  thee  to  my  ftrong  Corre&ton. 

A  1  intended  to  thrive  in  this  new  World, 

J*  merle  is  guilty  of  my  true  Appeal. 

Befides,  /  heard  thebanifht  7vV/#%fay, 

That  thou  Antnerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men, 

To  execute  the  Noble  Duke  at  Calice. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  Chriftian  truftmewith  aGage, 

That  Norfolk?  lies :  here  do  /  throw  down  this, 

If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. Bull.  Thefe  differences  fhall  all  reft  under  Gage , 

Till  Norfolke  be  repeal'd  :  repeal'd  he  fhall  be ; 

!  (And  though  mine  Enemy)  reftor'd  again 

To  all  his  Lands  and  Seigniories :  when  he's  return  d, 
I  A°ainft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  Tryal. 

°Carl.  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne're  be  feen. 

Many  a  time  hath  banifht  Norfolke  fought 

For  Jefu  Chrift,  in  glorious  Chrittian  field 

Screamin°  theEnfign  of  the  Chriftian  Crofs 

A°ainft  bUck  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens : 

And  toyl'd  with  works  of  War,  retyr'd  himfelf 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venice  gave 

His  Body  totha  pleafant  Countries  Earth, 

And  his  pure  Soul  unto  his  Captain  Chrift, 

Under  whofe  Colours  he  had  Sought  fo  long. 

Bull.  Why  Bifhop,  is  Norfolke  dead  ? 
Carl.  As  fure  as  /  live  my  Lord. 

BhII.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  fweet  Soul 

To  the  Bofom  of  good  old  Abraham. 

Lords  Appealants,your  differences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 

Till  we  affign  you  to  your  dayes  of  Tryal. 
Enter  Torke. 

Torke.  Great  Duke  of  Lancafler,  I  come  to  thee 

From  Plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  Soul 

Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  poffcffion  of  thy  Royal  Hand. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defcending  now  from  him, 

And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  Name  the  Fourth. 

Bull.  In  Gods  Name,  He  afcend  the  Regal  Throne. 
Carl.  Marry,Heaven  forbid. 

Worft  in  this  Royal  Prefence  may  /  fpeak, 

Yet  beft  befeemi'g  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  Noble  Prefence 
Were  enough  Noble  to  be  upright  Judge 
Of  Noble  Richard,  then  true  Noblenels  would 

Learn  him  forbearance  from  fofoul  a  wrong. 
What  Subject  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  that  is  not  Richards  Subject  ? 

Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them  ! 
And  fhall  the  figure  of  Gods  Majefty, 

His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  elecf, 

Anoynted,  Crown'd  and  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  fubjeft  andinferiour  breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefenc  ?  Oh,  forbid  it,God, 

Thar, in  a  Chriftian  Climate,  Soules  refin'd 
Should  fhew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfeene  a  deed. 

I  fpeak  to  Subjects,  and  a  Subject  fpeaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  Heaven,  thus  6oldly  for  his  King; 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foul  Traytor  to  proud  Herefords  King. 
And  if  you  Crown  him,  let  meprophefie, 

»  The  blood  of  Englifh  fhall  manure  the  ground, 

I  And  future  ages  groan  for  his  foul  Act. 

1  Peace  fhall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
Andinthi;  Seat  of  Peace, tumultuous  Wars 

Shall  Kin  with  Kin,  and  Kind  with  Kind  confound. 
Diforder,  Horrour,  Fear  and  Mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  arid  dead  mens  Skuls. 

Oh,  if  you  rear  this  Houfe,  againft  this  Houfe. 
It  will  the  WofulleftDivihon  prove, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  Earth. 
Prevent  it,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo. 
Left  Child,  Childs  Children  cry  againft  you,  wo. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd  Sir :  and  for  your  paineS, Of  Capital  Treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  Weflminfter,  be  it  your  charge, 
To  keep  him  fafely,  till  his  day  of  Tryal. 

Miy  itpleafeyou,  Lords  ro  grant  the  Commons  Suit? 
BhII.  Fe;cn  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 

He  may  fu' render :  fovve  fhall  proceed 
Without  fufpition. 

Tor.  I  will  be  his  Conduct.  Exit. 

Bull.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  Arreft, 

Procure  your  Sureties  for  your  Dayes  of  Anfwer  i 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  Love, 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  Hands. 

Enter  Richard  and  Torke. 

Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  Re^al  thoughts i  *  •  t 

|W herewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn  d 
To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  Knee. 
JGive  Sorrow  leave  a  while,  to  return  me 
To  this  Submiflion.   Yet  I  will  remember 

Tse  favours  of  thefe  men :  were  they  not  mine  ? 

Did  they  not  fome-ime  cry,  All  haile  to  me  t 
S  -)  Judas  did  to  Chrift  :  but  he  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,none 
God  f  ve  the  King  :  will  no  man  fay,  Amen  ? 
Am  I  both  Prieft  and  Clark  ?  well  then,  Amen. 

God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he : 

And  yet  Amen,  if  Heaven  do  think  him  me. 
To  do  what  fervice,  am  I  fent  for  hithet  ? 

Tor.  To  do  that  Office  of  thine  own  goodwill, 

Which  tyred  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  S:atc  and  Crown 

To  Henry  Bull'ingbrsoke. Rich.  Give  me  the  Crown. Here  Coufin,feize  the  Crown: 

Here  Coufin,on  this  fide  my  Hand,  on  that  fide  thine. 
Now  is  this  Golden  Crown  like  a  deep  Well, 
That  owes  two  Buckets,  filling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  Ayr, 
The  other  down,  unfecn,  and  full  of  Water : 
That  Bucket  down,  and  full  of  Tcares  am  I, 

Drinking  my  Griefs,  whilftyou  mount  up  on  high. 
Bul<  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 
Rich.  My  Crown  I  am,  but  ftill  my  Griefs  arc  mine : 

You  may  my  Glories,  and  my  Scare  depofe, 
But  not  my  Griefes ;  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofc. 

Bui.  Part  of  your  Cares  you  give  me  with  your  Crown. 
Rich.  Your  Cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  Cares  down, 

My  Care,  is  lofs  of  Care,  by  old  Care  done, 
Your  Care,  is  gain  of  Care,  by  new  Care  won!, 
The  Cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away, 
They  tend  theCrovvn,yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay. 

Bui.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  Crown  ?' F  f  a  Rich.  I 

I 
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Rich.  I  no  ;  no,  I  for  I  muft  nothing  be: 
Therefore  no,  no,  for  I  rehgne  to  thee. 
Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf; 

I  give  this  he.wy  Weight  from  off  my  Head, 
And  this  unwieldy  Scepter  from  my  Hand, 
The  pride  of  Kingly  fway  from  out  my  Heart, 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wifh  away  my  blame, 
With  mine  own  hands  I  giveaway  my  Crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  Sacred  State, 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  alldutious  Oaths  : 

i  All  Pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear : 
!  My  Manors,  Rents,  Revenues,  I  forgoe  ; 
I  My  A£ts,  Decrees,  and  Statutes  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  Oathes  that  are  broke  tome, 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee. 

j  Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd, 
I  And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd, 
!  Long  maift  thou  live  in  Richards  feat  to  fit, 
And  foon  lie  Richard  in  an  Earthy  pit. 

Godfave  King/i&w/,  un-King'd  Richard  foes. 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  Sun-fhine  daies. 
What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more  :  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  Accufuions,  and  thefe  grievous  Crimes, 
Commiited  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land  : 

That  by  confefling  them,  the  Souls  of  men 

May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  cut 

My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  Offences  were  upon  Record, 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troope, 

To  read  a  Le&ure  of  them  ?  if  thou  would'ft 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  hainous  article, 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  Oath, 

Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  Book  of  Heaven. 
|  Nay,  all  cf you, that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 

Whil'ft  that  my  wretchednefle  doth  bait  my  felf, 
Though  fome  of  you,  with  P//<#*  wafh  your  hands, 
Shewing  an  outward  pitty  :  yet  you  Pilates 

Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  fower  Croffe, 
And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  finne. 

North.  My  Lord,  difpatch,  read  o're  thefe  Articles. Rich.  Mine  eies  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  fee : 

And  yet  fall-water  blinds  the  n  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  Traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eies  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  Traitor  with  the  reft 
For  I  have  given  here  my  fouls  confent, 

T'undeck  the  pompous  Body  of  a  King  j 
Made  Glory  bafe ;  a  Soveraign,  a  Slave  ; 
Proud  Majefty,  a  Subject;  State,  a  Peafanr. 

North.  My  Lord. 

Rich.  No  Lord  of  thine,  thou  haught-infulting  man  ; 
No,  nor  no  mans  Lord  :  I  hive  no  Name,  no  Title; 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  Font, 

But  'tis  ufurpt :  alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  Winters  our, 
And  know  not  now,vvhat  name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  Mockerie,  King  of  Snow, 
Standing  before  the  Sun  of  Bullingbrooke, 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops. 
Good  King,  great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good, 
And  if  my  word  be  Sterling  yet  in  England 
Let  it  command  a  Mirror  hither  ftraight, 

i 

That  it  may  fhew  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  Bankrupt  of  his  Ma  jefty. 

Bull.  Goefomeof  you,  and  fetch  a  Looking-Glafle. 

Nortb.Rezd  o're  this  paper,  while  the  Glafs  doth  come. 
Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torments  me  ,  ere  I  come  to  Hell. 

Bull.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
Rich.  They  fhall  be  fatisfy'd :  ile  read  enough, 

When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book  indeed, 

Where  all  my  fins  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. Enter  one  with  a.Glajfe. 

Give  me  that  Glaffe,  and  therein  will  /read. 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  flruck  • 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ?  Oh  fla  t'ring  GlafTe, Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 

•  Thou  doft  beguile  me.  Was  this  Face,  the  Face 
That  every  day  under  his  Houfhold-rbof, 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  Was  this  the  face, 
That  like  the  Sun  did  make  beholders  wink? 

Is  this  the  Face,  which  fce'd  fo  many  follies, 

That  was  at  I  aft  out-fae'd  by  Buttngbrooke  ? 
A  brittle  Glory  fhineth  in  this  Face, 
As  brittle  as  the  Glory,  is  the  Face, 
For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  fhivers. 

Mark  filent  King,  the  Morall  of  this  fport, 

How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  Face. 
Bui.  The  lhadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd The  fhadow  of  your  Face. 

Rich.  Say  that  again. 

The  fhadow  of  my  Sorrow  :  ha,  let's  fee, 
'Tis  very  true,  my  Grief  lies  all  within, 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  Laments, 
Are  meerly  fhadowes  to  the  unfeen  Grief, 

That  fwclls  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  Soul. 
There  lies  the  Subftance :  and  I  thank  thee  King 

For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.  Ile  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Bull.  Nameit, fair  Coufin. 
RichsVm  Coufin  ?  I  am  greater  rhan  a  King  / 

For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  flatrerers 

Were  then  but  fubjects ;  being  now  a  fubjec~t, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer  : 

Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 
Bui.  Yetaske. 

Rich.  And  fhall  I  have  ? 
Bttll.  You  fhall. 

Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  goe. 
'Bull.  Whither? 

Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fights. 
Bull.  Gee  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tmer. 
Rich.  Oh  good  :  convey :  Conveyers  are  you  all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  Kings  fall. 
Bull.  On  Wednefday  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 

Our  Coronation :  Lords,  prepare  your  felves.  Exeunt. 
Abbot.  A  woful  Pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Carl.  The  woe's  to  come,  the  Chtldren  yet  unborn, 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  {harp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  Clergy-men,  is  there  no  plot  ? 
To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  f 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein, 
You  fhall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  alfo  to  cffecl: 

What/ 
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VVhat  ever  I  (halt  happen  to  devife. 

I  fee  vour  Brows  are  full  of  difcontenr, 

Your'Hcart  of  forrow,  and  your  Eies  of  tears, 
Come  home  with  me  to  Supper,  He  lay  a  plot 
Shall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  day. 

Exeunt. 

Aclus  Quintus.  Scoria  ̂ Prima. 

Enter  Queen,  avd  Ladles. 

Qu.  This  way  the  King  will  come :  this  is  the  way 

To  fulius  Ctfars  ill-ere£ted  Tower : 
To  whofe  flint  bofom,  my  condemned  Lord 

Is  doom'd  a  Prifoner,  by  proud  Bulli»gbroo\e. 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  Rebellious  earth 

Have  any  retting  for  her  true  Kings  Queen. 
Enter  Richard*  and  Guard. 

But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee, 

My  fair  Rofe  wither :  yet  look  up  •  behold-, 
That  you  in  pitty  may  diffo'.ve  to  dew, 
And  wafh  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  tears. 
Ah  thou,  the  Modell,  where  old  Troy  did  ftand, 
Thou  Mappe  of  Honour,  thou  King  Richards  Tomb, 
And  nor  King  Richard :  chou  molt  beiuteous  Inne, 

Why  fhould  hird-favor'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  Triumph  is  become  an  Ale-  houfe  Gueft  ? 

Rich.  Joyn  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fo, 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  learn  good  foul, 
To  think  our  former  State  a  happy  Dream, 

From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are, 
Shews  us  but  this.  I  am  fworn  Brother  (Sweet) 

To  grim  necellity ;  and  he  and  I  . 
Will  keep  a  League  till  death.  High  thee  to  Trance., 
And  Cloyfter  thee  in  fome  Religious  houfe : 
Our  holy  lives  muft  winne  a  new  worlds  Crown, 
Which  our  prophane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

Qu.  Whar,  is  my  Richard  bo>.h  in  fhape  and  mind 

Transform'd  and  weaken'd  ?  Hath  Bullingbrooke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  Lyon  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  Paw, 
And  wounds  the  eirth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 

Tobeo're-powr'd  .•  and  wilt  thou,  Pupill-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly,  kiffe  the  Rod, 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 
Which  art  a  Lyon  and  a  King  of  Beafts  ? 

Rich.  A  King  of  Beafts  ine'eed :  if  aught  but  Beafts, 
I  h  id  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 
Good  (fomecime )  Queen  prepare  thee  hence  for  France : 

Think  I  am  deid,  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft, 
As  from  my  Death-bed,  my  laft-living  leave. 
In  Winters  tedious  Nights  fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  wofuil  Ages,  long  agoe  betide  : 

And  ere  thou  bid  good-night ,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds : 
For  why  ?  the  fcnfeleffe  Brands  willfympath'ze 
The  heavy  accent  of  my  moving  tongue, 
And  in  compnffion  weep  the  fire  out : 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  Afhes,  fomc  coal-black, 

For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  King. 
Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bullingbrooke  is  chan°*d, 

You  muft  to  Pomfrety  not  unto  the  Torver. 

And  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'nefor  you  : 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  awny  to  France. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  Ladder  wherewithal! 
The  mounting  Bullingbrooke  afcends  my  Throne, 
The  time  fhall  not  be  many  hours^f  age, 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  bresk  into  corruption  :  thou  fhall  think, 

Though  he  divide  the  Real  m,  and  give  thee  halfe, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all: 

He  fhall  think,  that  thou  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again, 

3eing  ne're  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way. 

To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th'ufurpcd  Throne. The  Love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 

That  Fear,  to  Hare  ;  and  Hate  turns  one,  or  both, 

To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 
North.  My  guilt  be  one  my  head,  and  there  an  end  .• 

Take  leave,  and  parr,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

Rich.  Doubly  divore'd  ?  (bad  men)  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  Mirriage  ;  'twixi  my  Crown  and  me; 
And  then  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  wife, 

Let  me  un-kifie  the  Oath,  'twixr  thee  and  me : 

And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kiffe  'twas  made. Part  us  Northumberland  :  I,  towards  the  North, 

Where  fhivering  Cold  and  Sicknefle  pines  the  Clime  : 
My  Queen  to  France :  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  Pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 

Sent  back  like  Hollowmas,  or  fhori'ft  of  day. 
Qu.  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 
Rich.  T,hand  from  hand(my  Love)and  heart  from  heart. 
Qu.  Banifhus  both,  and  fend  the  Kingwiihme. 
North.  That  were  fome  Love,  but  lirrle  policy. 

Qu.  Then  vvhitner  he  goes,  thither  let  megoe. 
Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  make  one  woe, 

Weep  thou  for  me  in  France ;  I,  for  thee  here : 

Better  farre  off  then  neer,  be  ne're  the  necr 
Goe,  count  thy  way  with  fighs,  I  mine  wi;h  groans. 

Qu.  So  longeft  way,  fhall  have  the  longeft  moans. 
Rich.Tmce  foroneftep  He  groin,  the  way  being  fhort, 

And  piece  the  way  out  wirh  a  heavy  hearr. 

Come,  coT.e,in  wooing  Sorrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  Grief: 
One  Kiffe  fh  ill  ftop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part ; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart. 

Qu.  Give  me  mine  own  again  :  'twere  no  good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  hearr. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  begone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

Rich.  We  m  ike  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay : 
Once  more  adieu  j  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  Sxeuut. 

Selena  Secunda. 

£nter  Turhjindhis  Dutchejfe. 

Dtttt  My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  off, 
Of  our  two  Coulins  coming  into  London. 

Tor.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 
T>m .  A:  that  fad  ftop,  my  Lord, 

Where  rude  mis-govern*J  hands,  from  Windows  top's, 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  King  Richards  head. 

F  f  5  TVr.Then 
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Tor.  Then ,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke  (great  Btdingbroth*) 
■  Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  Steed, 

Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feem'd  to  know, 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,kepc  on  his  courfe : 

While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  thee  Bnllingbrooke. 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old, 
Through  Cafements  darted  their  defiling  eies 

Upon  his  vifage .•  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  Imagery  had  laid  at  once, 
Jefu  prefervc  thee,  welcome  Bullingbrooke. 
Whilft  he,from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 

Bare-headed,  lower  then  his  proud  Steeds  neck, 

I  Befpake  them  thus   I  thank  you  Countrey-men : 
!  And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  palt  along. 

Dutch.  Alas  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilft  ? 
Tor.  As  in  a  Theater,the  eies  of  men  . 

After  a  well-grac*d  Aftor  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  mens  eies, 

Didfcowleon  Richard:  no  man  cry'd,  God  fave  him.- 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home, 
But  daft  was  thrown  upon  his  Sacred  head, 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off, 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles 
(The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience) 

That  had  not  God  (for  fome  ftrong  purpofe)  fteel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muff  perforce  have  melted, 
And  Barbarifmeitfelf  havepittyed  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events, 

To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calme contents. 

To  Bullingbrooke,  are  we  fworn  Subjects  now, 
Whofe  State,  and  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Attmerle. 

Dut.  Here  comes  my  fonnc  A  timer  It, 
Tor.  Attmerle  that  was, 

But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richards  Friend. 
And  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rut  land  now : 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 

And  laftingfealtie  in  the  new-made  King. 
Dm.  Welcome  my  Sonne :  who  are  the  violets  now, 

That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  Spring  ? 
Awn.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  nor, 

God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tor.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new-fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford}  Hold  thofe  Jufts  and  Triumphsk? 

Anm.  For  ought  I  know  my  Lord,  they  do. 
Tor.  You  will  be  there  I  know. 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  nor,  I  purpofe  fo. 
Tor.  What  Seal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  bofom? 

Yea,  look '11  thou  pale  ?  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Anm.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. Tor.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it, 

I  will  befatisfied,let  me  fee  the  writing. 
Aum.  Idobefeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequencc, 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  hive  feen. 

Tor.  Which  for  fome  reafons  fir,  I  mean  to  fee  : 
I  fea>,  I  fear. 

Dm.  What  fhould  you  fear  ? 

'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond,  that  he  is  enter'dinto 
For  gay  apparell,  againft  the  triumph. 

Tor.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  What  doth  he  with  a  Bond 

That  he  is  bound  to  ?  Wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 

Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Anm.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  fhew  it. 
Tor.  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it  I  fay.  Snatches  it. 

Treafon,  foul  treafon,  Villain,  Traitor,  Slave. 

Dm.  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord? 

Tor.  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  my  horfe. 
Heaven  for  his  mercy :  what  treachery  is  here  ? 

Dm.  Why,  whati^tmy  Lord  ? 
Tor.  Give  me  my  boots ,  I  fay  :  faddle  my  horfe : 

Now  by  my  honour,  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Dm.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Tor.  Peace  foolifh  Woman. 

Dm.  I  will  not  peace.  What  is  the  matter  Son  ? 
Aum.  Good  Mother  becomenr,  it  is  no  more 

Then  my  poor  life  mull  anfwer. 
Dm.  Thy  life  anfvver  ? 

Enter  Servant  with  Boots. 

Tor.  Bring  my  Boo:s,  I  will  unto  the  King. 

Dm.  Strike  him  Attmerle.  Poor  boy,  thou  arc  amr.z*d, 
Hence  villain,  never  more  come  in  my  light. 

Tor.  Give  me  my  Boots  I  fay. 

Dm.  Why  Tork^  what  wilt  ihou  do  ? 

Wile  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafie  of  thine  own?  • 
Have  we  more  Sonnes  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 

Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  Son  from  mine  age, 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  Mothers  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

Tor.  Thou  fond  mad  woman : 

Wile  thou  conceale  chis  dark  Confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  tane  the  Sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  fee  their  hands 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dut.  He  fhall  be  none  : 

We'll  keep  him  here :  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 
Tor.  Away  fond  woman  :  were  he  twenty  times  my 

Son,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dm.  Hadft  thou  groan»d  for  him  as  I  have  done, 
Thou  would  ft  be  more  pittifull : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  j  thou  doft  fufpeft 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  Baftard,  not  thy  Sonne  : 
Sweet  Terky  fweet  Husband,  be  not  of  that  mind 
He  is  as  like  thee,  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin, 

And  yet  I  love  him. 
Tor.  Mike  way,  unruly  woman.  Exit. 
X>«N»tfter  Attmerle.  Mount  thee  upon  his  horfe, 

Spurr  pwr,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee, 
He  not  be  long  behind  :  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Torkj 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 

Till  Bullingbrooke  have  pardon  *d  thee:Away,be  gone.£.v;V . 

Selena  Tenia. 

Enter  Bullingbrooke y  Percie,  and  other  Lords, 
Bull.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  Son  ? 

Tis  full  three  monechs  fince  I  did  fee  him  la/v. 

If  any  plague  hang  overu?,  *cis  he: I  would  to  heaven  (my  Lords)  he  might  be  id, 

Enquire  at  London,  'mongft  the  Taverns  iht 
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Foe  there  (ch  ey  fay)  he  daily  doth  frequent, 

VVuh  unreftrained  loofe  Companions, 

Even  fuch  (they  fay)  as  ftand  in  narrow  Lanes, 

And  rob  our  Watch,  and  beat  our  paffengers , 

Wnich  he  f  young  wanton,  and  effeminate  Boy) 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupporc 

So  diflolute  a  crew. 

Per.  My  Lord,  fome  two  days  fined  faw  the  Prince, 

And  told  him  of  thefe  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bull.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant? 

Per.  His  anfwer  was :  he  would  unto  the  S^ews, 

And  from  the  common*!*  creature  pluck  a  Glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 

He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  Challenger. 

Bull.  Asdiffoiuceas  defp'rate,  yet  through  both, 
I  fee  fome  fpatksof  better  hope:  which  elder  daies 

M.iy  happily  bring  forth.  But  who  comes  here  f 
Enter  Aumerle. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  King? 

'Bull.  Whit  means  our  Couhn,  that  he  fhres 

And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 
Aunt.  God  fave  your  Grace.  I  do  befeech  your  Mijerty 

To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 

Bull.  Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leive  us  here  alone : 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  Coufin  now  ? 

Attm.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

vly  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  \  Pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak. 

Bull.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault  ? 

If  on  the  tirft,  how  hainous  ere  li  be, 

To  win  thy  after-love  I  pardon  thee. 
Attm.  then  give  me  leave,  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 

That  no  man  enter  till  the  tale  be  done. 

Bull.  Have  thy  defire.  Tork^mth'tn. 
Tor.  My  Liege  beware,  look  to  thy  felf, 

Thou  haft  a  Traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 
Bull.  Villain,  lie  make  thee  fafe. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe 
to  fear. 

York.  Open  the  door,  fecure  fool-hardy  King : 
Shall  1  for  love  fpeak  Treafon  to  thy  face  ? 

Open  the  door ,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 
Enter  Ttrk- 

Bull.  What  is  the  matccr(Uncle)  fpeak,  recover  breath, 
Tell  us  how  neer  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arme  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tor.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know 
The  reafon  that  my  haftc  forbids  mc  fhow. 

Attm .  Remember  as  thou  read'ft,thy  promife  paft: 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 
Tor,  Ir  was  (villain)  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  down. 

I  tore  it  from  the  Traitors  bofom ,  King. 
Fear  and  not  Love,  begets  his  penitence ; 
Forget  to  pitty  him,  leatt  thy  pitty  prove 
A  Serpent,  that  will  fling  thee  to  the  heart. 
H#U.  Oh  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  Confpiracie, 

O  loyal  Father  of  a  treacherous  Son: 
Thoufheer,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  paffages 

Hath  h?d  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf. 
Thy  overflow  of  good,  converts  to  bad, 
And  thine  abundant  goodneffe  fhall  excufi 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digreffing  fon. 

Tor.  So  I  ha  1 1  my  vertue  be  his  vices  bawd, 
And  he  fhall  fpend  mine  Honour  with  his  Shame : 

As  thriftleffeSonnes  their  fcraping  Fathers  Gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  diihonour  dies, 

Or  my  fham'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies : 
Thou  kil'ft  me  in  his  life,  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  mans  put  to  death.  t 

<Z)fttcheJfe  mthtn. 

Dm.  What  hoa  (my  Liege)  for  heavens  fake  let  me  in. 

BttH.  What  fhrill-voic'd  Suppliant  makes  this  eager  cry? 
Dm.  A  Woman  and  thine  Aunt  (great  King) cis  I. 

Speak  with  me,  pitty  me,  openthedorc, 

A  Beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 
Butt.  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  thing, 

And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  King: 
My  dangerous  Conn,  let  your  Mother  in, 

I  know  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  (in. 
Tor.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoeverpray, 

More  fans  for  this  forgiveneffe,  profper  may. 

This  fefter'd  joynt  cut  eft,  the  reft  refts  found, 
This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. Enter  Dtttchejfe. 

Dttt.  O  King,  beleeve  not  this  hard  hearted  man, 

Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 
Tor.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  t  hou  make  herej 

Shall  thy  old  dugges  once  more  a  Traitor  rear  ? 
Dtt.  Sweet  Torl^ be  patient,  hear  me  gentle  Liege. 

Bull.  Rife  up  good  Aunt. 
Dttt.  Not  yer,  I  thee  befeech, 

For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  tappy  fees, 

Till  thou  give  joy  :  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 

By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  Boy. 
Attm.  Unto  my  Mothers  prayers,  1  bend  my  knee. 

Torkj  Againft  them  both,  my  true  joynts  bended  be. 
*Dm.  Pleads  he  in  earned  ?  Look  upon  his  face, 

His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears :  bis  prayers  are  in  jeft : 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breaftv 

He  prayes  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd, 
We  pray  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide  : 
His  weary  joynts  would  gladly  rife,  I  know, 
Our  knees  fhall  kneel,till  to  the  ground  ihey[grow 

His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  Hypocrifie, 
Ours  of  true  zeale,  and  deep  integri  ty : 

Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bull.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
Dut.  Nay  do  notfay  ftand  up. 

But  pardon  firft,  and  afterwards  ftand  up. 
And  if  1  were  thy  Nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon  fhould  be  the  nrft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 

I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now 
Say  Pardon  (King)  let  piry  teach  thee  how. 
The  word  is  fhorr,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweer, 
No  word  like  Pardon,  for  Kings  mouths  fo  meet. 

Tor.  Speak  it  in  French  (King  j  fay  Pardon  ne  moy. 
Dm.  Doft  thou  teach  pardon,  Pardon  to  deftroy  ? 

Ah  my  fowre  husband,  my  hard-hearted  Lord, 

That  fet'ft  the  word  it  felf,  againfi  the  word. 

Speak  pardon  as  'tis  currant  in  our  Land, 
The  chopping  Trench  we  do  not  tinderftand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there; 
Or  in  thy  pitteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  ear, 
That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce,* 
Pitty  may  move  thee.Pardcn  torehearfe. 

Bull.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
'Dm.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 

Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Ball 
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Bull.  I  pardon  him  as  heaven  ihall  pardon  me. 
Djt.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  : 

Yet  am  1  fick  for  fear  :  Speak  it  again, 

Twice  Dying  Pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Bull.  I  pardon  him  with  all  my  heart. 
Dut.  A  God  on  emh  thou  art. 

Bull.  But  for  our  trully  brother  -in-law,  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  red  of  that  conferred  crew, 

Deftru&ion  ftraight  ftull  dog  them  at  the  heels : 
Good  Uncle  help  to  order  fever al  powers 

To  Oxford,  or  where  ere  thefe  Traitors  are  : 

They  lh all  not  live  within  this  world  I  fwear, 
i  But  I  will  have  them  once  know  where. 
I  Uncle  farewell,  and  Coufin  adieu: 

Your  Motherwell  hath  pray 'd,  and  prove  you  true. 
T>ut.  Come  my  old  fon,  I  pray  heaven  make  thee  nevy. 

Exit. 
Enter  Exton  and  Servant. 

Ext.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words  he 

fpake  ? 
Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear : 
Was  it  not  fo? 

Ser.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 
Ex.  Have  I  no  friend  ?  (quoth  he  :)  he  fpake  it  twice, 

And  urg'd  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  ? 
Ser.^Hc  did. 

Ex.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  rbok'd  on  me, 

Aswhofhallfay,  I  would  thou  wer't  the  man That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 

Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret  :  Come,  let's  goe, 
I  am  the  Kings  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  Exit. 

Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying,  how  to  compare 
ThisPrifon  where  I  live  :  unto  the  World  : 

And  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  Creature,  but  my  felf, 

I  cannot  do  it :  yec  He  bammer't  out. 
My  Brain,  He  prove  the  Female  to  my  foul, 

My  foul,' the  Father :  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  Hill  breeding  Thoughts ; 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts,  people :  his  little  world 
In  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 
For  no  thought  is  contented.  The  better  fort, 
As  thoughts  of  things  Divine,  are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  faith  it  felf 

Againft  the  Faith:'is  thusrCome  little  one<:  St  then  again, 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camell 
To  thredche  poftern  of  a  Needles  eye. 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders;  how  thefe  vain  weak  naiies 
May  tear  a  paffage  through  the  Flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walls  : 
And  for  they  cannot,  dye  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  rending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves, 
That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  Fortunes  flaves, 
Nor  fhall  not  be  the  lafl.  Like  filly  Beggars, 
Who  fitting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  fhame 
Tnat  many  have,  and  others  muH  fit  there  j 
And  in  this  thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  fuch  as  have  before  endui'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I  in  one  Prifon,  many  people, 
And  none  contented.  Sometimes  am  I  King  : 
Then  Treafon  makes  me  wifh  my  felf  a  Beggar, 
And  fo  I  am.  Then  crufhing  penury, 
Perfwades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King : 
Then  am  1  King'd  ?giin  :  and  by  and  by, 
Think  that  I  am  un-king'd  by  Bullingbroeke, 
And  ftraight  am  nothing.  But  what  etc  I  am,  Mufick. 
Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  mm  is, 

With  nothing  fhail  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing.  Mufick  do  I  hear  ? 
Ha,  ha  ?  keep  time  :  How  fovver  fweet  Mufick  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proporrion  kept  ? 
So  is  it  in  the  Mufick  of  mens  lives : 
And  here  have  I  thedaintinelTe  of  ear 

To  hear  time  broke  in  a  difordet'd  lt\ing But  for  the  Concord  of  my  State  and  Time, 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  Time  broke. 
I  wafted  Time,  and  now  doth  Time  wafte  me : 
For  now  hath  Time  made  me  his  numbring  clock ; 
My  thoughts  are  minutes  j  and  with  fighs  they  jarre, 
Their  watches  to  mine  eies,  the  outward  Watch, 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  D'nlls  poinr, 
Is  pointing  (fill,  mcleanfing  them  from  tears. 
Now  fir,  the  found  thatfelh  what  hour  it  is, 
Are  clamourous  groans,that  ftrikeupon  my  heart, 
Which  is  the  bell  .•  fo  Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  Groans, 
Shew  Minutes,  Hours,  and  Times :  O  but  my  Time 
Runs  porting  on,  in  Bullingbrook^s  proud  joy, 

While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o'th 'Clock. 
This  Mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no-more, 
For  though  it  have  holpe  mad  men  to  their  wits, 
In  me  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife-men  mad  .* 
Yet  blefling  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  j 

For  'tis  a  figne  of  love,  and  love  to  Richard, 
Is  a  ftrange  Brooch,  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Ewer  Greome. 

Groo.  Hail  Royal  Prince. 
Ric  Thanks  Noble  Peer. 

The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  groats  too  deer. 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  com'ft  thou  hither  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  dogge 
That  brings  me  food,  to  mske  misfortune  live  ? 

G roo.  I  was  a  poor  Groom  of  thy  Stable  (Kin°) 

When  thou  wer't  King,  who  travelling  towards  for^ With  much  adoe,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  (fometim.es  Royal)  Matters  face. 

O  how  it  yern'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London  fireets,  that  Coronation  day, 
When  BuHinghooke  rode  on  Roan  Barbary, 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haftbeflrid, 
That  horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  dreft. 

Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me  gentle  Friend, 
How  went  he  under  him? 

Groo.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  had  difdain'd  the  ground. Rich.  So  proud,  that  Hullingbrookg  was  on  his  back  • 
That  Jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  Royall  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clappin°  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  would  he  not  fall  down 
(Since  Pride  muft  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,that  did  ufurpe  his  back? 
Forgiveneffe  horfe  .*  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 

Since  thou  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man 
V  Vas't  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe, 

And 
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A  id  ycc'  1  bear  a  burthen  like  an  Afl'e, 

Spur-gall'd,  and  cyr'd  by  jouncing  Bmiingbrooke. 

Enter  Keeper  with  a  D'tfh. 
Keep.  Fellow,  give  piace,  here  is  no  longer  flay; 

Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  *os  time  thou  wcr'c  away. 

Groo.  What  my  tongue  carec  noc,  that  my  heart  fh  ̂11 
fay. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  wilt  pleafe  you  to  fill  too .? 

Rich.  Talteof  it  nrft,  as  thou  wer't  wont  to  do. 

Keep .  My  Lord  /  dare  not :  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 

Who  lately  came  from  th'King,  commands  the  contrary 
Rich.  The  divel  take  Henry  of  Laxcafter,  and  thee; 

Patience  is  ftale,  and  1  am  weary  of  it. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help. 

Enter  Exton  and  Servants. 

Rt. How  now  ?  whac  means  death  in  this  rude  aiTault  ? 

Villain,  thine  own  hmd  yields  thy  deaths  inftrumenc, 
Go  thou  and  fill  another  roome  in  Hell. 

£xton ft r ikes  him  down 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire, 

That  (tigers  thus  my  perfon.  Exton,  thy  fierce  hand, 

Huh  with  the  Kings  blood,  Itain'd  the  Kings  own  land 
Vlounr,  mou  nt  my  foul,  thy  feat  is  up  on  high, 

Whil'lt  my  grofle  flefh  finks  downward,  here  to  dye. 
Exton.  As  full  of  vilcur  as  of  Royal  blood, 

Both  have  /  fpfrlt :  Oh  would  the  deed  were  good, 
For  now  the  divel  thac  told  me  I  did  well, 

Saies,  thac  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  Hell. 

This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  lie  bear, 

Take  hence  the  reft ;  and  give  them  burial  here.  Exit 

Flour ifb.  Saer  Bnllingbrtoke,  Yorke,  with  other 
Lirds  and  attendants. 

Bull.  Uncle  7>^,  the  lateft  news  we  hear, 

Ts  that  the  Re'^-  h  <ve  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  Town  ,of  Ciceter  in  (jloucefterp3irey 
But  whether  they  be  tane  or  flain,  we  hear  nor. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Welcome  my  Lord :  what  is  the  news  ? 
Nor.  Firft  to  thy  Sacred  State  wifh  /  all  happinefle 

The  next  news  is,  1  have  to  "London  fenc 
The  heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer,  'Blunt ,  and  Kent : 

The  manner  of  their  caking  may  a  p.  eir 
At  large  difcourfcd  in  this  paper  here. 

"Bail.  We  thank  thee  gentle  Piercy  for  thy  pains, 
And  to  thy  worth  will  adde  right,  worthy  gaines. 

Evter  Fitz,  waters. 

Fitz,.  My  Lord,  /  have  from  Oxfard  fent  to  London, 

The  he  ids  of  Broccas,  and" Sir  Fjcnnet  Sesly, 
Two  of  the  dangerous  confortcd  Traitors, 

Thac  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire-overthrow. 
BhII.  Thy  pains  Fitz,waters  fhall  nor.  be  forgot, 

Right  Ncble  is  thy  merit,  well  /  wor. 

Enter  Piercy  and  Carlile. 
Per.  The  grand  Confpirator,  Abbot  of  Weftmlnftery 

With  clog  or  Confcience,  and  fower  melancholly, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave : 

But  here  is  Carlile^ living  to  abide' 
Thy  Kingl)  doom,  andfenrenceof  his  pride. 

'Ball.  Carlile,  this  is  your  doom  : 
Choofe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  roome 
More  than  thou  hall,  and  with  it  joy  thy  (elf : 

So  as  thou  liv'it  in  peace,  dye  free  trom  ilrife  : 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 

High  fpaiks  of  Honour  in  thee  have  /  feen. 
Enter  Exton  with  a  Coffin. 

Exton.  Great  King,  within  this  Cofnn  1  prefent 
Thy  buried  fear.  Herein  all  breathlefle  lies j 
The  might  iell  of  thy  greateH  enemies 
Richard  olBurdes.pix  by  me  hither  brought. 

Bull.  Exton.  I  tharik  thee  not,  for  thou  halt  wrought 
A  deed  of  Slaughter  with  thy  fatal  hand, 

Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  Land. 
Ex.  From  your  own  mouth  my  Lord,  did  /  this  deed. 
Bull.  They  love  nor  poyfon,  that  do  poyfon  need, 

Nor  do  /  thee :  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  Murtherer,  love  him  murthered. 

The  guile  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  Princely  favour. 
With  Cain°o  wander  through  the  fhade  of  night, 
And  never  (hew  thy  head  by  day,  nor  light. 
Lords  /  proreli  my  foul  is  full  of  woe, 
That  blood  fhould  fprinkle  me,  and  make  me  grow. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  that  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  fullen  black  incontinent  : 

He  make  a  voyage  to  the  holy-land, 
To  wafh  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mourning  here, 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  Beer.  Extant* 
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€nter  the  King,  Lord  John  of  Lane  after,  Earl 
ef  PVe/fmerland,  with  others. King. 

O  rtiaken  as  we  are,fo  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  Peace  to  pant, 
And  breath  fhort  winded  accents  of  new 
Broils 

\  To  be  commene'd  in  Storms  afar  remote 
No  more  the  thirft y  entrance  of  this  &oyl, 
Shall  dambe  her  lips  with  her  own  childrens  bloud : 
No  more  fhall  trenching  War  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  Flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofes 

Of  hoftile  paces.    Thofe  oppofed  eyes, 
Which  like  the  Meteors  of  a  troubled  Heaven  , 
All  of  one  Nature,  of  one  Subftance  bred, 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fhock , 
And  furious  cloze  of  civil  Bui  chery, 

Shall  now  in  mutual  well-befeeming  rankes 

March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  Acquaintance,  Kindred,  and  Allies. 
The  edge  of  War,  like  an  ill-fheuhed  knife, 
No  more  fhall  cut  his  Mafter.  Therefore  Friends, 
As  far  as  to  the  Sepulcher  of  Chrift, 
Whofe  Souldier  now,  under  whofe  bleffed  Crofs 

We  areimpreffed,  and  engio'd  to  fighc, 
Forthwith  a  power  of  Englifti  fhall  we  levy, 
Whofe  armes  were  moulded  in  their  Mothers  Womb, 
To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  Fields, 

Over  whofe  Acres  walk'd  thofe  bleifed  feet 

Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago  were  nail'd 
For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs. 
But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelvemonth  old, 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go  .• Therefore  we  meet  not  now.  Then  let  me  hear 

Of  you*rny  gentle  Coufin  Wtftmerland, 
What  yefternight  our  Council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Weft.  My  Liege  :  This  haft  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fee  down 
But  yefternight :  when  all  athwart  there  came 
A  Poft  from  Wales,  loiden  with  heavy  News ; 
Whofe  worft  wis,  Tnat  the  Noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fighc 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendswer, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  thu  Welfhmnn  taken, 

And  a  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  : 

Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly,  fhamelefs  transformation, 
By  thole  Welfhmmen  done,  as  may  not  be 
(Without  much  ftiame)  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

King.  Ic  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil, 
Brake  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  Holy  Land. 

Weft.  Thismatcht,  with  other  like,  my  gracious  Lord, Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  News 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  report : 
On  Holy-Rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpur  there, 
Young  Htrry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met,  where  they  did  fpend 
A  fad  and  bloudy  hour : 
As  bydifcharge  of  their  Artillery, 
And  fhapeof  likelihood  the  newes  was  told  : 
For  he  that  broughc  them ,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention,did  take  horfe, Uncertain  of  theiffueany  way. 

King.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  friend, 
Sit  Walter  Blmt,  new  lighted  from  his  Horfe, 
S-ain'd  with  the  variation  ofeachfoyl, 
Betwixt  the  Holmedon,  and  this  Seat  of  ours  : 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcom  News. 
The  Earle  of  Douglas  is  difcomfited, 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  Kni°hts 
Balk't  in  their  own  bloud  did  Sir  Walter  (ze  ° On  Holmedons  Plaincs.  Of  Prifoners,#«r/W  took 
CMordake  Earle  of  Fife,  andeldeftfon 
To  beaten  Dtwglas,  and  the  Earle  of  Athol, 
Of  Marry,  jtngtu,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoyl  ? 
A  galjant  prize  ?  Ha  Coufin,  is  it  not  ?  In  faith  it  isl 

Wef  *  A  Conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

King.  Yea,there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,and  mak'ft  me  fin, In  envy,  that  my  Lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon : 
A  Son,  who  is  the  Theam  of  Honours  ton°uc : 
Amongft  a  Grove,  the  very  ftraiteft  Plant, 
Who  is  fweet  Fortunes  Minion,  and  her  Pride  : 

Whil'ft  I  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him  , See  Ryot  and  Difhonour  ftain  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.    O  that  it  could  be  prov'd, That  fome  Night-tripping  Fayry,  had  exchange 
In  Cradle-cloaths,  our  Children  where  they  lay , 

And  calld  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet :  ' 

Then 

henj 
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Then  would  I  have  his  Harry ,  and  he  mine  : 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts.    What  think  you  Coze 
Of  this  young  Perries  pride  ?  The  Prifoners 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd, 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 
I  fhall  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife, 

Weft.  This  is  his  Uncles  reaching,  fhisis  Wercefter 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  Afpefts : 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  brittle  up 
The  crcft  of  Youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

King-  Buc  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this  : 
1  And  for  this  caufe  a  while  we  muft  neglect 
f  Our  holy  purpofe  to  femfalem. 
Colin,  on  fVednefday  next,  our  Council  we  will  hold 
hiWindfory  fo  inform  the  Lords  : 
But  come  your  felf  with  fpeed  to  us  again, 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Then  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft.  I  will  my  Liege.  Sxeunt. 

Selena  Secunda. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  Sir  John  Fat- 

ftaffe,  and  Polntz.. 

Pal.  Now  HJy  what  time  of  day  is  it  Lad  ? 

Prince.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old 
Sack  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  Supper ,  and  lleeping 
upon  benches  in  the  afternoon  that  thou  haft  forgorten  to 
demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldft  truly  know.  What 
a  divel  baft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day?  unlefs 
houres  were  Cups  of  Sack,  and  minutes  Capons ,  and 
Clocks  the  tongues  of  B;wds,  and  Dials  the  fignes  of 

Reaping- houfes,  and  the  blefled  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot 
Wench  in  Flame-coloured  Tafrata,  I  fee  no  reafonwby 
thou  fhouldti  befo  fuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the 
day. 

Pal.  Indeed  you  came  near  me  now  Hal.  for  we  that 
take  Purfe*,  go  by  the  Moon  and  feven  Stars,  and  not 
by  Phctbus  he,  that  wandring  Knight  fofair.  And  I 
pray  thee fvveet Wagge ,  when  thou  art  King,  as  God 
lave  thj  Grace>  Mijefty  I  fhould  fay,  for  Grace  thou  wilt 
have  none. 

Prince.  What  I  none  ? 

Pal.  No,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to  be  Prologue  to  an 
Egge  and  Bu  ter. 

Prince.  Well,  how  then  ?  Come  roundly,  roundly. 
Pal.  M  rry  then,  fweet  Wagge,  when  thou  art  King, 

let  not  us  chat  are  Squires  of  the  Nights  body,  becall'd 
Theeve*  of  the  D  tf&  beauty.  Let  us  be  Diana's  Forreft- 
ers,  Gentlemen  of  the  Shide,  Minions  of  the  Moon  ;  and 
let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  Government,  being  go- 

verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  Miftris  the 
Moon , under  whofe  countenance  we  fteal. 

Prince.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too :  for  the 
fortune  of  us  thin  are  the  Moones  men,  doth  ebb  and  flow 
like  the  Sea,  being  governed  as  the  Sea  is,  by  the  Moon  : 

as  for  proof.  Now  a  Purfe  of  Gold  moftrefolutely  fnatch'd 
on  Monday  n;ghc,  and  moft  diffolutely  fyenzowTaefday 
morning  ;  got  with  fwearing,  Laid  by  i  and  fpent  with 
crying,  Bring  in  :  now  in  as  low  an  ebb,  as  the  foot  of  the 

Ladder  $  and  by  and  by  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ride  of  the Gallows. 

Pal.  Thou  fay'ft:  true  Lad  :  and  is  not  my  Hoflefs  of the  Tavern  a  moti  fweet  Wench  ? 

Prince.  As  is  the  honey,  my  eld  Lid  of  the  Caftle :  and  is 
not  a  Ruffe  Jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  of  durance  ? 

Pal.  How, how?  how  now  mad  Wagge?  What  in  thy 

quips  and  thy  quiddities?  What  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  Buffe-Jjrk'n  ? 

Prince.  Wny,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  Hoftefs 
of  the  Tavern  ? 

Pal.  Well,  thou  haft  call* J  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a tithe  and  oft. 

'Prince.  Did  I  ever  c ill  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 
Pal.  No,  He  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 
Prince.  Yea  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  Coyn  would 

ftre;c'n,and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us 'd  my  Credir. 
Pal.  Yea,  and  fo  us'dit,  that  were  it  hereapparent, that  thou  art  Heir  apparent.  But  I  prythee  fweet  Wagge, 

fhall  there  be  G  illows  ftjnding  in  England  when  thou  art 

King  ?  and  ilefolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is,  with  the  rufty curb  of  old  Father  Amick  theLiw?  Do  not  thou  when 
thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  Thief. 

Prince.  No,  thou  fh  alt. 
Pal.  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  !  He  be  a  brave  Judge. 
Prince.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already.  I  mean  ,  thou  fhalt 

hive  the  hanging  of  the  Thieves,  and  lo  become  a  rare 
Hangman. 

Pal.  Well  Hal,wd\ :  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumpeswith 
my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Courr,  I  can  tell 

you. 

Prince.  For  obtaining  of  fuites  ? 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of fuices,  whereof  the  Hang- 
man hath  no  lean  Wardrobe.  I  am  as  Melancholly  as  a 

Gyb-Cat,  or  a  lugg'd  Bear. 
Prin.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  Lovers  Lute. 
Fal.  Yea,  or  the  Drone  of  a  Lincolnjklre  Bagpipe. 

Prin.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  Melancholy  of Moor-Dirch  ? 

Pal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimiles,and  art  indeed 
the  moft  comparative  rafcalleft  fweet  young  Prince.  But 
Hal,  I  prythee  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity,  I  would 
thou  and  I  knew,where  a  Commodity  of  good  names  were 
to  be  bought :  an  old  Lord  of  the  Council  rated  me  the 

other  day  in  the  ftreet  about  you  fir;  but  1  mark'd  him 
nor,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  bur  I  regarded  himnor3 
andyeche  talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

Pr  'm.  Thou  didft  well :  for  no  man  regards  ir. 
Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  iteration,  and  art  indeed  a- 

ble  to  corrupt  a  Saint.  Thou  haft  done  much  harm  unto 
me  Hal,  God  forgive  thee  for  ir.  Before  I  knew  thee  Hal, 
1  knew  nothing  :  and  now  I  am  (if  a  man  fhould  fpeak 

truly)  little  better  then  one  of  the  wicked.  I  muft  give  o- 
ver  this  life,  -and  J  will  give  it  over :  and  I  do  nor,  I  am  a 
Villain.  He  be  damned  for  never  a  Kings  fon  in  Chriften- 
dom. 

Prin.  Where  fhall  we  take  a  Purfe  to  morrow,  fackj 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt  Lad,  He  make  one  .•  and  I  do  not, 
call  rre  Villain,  and  baffle  me. 

Prin.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee :  From 

Praying,  toPurfe-raking. 

Fal.  Wny  Hal,  'tis  my  Vocation  Hal.  'Tis  no  fin  for  a man  to  labour  in  hts  Vocation. 

Polntz.  Now  fhall  we  know  if  Gads -hilt  have  fet  a 
Watch.  O,  if  men  were  to  be  faved  by  merit,  what  hole 
in  Hell  were  hot  enough  for  him  ?  This  is  the  moft:  omni- 

potent Villain,  that  ever  cryed,  Stand,  to  a  true  man. 
Prin.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

____  Um 
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Point*,.  Good  morrow  fweet  Hal.  What  faies  Monfieur 

Rcmorfe  ?  What  faies  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugarjack  ? 

How  agrees  the  Devil  and  chce  about  thy  Soul,  that  thou 

folded  him  on  Good-Fryday  laft,  for  a  Cup  of  Madera,  and 
a  cold  Capons  legge  ? 

Prin.  Sir  John  ftands  to  his  word,  the  devi!  fhall  have 
his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  Breaker  of  Proverbs : 
He  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poin.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word  with the  devil. 

/Vm.Elfehe  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the  devil. 
Poy.  But  my  Lads,  my  Lad%  to  morrow  morning,  by 

four  a  clock  early  at  Gads-hill,  there  are  Pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  Offerings ,  and  Traders  riding  to 
London  with  fat  Purfes.  I  have  Viz  lrds  for  you  all ;  you 

have  horfe<;  for  your  felves :  Gads-hill  lies  to  night  in  Ro- 
chejler,  I  have  befpoke  Supper  to  morrow  in  Eaftcheap  ; 
we  may  do  it  as  fecure  as  fleep :  if  you  will  go,  I  will  ftuffe 
your  Purfes  full  of  Crownes :  if  you  will  nor,tarry  at  home 

and  be  hang'd. 
Fal.  HeztytYedtvard,  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  not, 

He  hang  you  for  going. 
Poy.You  will  Chops. 
Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  mike  one  ? 

Prin.  Who,  /  rob  ?  1  a  Thief  ?  Not  /. 

F^/.Ther's  neither  honefty,manhood,  nor  good  fellow- 

fhipinthee,  nor  thou  cam'lt  not  of  the  blond-royal,  if 
thou  dar'ftnot  ffand  for  ten  fhilling*. 

Prin.  Well  then,  once  in  my  daies  He  be  a  mad-c  p. 

Fal.  Why  that's  well  faid. Prin.  Well, come  what  will,  lie  tarry  at  home. 
Fal.  He  be  a  Tray  tor  then,  when  thou  art  King. 
Prin.  I  care  not. 

Pojn.  Sir  John,  1  pray  thee  leave  the  Prince  and  me  a- 
lone,  /  wUl  lay  him  down  fuch  reafonsfor  this  adventure, 
that  he  fhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  maift  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfwafion ;  and 
he  the  eares  of  profiting,  that  what  thoufpeakeft,  may 
move  ;  and  what  hehears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true 

Prince  may  (for  recreation  fake)  prove  a  falfe  thief;  for 
the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  ,  want  countenance.  Farewel, 
you  fhall  find  me  in  Eaflcheap. 

Prin.  Farewel  the  latter  Spring.  Farewel  Allhollown 
S .  mmer.  Exit  Fal. 

'Toy.  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  Lord,  ride  with  us  to 
morrow .  /  have  a  jeft  to  execute,  thar  /  cannot  manage  a- 

lone.  Falftaffe,  Harvey,  Rojfii,  and  Gads-hill,  fhall  rob 
thofe  men  thac  we  have  already  way- 1  a  yd  ;  your  felf  and  /, 
will  nor  be  there  .•  and  when  they  have  chebooty,  if  you 
and  /  do  not  rob  them ,  cut  this  head  from  my  fhoul- 
ders. 

Prin.  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth? 

Poyn.  Why  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 

appoint  them  apl'ceof  tr.eeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea- 
furetofail ;  and  then  will  they  venture  upon  the  exploit 

themfelves,  which  they  havenofooneratchieved,  but  we'l 
fet  upon  them. 

Prin.  I  hut  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by  our  horfes, 

bred  Cowards  as  ever  turn'd  bac!^  and  for  the  third,  if 
he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafonl  Ileforfwear  Armes. 
The  vertue  of  this  Jeft  will  be,  the  mcomprehenfible  lies 
thac  this  fat  Rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  Supper ; 
how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  wards,  what 
Movves,  whu  extremities  he  endured ;  and  in  the  reproof 
of  this,  lies  the  Jeft.  \ 

Prin.  Well,  lie  go  with  thee,  provide  us  aH  things  ne- 
ceflary,  and  meet  me  to  morrow  night  in  Saftchcap,  there 
Ilefup.  Farewel. 

Poyn.  Farewel,  my  Lore'.  Exit  Poynes. 
Prm.  /know  you  all,  And  will  a  while  uphold 

The  unyoak'd  humour  of  your  I  dlencfv  s Yet  herem  will  /imitate  the  Sun, 

Who  doth  permit  the  baiec<jt&£«jous  iloudes 
To  fmother  up  his  Beaut;;  from  the  World  ; 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  bimfelf, 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 

By  breaking  through  the foul  and  ugly  Mifts 
Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  pi  ?ying  Holidaies, 
To  fporr,  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  • 
B  it  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifhe-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleifeh  but  rare  accidents. 

So  when  this  loofe' behaviour  /  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  /  never  promifed  t 
By  how  much  better  then  my  word/ am, 
By  fo  much  fhall  /  falfifie  mens  hopes, 
And  like  bright  Metal  on  a  fullen  ground : 

My  reformation  glittering  o're  my  faulr, 
Shall  fhevv  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Then  that  which  hath  no  foyl  to  fet  it  off. 
He  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill, 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaft  I  will. 

Sc<tna  'Tenia. 

by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment  tobeour 
felves. 

Poy.  Tu',our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  lletye  them 
in  the  Wood;  ourvizards  we  will  c  hinge  after  we  leave 
them  :  and  furah,  I  h  ve  Cafes  of  Buckram  for  the  nonce, 
loimmaskour  noted  outward  garments. 

Prin.  B1  r  I  bubt  rhevwill  be  too  hard  for  US. 

Pojn.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true 

Enter  the  King,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot/pur, 
Str  Walter  Blunt ,  and  others. 

King.  My  bloud  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me ;  for  accordingly, 
You  tread  upon  my  patience :  But  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf, 

Might),  and  to  be  fear'd,  then  my  condition, Which  hath  been  fmooch  as  Oyl,  foft  as  young  Down, 
And  therefore  loft  the  Title  of  refpe£t, 

Which  the  proud  ne 're  payes,  but  to  the  proud. 
tyor.  Our  houfe  (my  Sovcraign  Liege  ̂ little  deferves 

The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it, 
And  that  fame  greatnefs  too,vvhich  our  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  fo  portly. 

Nor.  My  Lord. 

King-  Worcejler  get  thee  gone  :  for  I  do  fee 
Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye. 
Ofir  ,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  Frontier  of  a  fervant  brow, 

You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.  When  we  need 
Yourufe  and  counfel  ,  we  fhall  fend  for  you. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak. 

N°rth.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  Piiioaeis  in  your  Highneffe  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  ac  Holme  ion  cook, 

Where  (as  be  layes)  not  with  fuch  ftrcngth  denied 

As  was  de'.iv-'red  to  your  Majcfty  : 
Who  ei:hcr  through  envy,  or  mifprifibn, 

Was  guilty  of  this  fatijt;  and  not  my  Son. 

Hot.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  Pril'oncis. Bjc,  I  remember  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  Rage,  and  extream  toy  I, 

Breathleffe,  and  fa'nt,  leaning  upon  my  Sword, Came  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat  and  trimly  dreft ; 

Frelh  as  a  Bride-groom,  and  his  Chin  new  reapt, 
£hew'd  like  a  ftubble  Land  at  harveft  home. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  Milliner, 

And  'twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held 
A  Pouncet-box  :  which  ever  and  anon 

He  gave  his  Nofe,and  took'c  away  again  : 
Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 

Took  it  in  Snuffe.  And  frill  he  fmil'd  and  talk'd : 
And  as  the  Souldiers  bare  dead  bodrs  bv: 

Hec-UPd  th:m  untaught  fttva^vesj  Unmannerly, 
To  b.hgr  Slovenly  Unhand  foraeCoarie 

Betwix'  the  wind.  ond  his  Nobility. 
Wriim-u  holiday  and  Lady  tearmes 

\i"  q  i  ftion'd  mc  :  Among  the  reft,  demanded 
My  PrifoneiSjin  yortr  Majeftiesbe  half. 

'  ihen,  all-fmar;  ing  v\ith  my  wounds  being  cold , 
(To  be  fo  pefhrcd  wich  a  Poplngsy) 
Out  of  my  grief,  end  friy  impatience, 

Anfwer'd  (ntglcftingly)  I  know  not  what , 
Me  fhouldjor  fhouid  not:  For  he  made  me  mad, 
To  fee  him  fnine  fo  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

ftnd  talk  lolikeaWaidng-Gentlewoman , 

OfGuns,and  Drums,-md  Wounds:  Godfavethe  mark ; 

And  telling  me,  the  Sovcraign'ft  thing  on  earth 
Was  Parmactty,  for  an  inward  bruife 
And  that  It  was  great  piety,  fo  it  was , 

That  villanous  Salt-peter  fhouid  bedigg'd 
Out  of  the  bowclls  of  the  harmlcffc  Earth, 

Which  many  a  good  tall  Fellow  had  deftroyM 

JSo  cowardly.  And  but  for  thefe  vile  Guns , 
[He  would  himfelfhave  been  aSouldier. 

This  bald,  unjoyntcd  Chat  of  his  (my  Lord) 
Made  me  to  anfwer  indirectly  (as  I  faid.) 
And  I  befecch  you,  let  not  this  report 
Come  currant  for  an  Accufation, 

Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  Majcfty. 
Blunt.  Thccircumftancc  confidered,  good  my  Lord, 

What  ever  Harry  Percle  then  had  faid , 

To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place. 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 

May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 

To  doe  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  heunfay  itnow. 

King.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  Prifonei s, 
But  with  Provifo  and  Exception, 
•  That  we  at  our  own  chai  se,  fhall  ranfome  ftraight 
His  Brother-in-I.aw,  the  foolifh  Mortimer, 

Who  (in  my  foul)  hath  wilfully  betraid 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  Fight, 

I  Againft  the  great  Magician,  dam'nd  Glendovpcr; 
!  Whofe  daughter  (as  we  hear)  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marn  ied.  Shall  our  Coffers  then 
Be  emptied,  to  redeem  a  Traitor  home  ? 
Shall  wr  buy  Treafon  ?  and  indent  with  Fears, 
!  When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelvcs  ? 

in 

j  No  :  on  the  ban  en  Mountain  let  him  Itaive  : 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 

Whofe  tongue  fhall  aske  me  for  one  penny  coft 
To  ranfome  home  revolted  Mortimer, 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  > 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  Sovereign  Liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  Wane  :  to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue.  For  all  thofe  Wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  Wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severnes  fiedgie  bank, 

In  fingle  oppofition  hand  to  hand , 
He-did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hoilr 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower : 

Three  times  they  breath'd,and  three  times  did  they  drink 
Upon  agreement)  of  fwift  Severnes  flood  ; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks  , 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  Reeds, 
And  hid  his  crifped-head  in  a  hollow  bank, 
Blood  ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 

Never  did  bafe  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  ; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 

Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly  t 

Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  Revolt. 

King.  Thou  do'st  belye  him  Percy,  thou  do'st  belye 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower :  (him  j 
I  tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower for  an  enemy. 

Art  thou  not  afham'd  ?  But  firrah,  henceforth 
Let  mc  not  heaj:  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  Prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  meaner, 
Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  ye.  My  Lord  Northumberland, 
We  Licenft  your  departure  with  your  Son, 

Send  us  your  Prifoners, or  you'll  hear  of  ir.   Exit  King. 
Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roare  for  them , 

I  will  not  fend  them.  I  will  after  ftraight 
And  tell  him  fo  i  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart , 

Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head  , 

^r.What?drunk  with  choller?ftay  and  paufeawhile, 
Here  comes  your  Unckle.  Enter  ffarcefler. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  > 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  doe  not  joyn  with  him. 
In  his  behalf,  Tie  empty  all  thofe  Veines, 

And  fhed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i'th  duft , But  I  will  lift  the  downfall  Mortimer 

As  high  i'th  aire  as  this  unthankful]  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  BulllngbrooJ^. 

Nor.  Brother,the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew  mad. 
JVor.  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  > 
Hot.  He  will(forfooth)  have  all  my  Prifoners : 

And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfome  once  again 
Of  my  wives  Brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  Ic?nnot  blame  him  :  was  he  not  proclaim'd 
By  Richard  that  de^?d  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

j     N»r.  He  was :  I  heard  the  Proclamation, And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 

(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon)did  fct  forth 
Upon  hislrifh  Expedition : 
From  whence  he,invrcepted,  did  return 

To  be  depos'd,  and  fhortjy  numbered. 
JVor.  And  for  whofe  death ,  we  in  the  worlds  wide 

Live  fo  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoksn  of.  (mouth 
'  Gg  Hot.l 
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Hot.  But  loft  I  pray  you;  did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaime  my  brother  Uliortlmer, 
Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

Nor.  He  did,  my  felt"  did  hear  it. 
Hot.  Nay  then  I  cannot  blame  his  Coufin  King , 

That  wiih'd  him  on  the  barren  Mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  fhall  it  be,  that  you  that  let  the  Crown 

Upoivthc  head  of  this  forgetfull  man , 
And  for  his  fake  wore  the  detcfted  blot 

Of  muithcrous  fubornations  ?  fhall  it  he, 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo, 
B;ing  the  Agents*  or  bafc  fecond  meanes, 

The  Cords,  the  Ladder,  or  the  Hangman  rather  > 
O  pardon,  if  that  I  defcend  to  low  , 
To  fhew  the  Line,  and  the  Predicament 

Wherein  you  range  under  this  lubtitl  King. 
Shall  it  forihame,  be  fpeken  in  thefedayes, 
Or  fill  up  Chronicle  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjtift  behalf 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardoait,  have  done) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  lwcet  lovely  Rofe, 

And  plant  this  Thorn-,this  Canker  Bftllingbrook,? 
And  fhall  it  in  more  fliame  be  further  fpoken, 

That  you  are  fool'd,  difeardcd,and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whomthefe  fhamesye  underwent? 
No; yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 

Your  banifh'd  Honours,  and  icftore  your  felves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 

Revenge  the  jeering  and  di'dain'd  contempt 
pf  this  proud  King,  who  ftudiesday  and  night 
[To  anfwer  all  the  debihe  owes  unto  you, 
pven  with  the  bloody  payments  of  your  deaths 
Therefoie  I  fay-  

Wor.  Peace  Coufin,  fay  no  more. 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  iecrct  book, 

And  to  your  quick  conveying  Difcontents, 

l'le  read  you  Matter,  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventerous  Spirit, 

As  to  o're-walka  Current, roaiing  loud 
On  theunlfedfaft  footing  of  a  Spear. 

Hot.  If  befall  in,  good  night,  or  fink  or  fwimmc 
Send  danger  from  the  Eaft  unto  the  Weft , 
[So  Honour  croffe  in  from  the  North  to  South , 

'And  let  them  grapple :  The  blood  more  ftirres 
jTo  rowze  a  Lyon,  then  to  (tart  a  Hare. 

Nor.  Imagination  of  fomc  great  exploit , 
Prives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  Patience. 

Hot .  By  heaven,  me  thinks  it  were  an  eafic  leap, 

To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  Fadomc-line could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  Locks  : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Co-rivall,  all  her  Dignities  : 

But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  Fellowfhip. 
Wor  He  apprehends  a  world  of  Figures  here, 

But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhculd  attend : 

Cood  Coufin  give  me  audience  for  a^while, 
And  lift  tome.  > 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 
Wor.  Thole  fame  noble  Scots 

That  are  your  Piifoners. 

Hot.  I'le  keep  them  all. 
By  heaven,  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  Soul,  he  fhall  not. 

t, 

l'le  keep  them,  by  this  Hand. W»r.  You  lfart  away, 

And  lend  no  care  unto  my  purpofes. 
Thofe  Prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot .  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat : 
He  faid  he  would  not  rqn$pmz  Mortimer: 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  aflecp, 

And  in  his  eare  l'le  holla  Mortlmtr. 

Nay,  l'le  have  a  Starling  fhall  be  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  ft  ill  in  motion. 
Wor.  Hear  you  Coufin  :  a  word. 
Hot.  All  ftudics  here  I  folemnly  defie, 

Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bullingbrook* 
And  that  fame  Sword  and  Buckler  Prince  ol  Wales. 
But  that  I  think  his  Father  loves  him  not , 

And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fame  mifchance, 

I  would  haye  pcyfon'd  him  with  a  pot  of  Ale. 
Wor.  Farewell  Kinfrnan :  l'le  talk  to  you 

When  you  are  temper'd  to  attend. 
Nor.  Why  what  a  Wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  fool 

Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  Womans  mood , 

Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  > 

Hot.  Why  look  you,I  am  whipt  &  fcourg'd  with  tods? 
Netled,  and  flung  with  Pifmiers,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  Politician  Bnlllngbroel^. 

In  Richard's  time :  What  de*  ye  call  the  place  ? 

A  plague  upon't,  it  is  in  Cloceiler-{h\tc: 
'Twas  where  the  madcap  Duke  his  Unckle  kept 

His  Unckle  Tork^  where  I  firft  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  the  King  of  Smiles,  this  Bulllnghro^'. 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravetj/purgh, 

Nor.  AtBarkJeyCzitic. 
Hot.  You  fay  true  t 

Why  what  a  gaudic  deal  of  curtefie, 
This  fawning  Gray-hound  then  did  proffer  me. 
Look  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age, 

And  gentle  Harry  Percy,  and  kind  Coufin  : 
O,  the  Devil  take  fuch  Cozeners,  God  forgive  me: 
Good  Unckle  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

War.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again, 
We'l  ftay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done  infooth. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  Prifoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ranfome  ftraight, 
And  make  the  Dowgias  fonyour  onely  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland  ;  which  for  divers  reafons 

Which  I  iliall  fend  you  written,  be  affur'd 
Will  eafily  be  granted  you,  my  Lord. 

Your  Son  in  Scot/and  being  thus  employ'd, 
Shall  fecretly  in  the  bofome  creep 

Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, The  Arch-Bifhcp. 

Hot.  Of  r^,,  is' t  not? 
Wor,  True,  who  bcares  hard 

His  Brothers  death  at  Brlfiow,  the  Lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation, 

As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  down, 

And  onely  ftayesbut  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. Hot.  I  fmell  it : 

Upon  my  life,  it  will  doc  wondrous  well. 

Nor.  Before  the  game's  a  foot,  thou  If  ill  lctt'ft  flip. 
Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  plot, 

Ann 

<J 
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atlantL  and  oiTork  diatj  in  die  ltaulc. And  th.n  chc  power oi  Scotland^  and  oiYork^ 

Tojoyn  wkh  Mortimer ,  Ha. 
/for.  And  fo  they  fhall. 
Kf:/^.  Jrifaith  it  is  exceeding  well  aiirfd. 

W«r.  And  'tis  noli;tle  reafon  bids  uslpeed', 
■  Tofave  cm  headc,  by  railing  of  a  Head  : 

For,  bca  r  our  fel  v  ;s  as  even  as  wc  "ean, 
The  King  will  alwayes  think  him  in  our  debt* 
And  think  wc  think  ourfet-vcsunlarsricd, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  (hangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  docs  ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 
Wor.  CoLtlin,  farewell.  No  further  go  in  this, 

Then  I  by  Lctte;S  fhall direct  your  couife 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly  : 
Tie  (teal  to  Glendoiver^and  lo,  Mortimer, 

Wnei1e1*you,and  Dowglas,  and  our  poweis  at  once , 
As  I  will  fafhion  it,  fhall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  (Irong  arroes, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty; 

Nor.  Farewell  good  Brother,  we  fhall  thrive^I  tnift. 
Hot.  Unckle,  adieu  :  O  let  houres  be  fhort, 

Till  fields,and  blows,and  groans  applaud  our  fport.  Exit. 

ding  in  the  ltaulc 

J.  Car.  Nay  loft  I  pray  ye,  I  know  a  trick  worth 
Cwo  of  th:tt. 

Gad.  I  prcihcc  lend  me  thine. 

2.  Car.  I,  when,  canft  tell  ?  lend  m*  thy  Lanthom 

(quoth-a)  marry  I'le  fee  thee  hang'd  full. 
Gad.  Sina  Carrier  :  what  time  doe  you  mean  to  come 

to  London. 

2. Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  Candle,  1 

warrant  thee.  Come  neighbour  Mugges, we'll  call  up  the 
Gentlemen,  they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  have 
great  charge. 

Enter  Chamberlain, 

Exeunt. 

<tABus  Secwic/us.  Scena  Trima* 

Enter  a  Carrier  with  a  Lantern  in  his  hand. 

,\;Car.  Heigh  ho,  an't  be  not  four  by  the  day  Tie  be 

lang'd.  Charleswain  is  over  the  new  Chimney,  and  yet 
our  horfe  not  packt.  What  Oilier? 

Ofi.  Anon,  anon. 

i.  Car.  I  prethee  7W,  beat  Cuts  Saddle,  put  a  few  I  old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me4  and  thou  kjnow'ft  he's  no 

Gad.  What  ho,  Chamberlain  ? 
Cham.  At  hand  quoth  Pick-purfe. 

Gad.  That's  even  as  fail)  as  at  hand  quoth  the  Cham- 
berlain :  For  thou  vaiiefl  no  more  from  picking  of  Pur- 

fes,  then  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring.  Thou 

lay'ft  the  plot,  how. 
Cham.  Good  morrow  Mafter  Gads-hill,  it  holds  cur- 

rant that  I  told  you  yefternight.Theres  a  Franklin  in  the 
wilde  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  Marks  with 
him  in  Gold :  I  heard  him  cell  it  to  one  of  his  company 
lad  night  at  Supper  ;  a  kind  of  Auditor,  one  that  hath 
abundance-  of  charge  too  (God  knowes  what)  they  are 
up  already,  and  call  for  Egges  and  Butter.  They  will 
away  prefently. 

G,;d.  Sirra,  if  they  meet  not  with  S.  Nicholas  Clarks, 

I'le  give  thee  , this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I'le  none  of  it :  I  prethee  keep  that  for  the 

Hangman ,  for  I  know  thou  worfhip'ft  S.  Nicholas  as 
truly  as  a  man  of  falfhood  may. 

Gad.  What  talkeft  thou  to  me  of  the  Hangman  ?  If 
I  hang,  Tie  mafte  a  fat  pair  of  Gallows.  For,  if  I  hang, 

Starveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Tiojans  that  thou 

d.  eam'ft  not  of,  the  which  (for  fport  fake)  are  content  to 
doe  the  ProfefTion  fome  grace  ;  that  would  (if  matters 

lllould  be  look'd  into  )  for  thejr  own  Credit  fake,  make 

Flocks  in  the  point:  the  poor  Jade  is  wrung  in  the  wi- 
thers, out  of  all  ceffe. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2.  Car.  Peafe  and  Beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  Dog, 
and  this  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  Jades  the  Bots  :!  all  whole.  I  am joyned  with  no  Foot-Land-Rakers ,  no 
This  houle  is  turned  upfide  down  fince  Robin  the  Oilier  Long-ftaffe  fix-penny  drikcts,  none  of  thefe  mud  Mu/la- 

oied.  '  cbio-yuiple  hu'd-Malt-wormes,  but  with  Nobility,  and 
1 .  Car.  Poor  fellow  never  joy 'd  fince  the  price  of  oats  ;  Tranquility  ;  Bourgomafters?  and  great  Oneyers,  fuch  as 

rofe,  it  was  the  death  of  him.  j  can  hold  in,  fuch  as  will  (hike  fdoner  then  fpeak  ;  and 

2.  Car.  I  think  this  is  the  moft  villanous  houfe  in  all  fp:ak  fooner  then  drink,  and  drink  fooncr  then  pray  : 
London  roade  for  Fleas :  I  am  flung  like  a  Tench.  and  yet  I  lye,  for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  Saint. 

the  Coinmon-weakh  ;  or  rather,  not  to  pray  to  her,  but  j 

prey  on  her :  for  they  ride  up  and  down  on  her ,  and 
1.  Car.  Like  a  Tench  ?  There's  ne're  a  King  in  Chri- 

llcndome,  could  be  better  bit,  then  I  have  been  fince  the 
firftCck. 

2.  Car.  Why,  you  will  allow  usne'r  a  Jourdcn,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  Chimney  :  and  vour  Chamber-lye 
breeds  Fleas  like  a  Loach. 

make  hertheir  Boots 

Cham.  What,  the  Commonwealth  their  Boots  ?  Will 
fhe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gad.  She  will,  fhe  will  ;  Juftice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  (leal,  as  in  a  Caftle,  cock-lure  :  wc  have  the  reccic  of 
Fern-feed,  we  walk  inVifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  Night,  then  the  Fern-leed>  for  yout  walking  in- 

vifible.     '  • Gad.  Give  me  thy  hand 

1.  Car.  What  Oilier,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd  : come  away. 
2.  Car.  I  have  a  Gammon  of  Bacon,  and  two  razes 

of  Ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing-crojfe. 
t.  Car.  The  Turkies  in  my  Panniers  are  quite  fbr- 

vcd.  What  OlUer?a  plague  on  thce,ha!}  thou  never  an  eye 
in  thy  head  ?  can'f.1  not  hear?  and  'twere  not  as  good  a  Thou  (halt  have  a  fhare  in  our  purpofe, 
deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  !  As  I  am  a  true  man, 
Villain.  Come  and  be  hang'd,  hall  no  faith  in  thee  ?     !     Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it ,  as  yo«  are  a  falfe Enter  GadsMll.  Thief. 

Gad.  Good  morrow  Carriers.  What's  a  clock  ?        ;     Cj ad.  Go  to  :  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  mfcn. 
Car.  I  chink  it  be  two  a  Clock.  |  Bid  the  Oilier  biing  the  Gelding  out  of  the  (laLle.  Farc- 
Gad.  I  prethee  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn  to  fee  my  Gel-  !  well,  ye  muddy  Knave.  Exeunt. 

Gs  2     '  '  Scena 
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Seem  Secunda. 

Enter  Princey  PoynSy  and  *Peto.  . 
Points.  Come  fhelter,  fheltcr,l  have  removed  Falfiajfs 

Horfe,  and  he  frets  like  a  gumm'd  Velvet. Prin.  Stand  clofe. 
Enter  Valftafe. 

Ed.  PoyneSy  PoyneSy  and  be  hang'd  Tojnts. 
'Prin.  Peace  ye  fat-kidney'd  Rafcall,  what  a  bawling 

dott  thou  keep  ? 
Fal.  What  Poynes.  Hal? 

Prin.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  Tie  go feek  him. 

Fat,  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  thatThiefs  compaay :  that 
Rafcall  hath  removed  my  Horfe,  and  tied  him  I  know 
not  where.  If  I  tea  veil  but  four  foot  by  the  fquarc  further 
a  foot,  I  fhail  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  fcape  hanging  for  killing 
that  Rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  company  hourely  any 
time  this  two  an  twenty  year,  and  yet  I  am  bewitcht  with 
the  Rogues  company.  If  the  Rafcall  have  not  given  me 

medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  Tie  be  hang'd,  it  could 
not  be  elfe  :  I  have  drunk  Medicines.  Poynes ,  Hall,  a 

Plague  upon  you  both.  Bardolph,Pet9\Y\z  ftarve  e'rel 
rob  a  foot  further.  And  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  to 
drink,  to  turn  TrHeman,  and  to  leave  thefe  Rogues,  I  am 
the  verieft  Varlct  that  ever  chewed  with  a  Tooth.  Eight 
yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  miles  afoot 

with  me  :  and  the  ftony-hearted  Villains  know  it  well 

enough.  A  plague  upon'tj when  Thieves  cannot  be  true 
one  to  another.  They  rvhifile. 
Whew :  a  plagne  light  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  Horfe 

you  Rogues :  give  me  my  Horfe  and  be  hang'd. 
Prin,  Peace*  ye  fat-guts,  lie  down,  lay  thine  ear  clofe 

to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  can  hear  the  tread  of  tra- 
vellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  Leavers  to  lift  m«  up  again  being 

down  ?  I'le  not  bear  mine  own  fleih  fo  far  afoot  again, 
for  all  the  coin  in  thy  Fathers  Exchequer.  What  a  plague 
mean  ye  to  colt  me  thus  > 

Prin0  Thou  !y*ft,thou  art  not  colted,thou  art  uncoltcd. 
Fal.  I  prethee  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horfe, 

good  Kings  fon. 
PruK  Out  you  Rogue,  fhall  I  be  your  Oftler  f 
Fal.  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thine  own  hcir-apparant- 

Oarters  :  If  I  be  tane,  Tie  peach  for  this :  and  I  have  not 

B  Miadsmade  on  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes  ,  let  a  Cup 

•of  Sack  be  *aiy  poyfon :  when  a  jeft  is  fo  forward,  and  a 
foot  too,  I  hate  it. 

Snter  Gads- hi  11. 
Gad.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  doe  againft  my  will. 

Poyn.  O  'tis  our  Setter,  I  know  his  voyce : 
Bardo/fe,  what  newes  ? 

Bar.  Caie  ye,  cafe  ye ;  on  with  your  Vizards,  there's 
money  of  the  Kings  comming  down  the  hill,  'tis  going  to 
the  Kings  Exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie  you  Rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  Kings  Ta« 
Gad.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all.  (vcrn. 
Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 
Prin.  You  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  Lane  : 

Ned  and  I  will  walk  lower;  if  they  fcape  from  your  en- 
counter, then  they  light  on  us. 

Pet o.  But  how  many  be  of  them  ? 
Gad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 
Fal.  Will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

Prin.  What,  a  Coward  Sir  John  Pau  nch  ? 
Fal.  Indeed  I  am  not>  JaA/r  of  Gaunt  your  Grand- 

father :  but  yet  no  Coward,  Hal. 

Prin.  We'll  leave  that  to  the  proof. 
Poyn.  Sirra  Jack,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  hedge, 

when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  fhalt  thou  finde  him,  fare- well, and  Rand  faft. 

Fal.  Now  I  cannot  ftrike  himif  I  fhould  be  hang'd. 
Prin.  Nedy  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

Poyn.  Here  hard  by :  Stand  clofe. 
Fal.  Now  my  Mafters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay  I : 

every  man  to  his  bufineffe. 
Enter  Travellers. 

Tra.  Come  neighbour  :  the  boy  fhall  lead  our  Horfes 

down  the  hill :  We'll  a  foot  a  while ,  and  cafe  our 
Legges. 

Thieves.  Stay. 

Tra.  Jefu  blefTs  us. 
Fal.  Strike :  down  with  them,  cut  the  villains  throats; 

a  whorfon  Caterpillars:  Bacon-fed  Knaves,  they  hate  us 

youth  ;  down  with  them,  fleece  them. 
Tra.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye  gorbellied  knaves,  are  you  undone  ?  N 
ye  Fat  Chuff es,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.  On  Ba- 

cons on,  what yc  knaves  >  young  men muft live,  you  are 

Grand  Jurers?  We'll  jure  yeifaitru 
Here  they  rob  them  and  bind  them.  Enter 

the  Prince  a  nd  Poynes. 

Prin.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  True-men  :  Now 

could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves  and  go  merrily  to  Lon- 

don, it  would  be  argument  for  a  Week,  Laughter  for  z 
Moneth,  and  a  good  jeft  for  ever. 

Poynes,  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  comming. 

Enter  Thieves  again. 

Fal.  Come  my  Mafters,  let  us  (hare,  and  then  to  horfe 

before  day  ;  and  the  Prince  and  Poynes  be  not  twoar- 

rand  Cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.  There's  no 
more  valour  in  that  Paynes,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 

Prtn.  Your  money. 

Poyn.  Villains. 

As  they  are  fearing ,  the  Prince  and  Poynes  fet  upon 

them.  They  all  run  array,  leaving  the  booty  behind  them. 
Prince.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  Horfe 1 

The  Thieves  are  fcattred,  and  poffeft  with  fear  fo  ftrong- 

ly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other :  each  takes  his  fel- 
low for  an  Officer.  Away  good  Nedy  Falftajfe  fweats  to 

death,  and  Lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along :  wer't 
not  for  laughing,  I  fhould  pitty  him. 

Poyn.  How  the  Rogue  roar'd.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Hotfpxrre  foluSy  reading  a  Letter. 

But  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could  be  veil  con- 
tented to  be  therCy  in  refpect  of  the  love  I  bear  your  houf r. 

He  could  be  contented :  Why  is  he  not  then  ?  in  refpect 
of  the  love  he  beares  our  houle.  Hz  Jhewes  in  this,  he 
loves  his  own  Barn  better  then  he  loves  our  houfe.  Let 

me  fee  fomc  more,  The  purpose  you  undertake  is  dange- rous. 
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3*7 rws.  Why  due's  certain:  Tis  dangerous  to  take  a 
d1h\  to  fleep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell  you  (my  Loidfoole) 

out  of  tiiis  Nettle,  Danger  ;  we  plucK  this  Flower,  Safe- 

The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous,tbe  friends 

you  have  named  uncertain ,f  be  Time  it  (elf  unforted,  and 
your  whole  Plot  too  light, for  the  counterpoise  of  Jo  great 

an  Oppoftior.  Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo:  I  fay  unto  you  a- 
oain,  you  ate  a  (hallow  cowaidiy  Hinde,  and  you  lye. 
What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?  I  proteft,  our  plot  is  as  good 

a  plot  as  ever  was  laid  ;  our  Fiiends  true  and  conftant  : 

A  good  Plot,  goad  F.  Lends,  and  full  of  expectation :  An 

excellent  Plot,  very  good  F;iends.  What  a  Ftorty-fpiri- 
tcd  sogue  is  this  ?  Why,  my  Lord  of  Torf^  commends  the 

P'ot,and  the  gene;  all  courle  of  the  action.  By  this  hand, 
f  I  were  now  by  this  Rafcall,!  could  brain  him  with  his 
Ladies  Fan.  Is  there  not  my  Father,  my  Unckle,  and 

my  Self,  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer ,  my  Lord  of 
Tork^,  and  Owen  Glendower  ?  Is  there  not  befides,  the 

Dowglas  }  Have  I  not  all  cheir  letters,  to  meet  me  in 
Armes  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  moneth  }  and  are  there 
not  fome  of  them  fet  forward  already  .?  What  a  Pagan 
Ra^aii  s  this  ?  An  Tnfidell.  Ha,  you  fhall  fee  now  in 

ry  iincerity  of  F^r  and  Cold  heart,  will  he  to  the 

King,ond  lay  open  ali  our  proceedings.  0,1  could  divide 

my  felf,and  go  to  buffets. for  moving  fuch  a  difh  of  skim'd Milk  with  iohonou.able  an  action.  Hang  him}  let  him 

tell  the  King  we  are  piepared.I  will  fet  forwardsto  night. 
Enter  his  Lady. 

How  now  Kate  J.  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two  hours. 

La.  O  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 

AbaniiTT d  woman  from  my  Harriesbcd  ? 

Tell  me  (fweet  Lord)  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ftomack,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 
Why  doft  thou  bend  tSy  eyes  upon  the  earth  ? 

And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  fitt'ft  alone  ? 
Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frelh  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ? 
And  given  my  Treafures  and  my  rights  of  theej 

To  thick-ey'd  muring,  and  curft  melancholly  ? 
In  my  faint  (lumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watcht, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  Iron  Warres  : 

Speak  tcarmrs  of  mannage  to  thy  bounding  Steed, 

Cry  courage  to  the  field.  And  thou  haft  talk'd 
Of  Sallies,  and  Retires;  Trenches,  Tents, 

Of  Palizadoes,  Frontiers,  Parapets. 
Of  Bafilisks,  of  Canon,  Culverin. 
OfPrifoners  ranibme,  and  of  Souldiers  flairi, 

And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  Warre  , 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftirr'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 
That  beds  of  fwcat  hath  ftood  upon  thy  Brow , 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late  difturbed  ftreame ; 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motion  have  appear'dj Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 

On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.O  what  portents  are  thefe  ? 
Some  heavy  bufincfTe  hath  my  Lord  in  hand» 
And  I  muft  know  it :  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What  ho  ;  Is  Gilliams  with  the  Packet  gone  ? 
Ser.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  hour  agone. 
hot. Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  horfesfrom  the  SheiifT? 
Ser.  One  hovfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  even  now. 
Hot .  What  Horfe  ?  a  Roan,  a  crop-eare,  is  it  not  ? 
Ser.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  That  Roan  (hall  be  my  Throne.  Well,  I  will 

back  him  ftraight.  Efperance,b\d  Butler  lead  him  forth 
!  into  the  Parke. 

La.  But  hear  yon,  my  Loid. 

Hot .  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady  ? 
La.  What  is  it  that  carries  you  away  ?  . 

Hot.  Why,  my  Horfe  (my  Love)  my  Horfe, 
La.  Out  you  mad-headed  Ape,  a  Weazell  hath  not 

fuch  a  deal  of  fplecn,  as  you  are  toft  with.  Infooth  Tie 

know  your  bufinefle  Harry,  that  I  will.  I  fear  my  Bro- 
ther Mortimer  doth  fture  about  his  Title,  and  hath  fent 

for  you  to  line  his  enterprize.  But  if  you  go-—  
Hot.  So  fane  a  foot,  I  (hall  be  weary,  Love. 

La.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me  directly 
unto  this  queftion,  that  I  (hall  aske.  Indeed  Pie  break 
thy  little  finger  Harry,  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler :  Love,  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee  Kate  :  this  is  no  world 

To  play  with  Mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips. 

We  muft  have  bloody  Nofes,  and  crack'd  Crownes , 
And  palfe  them  currant  too.  Gods  me,  my  horfe. 

What  faift  thou  Katefwbat  would 'ft  thou  have  with  me? 
La.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ?  doe  you  not  indeed  ? 

Well,  doe  not  then.  For  fince  you  love  me  not , 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.  Doe  you  not  loveme  ? 
Nay,  tell  me  if  thou  fpeakeft  in  jeft,or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  > 
And  when  I  am  a  horfe-back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.  But  harke  you  Kate , 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth,  queftion  me, 

Whether  I  go  :  nor  reafon  whereabout. 
Whether  I  muft,  I  muft  :  and  to  conclude, 

This  Evening  muft  I  leave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 

Then  Harry  Percies  Wife.  Conftant  you  ar^' 
But  yet  a  woman :  and  for  fecrccie, 
No  Lady  clofer.  For  I  will  believe 
Thou  wilt  no;  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know, 
And  fo  farre  will  I  trult  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

La.  How  fo  farre  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further.  But  hark  you  Kate7 
Whether  I  go,  thither  {hall  you  go  too : 
To  day  will  I  fet  forth*  to  morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you  Kate  } 

La.  It  muft  of  force.  Exeunt 

Enter  Prince  andPoynes, 

Prin.  Ned,  prethee  come  out  of  that  fat  room,anc 
lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poynes.  Where  haft  been  Hall  ? 
Prin.  With  fhree  or  four  Loggerheads,  amongft  three 

or  fourfcore  Hogfheads.  I  have  founded  the  very  bafe 

ftringof  humility.  Sirra,I  am  fworn  brother  to  a  leih  of 
Drawers,  and  can  call  them  by  their  names,  as  Tom, 
Dick^,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  their 

confidence,  that,  though  I  be  but  Prince  of  fVales^'yct  I 
am  the  King  of  Curtefie  :  telling  me  flatly,I  am  not  proud 
like  Jack_  FalsTajfe,  but  zCorinthian,^  lad  of  mettle,  a 
good  boy,  and  when  I  am  King  of  England,!  fhall  com- 

mand all  the  good  Lads  in  E**sl  cheap.  They  call  drink- 

ing deep,  dying  Scarlet ;  and  when  you  break  in  your 
waning,  then  they  cry  petti,  nnd  bid  you  play  it  off.  To 
conclude,  I  am  fogood  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an 

hour, that  I  can  drink  with. my  Tinker  in  his  ownLan- 
G  o  3  guage 
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guage  during  my  life.  1  tell  chec  AW,  thou  haft  loft  mucin  John  with  half  a  dozen  more,  are  at  the  door  :  fhall  1  let 
honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  action:  but  j  them  in  ? 

fvvcet  Ned,  to  fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  giVc  thee;  Prim.  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open  the  door, 
thispenniworth  of  Sugar,  dapt  even  now  into  my  hand  Toyncs. 
by  an  under  Skinker,  one  that,  never  fpakc  other  Eng-j  Enter  Poynes. 

lifli  in  his  life,  then  Eight  Jhillings  and  fix  pence,  and,,' 
Ton  are  welcome  :  with  this  flirtll  addition,  Anon  fir,      Poyn.  Anon,  anon  fir. 

Anon  fir,  Score  a  pint  of  Baft  ard  In  the  Half  Moon,  or      Pr'm.  Sirra,  Falftaffe  and  the  reft  of  the  Thieves  are 
fo.  But  Ned,  to  drive  away  time  till  Falftaffe  come,  I j  at  the  door,  fh  a  11  we  be  merry? 
prethce  doc  thou  ftand  in  fome  by-room,  while  I  quefti-  j     Poyn.  As  merry  as  Crickets  my  Lad.  But  hark  ye, 
on  my  puny  Drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  Sugar, j  what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jelt  of  the 

and  doe  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  Tale  to  ine  I  Drawer  ?  Come,  what's  the  iffue  ? 
may  be  nothing  but,  Anon  .•  ftcp  aftde,  and  Plefhew 
thee  a  Prcfident, 

Poynes.  Francis. 

Pr'm.  Thou  art  peife£t. 
Poyn.  Eranels. 

Enter  Drawer  i 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  fir ;  look  down  into  the  Pomgar 
net,  Ralfe. 

Prince.  Come  hither,  Francis.  . 
Fran.  My  Lord. 

Pr  'm.  How  Jong  haft  rhou  to  ferve,  Francis  > 
Fran.  Forfootli  five  yeares,  and  as  much  as  to  
Poyn,  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon  fir. 

Prin.  Five  yeares :  Be  lady  a  long  Leafe  for  the  clink- 
ing of  Pewter.  But  Francis ,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as 

Prin.  I  am  now  of  all  humors,  that  have  fhewed  them- 
felvcs  humors,  fince  the  old  dayes  of  goodman^</*w,  to 

the  pupill  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  a  clock  at  midnight. 
What's  a  clock  Francis} 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  fir. 

Prin.  That  ever  this  Fellow  fhould  have  fewer  words 

then  a  Parret,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  Womaa.  His  indu 

ftry  is  up-ftaires  and  down-ftaires,  his  cloqtsence  the  par- 
cell  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percies  mind,  the 
Hotfpurre  of  the  North,  he  that  killes  me  fome  fix  or 
feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  Breakfaft,wafhes  his  hands  anc 

fayes  to  his  Wife ;  Fie  upon  this  quiet  life,  I  want  work, 

O  my  fweet  Harry,  fayes  fhe,  how  many  haft  thou  kill'c 
to  day?  Give  my  Roan  horfe  a  drench  (fayes  he)  anc 
anfwers,  fome  fourteen,  an  hour  after :  a  trifle,  a  trifle, 

to  play  the  coward  with  thy  Indenture,  ajid  fhew  it  a  j  damn 'd  Brawn  fhall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  wife.  Ri 
fair  pair  of  heelcs,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Tram.  O  Lord,fir,  T'le  be  fworn  upon  all  the  Books  in 
England.  I  could  find  in  my  heart. 

Poyn.  Francis 
Fran.  Anon,anon,fir. 
Prin.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  Let  me  fee,about  Machaelmas  next  I  ffiall  be— 

Poyn.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon  fir,  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  Lord. 
Prin.  Nay  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  Sugar  thou 

ga  veft  me,  'twas  a  penniworth,  was'c  not  ?  » 
Fran.  O  Lord  fir,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

Prin.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound :  aske 
me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Toyn.  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

Prin.  Anon,  Francis  }  No,  Francis,  but  to  morrow 

Francis  :  or  I r ana's,  on  Thurfday  :  or  indeed  Francis when  thou  wilt.  But  Trancis. 

Fran.  My  Lord. 

Prin.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  Leathern  Jerkin,  Chriftall 

button,  Not-pated,  Agat  ring,  Puke  flocking,  Caddicc 
garter,  Spanifh  pouch-. 

Fran.  O  Lord,  fir,  who  doe  you  mean  ? 
Prin.  Why  then  your  brown  Baihrd  is  your  onely 

drink  :for  look  you,Francis,  your  white  Canvas  doublet 
willfully.  In  Bar  baryta,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran,  Whsr,  fir  ? 

Poy-r. .  T-?Ancis. 
Prim.  Away  you  Rogue,  doft  thou  hear  them  call  ? 

Here  they  both  call,  the  Drawer ftands  amaz.ed, 
not  knowing  which  way  to  go. 

Bnter  Vintner. 

Vint.  Whatftand'ft  thou  ftill,and  hear  ft  fuch  a  call- 
ing ?  Look  to  the  Guefts  within :  My  Lord,  old  Sir  j 

I  prethec  call  in  Falftaffe,  Pie  play  Percy ,  and  that 

damn 'd  Brawn  fhall  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  wife,  i 
voy  fayes  the  Drunkard.  Call  in  Ribs,  call  in  Tallow. 

Enter  Falftaffe. 

Poyn.  Welcome  Jack,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 
Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 

too,  marry  and  Amen.  Give  me  a  cup  of  Sack  Boy.  Ere 
I  lead  this  life  long,  Pic  low  nether  flocks,  and  mend 
them  too,  A  plague  of  all  Cowards.  Give  me  a  Cup  of 

Sack,  Rogue.  Is  there  no  Virtue  extant  ? 
Prin.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kiffc  a  difh  of  Butter, 

pittifull  hearted  Than  that  ireited  at  the  fweet  Tale  of 
the  Sun?  If  thou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Fal.  You  Rogue,  here's  Lime  in  this  Sack  too  :  there 
is  nothing  but  Roguery  to  be  found  in  Villanous  man  ; 
yet  a  Coward  is  worle  then  a  Cup  of  Sack  with  lime.  A 
villanous  Coward,go  thy  wayes  old  Jack, die  when  thou 
wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood  be  not  forgot  upon  the 
face  of  the  earth,then  am  I  a  fhottcn  Herring  :  there  lives 

not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in  England,  &  one  of  them 
is  fat,  andgrowes  old,  God  help  the  while,  a  bad  world  I 
fay.  I  would  I  were  a  Weaver,  I  could  fing  all  manner  of 
Songs.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  I  fay  ftill. 

Prin.  How  now  Woolfack,  what  mutter  you? 
Fal.  A  Kings  Son  ?  If  I  doe  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 

Kingdome  with  a  Dagger  of  Lath,and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 
jects afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  Wi!d-gecfe,Ple  never  wear 

hair  on  my  face  more.  You  Prince  of  Wales  > 

Prin.  Why  you  horfon  round  man.?what'sthe  matter?  ' Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  anfwermcto  that,  and 
Poynes  there  ? 

Prin.  Ye  fat  paunch  ,  and  ye  call  me  Coward,  Pic ftab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  Coward  ?  Tie  fee  thee  damrfd  ere  I  call 

the  Coward  :  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound  I  could  ( 
run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftraight  enough  in  the, 

fhoulders,  you  care  not  who  ices  your  back:  Call  you- 
3  that  | 
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Ithat  Lacking  of  your  friends?  a  plague  upon  fuch  backing: 
,  give  me  them  chat  will  face  me.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack, 

.'lam  a  Rogue  if  I  drunk  to  day. 

Prin.  O  Villain,  thy  Lips  are  fcarce  wip'd ,  fince  thou 
jdrunk'ftlaft. 

F^lfl.  All's  one  for  that.  He  drinks. 
A  plague  of  ail  Cowards  {till,  fay  I. 

Prin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Falsi-.  What's  the  matter?  here  be  four  of  us,  have 
ta'nc  a  thoufand  pound  this  Morning. 

Prince.  Where  is  it,  Jack.  ?  where  is  it  ? 
Falsi; .  Where  is  it?  taken  from  us ,  it  is :  a  hundred 

pon  poor  four  of  us. 
Prin.  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

Falfi.  I  am  a  Rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  halfe  fword  with 
dozen  of  them  two  houres  together.    1  have  efcaped  by 

miracle.   I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  Doublet} 
foure  through  the  Hofe  ,  my  Buckler  cut  through  and 

through,  my  Sword  hack'd  like  a  Hand-faw,  eccefignum. 
I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man  rail  would  not  do. 

A  plague  of  all  Cowards  :  let  them  fpeak ;  if  they  fpeak 
more  or  lelTe  then  truth ,  they  are  villains  and  the  fonns 
of  darknefte. 

Prince.  Speak  firs,  how  was  it? 
Gad.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen. 
Falsi:.  Sixteen,  at  lea  ft,  my  Lord. 
Gad.  And  bound  them. 

Tcto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 
Falfl.  You  Rogue  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them, 

jor  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 
Gad.  As  we  were  fhaiing,fome  fix  or  feaven  frefh  men 

fet  upon  us. 

Falsi.  And  unbound  the  reft ,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

Prin.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 
Falfl.  All  ?  1  know  not  what  ye  call  all :  but  if  I  fought 

not  with  fifty  of  thcrrr,  I  am  a  Bunch  of  Radifh  :  if  there 

were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jac^  then 

am  I  no  two-legg'd  Creature. 
Pom.  Pray  H:aven ,  you  have  not  muithered  fome  of 

them. 

Falsi:.  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for.  I  have  peppat'd 
two  of  them  :  Two  I  am  fure  I  have  payed,  two  Rogues 
in  Buckrom  Sutes.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal ,  if  1  tell  thee  a 

Lye,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  Horfe  :  thou  knoweft  my  old 

word :  here  I  lay  and  thus  I  bore  my  point  •  four  Rogues 
in  Buckrom  let  drive  at  me. 

Prince.  What,  four  ?  thou  faid'ft  but  two,  even  now. 
Falsi.  Four  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 
Poin.  I,  I,  he  fa  id  four. 

Falsi.  Thcfe  four  came  all  a-front  j  and  mainly  thruft 
at  me ;  I  made  no  more  adoe ,  but  took  all  their  feven 
points  in  my  Target,  thus. 

Prince.  Seaven  ?  why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 
Falfi.  In  Buckrom. 
Pom.  I,  four,  in  Buckrom  Sutes. 

Falfl.  Seaven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  Villain  elfe. 
Prin.  Pretheelethim  alone,  we  fhall  have  more  anon. 
F *lfl.  Doeft  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 
Prin.  I,  and  mark  thee  too>  Jack* 

Falsi.  Do  fo ,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too :  thefe 
nine  in  Buckrom,  that  I  told  thee  of. 

Prin.  So,  two  more  already.  ■ 
FalH%  Their  points  being  broken. 
Poin.  Down  fell  his  Hofe. 

Falsi.  Began  to  give  me  ground  :  but  I  followed  me 

359 
dole,  came  in  fooc  and  hand  ;  and  with  a  thought  feaven 

of  the  eleven  I  pny'd. 
Prin.  O  monltrous  J  eleven  Buckrom  men  grown  out 

of  two  ?  ' 
Falfl.  But  as  the  Devill  would  have  it,  three  mif-be 

gotten  Knaves,  in  Kendall  Green,  came  at  my  Back,  and 

let  drive  at  me;  for  it  was  fo  dark,  /f<?/,that  thou  could'ft 
not  fee  thy  Hand. 

Prin.  Thefe  Lyes  arc  like  the  Father  that  begets  them, 

groffe  as  a  Mountain  ,  open ,  palpable.  Why  thouClay- 

brain'd  Guts,  thouKnotty-pated  Foole,  thou  Horfonob- 
fcene  greafie  Tallow  Catch. 

Falfl.  What,  art  thou  mad  .?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

Prin.  Why  ,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefe  men  in 
Kendall  Green  ,  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not 

fee  thy  hand  ?  Come,  tell  us  your  reafon :  what  fay'ft  thou to  this  ? 

Poin.  Come,  your  reafon  Jack.,  your  reafon. 

Falfl.  What,  upon  compuifion?  No:  were  I  at  thg 
Strappado,  or  all  the  Racks  in  the  World ,  I  would  not 
tell  you  on  ccmpulfion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compuifi- 

on ?  If  reafons  were  as  plenty  as  Black-berries ,  I  would 
give  no  man  a  reafon  upon  compuifion,  I. 

Prin.  Tie  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  finn.  This  fan- 
guine  Coward,  this  Bed-preffer,  this  Hprf- back- breaker, 
this  huge  Hill  of  Flefli. 

Falfl.  Away  you  Starveling,  you  Elf-skin,  you  dried 
Neats  tongue  ,  Bulls-piflcll,  you  ftock-fifh :  O  for  breath 
to  utter.  What  is  like  thee?  You  Tailors  yard,  you  fheath, 

you  Bow-cafe,  you  vile  ftandingtuck. 

Prin.  Well ,  breath  a-whilc,and  then  to't  again :  and 
when  thou  haft  tyr'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  comparifons ,  hear 
me  fpeak  but  thus. 

Poin.  Mark  Jack. 

Prin.  We  two ,  faw  you  four  fet  on  four  and  bound 
them,  and  were  Maflers  of  their  Wealth :  mark  now  how 

a  plain  Tale  flrall  put  you  down.  Then  did  we  two,  fet 

on  you  four  ,  and  with  a  word ,  outfae'd  you  from  .your 
prize,  and  have  it :  ye,  and  can  ftiew  it  you  in  the  Houfe. 
And  Falflaffe,yo\i  carried  your  Guts  away  asnimbly,with 
as  quick  dexterity,  and  roared  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran 

and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  Bull-Calf.  What  a  Slave 
art  thou  ,  to  hack  thy  fword  as  thou  haft  done  ,  and  then 

fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  trick  ?  what  device?  what  ftart> 
ing  hole  canft  thou  now  find  out ,  to  hide  thee  from  this 
open  and  apparent  fha me ? 

Poins.  Come ,  let's  hear  Jack  :  What  trick  haft  thou now  ?  ; 

Falfl.  I  knew  ye  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye.  Why  hear 
ye  my  Matters ,  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  Heir  apparent  ? 
Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince  ?  Why,thou  knoweft 
I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules :  but  beware  inftinct,the  Lion 

will  not  touch  the  true  Prince :  Inftinct  is  a  great  matter. 
I  was  a  Coward  on  Inftincl:  I  fhall  think  the  better  of 

my  felf,  and  thee  i  during  my  life  :  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion 
and  thou  for  a  true  Prince.  But  Lads,  I  am  glad  you  have 

the  Money.  Hofte{Te,clap  to  the  doors  :  watch  to  Night* 
pray  to  morrow.  Gallants,  Lads,  Boycs,  Hearts  of  Qold, 
all  the  good  titles  ofFellowfhip  come  to  you.  What, 

("hall  we  be  merry  ?  fhall  we  have  a  Play  extern  pory. 
Prin.  Content ,  and  the  argument  fhall  be,  thy  run- 

ning away. 

Falfl.  A,  no  more  of  that  Hal,  if  thcu  bveft  me. Enter  Hoflejfe. 

Hosl.  Mv  Lord  the  Prince  ? Prin. 
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Priri.  How  now  my  Lady  the  Hoftefle,  whatiay'lt 
thou  to  mc  ? 

Hoflcfi.  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a  Noble  man  of  the 
Court  at  door  would  lpeak  with  you:  he  faycs  he  comes 

from  your  Father. 
Prin.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  Royall 

man  ,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  Mother. 
Falfi.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hoflefi.  An  old  man. 

Falfi.  What  doth  Giavity  out  of  his  Bed  at  Midnight? 
Shall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 

Prin.  Prethec  do  Jackj 

Falfi.  'Faith  and  1*14  fend  him  packing.  Exit 
Prince.    Now  Sirs  :  you  fought  fair ;  fo  did  you 

Peto  ,  fo  did  yen  Bardol :  you  are  Lions  too,  you  ran 

;\-^v  upen  inftinit:  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Piince; 

r.o,  fle*. 
Bard.  'Faith,  T  ran  when  I  law  others  run. 
Prin.  Tell  mc  win  earned,  how  came  Falftajfs 

Sword  fo  hncki? 

'peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  h-s  Dagger,  and  faid,he 
would  iwe.^r  truth  oct  cf  all  England  :  but  he  would  make 

J  ?xi  believe  it  was  done  in  fight,  and  perfwaded  us  to  do 
the  like. 

Bard.  Yea  ,  and  tickle  our  Nofcs  with  Speaugraffe, 
to  make  them  bleed  ,  and  then  beflubber  our  garments, 
with  it ,  and  fwcar  it  was  the  bloud  of  true  men.  I  did 

chat  I  did  not  thefe  feaven  years  before ,  I  blufht  to  hear 
his  rnonftvous  devices. 

Prin.  O  Villain,  thouftoleft  a  Cup  of  Sack  eighteen 

years  agoe ,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner ,  and  ever 
fince  thou  haft  L  hfht  extempore  :  thou  hadft  fire  and 

fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away ;  what  in- 
ftindl  hadft  thou  for  i:  ? 

Bard.  My  Lord ,  do  you  fee  thefe  Meteors  ?  do  you 
behold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

Prin.  I  doe. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 
Prin.  Hot  Livers,  and  cold  Purfes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  taken. 
Prin.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  Halter. 

Prin.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Falfi.  Well,  that  Rafcall  hath  good  mettall  in  him,hc 
will  not  run. 

Prin.  Why,what  a  Rafcall  art  thou  then,  to  praife  him 
fo  for  running  ? 

Fa/ft.  A  Horfe-back  (  ye  Cuckow  )  but  a  foot  he  will 

Enter  Falfiaffe. 

not  budge  a  foot 

Prin.  Yes  Jack^,  upon  inftinit. 

Falfi.  I  grant  yc,  upon  inftin6h  Well,  he  is  there  too, 
and  one  Mordakj ,  andathoufand  blew-Capps  more, 
.fVorcefier  is  ftolne  away  by  Night  :  thy  Fathers  Beard  is 
tum'd  white  with  the  Newes ;  you  may  buy  Land  now 
as  cheap  as  (linking  Mackerell. 

Prin.  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  Sun,  and  this 
civill  buffetcing  hold ,  we  (hall  buy  Maidenheads  as  they 

buy  hob-nails,  by  che  hundreds. 

Falfi.  By  the  Mafle  Lad ,  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  ii  like  we 
fhall  have  good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me  Hall,  art 

not  thou  horrible  afear'd  ?  thou  being  Heir  apparent, 
could  the  World  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  Enemies  again, 
as  that  Fiend  Dowglas,  that  Spirit  Percy,  and  that  Devil 
Glendower  ?  Arc  thou  not  horrible  afraid  ?  Doth  not  thy 
bloud  thrill  at  it  ? 

Prin.  Not  a  whit :  I  lack  fome  of  thy  inftin<5t. 
Falfi.  Well ,  thou  wilt  be  horrible  chid  to  morrow, 

when  thou  commeft  to  thy  Father :  if  thou  do  love  me 
practice  an  anfwer. 

Prin.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  Facher ,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  Life 

Falfi.  Shall  I  ?  content  :  This  Chaire  fhall  be  my 
State  ,  this  Dagger  my  Scepter  ,  and  this  Cufhion  my 
Crown. 

Prin.  Thy  State  is  taken  for  a  Joyn'd-Scoole,thy  Gol 
den  Scepter  for  a  Leaden  Dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 

Crown,  for  a  pktifull  bald  Crown 
Falfi,  Well,  and  the  fire  of  Grace  be  not  quite  out  o 

thee  now  fhalt  thou  be  moved.  Give  mc  a  Cup  of  Sack 
to  make  mine  eyes  look  red ,  that  it  may  be  thought 
have  wept,  for  1  muft  ffteak  in  paflion,  and  I  will  do  it  in 

King  Cambyfes  vein. Prin.  Well,  here  is  my  Legge. 

falfi.  And  here  is  my  fpeech :  ftand  afide  Nobility.  , 

Hofiefi.  This  is  excellent  fport,  ifaith. 
Fal.  Weep  not  fwect  Queen ,  for  trickling  tears  are vain. 

Hofiefi.  O  the  Father,  how  he  holds  his  counte- nance ? 

Fal.  For  Gods  fake  Lords,convey  my  truftfull  Queen, 

For  tears  do  ftop  the  floud-gates  of  her  eyes. 
Hofiefi.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry 

Plrayers  as  ever  I  fee. 
Fal.  Peace  good  Pint-pot,  peace  good  Tickle-brain. 

Harry ,  I  do  not  onely  marvell  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time  ;  but  alfo  j  how  thou  art  accompanied :  For  though 
the  Camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden,the  fafter  it  grows; 
yet  Youth  ,  the  more  it  is  wafted  ,  the  fooner  it  wears. 
Thou  art  my  fonne:I  have  partly  thy  Mothers  Word, 

partly  my  Opinion ;  but  chiefly ,  a  villanous  trick  of 

tha 

^lere  comes  lean  Jack^,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How 

now  my  fweet  Creature  of  Bombaft  ,  how  long  is't  ago, 
Jack.  ■>  fince  thou  faw'ft  thine  own  Knee  ? 

Falfi.  My  own  Knee?  When  1  was  about  thy  years 
[Hal)  I  was  not  an  Eagles  Talent  in  the  Wafte  ,  I  could 

nave  crept  into  any  Alderrmns  Thumb-Ring:  a  plague 
of  fighing  and  giief ,  it  blowes  a  man  up  like  a  Bladder. 

There's  villanous  Newcs  abroad  :  here  was  Sir  John 
Braby  from  your  Father  ;  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in 
he  Morning.  The  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  North,  Per cy; 
md  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amamon  the  Baftinado, 
nnd  made  Lucifer  Cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Devill  his  true 

Liege-man  upon  the  Croffe  of  a  Welfh-hook  ;  what  a 
Plague  call  you  him  ? 

Poin.  O,  Glendower. 
Falfi.  Owen,  Owen  ;  tie  fame  ,  and  his  Son  in  Law 

Mortimer,  and  old  Northumberland ,  ?nd  the  fprightly 
Scot  of  Scots ,  Dowglas ,  that  runs  a  Horfe-back  up  a 
Hill  perpendicular. 

Prin.  He  that  tides  at  high  fpeed ,  and  with  a  Piffoll  \  ask'd.  Shall  the  Sonne  of  England  prcovca  Thief,  and 
kills  a  Sparrow  flying;  \  take  Purfes  ?  a  qucftion  to  be  ask'd.    There  is  a  thing, 

Falfi.  You  have  hit  it.  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often  heaid  of,anu  it  is  known  to 

!  ..  .  many 

thine  Eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  thy  nether  Lip , 
doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  Sonne  to  me  ,  here 

lyeth  the  point:  why,  being  Son  tome,  art  thou  fo 
pointed  at?  Shall  the  bkffed  Sonne  of  heaven  prove  z 
Micber  ,  and  eat  Black-berries  ?  a  cueftion  not  to  be 
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many  in  our  Land,  by  the  name  of  Picch  :  this  Pitch  (  as 
ancient  Wrireisdo  report)  doth  dehle ;  fodoth  the  com- 

pany thou  keepeft  :  for  Harry ,  now  I  do  not  fpeak  to 
thee  in  Drink,  hut  in  Tears  •  not  in  pleafuie,  but  in  Pal- 
fion ;  not  in  Words  onely ,  but  in  Woes  alio :  and  yet 
there  is  a  vertuous  man ,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy 
company, but  I  know  not  his  Name. 

Prin.  What  manner  of  man  ,  and  it  like  your  Ma- 

jeftie  ? 
falft.  A  goodly  portly  man  ifaith  ,  and  corpulent , 

of  a  cheeifull  Look  ,  a  pleafing  Eye,  and  a  molt  noble 
Carriage,  and  as  I  think,  his  age  tome  fifty,  or  (byrlady) 
inclining  to  threefcore ;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his 
Name  is  Falftaffe  :  if  that  man  fhould  be  lewdly  given, 
he  deceives  me  ;  for  Harry ,  I  fee  vcrtue  in  his  Looks. 
If  then  the  Tree  may  be  known  by  the  Fruit,  as  the  Fruit 

by  the  Tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  Vcrtue 
in  that  Falftaffe:  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banifti.  And 
tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  Varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft 
0tou  been  this  month  > 

Prin.  Do'ft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King  ?  do  thou  ftand 
for  me,  and  Pie  play  my  Father. 

Falft.  Depofe  me :  if  thou  do'ft  it  halfe  fo  gravely ,  fo 
majcftically  ,  both  in  word  and  matter ,  hang  me  up  by 
the  heels  for  a  Rabbet-fucker,  or  a  Poultcis  Hare. 

'prin.  Well,  here  I  am  fee. 
Falft  y  And  here  I  ftand :  judge  my  Mnfters. 
Prtn.  Now  Harry,  whence  come  you  ? 

Faljl.  My  Noble  Lord,  from  Eaft-chcap. 
Prin.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee,  are  grievous. 
Falft.  Ifaith,  my  Lord,  they  are  falfe :  Nay,  Pie  tickle 

ye  for  a  young  Prince.  ' 
Prin.  Swcareft  thou  ,  ungracious  Boy  ?  henceforth 

ne're  look  on  mc  :  thou  art  vrolently  carried  away  from 
Grace :  there  is  a  Dcvill  hunts  thee ,  in  the  likeneffe  of  a 

fat  old  Man  ;  a  Tunne  of  Man  is  thy  Companion :  Why 

do'ft  thou  converfe  with  that  Trunk  of  Humours ,  that 
Boulting-Hutch  of  Beaftlincffe,  that  fwolne  Parcell  of 
Dropfies  ,  that  huge  Bombard  of  Sack,  that  ftuft  Cloak- 
bagge  of  Guts  ,  that  rofted  Manning-Tree  Oxe  with  the 
Puddings  in  his  Belly,  that  Reverend  Vice,  that  grey  Ini- 

quity, that  Father  Ruffian,  that  Vanity  in  years  ?  where- 
in is  he  good  >  but  to  tafte  Sack  and  drink  it  ?  wrjerein 

neat  and  c!eanly,but  to  carve  a  Capon  and  eat  it  >  where- 
in Cunning,  but  in  Craft  >  where  in  Crafty,  but  in  Vil- 

lany  ?  wherein  Villanous,  but  in  all  things  ?  wherein 
worthy,  but  in  nothing  > 

Falft.  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you : 
whom  means  your  Grace  ? 

Prin.  That  villanous  abominable  mif-leader  of  Youth, 
Falftaffe,  that  old  white-bearded  Sathan. 

Fa/It.  My  Lord,  the  man  I  know. 
Prin.  I  know  thou  do'ft. 
Falft.  But  to  fay  ,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  then  in 

my  felfe  ,  were  to  fay  more  then  I  know.  That  he  is  old 

( the  more's  the  pitty  )  his  white  hairs  do  witheffe  it: 
Bnt  that  he  is  (  faving  your  reverence)  a  Whore-ma- 
fter,  that  I  utterly  deny.  If  Sack  and  Sugar  be  a  fault, 
Heaven  help  the  wicked  :  if  to  be  old  and  merry  ,  be  a 

finne ,  then  many  an  Hoftc  that  I  know  is  damn'd  : 
if  to  be  fat ,  to  be  hated ,  then  Pharaohs  lean  Kine  are 

to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  Lord,  banifh  Peto ,  banifh 
Bardolph  ,  banifh  Poins  :  but  for  fweet  Jack^Falftaffe, 
kinde  Jack.  Falftaffe,  true  Jackjralftaffe  ,  valiant  Jack^ 

•  Falftaffe ,  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is  old 
Iftc^Fa/ftafft,  banifh  not  him  thy  Harrjes  company  , 
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banifh  not  him  thy  Harrjes  company ;  banifh  plump 

Jacl^y  and  banirh  all  the  World. 
Prince.  I  doe,  I  will. 

Enter  Bardolph  running. 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff,  with  a  mbft 
monftrous  Watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Falft.  Out  you  Roguc,play  out  the  Play :  I  have  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falftaffe. 

Enter  the  Hofteffe. 

Ho  ft.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Falft.  Heigh ,  heigh ,  the  Devill  rides  upon  a  Fiddle- 
ftick :  what's  the  matter  ? 

Hoftep.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  Watch  are  at  the 
door :  they  are  come  to  fearch  the  Houfe  ,  fhall  I  let  them 

in? 

Falft.  Do'ft  thou  hear  Hal,  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  Gold  a  Counterfeit :  thou  art  effencially  mad,  without feeming  fo. 

Prince.  And  thou  a  naturall  Coward  ,  without  in- ftini*. 

Falft .  I  deny  your  (Major  ;  if  you  will  deny  the 
Sheriff,  fo  :  if  not,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a 
Cart  as  well  as  another  man, a  plague  on  my  bringing  up: 
I  hope  I  fhall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  Halter ,  as  ano- ther. 

Prince.  Go  hide  thee  behinde  the  Arras ,  the  reft 

walk  up  above.  Now  my  Mafters ,  for  a  true  Face  and 

good  Conscience. 
Falft.  Both  which  I  have  had :  but  their  date  is  out, 

and  therefore  I'le  hide  mc. 

Prin.  Call  in  the  Sheriff.  "Exit. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

Prince.  Now  Mafter  Sheriff  ,  what  i->  your  will  with mc  ? 

She.  Firft  pardon  me,  my  Lord.  A  Hue  and  Cry  hath 
followed  certain  men  unto  this  houfe. 

Prince.  What  men  ? 

She.  One  of  them  is  well  known ,  my  gracious  Lord, 

a  groffe  fat  man. 
Car.  As  fac  as  Butter. 

Prin.  The  man,  I  do  afftire  you  is  not  here, 

For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him  ; 
And  Sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will  by  to  morrow  Dinner  time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 

For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withall : 
And  fo  let  me  entreat  you,  leave  the  houfe. 

She.  I  will,  my  Lord:  there  are  two  Gentlemen 
Have  in  this  Robbery  loft  three  hundred  Marks. 

Prin.  It  may  be  fo :  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men, 
He  fhall  be  anfwerablc  :  and  fo  farewell. 

She.  Good  Nightj  my  Noble  Lord. 
Prin.  I  think  it  is  good  Morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

She.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clock. 
Exit. 

Prince.  This  oyly  Rafcall  is  known  aswellasPoules  : 

go  call  him  forth. 
Peto.  Falftaffe  ?  faft  a  fleep  behinde  the  Arras ,  and 

fnorting  like  a  Horfe. 
Prin.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath :  fearch  his 
Pockets.  He 
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He  fearcheth  hi* pockets  and findeth 
certain  papers. 

Prln.  What  haft  thou  found  f 

Peto.  Nothing  but  papers, my  Loid. 

Prln.  Let's  Ice,  what  be  they  ?  read  them. 
'Peto.  Item,  a  Capon.  ii.s.ii.d. 

Icem,  Sawce.  iiii.d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  Gallons.  v.s.viii.d. 

Item,  Anchoves  and  Sack  after  flipper.  ii.s.vi.d. 
Item,  Bread.  06 

Prince,  Omonftrous,  but  one  halfe  penny-worth  of 
B'-^ad  10  this  intolerable  deale  of  Sack  ?  What  there  is 

clfe,  keep  clofe  ,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  :  there 

let  h'.m  ileep  till  day.  I'le  to  the  Court  in  the  Morning: 
We  mi! ft  all  to  the  War'rs  ,  and  thy  place  fhall  be  hono- 

rable. I'le  procure  this  fat  Rogue  a  Charge  of  Foot  ,  and 
I  know  his  death  will  be  a  March  of  Twelve-fcore.  The 

Money  (hall  be  pay'ii  back  again  with  advantage.  Be 
with  me  bejtimes  in  the  Morning  :  and  Co  good  morrow 
Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  Exeunt, 

Scceples,  and  mofs-grown  Toweis.  At  your  Birth, 
Our  Grandam  Earth,  having  this  dUtemperature, 

In  paffion  lliook. 
Glend.  Coufin  :  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  thefe  CrolTings 
give  me  leave 

AUm  Tertim.  Scena  Tritna. 

ft 

Enter  Hotfpurre,  Worcefler,Lord  Mortimer , 
Owen  Glendower. 

Mort.  Thefe  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure, 
And  our  induction  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hotfp.  Lord  CMortlmer,  and  Coufm  Glendower, 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 
And  Uncle  JYorceJler  ;  a  plague  upon  it, 
I  have  forgot  the  Map. 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is : 

Sit  Coufin  Percy,  fu  good  Coufin  Hotfparre  : 
For  by  that  Name,  as  oft  as  Lane  after  doth  fpeak  of  you, 
His  cheeks  look  pale,  and  with  a  riling  figh, 
He  wifheth  you  in  Heaven. 

Hotfp.  And  you  in  Hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Glen- 
dower  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  At  my  Nativity, 
The  front  of  hrrven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
Of  burning  Creffets :  and  at  my  Birth, 
The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  Earth 

Shak'd  like  a  Coward. 
Hotfp.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done  at  the  fame  feafon 

if  your  Mothers  Cat  had  but  kitten 'd  ,  though  yourfelf 
had  never  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay  the  Earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 
Hotfp.  And  I  lav  the  Earth  wosnotof  my  mtndc: 

;If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  itfhook. 
Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire ,  the  Earth  did 

fremble. 

Hotfp.  Oh,  then  the  Earth  fhook 
To  fee  the  Heavens  on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  Nativity. 
Difeafcd  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

In  ftrange  eiuptions :  and  the  teeming  Earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  Cholick  pinch 'd  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifeningof  unruly  Winde 
Within  her  Wombe  :  which  for  enlargement  ftriving. 
Shakes  the  old  Beldam  Earth, and  tumbles  down 

of 

To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  Birth 
The  front  of  Heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
The  Goats  ran  from  the  Mountains,  and  the  Heards 
Were  ftrangcly  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields : 
Thefe  figneshavc  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  cpurfes  of  my  Life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  Roll  of  common  men. 

Where  is  the  Living,  dipt  in  with  the  Sea, 
That  chides  the  Banks  of  England,  Scotland,  arjd  Wales 
Which  calls  me  Pupill,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  womans  fon, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  the  tedious  wayesof  Art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments, 

Hotfp.  I  think  there's  no  man  fpcaks  better  Wellh: I'le  to  Dinner. 

Mort.  Peace  Coufin  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 
Glend.  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  vaftie  Deep. 

Hotfp.  Why  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  man  : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  > 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufin ,  to  command 
the  Devill. 

H ot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,Coufin,to  fhame  the  Devill,  j 
By  telling  truth.  Tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  Devill. 
Tf  thou  have  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 

And  I'le  be  fworn,  I  have  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fliame  the  Devill. 

(JMort.  Come ,  come  9  no  more  of  this  unprofitable Chat. 

G/^z.Three  times  hath  Henry  5«///»^m^_madehead 

Againft  my  power :  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 

And  fandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent  him, 
Bootleffe  home,  and  Weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  Boots, 
And  in  foule  Weather  too, 

How  fcapes  he  Agues  in  the  Devils  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  Map  : Shall  we  divide  our  Right, 

According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'ne  ? Mor.  The  Arch-Deacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  Limits,  very  equally  ; 

England,  from  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto, 

By  South  and  Eaft,  is  to  my  part  allign'd : 
Ail  Wdtward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  fhorc, 
'And  all  the  fertile  Land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower:  And  dear  Couze,to  you 

The  remnant  Northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  indentures  Tripartite  are  drawn  : 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 

(  A  bufinefs  that  this  Night  may  execute  ) 
To  morrow,  Coufin  Percy,  you  and  I, 

And  my  good  Lord  of  Worcefter  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  Father, and  the  Scottifh  Power, 
As  is  appointed  us  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  Father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 

Nor  fhall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  dayes  : 

Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  Tenants,  Friends,  and  neighbouring  Gentlemsfl. 

Glend.  A  fhort  time  ftall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords : 

And  in  my  conduit  fhall  your  Ladies  come, 
From  wJaom  you  now  muft  fteale,  and  take  no  leave 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  Water  fhed, 

Upon 
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l  Upon  the  parting  of  your  Wives  and  you  : 
Hotfp,  Methinksmy  moity,  North  from  Burton  here 

j  In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  youi  s : 
iScc,  how  this  River  comes  me  cranking  in, 
jAnd  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  Land, 
'A  huge  half  Moon,  a  monftrous  Cantle  our. 

jl'le  have  the  Currant  in  this  place  damn'd  up, 
And  here  the  fmug  and  Silver  Trent  fhall  run, 
Jn  anew  Crrarmell, fart  and  evenly  : 

It  fhall  not  winde  vyith  fuch  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rio&i  bottome  here. 

Glend.  Not  winde  ?  it  fhall,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth. 
More.  Yea,  but  mark  how  he  bends  hiscourfe, 

And  runs  mc  up,  with  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  the  oppofing  Continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wore.  Yea,  but  a  little  Charge  will  trench  him  here, 
And  on  this  North  fide  win  this  Cape  of  Land,  . 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hotfp.  Tie  have  it  fo,  a  little  Charge  will  do  it. 
Glend.  Tie  not  have  it  alter'd. 
Hotfp.  Will  not  you  ? 
Glend.  No,  nor  you  iliall  not. 

Hotfp.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  > 
Glend.  Why,  that willl. 
Hotfp,  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then  ,  fpeak  it  in 

Welfh. 

Glend.  1  can  fpeak  Englifh,  Lord,  as  well  as  you  : 

For  I  was  train'd  up  iti  the  Englifh  Court ; 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  Harpc, 

jMany  an  Englifh  Ditty,  lovely  well, 
lAnd  gave  the  tongue  a  helpfull  Ornament; 
A  vertue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hotfp.  Marry,  and  lam  glad  of  it  withall  my  heart, 
I  had  rather  be  a  Kitten,  and  cry  mew, 
Then  one  of  thefe  fame  Mecter- Ballad-mongers : 

I  had  rather  hear  a  Brazen  Candleftick  turn'd, 
Or  dry  a  Whcele  grate  on  the  Axle-tree, 
And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  on  edge, 
Nothing  fo  much,  as  mincing  Poetrie; 

'Tis  like  the  forc't  gate  of  a  lhuffling  Nag. 
Glend.  Come,  you  fhall  have  Trent  turn'd. 
Hotfp.  I  do  not  care :  I'le  give  thrice  fo  much  Land 

To  any  well-deferving  friend  ; 

^But  in  the  way  of  Bargain,  mark  ye  me> 

I'le  cavillon  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair, 
Are  the  Indentures  drawn  ?  fhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  Moon  fhines  fair, 

You  may  away  by  Night : 

I'le  haft e  the  Writer;  and  withall, 
Break  with  your  Wives,  of  your  departure  hence  : 
I  am  afaid  my  Daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  CMortimer.  Exit. 

(JMort.  Fie  ,  Coufin  Ptrcj ,  how  you  croffe  my  Fa- 
ther. 

Hotfp.  I  cannot  choofe :  fometime  he  angers  me, 
With  telling  me  of  the  Moldwarpe  and  the  Ant, 
Of  the  Dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  Prophecies; 

And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  fin-leffe  Filh, 

A  clip-wing'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulten  Raven, 
A  couching  Lyon,  a  ramping  Cat, 
And  fuch  a  dcaleof  skimble-skamble  Stuff, 

i  As  puts  me  from  my  Faith.  I  tell  you  what, 

!  He  held  me  laft  Night,  at  leaft,  nine  hours," 
jln  reckningup  thete  feverall  Devils  Names, 
'That  were  his  Lackeys : 

I  ci  y'd  hum,  and  well,  go  too, 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.  O,  he  is  as  tedious 
As  a  tyred  Hxfe,  a  railing  Wife, 

Worfc  then  a  fmoaky  houfe.  1  had  rather  live 
With  Cheefe  and  Garlick  in  a  Windmill  far, 
Then  feed  on  Cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 

In  any  Summcr-houfc  in  Chriftendome. 
Mort.  In  faith  he  was  an  honeft  Gentleman  j 

Exceeding  well  read,  and  profited, 
In  ft  range  Concealments : 
Valiant  as  a  Lion,  and  wondrous  affable, 
And  as  bountifull,  as  Mines  of  India. 
Shall  I  tell  you,  Coufin, 

He  holdi  your  temper  in  a  high  refpefl, 
And  curbs  himfelf,even  of  his  naturall  icopej 

When  you  do  croffe  his  humour :  'faith  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  a  man  is  not  alive, 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger,  and  reproofe : 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 

Wore.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  willfull  blamej 
And  fince  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough, 

To  put  him  quite  befides  his  patience : 
You  muft  needs  learn,  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault  j 
Though  fometimes  it  fhew  greatnefs,  Courage,  Bloud, 

And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you  ; 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  Rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 

Pride,  Haughtincfle,  Opinion,  and  Difdain : 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman, 
Lofeth  mens  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  aftain 

Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation, 

Hotfp.  Welljlamfchool'd: Good-manners  be  your  fpeed  ; 

Here  come  your  Wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave,, 

Enter  (jlendmer,  with  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpighc  that  angers  mes 

My  Wife  can  fpeak  no  Englifh,  I  no  Welfh. 

Glend.  My  daughter  weeps,  fhe'Unot  part  with  you3 
She'll  be  a  Souldier  too,  fhe'U  to  the  Warrs. 

Mort  .Good  Father  tell  her,that  fhe  and  my  Aunt  Percy 

Shall  follow  in  your  ConducT  fpeedily. 

Glendower  fpeakj  to  her  Welfh,  And  fhe  an- 
f  vers  htm  in  the fame. 

Glend.  She  is  defperate  here : 

A  peevifh  felf-will'd  Harlotry, 
One  that  perfwafion  can  do  good  upon, 

The  Lady  fpeakj  in  Weljb. 

1  Mott.  I  underftand  thy  Looks :  that  pretty  Welfh  •  . 
Which  thou  powr 'ft  down  from  thefe  f welling  Heavens^ 
I  am  too  perfect  in :  and  but  for  fhame, 
In  fuch  a  parley  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

The  Lad  j  again  in  Welfli. 

Mort.  I  underftand  thy  Kiffes,  and  thou  mine, 

And  that's  a  feeble  difputation : 
Bnt  I  will  never  be  a  Truant,  Love, 

Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  Language :  for  thy  tongue 

Makej 
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lakes  Weifh  as  fwcet  as  Dicties  highly  penn'd, 
utiv  by  a  fair  Q^ecn  in  a  Summeis  Bower, 

[With  rav  thing  Divifion  to  her  Luce. 

Gltnd.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (lie  run  mad. 

Mort. 
Glcnd. 

The  Ladyfpeakj  again  JVeljh. 

O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 

within  thele  two  houres  :  and  fo  come  in,  when  yc 
will.  Exit, 

Glend.  Come,  come,  Lord  Mortimer ',  you  are  asflow, 
As  hot  Lord  'Percy  is  on  fire  to  go, 

By  this  our  Book  is  drawn :  we'll  but  feale, And  chen  to  Horfe  immediately. 

CMort.  With  all  my  heart.  Exeunt. 

She  bids  you, 

On  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  down. 

And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  Lap, 
And  (he  will  ting  the  Cong  chat  plcafeth  you, 
l  And  on  your  Eye-lids  Crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 

Charming  your  bloud  with  pleating  hcavinefle  ; 
Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  Wake  and  Sleep, 
As  is  the  difference  becwixe  Day  and  Night, 

The  houre  before  the  Heavenly  Hameis'd  Teem 

Begins  his  golden  Progreffe  in  "the Bait. 
Wichall  my  heart  1'lc  fit,  and  hear  her  ting: 

By  what  time  wiU.tiur  Book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Go  t O  :  «!'•  ••  ' 

And  chofe  Muii-i ans  that  (hall  play  to  you, 
Ha  jig  in  the  Aire  mthoufimd  Leagues  from  chcncc ; 
And  itraight  they  thall  be  here :  fit,  and  attend, 

H-ovfp.  Come  Kate,  thou  art-perfectin  lying  down: 
Come,  quick;,  quick,  tha:  Imaylaymy  Head  in  thy Lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy-Goofe. 

The  Mttfickjlayes. 

-\  mail  o  bniil-j .  «vmV bnfc  ,?r/  r.^!  <nom  djali .. 
Hotfp.  Now  I  perceive  the  Devill  understands  Wellh, 

And  'tis  no  marvell  he  is  fo  humorous : 

By  Had  y  he's  a  good  Mufidan.  i 
Lady.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  butMuficall, 

For  yo'i  are  altogether  governed  by  humors : 
Lie  liill  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  Lady  ting  in  Welfh. 

Hotfp.  I  had  rather  hear  (Lady)  my  Brach  howlc  in 

S cena  Secunda. 

[nth Lady. 
Hotfp. 

Lady: Hotfp 

Would'ft  have  thy  Head  broken  ? 
No.  I    I  .  . 
Then  be  ftUL 

Neither,  'tis  a  Womans  fault. 
Lady.  Now  God  help  thee. 
Hotfp.  To  cHe  Welfh  Ladies  Bed. 

Lady.  What's  thac  ? 
Hotfp.  Peace  lire  lings. 

Here  the  Ladyfings  a  fVe/Jh  Song. 
Hotfp. 
Lady. Hotfp. 

Come,  Tie  have  your  Song  too. 

Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 
Not  yours,  in  good  footh  ? 

Youfwear  like  a  Comfit-makers  Wife: 

Noc  you,  in  good  fooch  ;  and, as  cruc  as  I  live  ; 
And,  as  God  thall  mend  me ;  3iid  as  fure  as  day  : 
And  giveft  fuch  Sarcencc  furety  for  tby  Oaths, 

As  if  thou  never  walk'ft  furcher  chen  Finsbury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  arc, 
A  good  mouth-filling  Oath  :  and  leave  infooth, 
And  luch  protetlof  Pepper-Ginger-bread, 
To  Vclvcc-Guards,  and  Sinday-Cicizens. 

Come,  ting. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hotfp,  'Tis  die  nexe  way  to  turn  Taylor ,  or  be  Red-  j  By  being  feldome  feen,  I  could  not  ftir, 
breft  teacher  .-and  the  Indentures  be  drawn,  1'le  away  Bticlikea  Comec,I  waswondred  at. 

Enter  the  King,  Prince  of  Walles,  and  others. 

King.  Lords,  give  us  leave : 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  and  I, 

Mult  have  fome  private  conference : 
But  be  near  at  hand, 

For  we  thall  prcfently  have  need  of  you. Exeunt  Lords, 

I  know  not  whether  Heaven  will  have  it  fo, 
For  fome  difpleaflng  fervice  I  have  done ; 
That  in  his  fecret  Doome,  out  of  my  Bloud, 

He'll  breed  Revengement,  and  a  Scourge  for  me : 
But  thou  doft  in  thy  paffages  of  Life, 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  onely  rnark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance,  and  the  Rod  of  heaven 

To  punifh  my  Miftreadings.  Tell  me  elfe, 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  deiires, 

Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lew'd,fuch  mean  attempts, 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociecy, 

As  thou  art  match'd  wichall,  and  grafted  too, 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  bloud, 
And  hold  their  levell  with  thy  Princely  heart  ? 

Prince.  So  plcafe  your  Majefty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe, 
As  well  as  I  am  doubtleffe  I  can  purge 

My  felf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withall : Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

As  in  reproofe  of  many  Tales  devis'd, 
Which  oft  the  Ear  of  Greacneffe  needs  mutt  hear, 

By  fmiling  Pick-chanks, and  bafe  News-mongers; 
I  may  for  fome  chingscrue,  wherein  my  youth 
Hach  faulcy  wandred,  and  irregular, 

Finde  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiffion. 
King.  Heaven  pardon  thee  : 

Yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 

At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  Wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  anccttors. 
Thy  place  in  Counfell  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  yonger  brother  is  fuppli'd  ; And  art  almoftan  alien  co  the  hearts 

Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  bloud". 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 

Is  ruin'd  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  do  fore-chink  thy  fall. 
Had  I  fo  lavifh  of  my  prefence  been, 

i  So  common  hackney'd  in  die  wayes  of  men, 
|  So  itale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  Company  ; 

I  Opinion,  chac  did  help  me  co  the  Ciown, 
!  Had  ftill  kept  loyall  to  pofTetfion, 
I  And  left  me  in  reputelcffe  banifhment, 
I  A  fellow  of  no  maik,  nor  likelihood. 

Tha 
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That  men  would  tell  their  children,  Tins  is  he  : 

Others  would  fay,  where  ?  which  is  Bullingbrook  t 
And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefie  from  heaven, 
And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  humility  , 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  mens  hearts, 
Loud  fhouts  and  falutations from  their  mouthes  , 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  King. 
Thus  I  did  keep  cny  perfon  frefh  and  new, 
My  prefence  like  a  Robe  Pontiflcall , 

Ne're  fecn,  but  wondred  at :  and  fo  my  ftate, 
Seldome  but  fumptuous,  fhewed  like  a  Feaft, 
And  wonne  by  rarencfle  fuch  folemnity. 
The  skipping  King  he  ambled  up  and  down , 
With  fhallow  Jefters,  and  rafh  Bavin  Wits} 
Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt,  carded  his  State, 
Mingled  his  Royalty  with  carping  fooles, 

Had  his  great  Nome  profaned  '^ith their  fcorns, 
And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name, 
To  laugh  at  gybing  Boyes,  and  ftand  the  pufh 
Of  every  beardlefle  vain  comparative; 
Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 

Enfeoft'd  himfelf  to  popularity  : 
That  being  daily  fv  allowed  by  mens  eyes, 
They  furfctted  with  Honie,  and  began  to  loathe 
The  tafte  of  fweetneflfe,  whereof  a  little 

More  then  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much. 
So  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  fecn, 

He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  June, 
Heard, not  regarded  :  feen  but  with  fuch  eyes, 
As  nek  and  blunted  with  community, 
AfYoovd  no  extraordinary  g»ze, 
Such  as  is  bent  on  Sun-like  Majefty , 
When  it  fhines  fcldome  in  admiring  Eyes  i 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down, 
Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpe& 
As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  doe  their  adverfaries, 

Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  Line,  Harry,  ftandtft  thou 
For  thou  haft  loft  thy  Princely  priviledge, 
With  vile  participation.  Not  an  eye 
But  is  a  weary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  : 
Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  doe, 
Make  blind  it  felf  with  foolifh  tendernefie. 

Prince.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  Lord , 
Be  more  my  felf. 

King.  For  all  the  World, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 

When  I  from  France  fet  forth  at  Ravenfpurgh  ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now  : 

Now  by  my  Sccpter,  and  my  Soul  to  boot , 
He  hath  more  worthy  intercft  to  the  ftate 
Then  thou  the  fhadow  of fucceflion  ; 

For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  Harneis  in  the  Realm , 
Turns  head  againft  the  Lyons  armed  Jawes ; 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  yeares,  then  thou, 
Leads  ancient  Lords,  and  reverend  Bifhops  on 
To  bloody  Battels,  and  to  bruiling  Armes. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  £ot , 
Againft  renowned  Dowglas,  whole  hi?h  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  Armes , 
Holds  from  all  Soldiers  chief  Majority, 
And  Military  Title  Capitall. 
Through  all  the  Kingdomes  that  acknowledge  Chrift, 
Thrice  hath  the  Hotfpurre  Mars,  in  fwathing  Cloathes, 

This  Infant-  Warnour,  in  hisEnterpnfcs, 

Discomfited  great  DowgUs,  ta'ne  him  once., 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him  , 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  Defiance  up, 

And  ("hake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  Throne. And  what  fay  you  to  this  >  Percy ,  Northumberland. 
The  Arch-B  lliops  Grace  of  Tork^,  DowgUs,  Mm inter 
Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  doe  I  tell  this  newes  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry,  doe  I  tell  thee  of  my  Foes , 

Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy  > 
Thou  art  like  enough,  through  vaflall  feari 
Bafe  inclination  ,  and  the  ftarj  of  fpleen, 
To  fight  againft  me  under  Percies  pay, 
To  dogge  his  heels,  and  curtficat  his  frowns. 
To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P  rince.  Doe  not  think  fo,  you  fhall  not  find  it  fo  : 

And  heaven  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefties  good  thoughts  away  from  me : 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percies  head, 
And  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  Son, 
When  I  will  wear  a  Garment  all  of  blood, 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  Maske  :  • 
Which  waiht  away,  fhall  fcowre  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  that  fhall  be  the  day  when  ere  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  Child  of  honour  and  renown, 

This  gallant  Hotfpurre,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 
And  your  unthought  of  Harry  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  Honour  fitting  on  hisHdme, 
Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  head 

My  fhame's  redoubled.  For  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  fhall  make  this  Northern  Youth  exchange 
His  glorious  Deeds  for  my  indignities  : 
Percy  is  but  my  Factor,  good  my  Lord, 

To  engrofle  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf : 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  ftri<5l  account , 
That  he  fhall  render  ev.i  y  Glory  up, 

Yea,  even  the  fl  ghteft  worfhip  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  cear  the  Reckoning  f-om  his  heart. 
This,  in  theNa>re  of  HfiJvon,J.  no  mile  here  : 
The  which,  if  I  promii    and  efdfc  fu.  vi ve , 

I  doc  befecc.-.  your  Majefty,  may  laive 
The  long-grown  Wounds  of  my  intemperature; 
If  not,  the  end  of  Life  cancells  all  Bands  , 
And  I  will  dye  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  fmalleft  pavcell  of  this  Vow. 

King.  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  die  in  this  ?  . 
Thou  (halt  have  Charge,  and  foveraigrt  truft  herein. 

Enter  Bluht. 

How  now  good  Blunt  ?  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 
Blunt.  So  hath  the  bufineire  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 

Lord  iJMortimer  of  Scotland  hath  lent  word , 

That  Dowglas  and  the  Englifh  Rebels  mec 
The  eleventh  of  this  moneth,  at  Shrewsbury: 

A  mighty  and  a  fcarfull  Head  they  are, 

(If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand) 
As  ever  offered  foul  play  in  a  State. 

King.  The  Earl  of  Wefimerlandta  fovthtoday: 

With  him  my  S~on,Lord  John  of  Lanc  ijler , 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  dayes  old. 

On  Wtdnefday  next,  Harry,  thou  fhalt  fet  forward  : 
On  Thurfday,  we  our  felves  will  march. 

Our  meeting  is  Brldgenorth :  and  Harry,yo\i  fhall  march 
H  h  Through 
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Through  Glocefter-fa'we  :  by  which  account, Our  Bufinefle  valued  Come  twelve  dayes  hence, 
Ourgenerall  Forces  at  Bridgenorth  (Kail  meet. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefle  :  let's  away  , 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Falftafe,  and  Bardolph. 

Falft.  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fain  away  vilely,  fince  this 

laft  action  ?  doe  I  not  bate  ?  doe  I  not  dwindle  ?  Why 
my  skinne  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  Ladies  Joofe 
Gown  :  I  am  withered  like  an  old  Apple  John,  Well, 

I'le  repent,and  that  fuddenly, while  I  am  in  fome  liking  : 
I  (hall  be  out  of  heart  (hortly,  and  then  I  (hall  have  no 
ftrength  to  repent.  And  I  nave  not  forgotten  what  the 
in-fide  of  a  Church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  Pepper  Coi  n,  a 
Brewers  Horfe :  the  in-fide  of  a  Church.  Company,  vil- 
lanous.  Company  hath,  been  the  fpoyleof  me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful^  you  cannot  live long. 

Falft.  Why  there  is  it :  Come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  Song, 
make  me  merry  :  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a  Gentle- 

man need  to  be ;  virtuous  enough,  fwore  little,  Dic'd  not 
above  feven  times  a  week,  went  to  a  Bawdy-houle  not 
above  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  paid  money  that  I 
borrowed,  three  or  four  times  j  lived  well,  and  in  good 
compafle  :  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order ,  out  of  com- 

pare. 
Bard.  Why,  you  are  fofat,  Sir  John,  that  you  muft 

nefids  be  oat  of  all  compafle ;  out  of  all  reafonablc  com- 
pare, Sir  John. 

Falft.  Doe  thou  amend  thy  Face,  and  I'le  amend  my 
Life.  Thou  ait  our  Admiral!,  thou  bcareft  the  Lantern 

in  the  Poop,  but  'tis  in  the  Noie  of  thee ;  thou  art  the 
Knight  of  the  burning  Lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  Face  does  you  no  harme. 

Falft.  No,  I'le  be  fworn :  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as 
many  a  man  doth  of  a  Deaths-Head,or  a  Memento  Mori. 

I  never  fee  thy  Face,but  I  think  upon  Hell  fue,and  Dives 

that  lived  in  purplcjfor  there  he  is  in  his  Robes  burning. 
If  thou  wertany  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would  fwear  by 
thy  Face  ;  my  Oath  fhould  he,  By  this  Eire  :  But  thou 
art  altogether  given  over ;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the 
Light  in  thy  Face,  the  Sun  of  utter  Da  rknefle.  When 

thou  rann'ft  up  Gads-hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my Horfe,if  I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an  Ignis  fatuw, 

or  a  Ball  of  Wild-fire,  there's  no  purchafe  in  Money. 
O,  thou  art  a  perpetuall  Triumph,  an  everlafting  Bone- 
fire-light  :  thou  haft  faved  me  a  thoufand  Markesin 
Links  and  Torches,  walking  with  thee  in  the  night  be- 

twixt Tavern  and  Tavern  :  but  the  fack  that  thou  haft 

drunk  me,  would  have  bought  me  light  as  good  cheap, 
as  the  deareft  Chandlers  in  Europe.  I  have  maintain'd 
that  Salamander  of  yours  with  fire,  any  time  this  two 
and  thirty  yeares,  heaven  reward  me  for  it. 

Bard.  I  would  my  Face  were  in  your  belly. 
Falft.  So  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart-burn'd. 

Enter  Hofteffe. 

How  now,  Dame  Partlet  the  Hen,  have  ycu  enquir'd  yet 
who  pick'd  my  Pocket  > 

Hofteffe.  Why  Sir  j/tf/>»,what  doe  you  think,Sir  John. 
doc  you  think  I  keep  Thieves  in  my  houfe  >  1  havl 

l'earch'd,  I  have  enqwir'd,  fo  has  my  husband,  Man  b\ 
Man,  Boy  by  Boy,  Servant  by  Servant  :  the  tight  of  % 
hair  was  never  loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

Falft.  Ye  lye,  Hofiejf « :  Bardolph  was  fhav'd,  and  lofj 
many  a  hair ;  and  I'le  be  fworn  my  PocAet  was  pick'd 
go  to,  you  are  a  Woman,  go. 

Hofteffe.  Who  I  ?  I  defie  thee :  I  was  never  calPd  fcl 
in  mine  own  houfe  before* 

Falft.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hofteffe.  No,  Sir  John:  yon  doe  not  know  me,Sii 
Jo^»;Iknowyou,Sir  John:  you  owe  me  money,Sir  Johns 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel!  to  beguile  me  of  it :  I  boughi 
you  a  dozen  of  Shirts  to  your  back. 

Falsi-.  Dowlas,  filthy  Dowlas ;  I  have  given  then* 
away  to  Bakers  Wives,  and  they  have  made  Boulters  oil 
them. 

Hoftejfe,  Now  as  I  am  a  true  Woman,  Holland  od 
eight  /hillings  an  Ell :  You  owe  Money  here  befidesjSi« 
John,  for  your  Diet,  and  by-Drinkings,  and  Money  lend 
you,  four  and  twenty  pounds. 

Fa/ft.  He  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hoftefte.  He  ?  alafs  he  is  'poor  ,  he  hath  noJ 

thing. 

Falft.  How ?  poor?  look  upon  his  face:  What  call 
you  rich  ?  Let  him  coyn  his  Nofe ,  let  him  coyn  hisj 

Cheeks,  I'le  not  pay  a  Denier.  What,  will  you  make  a 
Yonker  of  me  ?  Shall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  InneJ 

but  I  fhal!  have  my  Pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  Seal-I 
Ring  of  my  Grand-fathers,  worth  forty  Mark. 

Hoftefie.  I  have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I  know  nou 
how  oft,  that  that  Ring  was  Copper, 

Falft.  How  ?  the  Prince  is  a  Jack,  a  Sneak-Cup  a 
and  if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgcll  him  likeaDog,ifl 
he  would  fay  fo. 

Enter  the  Prince  marching,  and  Falftaffe  meets 

him,  playing  on  his  Trunchion like  a  Fife. 

Falft.  How  now  Ltd  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  Doore  ?| 
Muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fafhion. 

Hofieffe.  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  hear  me. 
Prince.  What  iay'ft  thou,  Miftrefle  Quickjy}  How 

does  thy  Husband  ?  I  Jove  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft man. 

Hoftefte.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  me.  . 
Falfl.  Prethee  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

Trincc.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Jteltj 

Falft.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the 

Arras,  and  had  my  Pocket  pickt :  this  Houfe  is  turn'd Bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  Pockets. 
Prince.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jackj 

Falfi.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  Three  or  four 
Bonds  of  forty  pound  a  piece,  and  a  Seal-Ring  of  my 
Grand-fathers. 

^Prince.  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 
Hoft.  Sol  told  him,  my  Lord  ;  and  I  faid,I  heard 

your  Grace  fay  fo  :  and  (my  Lord)  he  fpeaks  molt  vile- 

ly of  you,  like  a  foul-nioiith'd  man  as  he  is/and  faid  ht 
would  cudgell  you. 

Prince.  What  he  did  not  ? 

Hofi,  There's  neither  Faith,Truth,  nor  Woman-hood in  me  elfe. Falfi. 
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Prune  ;  nor  no  move  truth  in  thee  then  in  a  drawn  Fox  : 

and  tor  Woman-hood,  Maid-marian  may  he  the  Depu- 
ties Wife  of -the  Ward  to  thee.  Go  you  nothing,  50. 

Hofl.  Say,  what  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 
falfi.  What  thing  ?  whj^a  thing  to  thank  heaven  on. 
Hofi.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  heaven  on,  T  Avould  thou 

fnouldil  know  it :  I  am  an  honeft  mans  wife;  and  fetting 

thy  Knighthood  afide,thou  art  a'  knave  to  call  me  fo. 
Falfl.  Secting  thy  Womanhood  afidc,  thou  art  a  bcaft 

to  fay  othervyife. 
Hofl.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou.knavc  thou  > 
Fal.  What  be? ft  ?  Why  an  Otter. 
Prix.  An  Otter,  Sir  fohn,  why  an  Otter  ? 

Fal.  Why  >  (Tie's  neither  fifh  nor  flelh  ;  a  man  knowes 
hot  where  to  have  her. 

Hofi.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  fo  ;  thou,  or 
any  man  knowes  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave  thou. 

Prince.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Hofteile,  and  he  flanders 
thee  moft  groflely. 

Hofi.  So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other 

day,  you  ought  him  a  thoufand  pound. 
Prince.  Sirrah,  doe  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal>  a  million  :  thy  love  is 

worth  a  million :  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 
Hofi.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid  he 

would  cudgell  you. 

Fal.  Didl,Bardolph?  -  » 
Bar.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if  he  faid  my  Ring  was  Copper. 

Prln.  I  fay  'tis  Copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  word  now  ?        .  -  1  ■ 

Fal.  Why,  Hal  >  thou  know"ft,as  thou  art  but  a  man, 
I  dare  ;  but,  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  t  fear  the 
roaring  of  the  Lyons  Whelp. 

Prln.  And  why  not  as  the  Lyon  ? 
Fal,  The  King  himfelfisto  be  feared  as  trW  Lyon: 

Do'ft  thou  think  Tie  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  Father  ?  nay if  I  doe,  let  my  Girdle  break. 

cPrln.  0,if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees.  But  firra  :  there's  no  room  for  Faith,Truth, 
nor  Honefty,  in  this  bofome  of  thine :  it  is  allfiiFd  up 
with  Guts  and  MidrifFe,  Change  an  honeft  Woman 
with  picking  thy  pocket  ?  Why  thou  horfon  impudent 
imboft  Rafcall,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  Pocket  but 
Tavern  Recknings,  Memorandums  of  Bawdy-houfes, 

and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  Sugar-candy  to  make  thee 

long-winded  i  if  thy  pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  o- 
ther  injuries  but  thefe,  I  am  a  Villain  :  And  yet  you  will 
ftand  to  it,  you  will  not  Pocket  up  wrongs  .Ait  th«u  not 
aiham'd  ? 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,//*/  ?  Thou  know'ft  in  the  Itatc 
oflnnocency,  Adam  fell :  and  what  would  poor  Jack^ 
F<*lfi*ffe  doe,  in  the  da  yes  of  Villany  ;  Thou  feeft,I  have 
more  flefli  then  another  man,  and  therefore  frailty.  You 
confeiTe  then  you  pickt  my  Pocket  ? 

Prm.  It  appeares  fo  by  the  Story. 
Fal.  Hofieffe,  I  forgive  thee  : 

Go  make  ready  Breakfaft,  love  thy  Husband, 
Look  to  thy  Servants,  and  cheriih  thy  Guefts :  - 
Thou  fhalt  find  me  tra&ableto  any  honeft  rcafon  : 
Thou  fceft,  I  am  pacified  ftjll. 
Nay,  I  prethee  be  gone. Exit  Hefieffe. 

Now,  Hal,  to  the  ncwes  at  Court  for  the  Robbery,  Lad? 
How  is  that  anfwered  ? 

O  my 

VACl'C 

Boef 

1  muft  It'll  be  good  Angel!  to  thee. 
The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  doe  not  hke  that  paying  badfe,  'tis  a  double Labour. 

Prln.  I  am  good  Friends  with  my  Father,  and  may doe  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rod  me  the  Exchequer  the  fi.-ft  thing  thou  do'ft  5 
and  doc  it  with  unwafti'd  hands  too. 

Bard.  Doe,  my  Lord. 

Prln.  1  have  procured  thee,  Jack^  a  Charge  of  Foot. 
Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  Horfe.  Where  fliall  I  find 

one  that  can  fteal  well  ?  O,  for  a  fine  thief ,  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereabout  i  I  am  hainoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
God  be  thanked  for  thefe  Rebels,  tbey  offend  none  but 
the  Virtuous.  I  laud  them,  I  praife  them. 

Prln.  Bardolph. 

Bar.  My  Lord. 
Prln.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafiery 

to  my  Brother  John.  This  to  my  Lord  of  fVvfimerland : 
Go  Peto,  to  horfe  :  for  thou,  and  I, 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time. 

J*cky  meet  me  to  morrow  in  the  Temple  Hall 
At  two  a  clock  in  the  afternoon, 

There  fhalt  thou  know  thy  Charge,  and  there  receive 
Money  and  Order  for  their  Furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  ftanefs  on  hies 
And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 
Fal.  Rare  words :  brave  world, 

Hoflefie,  my  Breakfaft,  come  : 
Oh,  I  could  with  this  Tavern  were  my  Drumme. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

<tAUw  Quartus.  S cena  ̂ rima* 

Enter  Harry  Hotfpttrre,  Worcefier and  Dowgtas^ 

Hot.  Well  faid,  my  noble  Scot,  if  fpeaking  truth 
In  this  fine  Age,  were  not  thought  flattery  ̂  
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Dowglas  have, 
As  not  a  Souldierof  this  feafons  ftamp , 

Should  go  fo  generall  currant  through  the  world. 
By  heaven  I  cannot  flatter  :  I  defie 
The  Tongues  of  Soothers.  But  a  braver  place 
In  my  hearts  lave,  hath  no  man  then  your  Self. 
Nay,  taskc  me  to  my  word  :  approve  me  Lord. 

Dow.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honour  ; 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground  , 
But  I  will  Beard  him. 

Enter  a  Meff  tnger. 

Hot.Do  fo,and  'tis  well.What  Letters  haft  thou  there? 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mel.  Tbefe  Letters  come  from  yoUi  Father. 
Hot .  Letters  from  him  ? 

Why  comes  he  not  himfelf  ? 
Meff.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord, 

He  is  grievous  fick. 
Hot .  How  t  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick  now, 

In  fwch  a  juftling  rme  ?  who  leads  his  power  ? 
Under  whofe  Government  come  they  aiong  ? 

Hh  a  "  Me£ 
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Mejf.  Hvs  Laces  beam  his  mtnde,  not  I  his  n.inde. 

Wor.  I  pretHic  cell  me,  doth  he  keeD  his  Bed  ? 

A'lejf.  H:  did,  my  Lord,  four  dayes  ci  c  I  fee  forth : 
And  at  ch3  time  of  my  departure  thence, 

He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  Phyfician. 
Wor.  I  would  the  {bee  of  time  had  ftrft  been  whole, 

Ere  he  by  ficknefle  hod  been  vifited ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  then  now. 

Hotfp.  Sick  now?droop  nowPthis  ficknefle  doth  infect 
The  very  Life-blood  of  our  Enterprifc, 

'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. 
He  writes  :ne  here,  that  inward  ficknefle, 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn  :  nor  did  he  think  it  meet, 

To  lay  to  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 

On  a  Soul  rcmov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yetdoth  he  give  us  boldadvcitifment, 
That  with  our  fmall  conjunction  we  fhould  on, 

To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us, 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  poffeft 
Of  all  our  purpoles.  What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  YoEr  Fathers  ficknefle  is  a  maime  to  us. 

Hot  [p.  A  perilous  Gafh,a  very  Limine  lopt  off: 

And  yet,  infaith,  'tis  not  his  prefent  want Seems  more  then  we  fhall  find  it. 

Were  it  good,  to  fet  the  exadt  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  Caft  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  mine 

On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtfull  hour, 
It  were  not  good  :  f  r  therein  fhould  we  read 

The  very  bottom,  and  the  Soul  of  hqpe^  .  iC 
The  very  Lift,  the  very  ucraoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Dowir.  Faith"  and  fo  we  fhould," 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion. 

We  may  boldly  fpend,  upon  the  ho'pc Of  what  is  to  come  in  : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hotjp.  A  Randrvous,  a  Home  to  flie  unto, 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  Maidenhead  of  our  affaires. 

Wor.  But  yet  I  would  your  Father  had  been  here : 
The  quality  and  heir  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion :  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifedome,  loyalty,  and  meer  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearfull  Faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe : 

For  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide, 
Mult  keep  aloof  from  ftricl:  arbitrement , . 

And  (top  all  fight-hoIcs>  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  prye  in  upon  us  ? 
This  abfenceof  your  Father  drawes  a  Curtain  , 
That  fhewes  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  drea  mt  of. 

Hotjp.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  : 

It  lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  opinion, 

A  larger  Dare  to  your  great  Enterprize  , 
Then  if  the  Earl  were  here :  for  men  muft  think, 
If  we  without  his  help,  can  make  a  Head 

To  pufh  againft  the  Kingdome :  with  his  help, 

We  fhall  o'return  it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joynts  are  whole, . 

Dowg.  As  heart  can  think  : 
There  is  not  fuch  a  word  fpoke  of  in  Scotland , 
At  this  Dream  of  Fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Yemen. 
0 

Hotjp.  My  Coufin  V tmdn,  welcome  by  my  foal, 
V trn.  Pray  God  my^newes  be  worth  a  welcome,Lord. 

The  Earl  of  Weftmerlandy  feven  thoiifand  ftrong , 
Is  marching  hither,  wards  with  Prince  John. 

Hotfp.  No  harm  :  what  more  ? 

V tm.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd , 
The  King  himfelf  in  perfon  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hither- wards  intended  fpeedily , 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hotfp.  He  fhall  be  welcome  too , 
Where  is  his  Son , 

The  nimble-footed  Mad-cap,  Prince  of  Wafat 
And  his  Comrades,  that  daft  the  W6rld  afidc , 
And  bid  it  paffe  ? 

V em.  All  furnifht  all  in  Armes, 

All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  Win£ 
Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd  , 
Glittering  in  Golden  Coats,  like  Images, 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  Moneth  of  May , 

And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Mid-fummer, 
Wanton  as  youthfull  Goats,  wild  as  young  Bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry  with  his  Beaver  on, 

His  Cufhes  on  his  thighes,  gallantly  arm'd  , 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  cafe  into  his  Seat, 

As  if  an  AngelWropt  down  from  the  Cloudy 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, . 

And  witcht  the  world  with  noble  Horfemanfhip, 

Hotfp.  No  more,  no  more  ; 
Worfe  then  the  Sun  in  March , 

This  praife  doth  nourifh  Agues  :  let  them  come. 
They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trimme, 

And  to  the  fire-ey'd  Maid  of  fmoaky  War, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them : 
The  mailed  iJMars  fhall  on  his  Altar  fit 

Up  to  the  eares  in  blood.  I  am  on  fire , 
To  hear  this  rich  reprizall  is  fo  nigh, 

And  yet  not  ours.  Come,  let  me  take  my  Horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  Thunder-bolt 

Againft  the  bofomc  of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Harry  to  Harry  ̂   fhall  not  Horfe  to  Horfe 

Meet,  and  ne're  part,  till  one  drop  downa  Coarfe  ? 
Oh,  that  Gen  dower  were  come. 

Ver.  There  is  more  newes  : 

I  learn'd  in  Worcefter,z$  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  dayes. 

Dowg,  That's  the  worft  Tidings  that  I  hear  of 

yet. , 

Wor.  I  by  my  faith,  that  beares  a  frofty  found. 

Hotfp.  What  may  the  Kings  whole  Battell  reach  un- to? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 
Hot .  Forty  let  it  be , 

iMy  Father  and  Glendower  being  both  away  , 

|  The  powers  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
!  Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily : 
i  Dooms-day  is  near  ;  die  all,  die  merrily, 

j    Dow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 
|  Of  death,  or  deaths  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

Exeunt  unnes. Seen*. 
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Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Falfiajfe  and  Bardolph. 

Falfi.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry,  fill  me  a 

Bottle  of  Sack,  our  Souldiers  fhall  march  through  :  we'll 
« to  Stttton-cop-hill  to  Night. 

Bard.  Wiil  you  give  me  money,  Captain  ? 
Falfi.  Lay  out,  iay  out. 
Bard.  This  Bottle  makes  an  Angell. 

Falfi.  And  if  it  doe,  take  i:  for  thy  labour  *  and  if  it 

make  twenty,  take  them  all,  I'le  anfwer  thy  Coynage. 
Bid  my  Lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  Towns  end. 

Bard.  I  will  Captain :  farewell.  Exit. 

Falfi.  If  I  be  not  aiham'd  of  my  Souldiers,  I  am  a 
fovvc't  Gurnet :  I  have  mis-us'd  the  Kings  Preffc  dam- 

nably. I  have  got,  in.  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
Souldiers,  three  hundred  and  odde  pounds.  I  prefte  me 

none  but  good  houfc-holders,  Yeomens  Sons  enquire 

me  out  contracted  Batchellors,  fuch  as  had  beenask'd 
twice  on  the  Banes :  fuch  a  Commodity  of  warm  flaves , 
as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  Devil,  as  a  Drumme ;  fuch  as 

fear  the  report  of  a  Caliver,  worfe  theh  a  ftruck-Fool, 

lor  a  hurt  Wild-Duck.  I  preft  mc  none  but  fuch  Tojtes 
knd  Butter,  with  hearts  in  their  Bellies  no  bigger  then 
Pinneshead5,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  ferVices  : 

l^nd  now  my  whole  Charge  confifts  of  Ancients,  Cor- 
porals, Lieutenants,  Gentlemen  of  Companies,  Slaves  as 

ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  Cloth  where  the  Glut- 
tons Doggcs  licked  his  Sores;  and  fuch  as  indeed  were 

pever  Souldiers, but  dif-carded  unjuft  Servingmen,youn- 

ger  Sonne?  to  younger  Brothers":  Revolted  Tapfters  afid 
Oftlers,  Trade-fain,  the  Cankers  of  a  calm  World,  and 
long  peace,  ten  times  more  difhonourable,  ragged,  then 

an  old-fae'd  Ancient;  and  fuch  have  I  to  fill-up- the 
roomes  of  them  that  ha-ve  bought  out  their  fervices :  that 

tau  would  think,  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'cj 
Prodigalls,  lately  come  from  Swine-keeping,  from  eating 
DtafFe  and  Husks.  A  ma<i  fellow  met  me  on  the  wavy, 
and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  Gibbets,and  preft  the 

dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath  feen,  fuch  skar-Crowes :  I'le 
not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat.  Nay, 
and  the  Villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  Legges,  as  if 
they  had  Gyves  on  ;  for  indeed,  I  had  the  moft  of  them 

outof  Prifoiv  There's  not  a  Shirt  and  ahalfinallmy 

Company  :,  and 'the  half  Sh'irt  is  two..  Napkins  tackt  to- gether, and  thrown  over  the  Shouldeis  like  a  Heralds 

Coat,  without  flccvcs :  and  the  Shirt,  to  fay  the  tiuth  , 
from  my  Holt,  of  S.  Albans  \  or  the  Red-Nofe 

Unne-keeper  of  Dayntry.  But  that's  all  one,  they'l  finde 
Linnen  enough  on  every  Hedge. 

Enter  the  Prince,  and  the  Lord  of  Wefimerland. 

Prince.  How  now,  blown  Jackj  how  now,  Quilt  ? 
,  Valfi.  What  Hal  ?  How  now,  mad  Wag,  what  a  De- 

vil do'ft  thou  in  Warwic^-ftine}  My  good  Lord  o£  Wefi- 
merland,! cry  you  mercy,  I  thought  your  Honour  had 

already  been  at  Shrewsbury . 

Wefi.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  :tis  more  then  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too  :  but  my  Powers  are  there  already. 

The  King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all' :  we  muft  away all  to  Night. 

Falfi.  'lut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  v.gilant  as  a  Cat, to  fteal  Cieain. 
Prince.  I  think  r0  fteal  Cream  indeed,  forthy  theft 

hath  already  made  thee  Butter  ;  but  tell  me,  Jack*  vvhofe 
fellows  arethefe  that  come  afcer  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

Prince.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pittifull  Rafcals. 
Fal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofle  :  food  for  Pow- 

der, food  for  Powder  :  they'll  fill  a  Pit,  aswcllas  better 
tufli  man,  mortall  men,  mor-tall  men. 

Wefim.  I,  but  Sir  John,  mc  thinks  they  are  exceeding 
poor  and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fai.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 
had  that ;  and  for  their  bartennefle,  I  am  fure  they  never 
learn'd  that  of  me. 

Trin.  No,  Pie  be  fworn,  unlefle  you  call  three  fin- 
gers on  the  Ribs  bare.  But  firrah  make  hafte.  Percy  is 

already  in  the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  King  encamped  > 
Weft.  He  is,  John,  I  fear  we  fhall  fta  y  too  long. 
Falfi.  Well  ,  to  the  latter  end  of  a  Fray,  and  the 

beginning  of  a  Feaft,  fits  a  dull  Fighter ,  and  a  keen Gueft. 
Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  H«tfpnrrey  Wurcefier,  Dorvglas,  and Kernvn. 

Hotfp.  We'll  fight  With  him  to  Night. 
J  Wore.  It  may  not  be. 

DovDg.  You  give  hi«n  then  advantage. 
'  V trn.  Not  a  whit. 

Hotfp,  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  ? 
V em.  So  doe  we. 

Hotfp.  His  is  certain,  purs  is  doubtfull. 

i   Wore.  Good  Coufin  be  advis'd,  ftine  not  to  night. 
V trn.  Dpe  not,  my  Lord. 

iDovrg.  You  doe  not  counfell  well : 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  ,  and  cold  heart. 

Kern.  Doe  me  no  flander,  DowgUs  ;  by  my  Life, 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Life, 
If  well-refpc&ed  Honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfell  with  weak  fear, 

As  you,  my  Loid,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  Battel  1 9 
Which  of  usfeares. 

Dowg.  Yea,  or  to  night. 
Vem.  Content. 

Hotfp.  To  night,  fay  I. 

V em.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I  wonder  much,  being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you 

That  you  forefecnot  what  impediments  ("are, 
Drag  back  our  expedition :  certain  Horfe 
Of  my  Ccufin  V ernons  arc  not  yet  ccme  up  ,  . 
Your  Unckle  Worcefiers  Horfe  came  but  to  day, 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep  , 

Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull,: 
That  not  a  Horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf , 

Hotfp.  So  are  the  Horfe  of  the  Enemy 

In  generall,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  : 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

H  h  3  Wot 
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Wore.  The  number  of  die  King  txeccdeth  ours 
For  Gods  fake,  Coufin,  ftay  till  all  come  in. 

The  Trumpet  founds  a  Parley. 
Walter  Blunt. 

Enter  Sir 

Blunt,  I  come  wkh  gracious  offers  from  die  King 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpect. 

Hotfp.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt : 
And  would  to  God  you  were  of  our  determination. 
Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  thofc  fome 
Envy. your  great  defervings,  and  good  name, 
Became  you  are  not  of  our  quality , 
But  ftand  agaihft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  heaven  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  ftand  fo, 
So  long  as  out  of  Limit,  and  true  Rule, 
You  ftand  cgninftanoynted  Mtajefty. 
Bat  to  my  Charge. 
The  King  hath  lent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs,  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  Civil  Peace, 
Such  bold  Hoftility,  teaching  his  dutiousLand 
Audacious  Cruelty.  If  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot, 
Which  he  confefleth  to  be  manifold  , 

Hz  Mds  you  name  your  griefs ;  and  with  all  fpced 
You  fhall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft  : 
And  Pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe, 

Herein  mis- led,  by  your  fuggeftion. 
Hotfp.  The  King  is  kind  : 

And  well  we  know,  the  King 

Knowes  at  what  time  topromife,  when  to  pay. 
My  Father,  my  Uncklc,  and  my  felf, 
Did  give  him  that  lame  Royalty  he  wcares  : 

And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  t'weuty  ftrong  , 
Sick  in  the  worlds  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home, 
My  Father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fhorc  : 
And  when  he  heard  him  f wear,  and  vow  to  God  , 
He  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafler, 

To  fue  out  his  Livery,  and  beg  his  Peace  , 
With  tearcs  of  Innocency,  arid  tearmes  of  zeal: 

My  Father,  in  kind  heart  and  p\ay  mov'd  , 
Swore  him  alTiftance,  and  performed  it  too,! 
Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him  ,  ' 
The  more  andlcffe  came  in  with  Cap  and  Knee, 
Met  him  in  Boroughs,  Cities,  Villages, 
Attended  him  on  Bridges,  flood  in  Lanes  , 

Laid  Gifts  before  hirn,profter'd  him  their  Oathes, 
Gave  him  their  Heirs,  as  Pages  followed  him , 
Even  at  the  heeles,  in  golden  multitudes. 
Heprefently,  as  greatneffe  knowes  it  felf, 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  then  his  Vow 
Made  to  my  Father,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Ravenfpurgh  : 
And  now  (forfooth)  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  Edicts,  and  fomeftrait  Decrees , 

That  lay  coo  heavy  on  the  Common-wealth  ; 
Cues  out  upon  abures,feems  to  weep 
Over  his  Countreys  wrongs :  and  by  his  Face , 
This  feeming  Brow  of  Juftice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Pioceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  Heads 

Of  all  the  Favourites,  that  the  abfent  King 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 

When  he  wasperlonall  in  thelrilh  Wane. 
Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  Life  : 
And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task't  the  whole  State. 
To  make  that  worfc,  luftei'd  his  Kinfman  Man h , 
Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  King,  to  be  engag'd  in  Wales, 
There,  without  ranfome,  to  lie  forfeited  : 
Difgtac'd  me  in  my  happy  Victories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 
Rated  my  Unckle  from  the  Council  Boord , 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  Father  from  the  Court, Broke  Oath,  committing  wrong  on  wrong  , 
And  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  fcek  out 
This  head  of  fafcty  ;  and  withall,  to  prie 
Into  his  Title :  the  which  we  find 

Too  indirect,  for  long  continuance. 
Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 
Hotfp.  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter. 

We'll  withdraw  a  while  : 

Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again  , 

And  in  the  morning  early  fhall  my  Uncklc 
Bring  him  our  purpofc  :  snd  fo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  Grace  and  Love 

Hotfp.  And't  may  be,  fo  wefha'U. Blunt .  Pray  Heaven  you  doe.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Quarta. 

Bnter  the  Arch-Btjhop  ofTork^  and  Sir  Michell. 

Arch.  Hid  good  Sir  Michell,  bear  this  fealcd  Brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marfhall, 
This  to  my  Coufin  Scroop,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed. 
If  you  knew  how  much  they  do  import , 
You  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Mich.  My  good  Lord,  I  gueffe  their  tenour. 
Arch.  Like  enough  you  doe. 

To  morrow,  good  Sir  Michell,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thoufand  men 

Muft  bide  the  touch.  For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand, 

The  King,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  Power, 
Meets  with  Lord  Harry  :  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michell , 
What  with  the  fickneffe  of  Northumberland , 
Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  propottion  ; 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendowers  abfence  thence , 
Who  with  them  was  rated  firmly  too, 

And  comes  not  in,  over-rul'd  by  Prophecies , 
I  fear  the  power  of  'Percy  is  too  weak  , 
To  wage  an  inftant  try  al  1  with  the  King. 

Sir  Mich.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  you  need  not  fear, 
There  is  Dowglas,  and  Lord  Mortimer  - 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordakj,  V trnon,  Lord  Hay  - 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcefier,  (ry  Pfrcy, 
And  a  Head  of  gallant  Warriours , 
Noble  Gentlemen.  i 

9  Arch. 
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Arch.  And  lb  there  i«,  but  yec  the  King  hath  drawn 
The  fpeciall  head  of  a!!  the  Land  together  : 
ThePrirce  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafterj 
The  Noble  Wcftmerland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 

And  many  move  Corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Ofeftirmnon,  and  command  in  A  mes. 

Sir  M.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  he  lhall  be  well  oppos'd. 
Arch.  I  h^pe  no  leffe  :  Yet  needfull  'tis  to  fear, 

And  to  prevene  the  wo;  ft,  Sir  Michell  foeed  ; 
For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  King 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vific  us ; 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacie, 

And,  'tis  but  Wifdome  to  make  llrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hafle,  I  mull  go  write  again 
To  other  Friends :  and  fo  farewell,Sir  Mlchell.  Exeunt. 

ABus  Quintus.  Scena  Trima. 

*JLnter  the  KlngyPrince  of 'Wales, Lord.  John  ofLancafiery Earlc  ofWeftmerland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt, 
and.  Ealfiaffe. 

King.  How  bloudily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky  hill:  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diftemperature. 

Prie.  The  Southern  winde 

Doth  play  the  Trumpet  to  his  purpofcsr 
And  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  Leaves, 

Foretells  a  Temped  :  and  a  blufTring  day. 
King.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  iympathize, 

For  nothing  can  feem  fowre    them  that  win. 
The  Trumpet  founds. 

Enter  Worcejler. 

King.  How  now  my  Lord  of  Wot  fter  ?  'Tis  not  well 
That  you  and  1  fhould  meet  upon  fuch  termes. 

As  now  we  meet.  You  have  deceived  our  truft, 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafie  Robe  of  Peace, 

To  crufh  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  Steele: 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord, this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to  it  ?  Will  you  again  uhknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  War  ? 

And  move  in  that  Obedient  Orbe  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  andnaturall  light, 

And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  Meteor,' 
A  prodigieof  Fear,  and  a  Portefit   ..  . 
jOf  broached  Mifchief,  to  the  unboiri  Times  ? 
Ii  Wor.  Hear  me  my  Liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  Lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours :  For  I  do  protefl, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

King.  Ycu  have  not  fought  it:  how  comes/it  then  > 
Falft.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 
Prin.  Peace,  Chewet,  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  Ma  jelly,- to  turn  your  looks 
Of  Favour,  from  my  Self,  and  all  our  Houfe ; 
And  yet  I  mud  remember  you, my  Lordj 
We  were  the  firfl,  and  deareft  of  your  Friends: 
For  you,  my  ftafFe  of  Office  did  I  break 

In  Richards  time,  and  polled  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand, 

When  yec  you  were  in  place,  and  in  accounc 
Nothing  fo  ft.iong  and  foitunate,  as  I ; 
It  was  my  Self,  my  Brother,  and  his  Son, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  danger  of  t  ic  time.  You  fwore  to  us, 
And  you  did  fwear  that  Oath  at  Doncafter, 

That  you  did  nothing  of  purpolc  'gainft  the  S:ate, 
Nor  claim  no  further,  then  youi  ncwTaln  right, 
The  feat  of  G aunt,  Dukedome  of  Lancafter. 
To  this,  wefware  our  aid  rBut  in  lhort  fpace, 

It  rain'd  down  Fortune  fhowring  on  your  head, 
And  fuch  a  floud  of  Greathefs,  fell  on  you, 

What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  wanton  time,  , 

The  feeming  fufferances  that  you  had  borne, 
And  the  contrarious  Windes  that  held  the  King 
So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irifh  Wans, 

That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead  ; 
And  from  this  fwartrie  of  fair  advantages, 

You  took  occafion  to  be  cjuickly  woo'd, 
To  gripe  the  generall  fway  into  your  hand, 

Forgot  your  Oath  to  us  at  Doncaller, 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo,  ' ] As  that  ungentle  sull  the  Cuckows  Bird, 

Ufeth  the  Sparrow,  did  opprefle  our  Neft, 

Greyv  by  our  Feeding,  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 
That  even  our  Love  durfl  not  come  near  your  fight 
For  fear  of  fwallowing :  But  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  infore'd  for  fafety  fake,to  flyc 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  Head, 
Whereby  we  fland  oppofed  by  fucK  means  . 

As  you  your  felf,  Have  forg'd  againft  your  felf, 
By  unkinde  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

King.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated, 

Proclaim'd  at  Market  Crofics,  read  in  Churches, 
To  face  the  Qarment  of  Rebellion.  , 

With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  Changelings,  and  poor  Difcontents, 

Which-gape,  and  rub  the  Elbow  at  the  news 
Of  hurly  burly  Innovation :  , 

And  never  yet  did  Infurrrtftion  wane? 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufc : 

Nor  moody  Beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock,  and, confufion, 

Prin.  In  both  our  Armies,  there  is  many  a  foule 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  joyn  in  triall.  Tell  your  Nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  joyn  with  all  the  world 
In  praifeof  Henry  Percy :  By  my  Hopes, 
This  prefent  enterprize  fet  off  his  head, 

I  do  not  think  a  braver  Gentleman,  ".. 
More  Active,  valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  Age  with  noble  deeds. 

For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak'it  to  my  fhame/ I  have  a  Truant  been  to  Chivalry, 

And  fo  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  top  % 
Yet  this  before  my  Fathers  Ma  jelly? 
I  am  content  that  he  lhall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation,. 
And  will,  to  fave  the  bloud  on  either  fide, 
Try  fortune  with  him,  in  a  Single  Fight. 

King.  And,  Prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venter  thec^ 
Albeit,  confederations  infinite  * 

 ;  Do 
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Do  rr.akc  againft  k  :  No,  good  Wo; iter,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well ;  even  thofe  we  love 
Thar,  arc  milled  upon  your  Coufins  part : 

And  will  they  take  the'  offer  of  our  Grace  : 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 

Shall  be  my  Friend  again,  and  J'le  be  his. 
So  tell  your  Coufin,  and  bring  me  word, 
What  he  will  do.  But  if  he.  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wake  on  us, 

And  they  fhall  do  their  Office.  So  be  gone, 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply, 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly, 

Exit  Worce/ler. 

Vr'in.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  Life, 
The  Dowglns  and  the  Hotfparre  both  together, 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  Armes. 

King.  Hence  therefore,  every  Leader  to  his  charge, 
For  on  their  anfwer  will  we  fct  on  them  ; 

And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufc  is  juft.  Extunt. 
Manet  Prince  and  Falfiaffe. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  ma  down  in  the  battell, 

And  beftride  me,fo ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfhip. 
;  Prin .Nothing  but  a  Coloflus  can  do  thee  that  friendfhip: 

Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 
Falfi.  I  would  it  were  bed  time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 
Prin.  Why  thou  oweft  heaven  a  death. 

Fat.  'Tis  not  due  yet  :  I  would  be  loa,th  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him 

that  call's  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter,Honour  pricks 
me  on.  But  how  if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come 

on  ?  How  then  ;  Can  Honour  fet  to  a  leg  ?  No :  or  an 
arme  ?  No:  Or  take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  No 

Honour  hath  no  skill  in  Surgery  then  ?  No.  What  is  Ho- 
nour ?  a  word.  What  is  that  word  Honour  ?  Ayre:  A 

^rim  reckoning.  Who  hath  it  ?  He  that  dy'd  a  Wednef. 
day.  Doth  he  feele  it  ?  No.  Doth  he  hear  it?  No.  Is  it 
infenfible  then?  yea,to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with 
the  living?  No.  Why?  Detra#ion  will  not  fufferk, 

therefore  I'lc  none  of  it.  Hunour  is  a  meer  Scutcheon,  anc) 
fo  ends  my  Catec&ifme.  Exit. 

'Enter  Worcefier^  and  Sir  Richard,  Vernon. 

Wor.  O  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberallkinde  offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  'Twere  beft  he  did. 
Wor.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 

It  is  not  pofTible,  it  cannot  be, 

The  King  would  keep  his  word  in  loving  us, 
He  will  fufpecTus  Itill,  and  findea  time 

To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Suppofition,allour  lives  fhall  beftuckfull  of  eyes.;  . 
Fortreafon  is  buttrufted  like  the  F,ox, 

Who  ne're  fo  tame,  fo  cherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up, Will  have  a  wilde  trick  of  his  Ancefto 

rf:' 
Look  how  he  can,  or  fad  or  merrily, 

Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks, 
And  we  fhall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  ftall, 

The  better  cherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  Nephews  trefpaffe  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath.theexcufeof  youth, and  heat  of  bloud, 

And  an  adopted  name  of  priviledge, 

A  hare-bra uVdJHotfpttrre,  govern'd  by  a  Spleen  j All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 

And  on  his  Fathers.  We  did  train  him  on, 
And  his  corruption  being  tane  from  us, 

We  as  the  Spring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  all  : 
Therefore,  good  Coufin,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  King. 

V tr.  Deliver  what  you  will,  Tie  fay  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  Coufin. 

Enter  Hotfpttrre. 

Hot.  My  Unkle  is  return'd  ; 
Deliver  up,  my  Lord  of  Weft mcrland. 
Unkle,  what  newes  ? 

Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  battle prefently. 
Dow.  Dcfie  him  by  the  Lord  of  Weftmeriand. 
Hot.  Lord  Dtwglas  t  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 
Do w.  Marry  and  fhall,  and  very  willingly. 

Exit  Dowgfas, 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  rrjercy  in  the  King. 
Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid. 
Wor.  1  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 

Of  his  Oath-breaking :  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  foifwearing  that  he  isforfworne, 
He  calls  us  Rebels,  Traitors,  and  willfcourge 
With  haughty  armes,  this  hatefull  name  in  OS. Enter  Dowglat. 

Dow.  Arme  Gentlemen,  to  Armes,  for  I  havethrowtil 
A  braye  defiance  in  King  Henries  teeth : 
And  Weftmeriand  chat  was  ingag'd  did  bear  it, 
Which  cannot  choofe  but  bring  him  quickly  on, 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftep:  forth  before  the  KingjT 
And  Nephew,  challenged  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrell  lay  upon  our  heads, 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to  day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.  Tell  me,  tell  me, 

How  fhew'd  his  Talking  ?  Seem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 
V tr.  Ndby  my  Soule :  I  never  in  my  life 

Did  hear  a  Challenge  urg'd  moremodeftly, 
Unleffe  a  Brother  fhould  a  Brother  dare 

To  gentle  exercife,and  proofe  of  Armes. 

He  gaye  you  all  the  Duties  of  a  Man, 

Trimm'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  Princely  tongue, 
Spoke  your  defervmgs  Jike  a  Chronicle, 
Making  you  ever  better  then  his  praife, 

By  ftill  difpraifing praife,  valu'd  with  you: And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed, 

\ie  made  a  blufhing  citall  of  himfelf 
And  chid  hisTrewant  youth  fo  with  a  Grace, 
As  if  he  maftred  there  a  double  fpirit 
Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly : 
There  did  he  paufe.  But  let  me  tell  the  World:, 
If  be  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope, 
So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wanconneffe'. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamored. 
On  his  Follies:  never  did  I  bear 

Of  any  Prince  fo  wilde  at  Liberty. 
B,  ut  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night, 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  Souldiers  Arme, 

\  That  he  fhall  (brink  under  my  curtefie. 

Arme,  arme  with  fpeed.  And  Fellow's, Souldi£rs,Ftiends, 
Better  confider  what  you  have  tpdo, 
T;hen  I  chat  have  not  well  the  gift  of  Tongue* . 

Can 
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Can  life  your  bloud  up  with  perfwafion. 
Enter  a  (Jfyleffenger. 

j    Alef.  My  Lord,  here  are  lctteis  for  you. 
i    Hot,  I  cannoc  read  them  now. 

jO  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort; 
To  ipend  ihat  rhortneffe  bafely,  were  too  long. 
;  If  life  did  ride  upon  a  Dials  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrivall  of  an  hoiire, 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings: 
If  dye  ;  brave  death,  when  Princes  dye  with  us. 
Now  for  our  Confciences,  the  Armcs  is  fbir, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace, 
Hot .  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale : 

For  I  profefle  not  talking :  Onely  this, 
Let  each  man  do  his  beft.  And  here  I  draw  a  Sword, 
Whofe  worthy  temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  beft  bbud  that  I  can  meet  withall, 

In  the  adventure  of  this  perillous  day. 
Now  Efpeiance  Percy,  and  fet  on : 
Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  War, 
And  by  that  Mufick,  let  us  all  embrace : 
For  heaven  to  earth,  fome  of  us  never  (hall, 
ATecond  time  do  fuch  a  curtefie. 

..  They  embrace,  the  Trumpets  found,  the  King  entreth 

with  his  power,  alarum  unto  the  battell.  Thin'enter 
Dowglds,  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

\  Blu.  What  is  thy  name,that  in  battell  thus  thou  crolfeft 
What  honour  doft  thou  feek  upon  my  head  ?         (me  ? 

Dow.  Know  then  my  name  is  Dowglas, 
And  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 

Becaufe  fome  tell  tne,  that  thou  art  a  King. 
Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 
Dow.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  here  to  day  hath  bought 

Thy  likenefs :  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him,fo  fhall  it  thee, 
Unlefle  thou  yield  thee  as  a  Prifoner. 

Blu.  I  was  not  born  toyield,thbU  haughty  Scot, 
And  thou  lhalt  findea  King  that  will  revenge 
Lord  StafTords  death. 

Fight,  Blunt  is  Jlain,  then  enters  Hotfpurre. 
Hot.  O  Dowglas,h&d&  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 

I  never  had  triumphed  o're  a  Scot.  !  ' 
Dow.  All's  done,all's  won,here  breathlefs  lies  the  King. Hot.  Where  ? 
Do  xv.  Here. 

Hot.  This  Dowgfas  ?  No,  I  know  this  face  full  well  : 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 

Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  Kinghimfelf. 
Dow .  Ah  foole :  go  with  thy  loule  whither  it  goes, 

A.  borrowed  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear; 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a  King  ? 

Hot.  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  Coats. 
1)ow.  Now  by  my  Sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  Coats^ 

Pie  murther  all  his  Wardrobe  piece  by  piece, 
Untill  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away, 
Our  Souldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  Exeunt. 

Alarum,  and  enter  Faiftaffe  f  ilus. 

>'.:F*l.  Though  I  could  fcape  fhot-frce  at  London,  I  fear 
the  fhot  here  :  here's  no  fcoring ,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft 
who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  there's  Honour  for  you  : 
here's  no  vanity,  I  am  as  hot  as  moultenLead  ,  and  as 
heavy  too ;  heaven  keep  Lead  out  of  me ,  I  need  no  more 

weight  then  mine  own  Bowells.  •  I  have  led  my  rag  of 

Muffians  where  they  are  peppcr'ti  :  there's  not  thiee  of  rfcy 
150,  left  alive  ,  and  th?y  for  the  Towns  end,  to  beg  du- 

\  ling  life.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

.'     :  Enter  Prince.  »       •'■  :■' 
Prin.Whu  ftand'ft  thou  idle  hcrc?Lend  me  thy  fword, 

Many  a  Nobb  man  lies  ftark  and  ftiff 
Under  the  hooves  of  vanting  enemies, 

Whole  deaths  are  unreveng'd.Prethee  lend  me  thy  fword. 
Fal.  O  Hal,  1  prethee  give  me  leave  to  breath  a  while; 

Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  Armcs ,  as  I  have 

done  this  day.  I  i:ave  paid  Percy,  I  have  made  him  fare.' 
Prin.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee'; ' 

I  prethee  lend  me  thy  fword.  . 

Ft JJI.  Nay,  Hal,  if  <percy  be  alive,  thou  getft  not  my 
Sword  ;  but  take  my  Piftoll  if  thou  wilt. 

Prin.  Give  it  me  :  What,  is  it  in  the  Cafe  ? 

Fal.  I,  Hal,  'tis  hot :  There's  that  will  Sack  a  City, The  Prince  drawes  out  a  Bottle  of  Sack.. 

Prin.  What,  i  s  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dally  now?  Sxit. 
Throwes  it  at  hiht. 

Falft.  If  Percy  be  alive.  Pie  pierce  him  :  if  he  do 'come 
in  my  way,  fo :  if  he  do  not ,  if  I  come  in  his  (willingly) 
let  him  make  a  Carbonado  of  me,  I  like  not  fuch  grin- 

ning honouras  Sir  Walter  hath:  Give  me  life,  which  if 

I  can  fave}  fo:  if  not)  honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and 
there's  an  end.  Mxit. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Alarum,  excurjions,  enter  the  King,  the  P^rince^ 

Lord  John  of  Lancafler,  and  the  Ear le 

of  Wefimerland. 

King.  I  prethee,  Harry,whhdr&\N  thy  felf,  thou  bleed- 
eft  too  much  :  Lord  John  of  Lancafler,  go  you  with  him, 

T.  Job.  ,Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefle  I  did  bleed  too. 
Prin.  I  befeech  your  Ma jefty  make  up, 

Leaft  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 
King,  I  will  do -fo  : 

My  Lord  of  Weftmerland,  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 

Weft.  Come  my  Lord,  Pie  lead  you  to  your  Tent. 
Prin.  Lead  me,  my  Lord  ?  I  do  not  need  your  help^ 

And  heaven  forbid  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 

The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this^ 

Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lyes  trbden  oh. 
And  Rebels  Armes  triumph  in  malfacres. 

Joh.  We  breath  too  long :  come,  coulin  Weftmerland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lyes,  for  heavens  fake  come. 

Prin.  By  heaven  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lahcafter, 
I  did  not  think,  thee  Lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 

Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  refpedr,  thee  as  my  Soule, 

King.  I  faw  him  hold  Lord  ̂ Percjzx  the  pointj 
With  luftier  maintenance  then  I  did  look  for 

Of  fuch  anungrown  Wan-iour* 
Prin.  O  this  Boy,  lends  mettle  to  us  all,  Exit 

Enter  Dowglas. 

Dow.  Another  King  ?  They  grow  like  Hydra's  heads : 
I  am  the  Dowglas  fatall  to  all  thofe 
That  were  thole  colours  on  them.  What  art  thou 

That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfon  of  a  King  ?  • 
King.Thc  King  himlclf :  who  Dowglas  grieves  at  heart So 
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So  many  of  his  fhadqws  thou  hall  met, 
And  not  the  very  King.  I  have  two  Boycs 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  Field : 

But  feeing  thou  fill'lt  on  mc  fo  luckily, 
1  will  affay  thee :  fo  defend  thy  (elf. 

Dow.  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit : 

And  yet  infakh  thou  bcar'lt  thee  like  a  King : 
But  mine  I  am  fure  thou  art,  who  ere  thou  be, 

And  thus  I  win  thee.  They  fight  ,t he  K.  being  in  danger. 
Enter  Prince. 

Frin.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  o;  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again:  the  Spirits 
Of  valiant  Sherly,  Stafford,  Z?//*.?f,are  in  my  Armcs  ; 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threats  thee, 

Who  never  prornifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

They  fight,  ■.  Dowglas  flyeth. 
Cheerly  My  Lord  :  how  fares  your  Grace? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent, 

And  fo  hath  Clifton  :  1'le  to  C//ff0»ftraight. 
King.  Stay,  and  breath  a  while. 

Thou  haft  redtem'd  thy  loft  opinion, 
And  fhew'd  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

Prin.  O  heaven,  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid  I  heaikned  to  your  death. 
,If  it  werefo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Dowglas  over  you, 
Which  .would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poyfonous  Potions  in  the  world, 

And  Cav'd  the  Treacherous  labour  of  youi  Son. 
j  K.  makeup  to  Clifton,Vk to  Sir  Nichol.  Gaufey.Exit. 

Enter  Hotfpnrre. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 
Prin.  Thou  fpeakeft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 
Hot.  My  name  is  H arry  Percy. 
Prin.  Why  then  I  fee  a  very  valiant  rebell  of  that  name. 

, I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  think  not  Percy, 

■  To  fhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Tsvo  Stans  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  Sphere, 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reigne, 

Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Hot.  Nor  (nail  it,  Harry,  for  the  houre  is  come 

To  end  the  one  of  us ;  and  would  to  heaven, 

Thy  name  in  Armes,  were  now  as  great  as  mine. 
Prin.  Tie  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee, 

And  all  the  budding  Honours  on  thy  Creft, 
Tie  crop  to  make  a  Garland  for  my  head. 

Hot .  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  Vanities.  WrgBk. 
Enter  Falfiaffe. 

Fal.  Well  faid,#V,  to  it  Hal.  Nay  you  fhall  find  no 

Boyes  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 
Enter  Dowglas  ,  he  fights  with  Falfiaffe,  who  falls  down 

at  if  he  were  dead.  The  Prince  kjlleth  Percy. 

Hot,  Oh  Harry,  thou  haft  rob'd  me  of  my  youth : 
I  better  brook  the  lofle  of  bitter  life, 
Then  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me, 

They  wound  my  thpughts  worfe,  then  the  fword  my  flefh: 

But  thought's  the  flave  of  Life,  and  Life  Times  foole; 
And  Time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Mufthavea  flop.  O,  I  could  Prophefie, 

"But  that  the  Earth,  and  the  cold  hand  of  death, 
j  Lyes  on  my  Tongue :  No,  'Percy,  thou  art  duft 
'  And  food  for  

Prin.  For  Wormes,brave  Percy.  Farewell  great  heart : 

IH-weav'd  Ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk  ? 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 

A  Kingdome  for  it  was  too  lir.all  a  bound  : 
But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  Earth 
Is  room  enough.  This  Earth  that  bears  the  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  to  ftout  a  Gentleman. 

If  thou  wer't  fenfible  of  curtefie, 
I  fhould  not  make  fo  greac  a  fhow  of  Zeale. 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face, 
And  even  in  thy  behalfe,  Tie  thank  my  felfe 
For  doing  thefe  fair  Rites  of  Tendernefle. 
Adiew,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heaven, 

Thy  ignominy  deep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 
But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph. 

What?  Old  Acquaintance ?  Could  not  all  this  flefli 

Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  Poor  Jack,  farewell : 

I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  fhould  have  a  heavy  mifle  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 
Death  hath  not  (truck  fo  fat  a  Dear  to  day, 

Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloudy  Fray : 
Imbowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  byy 
Till  then,  in  bloud?  by  Noble  Percy  lye.  Exit\ 

Falfiaffe  rifeth  Hp. 

Falft.  Imbowell'd  ?  If  thou  imbowell  me  to  day,FM 
give  you  leave  to  powder  mc,  and  eat  me  too  to  morro 

'Twastime  to  counterfeit ,  or  that  hot  Termagant  Sc 
had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit?!  am  no  coun 
terfeit ;  to  dye ,  is  to  be  a  counterfeit ,  for  he  is  but  th 
counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man :  Bu 

to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  istobti 
no  counterfeit ,  but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  in- 

deed.   The  better  part  of  Valour ,  is  Difcretion ;  in  eh 
which  better  part ,  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am  afraid  : 

this  Gun-powder  Percy  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  " 
fhould  counterfeit  too ,  and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid  he  woul 

prove  the  better  counterfeit :  therefore  Fie  make  him  fure 

yea,  and  Tie  fwear  I  kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rrfe 
well  as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes ,  and  no-bo 
fees  me.  Therefore,firra,with  a  new  wound  in  your  thig 

come  you  along  with  me.    Takes  Hotfpm-re  on  his  bacl^ 
Enter  Prince,  and  John  of  Lancafier. 

Prin.  Come  Brother  John,  full  bravely  haft  tbou  flefjbt 
thy  Maiden  fword. 

John.  But  loft,  who  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

Prin.  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 

Breathlefle,  and  bleeding  on  the  ground :  Art  thou  alive  ? 
Or  is  it  fantafie  that  playesupon  our  eye-fight  ? 
I  prethee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  eyes 
Without  our  ears.  Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Falsi:.  No,  that's  certain  :  I  am  not  a  double  man :  but 
if  l  am  not  Jack_  fa/fiaffe,x.\\cn  am  I  a  Jack  :  There  is  Per- 

cy, if  your  Father  will  do  me  any  Honor,fo:if  not,  let  him 
kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be  Earle  6i 
Duke,  I  can  allure  you. 

Prin.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee  dead. 
Fal.  Dld'ftthou  ?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world  k  given 

to  Lying  ?  I  grant  you  1  was  down ,  and  out  of  Bieath, 
and  fo  was  he,  but  we  rofc  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought 

a  long  houre  by  Shrewsbury  clock  ,  if  I  may  be  believed, 
fo :  if  not ,  let  them  that  fhould  reward  Valour ,  bear 

the  finne  upon  their  own  heads.  Tie  take't  on  my  death 
I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  Thigh  :  if  the  man  were  a- 
live  and  would  deny  it ,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  oi 

my  fword. 
John..  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  c're  I  heard. 
Prin.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow,  Brother  John. 

Come 
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j  Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  pare ,  if  a  lye  may  do  the  grace, 

Tie  guil'd  it  with  the  happieft  terme s  I  have. 
A  Retreat  is  founded. 

The  Trumpets  found  Retreat,  the  day  is  ours  : 

Come  Brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  field, 
To  fee  what  Friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. ;  Exeunt 

pal.  I'le  follow  as  they  fay,  for  Reward..  He  that  re- 
wards me,  heaven  reward  him.  If  I  do  grow  great  a?ain. 

He  grow  lefle  ?  For  I'le  purge ,  and  leave  Sack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  Noble  man  fhould  do.  Exit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

The  Trumpets  found. 

Enter  King  y  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafiery 
Earle  of  Weftmerland,  with  JVorcefter  and 

Vernon  Prifonert. 

King.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  finde  Rebuke, 
lil-fpirited  Worcefter,  did  we  not  fend  Grace, 
Pardon,  and  termes  of  Love  to  all  of  you  ? 

And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  > 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  KinTrnans  truft  ? 

Three  Knights  upon  our  party  flain  to  day, 
A  Noble  Earle  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  houre, 

If  like  a  Chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  borne, 
Betwixt  our  Armies,  true  Intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to, 

And  I  embrace  this  foiuinepauencly, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided,  it  falls  on  me. 

King.  Bear  Worcefter  to  death, and  Vernoti'tQo. Other  Offenders  we  will paufe  upon. 

Exit  Ware  eft  er  and  Vernon. 

How  goes  the  Field?  '  ' Prin.  The  Noble  Scot  Lord  Dowg/as,  when  he  faw 

The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  Noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men, 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft ; 

And  falling  from  a  hilj,  he  was  fo.  bruiz'd 
That  the  Purfuers  took  him.  At  my  Tent 
The  Dowgloi  is,  and  I  befeech  your  Grace, 

I  may  difpofe  of  him. 
King.  Withall  my  heart. 
Prin.  Then  Brother  John  of  Lancafter, 

To  you  this  honourable  bounty  fhall  belong : 

Go  to  the  Dowglas,  and  deliver  him  • 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomelefs  and  free : 
His  Valour  ftiewn  upon  our  Crefts  to  day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  deeds, 
Even  in  the  bofome  of  our  Adverfaries.  . 

King.  Then  this  remains :  that  we  divide  our  Power. 
You  Son  John,  and  my  Coufin  Wcftmerland 

Towards  York  (hall  bend  you,  with  your  de'ereft  fpeed 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  Prelate  Scroop, 
Who  (as  we  hear)  are  bufily  in  Armes.  ,  , 
My  Self^  and  Son  Harry  will  towards  Wal^s, 
To  fight  with  Glendowcr,  and  the  Earle  of  March, 
Rebellion  in  this  Land  fhall  lofe  his  way, 
Meeting  the  Check  of  fuch  another  day  j 
And  fince  this  bufinefs  fo  fair  is  done, 

Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  wonne.        Excftnt.  j 
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The  Second  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 

Containing  his  Death  :  and  Coronation  of 

King  Henry  the  Fift. 

^lltw  Trimiu.  Scena  Trima* 

Induction. S cena  Secunda, 

Enter  %gmor. 

Pen  your  Ears  :  For  which  of  you  will  flop 
The  vent  of  Hearing,whcn  loud  Rumo>  fpeak6? 
I,  from  the  Oiicnt,to  the  drooping  Wert 

_  '  Making  the  wind  my  Poit-horfe)ltill  unfold 
The  A  els  commenced  on  this  Ball  of  Earth. 

Upon  my  Tongue  continuall  Slanders  ride, 
The  which,  in  every  Language,  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  them  with  falfe  Reports : 

:ak  of  Peace,  while  covert  Enmity 

(Under  the  fmileof  tafety) wounds  the  World : 
And  who  but  Rumor,  who  but  onely  I 

Make  feavfulLMuffeis,  and  prepai'd  Defence, 
Whil'ft  the  big  year,  fwolne  with  fome  other  griefs, 
Is  thought  with  childe,  by  the  fiern  Tyrant  War ; 
And  no  fuch  matter.  Rumor  is  a  Pipe 

Blown  by  Surmife,  Jealoufies,  Conjectures; 
And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plain  a  (top, 
That  the  blunt  Monlter,  with  uncounted  heads, 

The  ftill  difcordant,  wavering  Multitude,  .  ., 

Can  play  upon  it.  But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well-known  Body  to  Ana/.homizc 

Among  rny  '  ;onrhold  ?  Why  is  Rumor  here  ? 
I  run  before  King  Harries  victory, 

Who  in  a  bloudy  field  by  Shrewsbury 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotfpurre,  and  his  Troops, 

Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion, 

Even  with  the  Rebels  bloud.  But  what  mean  I  - 
To  fpeak  of  truth  at  firft  ?  My  Office  is 

To  noyfe  abroad,  chat  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  Wrath  of  Noble  H  of/purr' sSwoid : 
And  that  the  King,  before  the  Dowglas  Rage 

Stoop'dhis  ̂ nnointed  head,  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumnr'd  through  the  peafant-Tcwn'S. Between  the  Royall  Field  of  Shrewsbury, 
Ana  this  Wonn-eaten-Hole  of  ragged  Stone, 

Where  Hot [purr's Father,  old  Northumberland, 
(Lyes  cro  fey  fkk.  The  Ports  come  tyring  on, 
And  not  a  than  of  them  brings  other  news 

Then  they  have  learn'd  of  me.  From  Rumors  Tongues, 

They  bring  fmooth-Comforts-falfe ,  worfe  then  True- 
wrongs.  Exit 

Enter  Lord  Bariolfe^and  the  Porter. 
L.  Bar,  Who  keeps  the  Gate  hoa  ? 

Where  is  the  Earle  ? 

Tor.  What  fhall  I  fay  you  are  ? 
L.  Bar.  Tell  thou  the  Earle 

That  the  Lord  Bardolfe  doth  attend  him  here. 

Tor.  His  Lordfhip  is  walk'd  fonh  into  the  Orchard, 
Pleafe  it  your  Honor,  knock  but  ai  the  Gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

L.  Bar.  Here  comes  the  Earle. 

Nor.  What  news  Lord  Bardolfe  ?  EvVy  minute  how 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fome  Stratagem  : 

The  l  lmes  are  wilde :  contention  (like  a  Horfe 
Full  of  high  feeding)  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

L.  Bar.  Noble  Earle, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury, 
Nor.  Good,  and  heaven  will. 

L.  Bar.  As  good  as  heart  can  wilh : 
The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death : 
And  in  the  Fortune  of  my  Lord  your  Son, 

Prince Harrydz in  outright:  and  both  the  Blunts 

Kill'd  by  the  hand  or  Dowglas.  Young  Prince  Johny 
And  Weftmerland,  >nd  Scafford,fled  the  Field. 

And  Harry  Monmouth's  Brawn  (The  Hulk  Sir  John) 
Is  prifoner  to  your  Son.  O,  fuch  a  Day. 

(So  fought,  fo  follow'd,  and  fo  fairly  wonne) 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignifie  the  Times 
Since  Cafars  Fortunes. 

Nor.  How  is  this  dcriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  Field  ?  Capie  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

L.Bar.  I  fpake  with  one(my  L.)that  came  from  thence 
A  Gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 

That  freely  render'd  me  this  news  for  true. 
N$r.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Trovers,  whom  I  fent 

On  Tuefday  laft,toli(ten  after  News. Enter  Tr avers. 

L.  Bar.  My  Lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 

And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  then  he  (haply)  may  retaile  from  me. 

Nor.  Now  TraverSywhzt  good  tidings  comes  from  you? 
1  Tra. 
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Ira.  My  Lord,  John  Vmfrevi /I, lum'd  me  back 

With  joy  full  tydins  ;  and  (being  beccer  hois'd)  f_ 
Ouc-todc  inc.  After  him,  came  fpurring  haid  £ 

A  Genle.r.an  (almoft  fore-fpent  with  tpeetJ) 

That  ftopp'd  by  me,  to  breathe  his  bloodied'  horfe. 
He  ask'd  rhe  way  ro  Chejler  :  And  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  Newes  from  Shrewsbury  : 
He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill  luck, 

And  that  young  Harry  Percles  Spurre  was  cold. 
With  chat  he  gave  his  able  Ho;  ie  the  head, 
And  bending  forward  ftrook  his  able  heels 

Againlt  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  Jade 
Up  to  the  Rowell  head,  and  ftarung  fo, 

He  icetn'd  in  running,  to  devoure  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  qucftion. 

North.  Ha  ?  A^ain  : £7  -m  .....  v  ■ 
Said  he  young  Harry  Percies  Spurre  was  cold  ? 

Of  Hotfpurre,  cold-Spmre)  that  Rebellion, 

'"id  met  ill  luck? 
i.  B or.  My  Lord  .•  Tie  tell  you  what, 
my  young  Lord  your  Son,  have  not  the  day , 
pen  mine  Honour,  for  a  filken  point 

Pie  give  my  Barony.  Never  talk  of  it. 

\  .ivV.Why  fhould  the  Gentleman  that  rode  by  Travtrs 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  Loflc  ? 

L.  Bar.  Who  he  > 

He  was  fome  hielding  Fellow,  that  had  ftoln 
The  Horfe  he  rode  on  :  and  upon  my  life 

•Spake  at  adventure.  Look,  here  comes  more  Newes. 

Enter  UHorton. 

Nor.  Yea,  this  mans  brow,  like  to  a  Title-leaf, 
Foretells  the  Nature  of  a  Tragick  Volume  : 
So  looks  the  Sttond,  when  the  Imperious  Flood 
Hath  left  a  witneft  Ufurpation. 

Say,  Morton,  did' ft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  > 
Mor^  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury  (my  Noble  Lord) 

Where  hatefull  death  put  on  his  uglieft  Mask 
To  fright  our  party. 
E  Nar.  How  doth  my  Son,  and  Brother  ? 

Thou  trembi'ft  ;  and  the  whiceneffe  in  thy  Cheek 
B  apter  then  thy  Tongue,  to  tell  thy  Errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritleffe, 

So  dull,  fo  dead  in,  look,  fo  woe-be-gone, 
Dew  Prlams  Curtain,  in  the  dead  of  night , 

And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  turn'd. 
Rut  Priam  found  the  Fire,  ere  he  his  Tongue  : 

And  I,  my  Percles  death,  ere  thou  report'ft  it. 
This,  thou  would'ft  fay  :  Your  Son  did  thus,  and  thus : 
You  Brother,  thus.  So  fought  the  Noble  Dowglas^ 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds. 
But  in  the  end  (to  flop  my  Ear  indeed) 
Though  haft  a  Sigh,  to  blow  away  this  Praifc, 
Ending  with  Brother,  Son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor.  Do-wglas  is  living,  and  your  Brother,  yet : 
But  for  my.  Lord,  your  Son. 

No.  Why  he  is  dead. 

See  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpition  hath  ; 
He  that  but  feares  the  thing,  he  would  not  know  , 
Hath  by.  Inftinft,  knowledge  from  others  Eyes,  . 

That  what  he  fcar'd,  is  chane'd.  Yet  fpeak  {Mort»n) 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  Divination  Lies , 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweec  Difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich,  for  doing  rm  fuch  wrong. 

.  Mor.  You  are  too  great,  to  be  (by  me)  gainfaid  : 

Your  Spi.it:  is  coo  true,  your  Fcarcs  too  certain. 

Nor.  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
T  fee  a  ftrange  ConfelTion  in  thine  Eye  : 

Thou  fhak'/t  thy  head,  and  hold'ft  it"  Fear,  or  Sin, To  (peak  a  truck  If  he  be  flain,  fay  f o  : 

The  Tongue -offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  ; 
And  he  ddthfin  that  doth  belye  the  dead  : 
Not  he,  which  fayes  the  dead  is  not  alive : 
Yet  the  fLft  bringer  of  unwelcome  Ne  wes 
Hath  but  a  loofing  Office  :  and  his  Tongufj 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  Bell 

Rcmembred,  knolling  a  departing  Friend, 
L.  Bar.  I  cannot  think  (my.  Lord)  your  Son  is  dead. 
Mor.  I  am  forry  I  (liquid  force  you  to  believe 

That,  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  notfeen. 

But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  ftace, 

Rend'rins>  faint  quittance  (weaj  icd,  and  out-breath'd) 
To  Henry  Monmouth^  whole  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  ^Perey  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  (with  life)  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few ;  his  death  (vyhofe  lpirk  lent  a  fire,, 
Even  to  the  dulleft  Fcazsnt  in  his  Camp) 

Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away  - 

From  the  beft  temper'd  Coi'rage  in  his  Troops, 
For  from  his  Mettle  was  liis  Party  fteel'd  ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 

Tum'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  Lead, 

And  ns  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greatcft  ipced, 
So  did  our  Men,  heavy  in  Hotfpurres  lofTe, 
Lend  to  this  weight,  fuch  lightnefie  with  their  Fear, 
That  Arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  then  ayme, 
Then  did  our  Souldicrs  (ayming  at  their  fafety ) 

Fly  from  the  field.  Then  was  that  Noble  Worcester 

Too  Coon  ta'ne  piifoner :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
(The  bloody  Dovrglas)  whofe  well-labouring  fword 

Had  three  times  fla^n  th'appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gaa  vail 'his  ftomaek,  and  did  grace  the  fhamc 

Of  thofe  that  tum'd  their  back:  and  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  Fear,  was' took.  The  fumme  of  all, 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpecdy  power,  to  encounter  you  my  Lord, 
Under  the  conduft  of  young  Lancafier 

And  Wejimerland,  This  is  the  Newes  at  full. 
Nor.  For  this,  I  fhall  have  time  enough  co  mourn. 

In  Poyfon  there  is  Pkyfick :  and  this  newes 
(Having  been  Well)  that  would  have  made  me  fickj 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  mcaluremade  me  well. 
And  as  the  Wretch,  whole  Fcaver-weakned  joynts , 
Like  ftrcngthlefle  Hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Imparentof  his  Fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  Keepers  armes :  Even  fo,,  my  Limbs  i 

(Weakncd  with  grief)  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  themfelves.  .Hence  therefote  thou  nice  crutch, 
A  fcaly  Gauntlet  now,  with  joynts  of  Steel 
Muft  glove  his  hand.  And  hence  thou  fickly  Quoif , 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 

Which  Princes  flefh'd  withConqucft,ayrnc  to  Kit. 
Now  bind  my  Brows  with  Iron,  and  approach 

The  ragged'ft  hour  that  Time  and  Spight  dare  bring 

To  frown  upon  th'  enrag'd  Northumberland. Let  Heaven  kifle  Earth :  now  let  not  Natures  hand 

Keep  the  wild  Flood  confin'd  :  Let  Order  die, 
And  let  the  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage 
To  feed  Contention  in  a  lingring  Act  t 

But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Caltt, 
1  i  Reiga 
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Reign  in  all  bofomes,  that  each  heart  being  let 
On  bloody  Courfcs,  the  rude  Scene  may  end, 
And  darkneflc  be  the  buritr  of  the  dead.  (Honour. 

L.Bar.  Sweet  Earl,  divorce  not  wifdomc  from  your 
Mor.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  Complices 

Lean  on  your  health,  the  which  if  you  gi  ve  o're 
To  ftormy  Pallion,  muft  perforce  decay. 

You  caft  th'cvent  of  War  (my  Noble  Lord) 
And  fumm'd  the  accompt  of  Chance,  before  you  laid, 
Let  us  make  head ;  It  was  your  prefw  mizr, 
That  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  Son  might  drop. 

You  knew  he  walk'd  o're  perils,  on  an  Wee 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  then-  to  get  o're  : 
(Toa  were  advis'd  his  flefh  was  capable 
Of  Wounds,  and  Scans  ;  and  that  his  forward  Spirit 

Would  lift  him,  where  moft  trade  of  danger  rang'd, 
8fec  did  you  fay,  go  forth  :  and  none  of  this 

(Though  ftrongly  apprehended)  could  reftrain 
The  ftiffe. born  action  :  what  hath  then  befaln  ? 

0r  whas$&$  this  bold  cnterpnze  brought  forth, 

Mote  then  that-B'cing,  which  was  like  to  be  ? 
L.  Bar.  We  all  that  arc  engaged  to  this  loffe  , 

Knew  that  we\  venter'd  on  fuch  dangerous  Seas , 
^That  if  we  wrought  out  life,  was  ten  to  one  : 

^nd  yet  we  venter'd  for  the  gain  propos'd, 
phoak'd  the  rcfpe<&  of  likely  peril  fear'd, 
And  fince  we  are  o're-fet,  venter  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth  ;  Body,  and  Goods. 

Mor.'Tis  more  then  time  :  And  (my  moft  noble  Lord) 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth  : 
The  gentle  Arch-Bifhop  of  r^is  up 
With  well  appointed  Powers :  he  is  a  man 
Who  with  a  double  Surety  bindeshis  Followers. 

My  Lord  (your  Son)  had  onelybut  the  Corps, 
But  fhadows,  and  the  fhews  of  men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  word  (Rebellion)  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies,  from  their  foul*, 

And  they  did  fight  with  qucafineiTe,conftiain'd 
As  men  drink  Potions ;  that  their  Weapons  only 

Scem'd  on  our  fide  :  but  for  their  Spirits  and  Souls, 
This  word  (Rebellion)  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  Fifh  arc  in  a  Pond.  But  nowf  the  B;uhop 
Turns  InfurrccTion  to  Religion, 

Suppos'd  fmcere,  and  holy  irt  his  Thoughts : 
He's  follow'd  both  with  Body,  and  with  Mindc  : 
And  doth  enlarge  his  Rifing,  with  the  blood 

1  Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones  , 
{Derives  from  heaven  his  Quarrel!,  and  his  Caufc: 
Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  Land, 
Gafping  for  life,  under  great  Bullingbrookj, 
And  more,  and  Ieffe,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before.  But  t©  fpeak  truth, 

This  p;efent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfell  every  man 
The  aptcfl  way  for  fafcty,  and  revenge  : 
Get  Pofh,and  Letters,  and  make  Friends  with  fpced, 

Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  Exeunt 

Scena  Tertia. 

brain  of  i^is  foolifh  compounded  Clay-man,  is  notabl 
to  invenfany  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  then 

inve#t,.or  is  indented  on  inc.  I  am  not  onely  witty  in  in 
fellpbut  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  doe  hci 

walk  before  thee,  like  a  Sow,  that  hath  o'rewhelm'd  a 
her  Litter,  but  one.  If  the  Prince  put  thee  into  irry  Ser 
vice  for  any  other  reafon,  then  to  fct  me  off,  why  then 
have  no  judgement.  Thau  horfon  Mandrake,  thou  ai 
fitcer  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  then  to  wait  at  my  heeles. 

was  never  maim'd  with  an  Agot  till  now  :  but  I  will  fc 
you  neither  in  Gold,  nor  Silver,  but  in  vilde  apparcll,an( 
fend  you  back  again  to  your  Mafter,  for  a  Jewell.  Tm 
Juvenall  (the  Prince  your  Mafter)  whofe  Chin  is  not 

Enter  Falflajfe,  and  Page. 

Fal.  Sirra,you  giant,what  fays  the  Do£t.  to  my  water? 
Pag.  He  faid,fir,  the  water  it  fclf  was  a  good  heal- 

thy water :  but  for  the  party  that  ow'd  it,  he  might  have more  difeafes  then  he  knew  for. 

Fal.  Men  of  all  forts  cake  a  pride  to  gird  at  me :  the 

yet  fledg'd,  I  will  fooner 
have  a  beard  grow  in  the  Pain 

of  my  hand,  then  he  fhall  get  one  on  h  is  check  :  yet  h 
will  not  flick  to  fay,  his  Face  is  a  Face-Royall.  Heavei 
may  fmifh  it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifleyet:  hi 

may  keep  it  ftiil  as  a  Face-Royall,  for  a  Barber  fhall  ne- 
ver earn  fix  pence  out  of  it  ;and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,a 

if  he  had  writ  man  ever  fince  his  Father  was  a  Batcnill 

lor.  He  may  keep  his  own  Grace.,  but  he  is  almoft  outbl 
mine, I  can  affure  him.  What  faidM.  DombledonJzbdM 
the  Satten  for  my  ftiort  Cloak,  and  Slops  ? 

Pag.  He  faid,  fir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better  AfTtiJ 
ranee,  then  Bardolfe  •  lie  would  not  take  his  Bond  and 

yours,  he  lik'd  not  the. Security. 
Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  hi| 

Tongue  be  hotter,  a  horfon  Achitoyhel,  a  Rafcally-yesM 
forfooth-knave,  to  bear  a  Gentleman  in  hand ,  and  then 

ftand  upon  Security  ?  The  horfon  fmooth-pares  doe  now 
wear  nothing  but  high  fhooes,  and  bunches  of  Kcyesad 

their  girdles:  and  if  a  man  is  through  with  them  in  ho-l 
neft Taking-up, then  they  muft  ftand  upon  Security:! 
had  as  lief  they  would  put  Rats-bane  in  my  mouth,  as 

offer  to  flop  it  with  Security.  I  look'd  he  fhould  have 
fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  Satten  (  as  I  am  a  true 
Knight )  and  he  fends  me  Security.  Well, he  may  fleepin 
Security,  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  Abundance  :  and  the 
lightneflc  of  his  Wife  fhines  through  it,  and  yet  cannot 
he  fee,  though  he  have  his  own  Lanthorn  to  light  him, 
Where's  Bardolfe  ? 

Pag.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield  to  buy  your  Worfhip 
a  Horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Patties,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horfe 

in  Sm'it h 'field.  If  I  could  get  me  a  wife  in  the  Stewes,I 
were  Mann'd,  Hors'd,  and  Wiv'd. 

Enter  Chief  Juflice,  and  Servant. 

Pag.  Sir,  here  comes-  trie' Nobleman  that  committed 
the  Piince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolfe, 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.  Jttfi.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ; 
Ser.  Faljlaffe,  and't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip. 
Juft.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  Robbery  ? 

Ser.  He,  my  Lord,  but  he  hath  fince  done  good  fer- 
vice  at  Shrewsbury:  and  (as  I  heai)  is  now  going  with 
fomc  Charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  Lancaster. 

fufl.  What,  to  Tork Call  him  back  again. Ser.  Sir  John  Falftafe. 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Pag.  You  muft  fpeak  lowder,  my  Mafter  is  deaf. 

Jufl.  I  am  fure  he  is,to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good.' 
Go  pluck  him  by  the  Elbow.  I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Ser.  Sir  J*hn. 

Fal.  What?a  young  knave  &  beg>Is  there  not  wars?  Is 
therr  not  employment  ?  Doth  not  the  K.lack  fubjc£te?do 
not  the  Rebels  want  Soldiers?  Thongh  it  be  a  fhame  to  be 

on 
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on  any  fide  buc  one,  it  is  worfc  lhamc  to  beg,  chen  to  be  i  unquiet  time,  for  your  quiet  o're-pofting  that  Adtion. 
:  on  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfc  then  che  name  of  Rebcl- 
!  lion  can  tell  how  to  make  it. 
!    Str.  You  miftakc  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  Why,  fir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man? 

1  Setting  my  Knight-hood,  and  my  Souldierfhip  afide,  I 
I  hadlycd  in  my  throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Scr.  I  pray  yoO  (Sir)  then  fet  your  Knighthood  and 

your  Souldicr-fhip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lye  in  your  throat,  If  you  fay  I  am  any  other  then  an 
honeft  man* 

Fal.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  Co?  Hay  afide  that 

Which  grows  to  me  ?  If  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  mc,hang 

me,  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wer't  better  be  hang'd :  you 
Hunt-counter :  hence,  avant. 

Sir.  Sir,  «iy  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Jufi.  Sir  John  Filfiajfey  a  word  widi  you. 
F al.  My  good  Lord :  givcyoui  Lordfhio  good  time  of 

e  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfhip  Sbtroad  •  I  beard 
IV  your  Lordfhip  was  fick.  I  hope  your  Lordship  goes 

ad  by  advice.  Your  Lordfiiip  (though  not  clean  part 
our  youth)  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  age  in  you  :  fbme 

Uifh  of  the  faltneflc  of  time :  and  I  moft  humbly  beic- .  i) 
|four  Lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

Jufi.  Sir  johityl  fent  for  you  before  your  Expedition 
to  Shrewsbury. 

Vol.  Ifitpleafe  your  Lordfhip,  I  hear  his  Majefty  h 

{returned  with  fome  difccrnfo,rt  (romWales. 
Jufi.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty  :  you  Woukl  not  cct 

when  I  fenr  for  you  ? 

F*t.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highneffc  is  fain  ir>t  - 
this  fame  whorfon  Apoplexy.  (y0i. 

Jufi.  Well, heaven  mend  him.Ipray  let  me  fpor-k  with 
Fal,  This  Apoplexy  is  (as  I  take  it)  a  kind  of  Lethar- 

gy, a  flceping  of  the  blood,  a  horfon  Tingling. 
Jufi.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

Fal.  My  Lord  ?  (Wolf. 1 
Jufi.  But  fincc  all  is  wel!,kccp  it  forvvake  hot  a  flecping 
Fal.  To  wake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmcll  a  Fox. 

/».Whac?you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part  burnt  out. 
Fal.  A  Waffell-Candle,my  Lord;all  Tallow :  if  I  did 

fay  of  Wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 
.    fit.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  buc  fhould 
have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

lufi.  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down,  like his  evil  Angel. 

Fal.  N  >t  fo  '  my  Lord)  your  ill  Angel  is  light:  but  I 
hope,  he  ,iat  k  .)ks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weigh- 

ing ;  and  yet,  in  fome  refpects  I  grant,  I  cannot  go  :  I 
cannot  tell.  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefis  Coftor- 

mongers  daycs,thattrue  valour  isfurn'd  Bear-heard.  Pre 
gnancy  is  made  a  Tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  wit  wafted 

in  giving  Recknings :  all  the  other gifts  appertment  to 
man  (as  the  malice  of  this  Age  fhapes  them  )  are  riot 
worth  a  Goofe-berry.  You  that  are  old,confider  not  the 
capacities  of  us  that  are  young :  you  mcaf«re  the  heat  of 
our  Livers,  with  the  bitternefs  of  your  galls:  and  we  that 

£'  C  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I  muft  confefs,  are  waggs 
too. 

/«/?.  Doe  you  fet  down  your  name  in  thefcrowleof 
.rut  aie  wrfaen  down  old, with  all  the  Characters 

of  age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moyft  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ?  a  yellow 
cheek?a  white  beardpa  decreafing  legfaa  incrcafing  belly? 

U  not  your  voyce  broken?  your  wind  fhort?your  wit  fin- 

0  j#and  every  part  about  you  Dialled  with  Antiquityp'and vtfill  ou  call  your  felf  young  ?  Fy>fie,  fie,  Sir  John. 
Fal.  My  Lord,I  was  born  with  a  white  head,and  fom- 

1  ing  a  round  belly.  For  my  voyce,  I  have  loft  it  with 
hoi! owing  and  finging  of  Anthems.   To  approve  my 

1  youth  fifftjierj  •  will  not.  The  truth  is,  I  am  onely  old  in 

Fal.  It  hath  its  originall  from  much  grief ;  from  ftu     '  judgement  and  understanding,  and  he  that  will  caper 
and  perturbation  of  the  brain.  I  have  read  the  caufc  of 
his  efte&s  in  Galen.  It  is  a  kind  of  deafneffe. 

Jufi.  I  think  you  are  fain  into  that  difeafc :  for  you 
hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well  (my  Lord)  very  well :  rather  an't 
pleafe  you)  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  Liftning,  the  malady 
of  not  Marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withall. 

Jufi.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend  the  at- 
tention of  your  cars,and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your  Phyfitian. 

Fal.  Tarn  as  poor  as  Joby  my  Lord;but  not  fo  patient: 
your  Lordfhip  may  minifter  the  Potion  of  imprifonment 
to  me,  in  refpect  of  Poverty  :  but  bow  I  fhould  be  your 
Patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make 
fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  indeed,  a  fcruple  it  felf. 

Jufi.  I  fent  for  you  (when  there  were  matters  againft 
you  for  your  life)  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  learned  Council, 
in  the  Laws  of  this  Land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

J«.Well,the  truth  is(fir  John)you  live  in  great  infamy. 
Fal.Hc  that  buckles  him  in  my  Belt,cannot  jive  in  lefs. !  but  I  am  thruft  upon  it.  Well,  I  cannot  laft  ever. 

J*/?.  Your  Means  is  very  flcnder,and  your  wafte  great.  J    lufi.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,and  heaven  blerTe  your 
Fal,  I  would  it  were  otherwise :  I  would  my  Means  Expedition, 

were  greater,  and  my  Wafte  flendcrer.  f    Fal.  Will  your  Lordfhip  lend  rric  a  thoufand  pound, 
Jufi.  You  have  mifled  theyouthfull  Prince.  ;to  furnifh  me  forth  ? 

Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  mifled  me.  I  am  the  '  lufi.  Not  a  pcnny,not  a  penny  :  you  are  too  impatient 
fcellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  Dog.  !to  bear  croffes.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me  to  my 

Jufi.  Well,I  am  loth  to  gall  a  ncw-heal'd  wound  :  your  iCoufin  Wefinterlani.  Exit. 
dayes  fervicc  at  Shrewsbury  ,  hath  a  little  gilded  over  FalM  I  do,fillop  me  with  a  three-mart-Bectle.  A  man 
your  Nights  exploit  on  (Jads-hlll.  You  may  thank  the  can  no  more  feparate  Age  and  Covet  oufneffe,then  he  can 

til.  part 

with  me  for  a  thoufand  Marks,  let  him  lend  mc  the  mo- 

ney ,and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  oth'  ear  that  the  Prince 
pve  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it 
hke  a  fenfible  Lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  it,  and  the 

yonng  Lyon  repents :  Marry  not  in  fack-cloth  ,  but  in 
new  Silk,  and  old  Sack. 

Jufi.  Well,heaven  fend  the  Prince  a  better  companion. 
Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  Companion  a  better  Prince 

cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

/ft/?.Weil,thc  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince  Har- 
ry, I  hear  you  are  going  with  Lord  Iohn  of  Lancafitr,  a» 

gainft  the  Archbifhop,  and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 
Fal.  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it :  but 

look  you  pray,  (all  you  that  kifle  my  Lady  Peace  at 
home)that  our  Armies  joyn  not  in  a  hot  day.for  if  I  take 
but  twofhirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  fweat  ex- 

traordinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  if  I  brandifh  any  thing 

but  my  Bottle,  would  I  might  never  fpit  white  againe  : 
There  is  not  a  dangerous  Action  can  peepe  out  his  head, 
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Part  young  limbs  and  letchery  :  but  the  Gowc  galls  the 
one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other  ;  and  fo  both  the  De- 

grees prevent  my  curfes.  Boy  ? 
Pag.  Sir. 
Fal.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  ? 
Tag.  Seven  groats,  and  two  pence. 
Pal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  Confumption  of 

the  purfe.  Borrowing  onely  lingcis,  and  iingcis  i:  out, 
but  the  difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  my 
Lord  of  Lancafler,  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of 
fVeftmerland  ,  and  this  to  old  Miftris  Urfnla,  whom  I 

have  weekly  fworn  to  marry,  fince  I  perctiv'd  the  firft 
white  hair  on  my  chin.  About  it :  you  know  whereto 
find  me.  A  pox  of  this  Gowt,  or  a  Gowt  of  this  Pox 

rogue with 

my 

sreat 
for  the  one  or  th'other  playcs  the 
toe  :  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  doc  halt,  1  have  the  Warrs  for 
my  colourjand  my  Penfion  fhall  fcem  the  more  reafon 

able :  A  good  wit  wilhnakc  ufc  of  any  thing  :  I  will  turn 
difeafes  to  commodity.  £xe  unt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  ArchbiJhapyHasJings,Mon>kraj,  &  Lor.Bardolfe. 

Ar.  Thus  have  you  heard  gur  caufes,  and  know  our 
And  my  moft  noble  Friends,  I  pray  you  all       (Means : 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes. 
And  firfr (Lord  Marfhall)  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Mow.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  Armes, 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied  , 
How  (in  our  Means)  we  fhould  advance  our  felvcs 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  Power  and  Puiffance  of  the  King. 

Haft.  Our  prefent  Mufters  grow  upon  the  File 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice : 
And  our  Supplies,  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofome  burns 
With  an  incenfed  Fire  of  Injuries. 

L.  Bar.  The  queftion  then  (Lord  Hafti ng s)  ftandeth 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand  (thus, 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland  : 

Hi  ft.  With  him  we  may. 

L.  Bar,  I  marry,  there's  the  point : 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgement  is,  we  fhould  not  ftep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  AlTiftance  by  the  hand. 

For  in  a  Thc^m  fo  bloody  fae'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  Expectation,  and  Surmife 
Of  Aides  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

Arch.  'Tis  true,  Lord  Bardolfe,  for  indeed 
It  was  young  Hetfpnrres  cafe  at  Shrewsbury. 

L.  Bar.  It  was  (my  Lord)  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hope, 
Eating  the  aire,  on  promife  of  Supply, , 
Flattring  himfelf  with  Project  of  a  power  , 

Much  fmaller  then  the  fmalleft  of  his  Thoughts , 
And  fo  with  great  imagination 

(Proper  to  mad  men)  led  his  Powers  to  death, 

And  (winking)  leap'd  into  deftru&ion. 
Haft.  But  (by  your  leave)  it  never  yet  did  hurt, 

To  lay  down  likely-hoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 
L.  Bar.  Yes,  if  this  prefent  quality  of  war, 

Indeed  the  inftant  action :  a  caufe  on  foot, 
Lives  fo  in  hope  :  As  in  an  early  Spring , 

We  fee  th'appeai  ing  buds,  which  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  asDefpair 
ThacFrofts  will  bite  them\  When  we  mean  to  build  , 

We  firft  furvcy  the  Plot,  then  draw  the  Modell, 

And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe , 
Then  muft  we  rate  the  coftof  the  Erection, 
Which  if  we  find  out- weighs  ability, 
What  doe  we  then,  but  draw  a-new  the  Modell 
In  fewer  Offices  (  Or  at  lea  ft,  defift 
To  build  at  all  ?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is  (almoft)  to  pluck  a  Kingdome  down, 
And  fct  another  up)  fhould  wefurvey 
The  plot  of  Situation,  and  the  Modell , 
Content  upon  a  fure  Foundation : 

Queftion  Surveyors,  knew  our  own  eftate. 
How  able  fuch  a  Work  to  undergo , 

To  weigh  againft  his  Oppofite  ?  or  elfe, 
We  fortifie  in  Paper,  and  in  Figures, 
Ufing  the  Names  of  men,  inftead  of  men  : 
Like  one  that  draws  the  Modell  of  a  houfe 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it  ;  who  (half  through) 

Gives  o're,  and  leaves  his  part-created  Coft 
A  naked  fubjecl  to  the  Weeping  Clouds, 
And  wafte,  for  churlifh  Winters  tyranny. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  of  fair  birth) 
Should  be  ftill-born  :  and  that  we  now  poflfeft 
The  utmoft  man  of  expectation  : 
I  think  we  are  a  Body  ftrong  enough 

(Even  as  we  are;  to  equall  with  the  King. 
L.Bar. Whit  is  the  King  but  five  &  twenty  thoufand^ 
Haft.  To  us  no  more:nay  not  fo  much,Lord  Bardolfe. 

For  his  divifions  (as  the  Times  do  brawl) 
Are  in  three  Heads :  one  Power  againft  the  French  , 

And  one  againft  Glendower :  Perforce  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us  :  So  is  theunfirm  King 
In  three  divided  :and  his  Coffers  found 

With  hollow  Poverty,  and  Emptineffe. 
-rfr.That  he  fhould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  together, 

And  come  againft  us  in  full  puiffance , 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  fhould  do  fo, 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,the  French,  and  Welch 
Baying  him  at  the  heels  :  never  fear  that. 

L.  Bar.  Who  is  it  like  fhould  lead  his  Forces  hither  ? 

Haft.  The  Duke  oiLancafter  and  fVeftmerland: 
Againft  the  Welch  himfelf,  and  Harry  Monmouth. 

But  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French  , 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on: 

And  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  Armes. 
The  Common- wealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choyce, 

Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfetted  : 
An  habitation  giddy,  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 

O  thou  fond  Many,  with  what  loud  applaufe 

Didd'ft  thou  beat  heaven  with  bleffing  Bullingbrook^ 
Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'lt  have  him  be  ? 
And  being  now  trimm'd  up  in  thine  owndefires, 
Thou  (bcaflrly  Feeder)  art  fo  full  of  him, 

That  thou  provok'ft  thy  felf  to  caft  him  up. 
So,  fo,  (thou  common  Dog)  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  glutton-bofome  of  the  Royal  Richard, 

And  now  thou  would'fteat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howl'ft  to  find  it.  What  truft  is  in  thefe  Times  ? 

They,  that  when  Richard  lit'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamour 'd  on  his  grave. 
Thou  that  threw'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  Londonht came  fighing  on, 
After  th'admircd  heels  of  Bullingbrook^ 

Cii'ft  now,  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  again, 

Ana 
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;And  cake  chou  thbCO  thoughts  of  men  accurs'd) 

'  Paft,  and  to  come^feems  befl  ;  things  prefent,  tvorft. 
Mow.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fee  on  f 
Haft.  We  are  Times  fubjedts,and  Time  bids,begon. 

aAtlus  Secundus.  Scena  "Prima. 

Eater  HoftefSz,  with  two  Officers,  Fang,  And  Snare. 

Hoftefe.  Mr.  Fang,  have  you  entied  the  A6tion  ? 

It  is  enter'd. 
Fang. 

Hoft.  Where's  your  Yeoman  ?  Is  it  a  lufty  yeoman  ? Will  he  ftand  to  it  ? 

Fang.  Sirra,  whe re's  Snare  f 
Hoft.  I,  I,  good  M.  Snare.. 
Stare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  muft  Arreft  Sir  John  Falftaffe. 

Hoft.  I,  good  M.Sxare,  I  have  enter'd  him,  and  all* Sit.  It  may  chance  colt  Lome  of  bs  our  lives:he  will  ftab. 

He/}.  AJafs-the-day:  caice  heed  of  him  :  he  ftabb'd  me 
mmine  own  houfe,  and  rrt  moft  beaftly  :he  cares  not 
what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out.  He  will 

foyn  like  any  devil,  he  will  fpare  nekner  man,  woman, 
nor  child. 

Fan.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thruft. 
Hoft.  No,  nor  I  neicher :  Tie  be  at  your  elbow. 
Fang.  If  I  but  fift  him  once  :  if  become  but  within 

my  V  ce. 
Hoft.  I  am  undone  with  his  going :  I  warrant  he  is  an 

infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  M.  Fang,  hold  him 
fure  :  good  M.Snare,  let  him  not  fcape,  he  comes  contrui- 
antly  to  Pie-corner  (faving  your  manhoods)  to  hu<  a 
Saddle,  and  he  is  invited  to  dinner  to  the  htebbars-he^d 
in  Lombard-ftreet  to  M.  Smoothes  the  Silkmtn.  I  prry 

ye  fince  my  Action  is  enter'd,  and  my  Cak  10  openly 
known  to  the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  ftis  aniwer. 
A  hundred  Mark  is  a  long  one,  for  a  pnor  lone  woman 
to  bear :  and  i  have  born,  and  born,and  born ;  and  have 

bin  fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  te  tb?.'  -'uy, 
that  it  is  a  fhame  to  be  chought  on.  There  is  no  ,hoiv..fty 
in  fuch  dealing,  unlelfe  a  Woman  fhould  be  made  an 
Afle  and  a  Beaft,  to  bear  every  Knaves  wrong. 

Enter  Falftajfe  and  Bardolfe. 
Yonder  he  comes,  and  that  arrant  Malmfey-Nofe  Bar- 
iolfe  with  him,  do  your  offices,  do  your  offices :  M.Fang, 
and  M.  Snare,  do  me, do  me,  do  me  your  offices. 

Fal.  How  now?  whofe  Mare's  dead?  what's  the  matter? 
Fang.Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Milt.  Quickly. 
Fal.  Away  Varlets,dr^w  Bardolfe  i  Cut  me  off  the  Vil- 

lains head :  throw  the  Quean  in  the  Channell. 

Heft.  Throw  me  in  the  channd!?Ple  throw  thee  there. 

Wilt  thou?wi!t  thou  ?  chou  baftardly  rogue.  Murder,mur- 
der :  O  thou  Hony-fuckle  villain,  wilt  thou  kill  Gods  of- 

ficers and  the  Kings?  O  thou  horiy-feed  Rogue,  thou  art 

a  hony-feed,  a  Man.queller,  and  a  woman-quelkr. 
Fat.  Keep  them  off,  Bardetfe. 
Fang.  A  refcue,  a  refcue. 

Heft.  Good  people  bring  a  refcue.  Thou  wilt  not? thou 
wilt  not  ?  Do,  do  thou  Rogue  :  Do  thou  Hempfeed. 

Fal.  Away  you  Scullion,  you  Rampallian,  you  Fufti- 
lirian  :  Tie  tuck  your  Cataftrophe.     Enter  Ch.  Justice. 

Just.  What's  the  matter  ?  Keep  the  Peace  here,  hoa. 
Heft.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  tome.  I  befeech  you 

ftand  to  me. 

CA.JV.How  now,fir  7«A«?what  are  you  brawling  here? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefle  ? 
You  fhould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  Terk^. 

Scand  from  him  Fellow,  wherefore  hang'ft  upon  him  ? 
Heft.  Oh  my  molt  worfhipfull  Loid  ,  and't  pleafe 

youi  Grace,  I  am  a  poor  Widow  oiEaftcheaf,  and  he 
is  arrcfted  at  my  fuit. 

Ch.  juft.  For  what  furome  ? 
Hoft.  It  is  more  then  for  fome  (my  Lord)  it  is  for  all  ■ 

all  I  have,  he  hath  eaten  me  out -of  houfe  and  home  ?  he 
hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his :  but 
I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride  thee  o 

Nights,  like  the  Mare. 
Fal.  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  Mare,  if  I  have 

any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 
Ch.JuiT.Hovi  comes  this,Sir  John}  Fie,what  a  man  of 

good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclamation? 

Are  you  not  aiham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  Widow  to  fo 
rough  a  courfe  to  cemc  by  her  own  ? 

Fal.  What  is  the  grofle  fumme  that  T  owe  thee  ? 

Hoft.  Marry  (if  thou  wer't  an  honeft  man,}  thy  felf  & 
the  money  too.  Thou  didft  fwear  to  me  upon  a  parcel 
gilt  Goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,at  the  round 
tablc,by  a  fca-cole  fire,  on  Wednesday  in  Whitfon  week, 
when  the  Prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening  him  to  a  fing. 
ing-man  ofwindfor  ;  thou  didft  fwear  to  me  then  (as  I 
was  wafhing  thy  wound)  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my 

Lady  thy  wife.  Canft  thou  deny  ic  ?  Did  not  good  wife 
Keech  the  Butchers  wife  come  in  then,  and  call  me  gof- 

fip  Quickjy  ?comming  in  to  borrow  a  rnefTe  of  Vin 'gar: 
telling  us,  fhe  had  a  good  difh  of  Prawns :  whereby  thou 
didft  defire  to  eat  fome  :  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were 
ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didft  no;  thou  (when  fhe 
was  gone  down  ftaires)  defire  me  to  be  no  more  familiar 

with  fnch  poor  people,  faying,  that  ere  long  they  fliou.ld 
call  me  Madam  ?  And  didft  thou  not  kilTe  me,  and  bid 
□  e  fetch  thee  th  tv  ihillings  ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy 
Book-oath,  d  <n  /  it  if  thou  canft  > 

Fal.  My  Lo(d>  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul :  and  fne  fayes 
up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldcft  Son  is  like  you. 
She  hath  bin  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath 
diftracTed  her  :  bat  for  thefe  foolifh  Officers,  I  befeech 

you,I  may  have  redrefle  againft  them. 
Iuft.  Sir  Iehnfis  IohmJ  am  well  acquainted  with  your 

manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe,  the  falfc  a  It  is 
not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  wor  is,  .hat 
come  with  fuch(mor?  then  impudent)  fawcineffe  from 

you,  can  thruft  rue  from  a  levell  Consideration,  i  know  yo  j 

ha'  pradts'd  upon  the  eafie-yielding  fpiritof  this  woman. 
Hoft.  Yes  in  troth,  my  Lord. 

/^?.Prethee  peace  ;  pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  ber,and 

unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her :  the  one  you  may  do 
with  fterling  mony,  &  the  other  with  currant  repentance. 

Fal.  My  Lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 

reply."  You  call  honorable  boldnefle,  impudent  fawcinefs. 
If  a  man  will  curt'fie,and  fay  nothing,hc  is  virtuous :  No, 
my  Lord(your  humble  duty  remembred)I  will  not  be  your 

tutor.  I  fay  to  you,  1  defire  deliv'rance  from  thefe  Officers 
being  upon  hafty.  employment  in  the  Kings  affaires. 

Iuft.  You  fpeak,  as  having  power  to  do  wrong  :  But 
anfwer-  in  the -effect  of  your  reputation,  and  fatisfiethe 

poor  woman. Fol.  Come  hither,  Hofteife.  Enter  M.Gower. 
Ch.  Ihsv.  Now,  Matter  Gower,  what  newes  ? 

Gow.  The  King  (  my  Lord  )  and  Henry  Prince  of 
Wales  arc  near  at  hand  :  The  reft  the  Paper  tells. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman, 

Host.  Nay,  you  laid  fo  before. 
Fal.As  I  am  a  Gentleman.  Come,no  mon*  words  of  it. 

Ii  3  Hoft 
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Hoft.  By  rhis  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  mult  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  Plate,  and  the  Tapiftry  of  my  Di- 
ning Chambers.  j 

Fal.  Glafles,  glaffcs,  is  the  oncly  dunking :  and  for 
thy  walls  a  pretty  flight  Drollery,  or  the  Story  of  the 

i  Prodigal,  or  the  Germane  hunting  in  Water-work,  is 
worth  a  thoufand  of  thefc  Bed-hangings,  and  thefe; 
Fly-bitten  Tapiftries.  Let  it  be  ten  pound  (if  thou  canft.)j 
Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humouis,  there  is  not  a  bet-  J 
Wench  in  England.  Go,  wafh  thy  face,  and  draw  thy 
Action  :  Come,  thou  muft  not  be  in  this  humour  with 

me,  come,  I  know  thou  was'c  fct  on  to  this. 
Ho/}.  Prcthee  (Sir  John)  let  it  be  but  twenty  Nobles 

I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  Plate,  in  good  carncft  la. 

Fal,  Let  it  alone,  Tie  make  other  lhift :  you'l  be  a  fool fell. 

Hoft.  Well,  you  fhall  have  it,  although  I  pawn  my 

Gown.  I  hope  you'll  come  to  Supper  :  You'll  pay  me  al- 
together? 

Fal.  Will  I  live  ?  Go  with  her,  with  her :  hook  on, 
hook  on. 

Hofl.  Will  you  have  Dell  Tear-fheet  meet  you  at 
fupper  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words.  Let's  have  her. 
Ch.  Jaft.  I  have  heard  bitter  newes. 

Fal.  What's  the  newes,  my  good  Lord  ? 
Ch.  Iufi.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  night  ? 
LMff.  At  Ba/ingftoke,  my  Lord. 

Fal.  I  hope  (my  Lord)  all's  well.  What  is  the  newes, 
my  Lord  ? 

Ch.  In.  Come  all  his  Forces  back  > 

Mef.  No  :  fifteen  hundred  Foot ,  and  five  hundred 

Hoiic,  are  march'd  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lancaftery  againft 
Northumberland  and  the  Ardi-Bithop. 

F<*/.Comes  the  King  back  from  Watesfmy  noble  Lord? 
Ch.  Jft.  You  fhall  have  Letters  of  me  prcfcntly. 

Come  go  along  with  me,  good  M.  Gorver. 
Fal.  My  Lord. 

Ch.  Jft.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Fal.  Mafter  Gorver ,  I  fhall  entreat  you  with  me  to 

dinner. 

Gow,  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here. 
I  thank  you,  good  Sit  John. 

Ch.  Jh.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
are  to  take  Souldiers  up  in  Countreys  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  fup  with  me,  Mafter  Gorver  ? 

Ch.  Jft.  What  foolifh  Mafter  taught  you  thefc  man- 
ners, Sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Gtwer,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a 
Fool  that  taught  them  me.  This  is  the  right  Fencing 

grace  (my  Lord)  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 
Ch.  Jtt,  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great 

Fool. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  'Prince  Henry  y  Poyns,  Bardolfy  and  Page, 

Prin.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 
Foyn,  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  had  thought  wearinefle 

durft  not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  blood. 
Pritt.  It  doth  mc,  though  it  difcolours  the  complexi- 
on of  my  grcatnefTe  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not  fhew 

vildly  in  mc,  to  deiirc  imall  Beer  ?  .  \ 

Poyn.  Why,  a  Prince  fliould  not  be  fo  loofly  ftudied, 
!  as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  Compofition. 

Prln.  Belike  then ,  my  Appetite  was  not  Princely 
got :  for  (in  troth)  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  Crea- 

ture, Small  Beer.  But  indeed  thefc  humble  confiderati-1 
;  ons  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatneffe.  What  a 

race  is  it  to  me,  to  remember  thy  name  ?  or  to  know 
'  thy  face  to  morrow  ?  or  to  take  notice  how  many  pair  of  I 
Silk  Stockings  thou  haft  ?  (viz.  thefe,  and  thofe  that  werejj 

the  peach-colour'd  ones:  )or  to  bear  the  Inventory  of  thy 
Shirts ;  as  one  for  fupcrfluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe :  but 
that  the  Tennis-Court  Keeper  knows  better  then  I,  for 
it  is  a  low  ebbc  of  Linnen  with  thec,  when  thou  keepeft 
not  Racket  there,  as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while, 
becaufe  the  reft  of  thy  Low  Countreys  hayc  made  a  ftiift 
to  eat  up  thy  Holland. 

Poln.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour'd  fo 
haid,  you  fhould  talk  fo  idlely  ?  Tell  me  how  many  good 
young  Princes  would  do  fo,  their  Fathers  lying  fo  lick, 
as  yours  is  ? 

Prin.  Shall  I  tell  the  one  thing,  Poyns  ? 
Poyn.  Yes :  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 
Trln.  It  fhall  ferye  among  Wits  of  no  higher  breed- 

ing then  thine. 

Poyn'  Go  to :  I  ftand  the  pufh  of  your  one  thing,  that 
you'll  tell, 

Prin,  Why,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  fhould  b: 
fad  now  my  Father  is  fick  :  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee  (as 
to  one  it  pleafes  me,for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friend) 
I  could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poyn.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  fubjefl. 

Prln.  Thou  think'ft  me  as  far  in  the  Devils  Book,  as 
thou,  and  Falftajfey  for  obduracy  and  perfiftency.  Let 
the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart  bleeds  in- 

wardly, that  my  Father  is  fick :  and  keeping  fuch  vild 
company  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me,  all 
oftentation  of  forrow. 

Poyn.  The  reafon  ? 

/V.What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  fhould  weep? 
Poyn.  I  would  think  thee  a  mofl  Princely  hypocrite. 
Prin.  It  would  be  every  mans  thought :  and  thou  art 

a  bleffed  Fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks :  never  a 

mans  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  rode. way  better^ 
then  thine :  every  man  would  think  me  an  Hypocrite  in- 

deed. And  what  excites  your  moft  worfhipfull  thought 
to  think  fo  ? 

Poyn.  Why,  becaufe  vou  have  been  fo  lewd,  and  fo 
much  ingra  fifed  to  Fa/ftajfe. 

Prin.  And  to  thee. 

Poyn.  Nay,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can  hear  it  with 
mine  own  ears :  the  worft  that  they  can  fay  cf  me  is,that 
I  am  a  fecond  Brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow  of 

my  hands ;  and  thofe  two  things  I  conftffe  I  cannot  help. 
Look,  look,  here  comes  Bardolfe. 

Prin.  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Falftafe  :  he  had  him 
from  me  Chriftian  ,  and  fee  if  the  fat  villain  have  not 

transform'd  him  Ape.  Enter  Bardolfe. 
Bar.  Save  your  Grace. 

Prin.  And  yours,  moft  Noble  Bardolfe. 

Poyn.  Come  you  pernicious  Affe,  you  bafhfull  Fool, , 

mUft  you  be  blufhing  ?  wherefore  blufh  you  now  ?  what 

a  Maidenly  man  at  Armes  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a  ; 
matter  to  get  a  pottle-pots  Maidenhead  ?  ! 

Pd&Mt  ndl'd  me  even  now  (my  Lord)  through  a  red  = 

Lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  • window:  i 
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ir.dov  ;  ac  '?-lt  1  tpy'd  his  eyes  ,  and  me  thought  he  had 
made  tw>  holes  in  the  Ale- wives  new  Pctricoat,and  peep-»j 
cd  through. 

Prin.  Hath  not  the  Boy  profited  ? 
Bar.  Away,  you  horfon  upright  Rabbet,  away. 
Page.  Awiy,  you  rafcally  A  lt  he  as  dream,  awlfy; 
Prin.  Infhuct  us  Boy,  what  dream,  Boy  ? 

Pug.  Marry  (My  Lord )  Alt  he*  dream'  d,fhe  wrs  dcli- 
vei'd  of  a  Firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

Prince.  A  Crowns-woi  ch  of  good  Interpretation : 
There  it  is,  Boy. 
Pom.  O  that  this  good  Bioffome  could  be  kept  from 

Cankers:  Well,  there  is  fix  pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  If  you  do  not  make  him  bcriang'd  among  you, 
the  gallows  fhall  be  w  on°'d. 

Prin.  And  how  doth  thy  Matter,  Bardolph  ? 
Bard.  Well,  my  good  Lord:  he  heard  of  your  Graces 

commipg  to  Town.  There's  a  Letter  for  you. 
Prin.  Delivcr'd  with  good  refpect :  And  how  doth  the 

Martlemas,  yourMafter? 
Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir* 
Poln.  Marry,  the  immortall  part  needs  a  Phyfician  : 

but  that  moves  not  him:  though  that  be  fick  ,  it  dyes 
not. 

Prin.  I  do  allow  this  Wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 

as  my  dogge.  and  he  holds  his  place  ,  for  look  you  How 
he  writes. 

Pom.  Letter. fvhn  Falftaffe  Knight :  (Every  man  muft 
know  that ,  as  oft  as  he  hath  otcafion  to  name  himfclf : ) 

Even  like  thofc  that  are  kin  to  the  King  ,  for  tfhey  never 
prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay,  there  is  fome  of  the  Kings 
bloud  fpilt.  How  comes  that  (  fayes  he  )  that  takes  upon 
him  not  t©  conceive  ?  the  anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrow- 

ed Gap  :  I  am  the  Kings  poor  Cofin,  Sir. 
Prin.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us ,  but  they  will  fetch 

it  from  Japhet.  But  to  the  Letter:  Sir  John  Falftaffe, 
Knigbt,  t«  the  Son  of  the  King,  neareft  his  Father  ,Harry 
Prince  of  Wales,  greeting. 

Poin.  Why  this  is  a  Certificate. 
Prm.  Peace. 

/  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity. 
Pom  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath :  fhort-winded. 

/  commend  me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee  ,  and  Heave  thee. 

Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins ,  for  he  mif fifes  thy  Fa- 
vours f  j  much,  that  he  f  wears  thon  art  to  marry  his  Sifter 

Nell.  'Repent  at  idle  times  of  thou  maift,  and f »  farewell. 
Thine,  by  yea  and  n$ :  which  is  at  much  at  to  fay, 

as  thou  ul 'eft  him.  Jnck  FalftafFe  with  my  Fa- 
miliars :  John  with  my  Brothers  &  Sifter: 

and  Sir  John  -with  all  Europe. 
My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  Letter  in  Sack,  and  make  him 
cat  it. 

Prin.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  Words. 
But  do  you  ufeme  thus,  Ned?  Muft  I  marry  your  Sifter? 

Pom.  May  the  Wench  have  no  worfe  fortune.  But  I 
never  faid  fo. 

Prm.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  Fool  with  the  time  and 
the  fpirits  of  the  wife ,  fit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock  us  i  Is 
your  Matter  here  in  London  ? 

B«rd.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Prm.  Where  fupps  he  ?  Doth  the  old  Bore  >  feed  in 

the  old  Fiank  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  in  Eaft-chcap. 
Prin.  What  company? 
P *ge.  Ephcfians,  my  Lordiofthe  old  Church. 
Prin.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  Nenc,  my  Loid,  but  old  Miltris  Quickjy  ,  and 
Mrs.  Ddl  Tear-jheet. 

'Prin.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 
Page.  A  proper  Gentlewoman,  Sir,and  a  Kinfwoman 

of  my  Mafteis. 
Prin.  Even  fuch  Kin,  as  the  Parifli  Heyfors  are  to  the 

Town-Bull  ? 

Shall  we. Real  upon  them  ( Ned)  at  Supper  ? 

Poin.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  Lord,  Pie  follow  you. 
Prin.  Sirraiyou  Boy,  and  Bardolph,  no  word  to  your 

Mafter  that  I  am  yet  in  Town. 

There's  for  your  filence. 
Bar.  I  have  no  tongue,  fir. 
Page.  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 
<prin.  Fare  ye  well :  go. 

This  Dol  Tear-jheet  fhould  be  fome  Rode. 

7*«V.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
S.  Albans  and  London. 

Prin.  How  might  we  fee  Falftaffe  beftow  himfclf  to 
night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our  fclves  befeen  ? 

Pom.  Put  on  two  Leather  Jerkins,  and  Aprons ,  and 

wait  upon  him  at  his  Table,  like  Drawers* 
Prin.  From  a  god,  to  a  Bull  ?  A  heavy  declerifioh  :  It 

was  Joves  cafe.-From  a  Prince,  to  a  Prentice,  a  low  trans- 
formation, that  fhall  be  mine :  for  in  every  thing,  the  pur. 

pofemuft  weigh  with  the  folly. Follow  me, Ned.  Exeunt  a 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Northumberland,  his  Lady,  and  Harry 

<  Percies  Lady. 

North.  I  prethee  loving  Wife,  and  gentle  Daughter, 
Give  an  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  Times, 
And  be  like  them  to  Percie,  troublefome. 

wife.  I  ha  ve  given  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more, 
Do  what  you  will  t  your  Wifdome,  be  y  our  guide. 

Nor,  Alas  (fweet  Wife)  my  Honour  is  at  pawn, 

And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 
La.  Oh  yet,  .for  heavens  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  Wans; 

The  Time  was  (Father)  when  you  broke  your  word, 

When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  then  now, 
When  your  own  Percie,  when  my  heart-dear-Z/rfrrj, 
ThreW  many  a  Northward  look,  to  fee  his  Father 

Bring  up  his  powers :  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  perfwaded  you  to  flay  at  home  ? 

There  were  two  Honour's  loft ;  you  and  your  Sons.' For  Yours,  may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it: 
For  His,  it  ftuck  upon  him,  as  the  Sun 

In  the  grey  vault  of  Heaven:  and  by  his  Light 
Did  all  the  Chcvalry  of  England  moVe 
To  do  brave  Acls.  He  was  (indeed)  the  Glaffe 

Wherein  the  Noble- Youth  did  dreflc  themfclvcs.' 
He  had  no  Legs,' that  practie'd  not  his  Gate: 
And  fpcaking  thick  (which  Nature  made  his  blemifh) 
Became  the  Accents  of  the  Valiarit,  , 

For  thofc  that  could  fpeak  low,  arid  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  Perfection,  to  Abufe, 

To  feem  like  him.  So  that  in  Speech,  and  Gate3 
In  Diet,  in  Affections  of  delight, 

In  Military  Rules,  Humors  of  Bloud,' 

He 
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He  was  the  Mark,  and  Glafs,  Copy,  and  Book, 

That  fafhion'd  others.  And  him,  O  wondrous  1  him, 
0  Miracle  of  Men  /  Him  did  you  leave 
(Second  to  none)  un-feconded  by  you, 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  War, 
In  difadvantage,  to  abide  the  field, 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur's  Name 
Did  feem  defenfible :  fo  you  left  him. 
N:ver,  O  never  do  his  Ghoft  the  wrong, 

To  hold  your  Honour  more  precife  and  nice 
With  others,  then  with  him.  Let  them  alone: 

The  Ma;fliall  and  the  Arch-Bifhop  areftrong. 
Had  my  fwett  Harry  had  but,  half  their  Numbers, 
To  day  might  I  (hanging  on  Hot  [purs  Neck) 
H  ve  talk'd  of  <JM.onmontti s  Grave. 

North,  Beilnewyour  heart, 

Fair  PaughtejO  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me. 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  Over- rights. 
But  I  muft  go,  and  meet  with  danger  theie. 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
A.n d  find  me  worfe  provided. 

Wife.  O  flye  to  Scotland, 
Till  that  the  Nobles,  and  the  armed  Commons, 
Have  of  their  Puiffance  made  a  little  tafte. 

Lad j.  If  they  get  ground,  and  vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  joyn  you  with  them,  like  a  Rib  of  Steel, 
To  make  Strength  ftronger.  But,  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  let  them  try  themfelves.  So  did  your  Son, 

He  was  fo  fuffer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  Widow : 
And  never  (hall  have  length  of  Life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  Remembrance  with  mine  Eyes, 

That  it  may  grow,  and  fprowt,  as  high  as  Heaven, 
For  Recordation  to  my  Noble  Husband. 

Nor.  Ceme,come,  go  in  with  me  :  'tis  with  my  Mind 
\s  with  the  Tyde,  fwell'd  up  unto  his  height, 
That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way. 

Fain  wo^ld  I  go  to  meet  the  Arch-Bifhop,  • 
But  many  a  thoufand  Reafons  hold  me  back.  , 
1  will  refolve  for  Scotland  :  there  am  I,  , 

Till  Time  and  Vantage  crave  my  company.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  two  Drawers.  \ 

1 .  Drawer.  What  haft  thou  brought  there  ?  Apple- 

Johns  ?  Thou  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an  Apple- 

John. 
2 .  Draw.  Thou  fay'fttrue :  the  Prince  once  fet  a  Difh 

of  Apole-  Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  five 

mo:  e  Sir  Johns  .*  and,putcing  off  his  Hat,  faid,I  will  now 

k  my  leave  of  thefe  fix  drie  >  round  ,  old-wither' d 
ghts.  It  anger'd  him  to  the  heart:  buthehath  forgot 

that.        57lf(!i         ;  j  . 
1.  Draw.  Why  then  cover  ,  and  fet  them  down :  and 
if  thou  canft  fmde  out  Sneaks  Noyfe ;  Miftris  Tear- 

(heet  would  fain  have  fome  Mufick. 

2.  Draw.  Sirra,  here  will  be  the  Prince  ,  and  Mafter 
( Pains ,  anon  :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  Jerkins, 
land  Apt :ons,and  Sir  John  muft  not  Know  of  it.  Bardolph 
jh  Lth  brought  word. 

I .  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  VtU  :  it  be  an  ex- 

cellent ftratagem. 

2.  Draw,  i'le  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneaky  Exit. 

Enttr  Hofiepe,  and  Dd. 

Hofi.  Sweet-heart ,  me  thinks  now  you  are  in  an  ex- 
cellent good  temperality:  your  Pulfidge  beats  as  extra- 

ordinarily ,  as  heart  would  defire ;  and  your  Colour  (  1 
warrant  you)  is  as  red  as  any  Rofe :  But  you  have  drunk 

too  much  Canaries ,  and  that's  a  marvellous  fearching 

Wine ;  and  it  perfumes  the  blood,  ere  we  can  fay  what's this.  How  do  you  now  ? 
Del.  Better  then  I  was :  Hem. 

Host.  Why  that  was  well  faid :  A  good  heart's  worth 
Gold.  Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Valfiaft. 

Tal ,  when  Arthur  firfi  in  C**rf--(crnpty  the  Jordan) 
and  wot  a  worth}  King :  How  now  Miftris  Dtl, 

Hofi.  Sick  of  a  Calme  :  yeargood-footh. 
Falfi.  So  is  her  Se6t  :  if  they  be  once  in  a  Calme, 

they  are  lick-. 
.  Dol  You  muddy  Rafcall ,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 

give  me  ? 
fa!.  You  make  fat  Rafcalls,  Miftris  Dol. 

D»l.  I  make  them?  Gluttony  and  Difeafcsmakc  them, 
r  make  them  not. 

Fal.  if  the  Cook  make  the  Gluttony ,  you  help  to 
make  the  Difeafes  (  Dol )  we  catch  of  you  (Dol)  we  catch 
of  you :  Grant  that,  my  poor  Vertue,  grant  that, 

a  Dol,,  '1  marry,  our  Chains,  and  our  Jewels. 
Jalfi.  Your  Brooches  ,  Pearls ,  and  Owches :  For  to 

ferve  bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off:  you  know  to  come 
off  the  Breach,  with  his  Pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  Surge- 

ry, bravely  ;  to  venture  upon  the  diarg'd-Chambers 

bravely. 

Hofi.  Why  is  this  the  olde  fafhion  :  you  two  never 
meet ,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  :  you  are  both  (  in 
good  troth)  as  Rheumatick  as  two  drie  Toftes,  you 
cannot  one  bear  with  anothers  Conformities.  What 

che  good-yere  ?  One  muft  bear  ,  and  that  muft  be  you? 
vjou  are  the  weaker  Veffcll,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier VefTell. 

Dol.  Can  a  weak  empty  VefTell  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 

Hjgs-head  ?  There's  a  whole  Merchants  Venture  of 
Burde1  x  ftufft  in  him  :  you  havenotfeena  Hulk  better 

ftuft  in  the  H  Id.  Come,  I'le  be  friends  with  thee,Jrf^* 
Thou  art  go  ng  co  the  Warrs ,  and  whether  I  fhaU  ever 
tee  thee  again ,  or  no ,  there  is  no  body  cares. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  Ancient is  below,  and  would  fpeak 
wich  you. 

7)ol.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  Rafcall,  let  him  not 

come  hither  :  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  Rcgue  in  En-1 

gland. 

Ho  ft.  If  he  fwaggcr,  let  him  not  come  here:  I  muft 

livcamongftmy  Neighbours,  I'le  no  fwaggerers  :  I  am 
in  good  name  ,  and  fame  ,  with  the  very  beft  :  fhut  the 

door,  there  comes  no  fwaggerers  here :  I  have  not  liv'd 
all  this  while  ,  to  have  Iwaggering  now  :  fhut  the  door, 
I  pray  you. 

Fat.  Do'ft  thou  hear,  Hofteffe  ? 

Hofi.  'Pray  you  pacific  your  felf  ( Sir  John  )  there comes  no  Swaggerers  here. &°  Tal.  Do'ft 
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a     Talfi.  Do'tt  thou  hear?  ic  is  m:nc  Ancient,  h 
j    Hofi.  Tilly-fa lly  (Sir  John)  never  tell  mc,y our  ancient 
fSsva^gerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.    I  was  before  Maiki 

*Tifck^  the  Deputy  ,  the  other  day  :  and  as  he  laid  to  me, 
jit  was  no  longer  ago  then  Wednelday  laft  :  Neighbour 
j  Ottickjr  (fairs  he  ;  ) Matter  Domb,  our  Minifter,  was  by 
then  :  Neighbour  Q»ickjy(  fa  its  he  )  receive  thofe  chat 
arc  Civill;  for  (faith  he)  you  are  in  an  ill  Name  :  now 
lie  laid  fo  ,  I  can  tell  whereupon  :  for  (  faies  he  )  you  arc 
an  honefl  Woman  ,  and  well  thought  on  ;  therefore  take 
heed  what  Gucfts  you  receive  :  Receive  (faicshe)no 

fwaggering  Companions.  There  comes  none  here.  Yau 

would  blcfle  you  to  hear  what  he  fa  id.  No,  I'le  no  Swag- 
gerers. 

Fal  ft.  He's  no  Swaggerer  (  Hoftefs :  )  a  tame  Cheater, 
he  :  you  may  ftroke  him  as  gently  ,,  as  a  Puppy  Grey- 

hound :  he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  Hen  :  if  her 
feathers  turn  back  in  any  fhew  of  refinance.  Call  him 

up  (Drawer.) 
Hofi.  Cheater ,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft 

man  my  houfe.  nor  no  Cheater :  but  I  do  not  love  fwag- 
ger :ng ;  I  am  trie  worfe  when  one  fayes,  fwaggercr :  Feel 

Afters,  how  I  fhake  :  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 
Dol.  So  you  do,  Hoftefle. 

Hofi.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth  do  I,  if  it  were  an  Af- 
pen  Leafe :  I  cannot  abide  Swaggerers. 

Enter  Piftoll,  and  Bardolph,  and  his  Boy. 

Pift.  'Save  you,  Sir  Joh*. 
Fal.  Welcome  Ancient  Pifiol.  Here  (Pifi't)  I  charge 

you  wich  a  Cup  of  Sack  :  do  you  difchar^c  upon  m*ie 

Pifl:  I  will  difcharge  upon  her  (  Sir  John  )  wich  two 
Bullets. 

Falfi.  She  is  Piftoll-proof,(  Sir  )  you  (hall  hardly 
offend  her. 

Hofi.  Come,  I'le  drink  no  Proofs,nor  no  Bullets :  I 
will  drink  no  more  then  will  do  me  good  ,  for  no  mans 
jpleafure,  T.      A  . 

Pi  ft.  Then  to  you  (  Miftris  Dorothie  )  I  will  charge 

you. 
'Dol.  Chaige  me ;  Ifcorn  you  (fcurvy  Companion  ) 

[What  ?  you  poor,  bate,  rafcally,  cheating ,  lack-Linnen- 
Mace :  away  you  mouldy  Rogue  ,  away ,  I  am  meat  for 
your  Mafter. 

Pi  ft.  I  know  you,  Miftris  Dorothy. 

Dol.  Away  you  Cut-purfe  Rafcall,  you  filthy  Bung, 

away :  By  this  Wine,  i'le  thruft  my  Knife  in  your  moul- 
dy Chaps ,  if  you  play  the  fawcy  Cuttle  with  me.  Away 

you  Bottle-Ale  Rafcall,  you  Basket- hilt  ftale  Jugler,you. 
Since  when,  I  pray  you,  Sir  ?  what,  with  two  Points  on 
your  fhoulder  ?  much. 

Pifi.  I  will  murther  your  Ruffe,  for  this. 

Hofi.  No  j  good  Captain  Pifiol  :  not  here,  lweet 
Capcain. 

Dol.  Captain  ?  thou  abominable  damn'd  Cheater, 
art  thou  not  afham'd  to  be  cali'd  Captain  ?  If  Captains 
were  of  my  mind,  they  would  trunchion  you  out,  for  ta- 

king their  Names  upon  you,before  you  haveearn'd  them. 
You  a  Captain  ?  you  flave,  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor 
Whurcs  Ruffe  in  a  Bawdy-houfe  ?  He  a  Captain  ?  hang 

him  Rogue,  he  lives  upon  mouldy  ftew'd-Pruincs.,  and 
dry'd  Cakes.  A  Captain?  Thefe  Villains  will  make 
the  word  Captain  odious:  Therefore  Captains  had  need 
look  to  it. 

Bard. 

Pray  "cheego  down,  good  Ancient, Fal.  Hcark  the  hither  Miftris  Dol. 

'Pifi.  Not  I :  I  cell  chee  what ,  Corporall  Bardolph,  1 
could  cear  her:  I'le  be  revens'don  her. 

Page.  ;Pray  thee  go  down. 
Pift.  I'le  fee  her  damn'd  firft:  to  Pluto's  damn'd  Lake, 

to  the  Infemall  Deep,  where  Erebus  and  Tortures  vilde 
alfo.  Hold  Hook  and  Line,  fay  I :  Down :  down  Doggs, 
down  Fates :  have  we  not  Hiren  here? 

Hofi.  Good  Captain  Peefel  be  quiet ,  it  is  very  late: 
I  befeek  you  now,  aggravate  your  Choler. 

Pifi.  Thefe  be  good  humors  indeed.  Shall  Pack- 

Horfcs ,  and  hollow-pamper'd  Jades  of  Afia ,  which  can- 
not go  but  thirty  miles  a  day,  compare  with  C<efary  and 

wich  Canniball,  and  Tiojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn 
them  wich  King  Cetbertts  ,and  let  the  Welkin  roar:  fhall 
we  fail  foul  for  Toyes  ? 

Hofi,  By  my  troth  ,  Captain  ,  thefe  arc  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard.  Be  gone  ,  good  Ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a Brawl  anon. 

Pifi.  Die  men,  like  D">gs ;  give  Crowns  like  Pinns  : Have  we  not  Hiren  here  f 

Hoft.  On  my  word  (Captain)  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good-yere  ,  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  ? 
I  pray  be  quiet. 

Pifi.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat  (my  fail  Calipolts.)  Come, 
give  me  fomc  Sack,  Si  fort  tine  metermtnte  .  fperato  me 
ctntente.Ytzt  we  broad-iidrs?  No, let  the  Fiend  give  fire: 
Give  me  fome  Sack:  and  Sweet-heait  lye  chou  there  : 

Come  wc  to  full  Points  here ;  and  are  &  cetera";  no- 

thing ? 

Fal.  Pifiol^  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Sweet  Knight,  kiffe  thy  Neaffs :  what  ?  we  haye fecn  the  feven  Ihrrs. 

Dol.  Thrift  him  down  flayers ,  I  cannot  endure  fuch 
a  Fuftian  Rafcall. 

Pift.  Thruft  him  down  flayers?  know  we  not  Gallo- 

way Naggs  ? Fal.  Quoit  him  down  (  Bardolph  )  like  a  fhove-groat 
(hilling  :  nay,if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,he  fhall 
be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come  get  you  down  flayers. 
Pifi.  What  fhall  we  have  Inciiion  ?  fhall  wc  embrew? 

chep  Death  rock  meafleep,  abridge  my  doleful  dayes: 

why  then  let  grievous,  gaftl) ,  gaping  Wounds,  uncwin  - 
the  Sifters  thi  cc :  Come  nyitroposy  I  fay. 

Hofi.  Here's  good  fluff  toward. Fal.  Give  me  my  Rapier,  Boy. 

Dol.  Iprethee,  Jack.y  I  prethee  do  not  draw* 
Fal  ft.  Get  you  down  ftayeis. 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult:  I'le  forfwear  keeping 
houfe,  before  I'le  be  in  thefe  enrits,  and  frights.  So:  Mur- 
therl  warrant  now.  Alas,  put  up  your  naked  Weapons 

put  up  your  naked  Weapons. 

'Dol.  I  pi  echee,  Jack^  be  quiet,  the  Rafcall  is  goaecah, 
you  whorfon  little  valiant  Villain,  you. 

Hofi.  Are  you  not  hurti'th'  Groyn  ?  me  thought  he 
made  a  fhrewd  Thruft  at  your  Belly. 

Fal.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,the  Rafcall's  drunk:you  have  hurt  him 
(Sir)  in  the  fhoulder. 

Fal.  A  Rafcall  to  brave  me. 

Dol.  Ah,  youfweet  little  Rogue,  you:  alas,  poor  Ape, 

how  thou  fweat'lt  ?  come,  let  mc  wipe  thy  Face :  Come 

on,  you  whorfon  Chops:  Ah  Rogue,  I  love  thee:  Thou 

 ri 
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[arc  as  valorous  a*  Hettor  of  Troy  >  worth  five  of  zAg*-  I  we  will  to  Bed. 
memmoH  ;  and  ten  times  better  then  die  nine  Worthies : 
ah  Vilhnn. 

Falft.  A  rafcally  Slave,  I  willtoffc  the  Rogue  in  a 
Blanket. 

Dol.  Do,  if  thoudai'ft  for  thy  heart:  if  thou  doo'ft 
I'lc  canvas  thee  between  a  pair  of  fhcets. 

Thou  wilt 
forget 

me .  when  I  am 

Enter  Mttfick^ 

Pag.  The  Mufick  is  come,  Sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play  ;  play  Sirs.  Sit  on  my  Knee,  Dol. 
A  Ralcal!,  bragging  Slave:  the  Rogue  fled  from  me  like 

Qjick-filver. 
Dol.  And. thou  followd'ft  him  like  a  Church :  thou 

whorton  little  ty die  Bartholmcw  Bore-pigge,  when  wilt 
thou  leave  fighting  on  da  yes,  and  foyning  on  nights ,  and 

begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  Body  for  Heaven  ? 

Enter  the  Prince  and?  tins  difgmt'd. 

Fal.  Peace  (  good  Dol )  do  not  fpeak  like  a  Deaths- 
bead;  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Dol.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 

.  Fal.  A  good  fhallow  young  fellow  :  he-  would  have 

made  a  good  Pantlcr ,  he  would  have  chipp'd  Bread well. 

Dol.  They  fay  Point  hath  a  good  Wit. 
Fal.  He  a  good  Wit?  hang  him  Baboon,  his  Wit  is 

as  thick  at  Tewksbury  Muftard  :  there  is  no  more  con- 
ceit in  him,  then  is  in  a  Mallet. 

Dol.  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 
Fal.  Becaufc  their  Leg^s  are  both  of  a  bignefTe  :  and 

he  playes  at  Quoits  well ,  and  eats  Conger  and  Fennell, 
and  drinks  of  Candles  ends  for  Flap-dragongs,  and  rides 

the  wild-Marc  with  the  Boyes,  and  jumps  upon  Joyn'd- 
ftooles ,  and  fwears  with  a  good  grace  ,  and  wears  his 
Boot  very  fmooth ,  like  unto  the  Signe  of  the  Legge;  and 
breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  ftories :  and  fuch 
other  Gamboll  faculties  he  hath  ,  that  {hew  a  weak 

Minde,  and  an  able  Body,  for  the  which  the  Prince  ad- 
mits him  ;  for  the  Prince  himfclf  is  fuch  another :  the 

weight  of  an  hair  will  turn  the  Scales  between  their  Ha. 
btrde-pois. 

Prince.  Would  not  tkis  Nave  of  a  Wheel  have  bis 
Ears  cut  off  ? 

<Pfli«.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  Whore. 

Prin.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  Elder  hath  not  his  Poll 
claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Poin.  Is  it  not  ftrange  ,  that  Defire  fhould  fo  many 

years  out-live  performance  ? 
Fal.  Kiffe  me  Dol. 

Prince.  Saturmnd  Venus  this  year  in  Conjunction  ? 
What  fa«'C5  the  Almanack  to  that  ? 

Poin.  And  look  whether  the  fiery  Trigon  ,  his  Man, 

be  not  lifping  to  his  Mafters  old  Tables,  his  Note-Book, 
his  Coun  cell-keeper .? 

Fal.  Thou  do'ft  give  me  flatt'ring  Bufles. 
Del.  Nay  truly  ,  I  Kiffe  thee  with  inoft  conftant 

heart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Do  I.  I  love  thee  better,  then  I  love  ere  a  fcurvy  young 
Boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  Stuffe  wilt  thou  have  a  Kirtleof?  Ifliall 

receive  Money  m  Thurfday :  thou  {halt-have  aCappc 
I  to  morrow.    A  merry  Song  ,  come  :  it  grows  late, 

Dol.  Thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  ,  if  thou  fay'ft  fo : 
prove  that  ever  I  drefle  my  felf  handfeme ,  till  thy  re- 

turn :  Well,  hearken  the  end. 
Fal.  Some  Sack,  Francu. 
Prin.  Poin.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

Fal.  Ha  ?  a  Baftard  Son  of  the  Kings?  And  art  not 
thou  Point,  his  Brother  ? 

Prin.  Why  thou  Globe  of  finfull  Continents ,  what  a 
Life  doft  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  then  thou  :  I  am  a  Gentleman,  thou  art 
a  Drawer. 

Prin.  Very  true,  Sir:  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out  by che  Ears. 

Hofi.  Oh,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  Grace  :  Wel- 
come to  London.  Now  heaven  blefTc  that  fweet  Face  of 

thine :  What  are  you  come  from  Wales? 
Fal.  Thou  whorfon  mad  Compound  of  Ma  jetty :  by  . 

this  light  Flelh,  and  corruptBloud,  thou  art  welcome. 
Prin.  How  ?  you  fat  Fool,  I  fcorn  you. 
Poin.  My  Lord ,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  ydUr  re> 

venge  ,  and  turn  all  to  merriment,  if  you  take  not  thf heat. 

Prin.  You  whorfon  Candlc-myne  you,  how  tUely 
did  you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honeft  ,  ver- 
tuous  civill  Gentlewoman  ? 

Hofi.  'Blefling  on  your  good  heart ,  and  fo  {he  it  by 

my  troth. 
Fal.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ? 

Prince.  Yes :  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when  you 
ify.avva^by  Gads-hill :  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back, 
and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no :  not  fo :  I  did  not  think,  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

Prin.  I  fhall  drive  you  then  to  confeffe  the  wilfull  a- 
bufe,  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abule  {Hal)  on  mine  Honor,  no  abufe, 
Prin.  Not  to  difpraife  me  ?  and  callme Pantler,and 

Bread-chopper,  and  I  know  not  what  ?  w 
Fal.  No  abufe  {Hal.) 
Poin.  No  abufe? 

Fd/.No  abufe  {Ned)  in  the  World :  honeft  jV«/,none,, 

I  difprais'd  him  before  the  Wicked  ,  rfut  the  Wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  :  In  which  doing ,  I  have 
done  the  part  of  a  caiefull  Friend ,  and  true  Subject,  and 

thy  Father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe  {Hal:) 
none  {Ned)  none ;  no  Boyes  none. 

Prin.  See  now  whether  pure  Fear ,  and  entire  Cow- 
ardife ,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  vertuous  Gentle- 

woman, to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  {he  of  the  Wicked  ?  Is  thine 

Hoftefle  here ,  of  the  Wicked  ?  Or  is  the  Boy  of  the 

Wicked  ?  Or  honeft  Bardolp  (whofe  Zeal  burns  in  his- 

Nofe)  of  the  Wicked? 
Poin.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  EIme,anfwer. 

Fal.  The  Fiend  hath  prickt  down  Bardolph  irrecove- 
rable, and  his  face  is  Lucifert  Privy-Kitchin ,  where  he 

doth  nothing  but  roaft  Mault-Wormes :  for  the  Boy , 
there  is  a  good  Angcll  about  him,  but  the  Devill  out-bids him  too. 

Prin,  For  the  Women  ? 
Fal.  For  one  of  them ,  fhe  is  in  Hell  already ,  and 

burnes  poore  fouls  :  for  the  other ,  I  owe  her  Mo- 

ney ;  and  whether  fhe  be  damn'd  for  that ,  I  know 

not. 

Hofi.  No  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  Noj 

I 
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pa  thee,  tor 

i  il.inK  fcbou  arc  no:  :  i  think  thoj  art 

Marry  ,  there  is  another  Indictment  up- 
flejh  to  he  eaten  in  thy  houfe  , 
for  the  which  I  think  thou  \SfHi 

fuff 
to  the  Law fconttary 

juvvle. 
Heft.  All  Victuallers  do  fo  :  What  is  a  Joynt  of  Mut- 

ton or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 
mcJPrin.  You,  Gentlewoman. 

•'  Del.  What  fayes  your  Grace  ? 
a.FeJfi:  Hs  Grace  fayts  that,  which  his  flefh  lebells 

again  it 
Heft.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  the  door  ?  Look  to  the 

loor  there,  Francis  ? 

Enter  Veto. 

Prin.  Petoy  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Petoi  The  King,  your  Father,  is  at  Weftminfter, 
nd  here  wenty  weak  and  wearied  Pofts, 
bme  from  the  North  :  and  as  I  came  along, 
met,  and  over-took  a  dozen  Captains, 
are- headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  Taverns, 
nd  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Faljtaffe. 
Prin. 'By  Heaven  (Poins)  1  feele  mc  much  to  blame, 

lb  idly  to  prophanc  the  precious  time, 

fWhcn  Tempeft  of  Commotion,  like  the  South 
Boine  with  black  Vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 

And  dropupon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  Sword,  and  Cloak : 

&AlJ}c.ffe,  good  night.  Exit. 
Fat ft.  Now  comes  in  the  fwectcft  Morfcll  of  the 

night,  and  we  muft  hence  ,  and  leave  it  unpickt^  More 

knocking  at  the  door  ?  How  now  ?  what's  the  mat- ter ? 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to  the  Court,  Sir,  prefently, 

A  dozen  Captains  (tay  ar  the  door  for  you. 
Falft.  Pay  the MufitiatlS ,  Sina  :  farewell  Hoftefle  , 

ravewell  Vol.  You  i  ce  (  my  good  Wenches )  how  men  of 
Merit  are  fought  after :  the  undeferver  may  fleep,  when 

•he  man  of  Action  is  cal'd  on.    Farewell,  good  Wen 
ches :  if  I  be  not  fent  away  port,  I  will  fee  you  again 
ere  1  goe. 

Dol.  I  cannot  fpeak  :  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft.  Well  (  fweet  JackJ)  bave  a  care  of  thy  felf. 

Falft.  Farewell,  farewell.  Exit. 

Haft.  Well ,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty  nine  years,  come  Pefcod-time  :  but  an  honefter, 
and  tiue-h-arted  man-Well, fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  Miftris  Tear-Jheet. 

Hoft.  What's  the  matter  > 
Bard.  Bid  Miftns  Tear-Jheet  come  to  my  Mafter. 

Hoft.  Oh  run,  IW,  run :  run,  good  'Dol. Exeunt. 

ABus  Tertius.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  the  King,  with  a  Page, 

Kin.  Go,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey,  and  Warwick : 

But  er'e  they  come,  bid  them  o' re-read  thefc  Letters, 
And  well  confidcr  of  them :  make  good  fpeed.  £.v;V. 

How  many  thouiand  of  my  pooreft  Subjects 
Arc  at  this  houre  afliep  >  O  fleep,  O  gentle  Sleep, 
Natures  foft  Nurfc,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down, 

And  fteep  my  Scnccs  in  Forgctfullnefle  ? 
Why  rather  (Sleep)  lycft  thou  in  fmoaky  Cribs, 
Upon  uneafie  Pallads  ftretching  thee, 
And  hufht  v*i:h  buzzing  Night,  flyes  to  thy  flumber, 

Then  in  the  perfum'd  Chambers  of  the  Great  ? 
Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  ftate, 

And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fwecteft  Melody  ? 
O  thou  dull  g©d,  why  lyeft  thou  with  the  vilde, 

Jnloathfum  Beds,  and  leav'ft  the  Kingly  Couch, 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common'Larum-BeJl  ?  • 
Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  Man1, 
Seal  up  the  Ship-boyes  Eyes,  and  rock  his  Brains, 
In  Cradle  of  the  rude  impesious  Surge, 
And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  Windes, 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billows  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monfirous  heads, and  hanging  them 

With  deaff'ning  Clamors  in  the  flip'ry  Clouds, 
That  with  the  hurley,  Death  it  felf  awakes  ? 
Canftthou  (  O  partiall  Slepp)  give  thy  Repofe 
To  the  wet  Sea-boy  in  an  houre  fo  rude: 
And  in  the  calmeft,  and  moft  ftillcft  Night, 

With  all  appliances,  and  means  to  boot, 
Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  Then  happy  Low,  lye  down, 

Uneafie  lyes  the  Head,  that  vyears  a  Cro\vn. 

Enter  Warwick^  And  Surrey, 

War.  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majcfty. 
King.  It  is  good-morrow,  Lords  ? 
War.  'Tisonc  a  Clock,  and  part. 
King.  Why  then  good-morrow  to  you  all  (my  Lords:) 

Have  you  read  o're  the  Letters  that  I  fent  you  ? JVar,  Wc  have  (my  Liege,) 

King.  Then  you  perceive  the  body  of  our  Kingdome, 
How  foul  it  is :  what  rank  Difeafes  grow, 

And  with  vfhat  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it  ? 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  Body,  yet  diftemper'd, 
Which  to  the  former  ftrehgth  may  be  rcftor'd, 
A/ith  good  advice,  and  little  Medicine ; 

My  Lord,  Northumberland  m\\  foon  be  cool'd. 
Kin. Oh  Heaven,  that  one  might  read  the  Book  of  Fate, 

And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Make  Mountains  levell,  and  the  Continent 

(  Weary  of  folid  firrmi:ffe  )  melt  it  felf 
Into  the  Sea  :  and  other  Times,  to  fee 

The  bcachy  Giidle  of  the  Ocean 

Too  wide  for  Neptunes  hipps ;  how  Chances  mocks 
And  Changes  fill  the  Cup  of  Alteration 

With  divers  Liquors,  'l  is  not  ten  years  gone. 
Since  Riehardyzx\&  NorthumberUnd,%ttix.  friends, 

Did  feaft  together ;  and  in  two  years  after, 
Were  they  at  Warrs.  It  is  but  eight  years  fince, 
This  Percie  was  the  man,  neareft  my  Soul ; 

Who  like  a  Brothcr,toyl'd  in  my  Affairs, 
And  laid  his  Love  and  Life  under  my  foot : 

Yea,  for  my  fake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  "Richard 
j  Gave  him  defiance.  But  which  of  you  was  by 
(  You  Coufin  Ncvilytt  I  may  remember) 
When  Richard,  with  his  Eye,  brim-full  of  Tears  i 

(  Then  check'd,  and  rated  by  Northumberland  ) 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words  (  now  prov'd  a  Prophccic : ) 
Northumberland^  thou  Ladder,  by  the  which 



The fecond  Tart  of  l\ing  Henry  the  fourth. 388 

My  Coulin  Bnllinbrook^Siiccnds  my  Throne  : 
(  Though  then,  Heaven  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent, 

But  that  nccellity  fo  bow'd  the  State, 
That  I  and  Greatnefle  were  compeil'd  to  kifs  : ) 
The  time  fhallcome(  thus  did  he  follow  it  ) 

The  time  will  come,  that  foul  Siri  gathering  head,  : 
Shall  break  into  Corruption  t  fo  went  on, 
Fore-telling  this  fame  Times  Condition, 
And  the  divifton  of  our  Amity. 

War.  There  is  is  a  Hiftory  in  all  mens  Lives, 

Fisurins  the  nature  of  the  Times  deceas'd. 

The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophecie 
With  a  nceraim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things, 
As  yet  not  come  to  Life,  which  in  their  Seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  ly  cntreafured  : 
Such  things  become  the  Hatch  and  Brood  of  Time; 
And  by  the  neceflary  forme  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland^  then  jfalfe  to  him, 
Would  of -that  Seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs, 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

King.  Are  thefc  things  then  Neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  NccefTuies ; 

And  that  fame  word,  even  now  cryes  out  on  us :  - 
They  fay  the  Bifhop  and  Northnmberlavi 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ft rong. 

War.  It  canno;  be  (  my-  Lord  i ) 
Rumor  doth  double,  like  the  Voice,  and  Eccho, 

The  numbers  of  the  feared.  Plea  fe  it  your  Grace 

To  go  to  bed,  upon  my  Life  (  my  Lo:d  ) 

The  Pow'rs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  Prize  in  very  eafily. 

To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  rcceiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 

YourMajefty  hath  been  this  ibrt-night  ill, 
And  thele  unfeafond  hours  perforce  muft  adde 

Unto  your  Sicknefs. 
King.  I  will  take  your  counfcll : 

And  were  thefe  inward  Wairs  once  out  of  hand, 

Wc  would  (dear  Lords)  unto  the  Holy-Land. Exeunt. 

S cena  S ecunda. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence  jxtth  Mouldy, and  Sha- 
dow ,  warty  table ,  Bull-calf e. 

Shal.  Come-on,  come-on ,  come-on :  give  me  your 
Hand  Su,  give  me  your  Hand,  Sir :  an  early  ftirrer,  by 
the  Rood.  And  how  doth  my  good  Coufin  Silence  ? 

Sil.  Good^morrow,  good  Coufin  Shallow. 
Shal.  And  how  doth  my  Coufin  ,  your  Bed-fellow  ? 

and  your  faireft  Daughter,  and  mine  my  God-Daughter 
Ellen  ? 

Sil.  Alas,  a  black  Ouzell  (  Coufin  Shallow.) 

Shdl.By  yea  and  nay,Sir,I  dare  fay  my  Coufin  William 
is  become  a  good  Scholler?  he  is  at  Oxford  ftill,  is  he 
not  ? 

Sil.  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  colt. 
Shal.  He  mult  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  fliortly  :  I 

was  once  of  Clements  Inne ;  where  ( I  think  )  they  will 

talk  of  ma"l  Shallow  yet. 

>■      -■  Tir-r  rC,  ■  .  ,  .,  . 

Sil;  You  were  call'd  lulty  Shallow  then  (Coufin.) 

Shal.  I  was  call'd  any  thing  :  and  I  would  have  done 
any  thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  w?s  I,  anc 
little  John  Doit  of  Staffordfrme,  and  black  George  Bare, 
and  Francis  Pick-bone  ,  and  will  Squele  a  Cot-ial-man, 
you  had  not  four  fuch  Swinge-bucklcrs  in  all  the  Inns  of 
Court  again:  And  I  may  fay  to  you  ,  we  know  where 
the  Bona-Robas  were,  and  had  the  beft  of  them  all  at 
commandement.Then  was  Jack^Ealfiajfe  (now  Sir  John) 
a  Boy  ,  and  a  Page  to  Thomas  OWowbray  ,  Duke  of Norfolk. 

Sil.  This  Sir  John  (Coufin)  that  comes  hither  anon  a- boutSouldiers  ? 

Shal.  The  fame  Sir  John ,  the  very  fame :  I  faw  him 
break  Schoggans  Head  at  the  Court-Gate ,  when  he  was 
a  Crack,not  thus  high  :  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight 
with  oneSampfon  Stocl^-fifh^u.  Fruiterer,  behind  Grcys- 
Innc.  Oh  the  mad  dayesthat  I  have  fpentl  and  to  fee 
how  many  of  mine  ©Id  Acquaintance  arc  dead  ? 

Sil.  We  fhall  all  follow  (Coufin.) 

Shal.  Certain  :  'tis  certain :  very  fure,  very  fure  s 
Death  is  certain,  to  all,  all  fliall  dye.  How  a  good  Yoke 
or  Bullocks  at  Scamford  Fair  ? 

Sil.  Truly  Cofiun,I  was  not  there. 
Shal.  Death  is  certain.  Is  old  Double  of  your  Town 

living  yet  ? 

Sil.  Dead,  Sir. 

Shal.  Dead  ?  See,  fee  :  he  drew  a  good  Bow  :  and 
dead  ?  he  (hot  a  fine  fheot.  John  of  Gaunt  loved  him 
well ,  and  betted  much  Money  on  his  head.  Dead  ?  he, 

would  have  clapt  in  the  Clowt  at  TwcIve-fcore,and  car- 
ryed  you  afore-hand  Shaft  at  fourteen  ,  and  fourteen  and 
a  halfe,  that  it  would  have  done  a  mans  heart  good  to  fee. 
How  a  fcorc  of  Ewes  now  ? 

1  Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcorc  of  good  Ewes  may  I 
!be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  ? 

Enter  Bardolph  and  his  Boy. 

|    Sil.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Valftaffis  Men  (as  I 
think.) 

i  Shal.  Good-morrow,  honcft  Gentlemen. 

Bar  A.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow? 
Shal,  I  am  Robert  Shallow  (Sir)  a  poor  EfquirC  of  this 

County,  one  of  the  Kings  Juftices  of  the  Peace  : 
What  is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  Captain,  (Sir)  commends  him  to  you :  my 
Captain,Sir  JohnFalJlajfe :  a  tall  Gentleman,and  a  moft 
gallant  Leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well :  (  Sir  )  I  knew  him  a  good 
Back-Sword-man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  may  I 
ask,  how  my  Lady  his  Wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon :  a  Souldier  is  better  aocommoda- tcd,  then  with  a  Wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,Sir;  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed,too: 
Better  accommodated  ?  it  is  good,  yea  indeed  is  it :  good 

phrafes  arc  furely  ,  and  every  where  very  commendable. 
Accommodated,  it  comes  of  Accommodo :  very  good ,  a 
good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon  ,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe 

call  you  it?  by  this  day,  1  know  not  the  Phrafe  j  but j 
I  will  maintain  tbe  Word  with  my  Sword,  to  be  a; 

Souldier-like  Word  ,  and  a  Word '  of  exceeding  good , 
Command.  Accommodated:  that  is,  when  a  man  is 

(  as  they  fay  )  accommodated :  or,  when  a  man  is ,  being 

IT. 
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whereby  he  thought  to  be  accommodated,  which  is  an(    Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him  do.wn, 
excellent  .thing.  \  Sir  John} 

i    Falfl.  It  were  fuperfluous :  for  hisapparell  is  built  up- 

Enter  Falflafe.  |  on  his  back,  and  chc  whole  frame  ftands  upon  pins :  pr/ck 
I  him  no  more.  ,  . 

SJul,  I.t  is  very  juft  :  Look,  here  comes  good  Sirj    Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  fir :  you  can  do  it  r  I 
John.  Give  me  your  hand,  give  me  your  Worfhipsgood  \  commend  you  well, 
hand  i;  Truft  me,  you  look  well:. and  bear  your  yeares!  f ranch  Feeble. 
very  well.  Welcome,  good  Sir  John 

Falfl:  I  amglad  to.fee  you  wefoygood  Mafter  %abert 
Shallow  :  M-ifter  Sure- card  as  J. think  ? 

AW.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  Coufin  Silence :  in  Com- 
million  with  me. 

Fiilfi.  Good  Mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  fiiould 
be  pi:  the  peace. 

5/7.  Your  good  Worihip  is  welcome. 
Falfl.  Fie,  this.js  hot  weather  (Gentlemen)  have  you 

provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  of  fufficient  men  ? 
Shal.  Marry  have  we  fir :  Will  you.fit  ? 

falfl.  Let  ̂ me  fee  them,  I  befeech  ypu. 
Sfial.  Where's  the  Roll  ?  Where's  the  Roll?  Where's 

the  JloUf  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me.fee :  fo,,fo,.fo,  fo : 

»yea  marry,  Sir,  Ralph  M*hU)  :  let  them  appear  as  I,call : 
let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do.fo:.Let  me  tee,  Where  is 
Mouldy? 

Mottl.  Here,  if  it.pleafc.you. 

Shal.  What  think  you(-Sir  John)  a  good  Jimb'd  fel- 
low : young,iftrpng, and  of  gopd,fri«nds» 

Falfl.  Is  thy  name  Mould)  ? 

<M<*hI.  X.ea,.if itpkafe^ypu. 

Falfl.  'Tis  ,the  more  tunc  thou  wer-t  us'd. 
Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  mofi  excellent.  Things  that  are 

mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  very  (insular  good.  Well  fa,id,  Sir 
Jofc,  very  welt  fiaid. 

Falfl.  Prick  him. 

.Mtul.  I  was  prjckt  well.enpugh  before ,  if  you  cpuld 
havc.let, me  alone :.my  old  Dame  wilfbe  undone  npw,for 
:one.tp,cu9  her  Husband cy^and  her Nprudgeiv  ;  you  need 
np.t  .to,  have  pvickt .  me,  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go 
out  then  I. 

Falfl.  Go  to :  peace  Mould),  you.  (hall  go.  Mouldy, 
,it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

UMohI.  Spent? 

.Shal.  Peace,,  fellow,  |  peace  ;  ftand.^fidc  :  Know  you 
kwhcre  you  are,?  For  the -other,, Sir  ■J?  A* :  Let  me  fee  s,  Si- 

mon Shadow. 

Falfl.  I-marry,  let  merhave  l?im  to,  fit  under*  he  V  like 
to  be  a_coJ,d.  fouJ,djer. 

Shal.  Where's, Shade*? 
Shad.  Here,  Sir. 
.Falfl.  Shadow,  whofe  Son  art  thou  ? 
Sh»d^  My  Mothers  Son,  Sir. 

F alfl.  Thy  Mothers  Son :  like  enough,  and  thy  Fa-i 
thers  fhadow  :  fo  the  -Son  of  the  Female,  is  the  fhadow 
of  tfce.Male  :  it  is  ofcen  fo  indeed,  -buc  -not  -pf\  t-hc.fathers 
fulfti  nee. 

Shal.  Do  you- ltke-him, Sir  J«htr> 
Falfl.  Shadow. will  ferve  for  Summer :  prick  him  :  For 

we  have  a  number  of  fhadows  to  fill  up  the  Mufter- 
Book. 

Shal'.  Thomas  Wart. 
Falfl.  Where's  he  ? 
Want.  Here,  fir. 

F  alfl'-.  Is  thy  mmtW/trt  } Wart.  Yea,  fir. 

FalJ}.  Thou  art  a, very  ragged  Wart. 

Feeble.  Here,  fir. 

Shal.  What  Trade  art  thou  Feeble  ? 

Teebl*.  A  Womans  Taylor,  fir. 
Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir  ? 

Falfl.  You  may:  ;  ■         1    '    ;        ..  ' 
But  if  it  had  been  a  Mans  Taylor,  he  would  have  prick'd 
you.  Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  enemies  Bat- 
tell,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  Womans  Petticoat  f 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  fir,  you  can  have  no more. 

Falfl.  Well  fa  id,  good  Womans  Taylor:  Well faid 
Couragious  Feeble  :  thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrath- 
full  Dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  Moufe.  Prick  the  wo 

mans  Taylor  well,  Matter  Shallow,  deep,  Mafter  Shal 
low. 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  fir. 

Falfl.  I  would  thou  wert  a  Mans  Taylor,  that  thou 

might'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put 
him  to  a  private  fouldier,  that  is  the  Leader  of  fo  many 
thoufands.  Let  that  fufficc,  moft  Forcible  Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  fhall  fufrke. 

Falfl.  I  am  bound  to  thee  reverend  Feeble.  Who  is 
the  next  ? 

Shal.  <peter  Brtlcalfe  of  the  G  reen  . 
Falfl.  Yea  marry,  let  us  fee  B.ulcalfe. 
Bui.  Here,  fir. 

Falfl.  Truft  mc,  a  likely  Fellow.  Come  prick  me  Mat- 
calfe  till  he  roar  again. 

Bui.  Oh,  good  my  Lord  Captain. 

Ffal.  What.?  do'ft  thou  roar  before  th'art  prickt. 
Bui.  Oh  fir,  I  ani  a  difcafed  man. 

falfl.  Whatdifeafc  haft  thou  ? 
Bui.  A  whorfon  cold, fir ;  a  cough,  fir,  which  X  caught 

with  Ringing  in  the  Kings  affaires,  upon  his  Cpronation 

day,  fir. Falfl.  Ccmc,  thou,  fhalt  go  to  the  Waits  in  a  Gown  : 

Nwe  will  have  away  thy  Cold,\and  I  will  take  fuch  order 
that  thy  friends  fhall  ring  for  thee.  Is  here  all  ? 

Shal.  There  is  two  more  called  then  your  number : 
you  muft  have  but. four  here,  fir,  and  fo  I  pray  you  go 
in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Falfl.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  good  troth,  Ma- 

fter S  hallow. 
Shal.  P,  Sir  John,  doe  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all 

night.in  the  Wind-mill  inS.:int  <j,eorge\  Field  ?  o 
Falfl.  No  more  of  that,  good  Mafter  Shallow.  No 

more  of  that.- 
Shal.  Ha  ?  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night - 

work^  alive .? 

Falfl.  She  lives, Mofter  Shallow. 
Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  mc. 

,  Falfl.  Never,  never :  fhe  would  alwayes  fay  fhe  could 
not  abide  Mafter  Shallow. 
■  Shal.  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart :  fhe  was  then  a 
Bsna  Roba.  Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well  ? 

Fal.  Old,  old,,  Mafter  S hallow. 
Shal.  Nay  (he  muft  be  old,  fhe  cannot  chufe  but:  be 

Kk  "  old  r 
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old  :  ceitain  ihe's  old  :'and  had  Robin  ̂ \light-wor^  by 
old  Night-work.,  before  I  cajnc  Co  Clemtm.s  Innc. 

Sil.  That's  fifty  five  yea  res  ago.  ' 
Sffal.  H.ih,  Coulin  Silkttce,  that  thou  hadft  feen  that, 

that. this  Knight  and  I  have  feen  :  hah,  Su:  John,  faid  1 
'well  ? 1  • 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  Chimes  a:  mid-night,  Ma- 
fter Shallow. 

Shal.  That  vvc  have,  that  wc  have  ;  in  faith,  Sir  John, 

we  have  :  our  watch-world  was  ,  Hem-Boyes.  Come, 

Jet's  to  Dinner ;  come,  lee's  ro  Dinner :  Oh  the  dayes  that 
we  hav 

JBul 
feen.  Come,  come. 

He  is  not  his  daft-ma  Iter,  he  doth  not  doc  it 
remember  at  Miic-cnd  Crcen,  when  I  lay  at 

hue 

Good  Mi  Iter  Corporate  Bardslph,  ftand  my 
French 
hang'd, 

as  go  ?  and, yet  for  mine  own  part,  fir,  I  do  not  care, 

a  hi.  uooil  jvmtcr  corporate  varasipn,  m 
fti:nJ,  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  fhillings  in 
Crowns  for  you  :  in  very  triub,ur,I  had  as  lief  be  ! 

rathe: er,  becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and  for  mine  own 

part,  have  a  defire  to  iby  with  my  friends :  elfe,  fir, I  did 
not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  fo  much.  . 

Bar.  Co  to:  ftand  a  fide. 

Moul.  And  good  Matter  Corporal]  Captain,  for  my 
old  Dames  fake,  ftand  my  friend  :  The  hath  no  body  to 

do  any  thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone  :  and  ("he  ii  old and.cannot  help  her  felf :  you  fhall  have  forty,  fir. 
Bard.  Go  to  :  ftand  afide. 

'  Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  man  can  die  but  "once :  we  owe  a 
death.  I  will  never  bear  a  bale  mind  :  if  it  be  my  defti- 

ny,  fo:  i'f  it  be  not,fo:  no  man  is  too  good  to  ferve  his 
Prn^cc-:  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  die's  this 
year,  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bardi  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  fellow.. 
Feeble.  Nay,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  mind.  T 

Falfl.  Come,  fiv,  which  men  fhall  I  have  ?  ^ 
•  Shal.  Four  of  which  you. pleafe.  j 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with'you  :  I  have  three' pound,  to 
free  Mouldy  and  Bulcalfey 

Fal&^  Go  to  :.well. 

Shal.'  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  hayc  ?, 
Fal.  Do  you  chufe.  for  me. 

.  Shal.  Marry  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalfe,  feeble  ,  and 
Shallow.  •  *      ,         /  i  v 

Fal.  Moul 'dy,  and  Bale alfe  :  for  you'  Mouldy,  flay  at 
home,  till  you  are  paft  fervicc  t  and  for  your  part,  Bull- 
rife,  grow  till  you  come  unto  it :  Irwill  none  of  you. 

Shal.  Sir  John,S\x  John,  do  not  yoijr  felf  wrong,  they 

are  your  Iikelieft  men,  and, I  would  have  you  ferv'd  with 
the  beft.  ^ 

Falfi.W'iWyou  tell  me  (Mafter  Shallow)  how  to  chufe 
a  man  ?  Care  I  for  the  Limb,  the"  Thewcs,  the  Stature, 
Bulk,  and  big  affemblanee  of  a  man  ?  give  me  the  fpirit 

(Mafter  Shallow.)  Where's  Wart  ?  you'  fee  what  a  ragged 
appearance  it  is :  he  {half  charge  .you,  and  d'ifcharge  you, 
jwith  the  motion  of  a  Pevyterers  Hammer:  come  off,  and 
on,  fwifter  then  he  that  gibbets  on  the  Brewers  Bucket. 

And  this  fame  half  fae'd  fellow,  Shadow,  give  me  this 
rwan,  he  .prefc.nts.  no  mark  to  the  Enemy  j  the  fo-man 

may  with  as  great  ayme  levell  at  the  edge  of  a  Pen-knife :: 
and  for  a  Retreat,  how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  wo- 
mans  Taylor,  run  off.  O  give;me  the  fpare  men,  and 

fpar.e  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  Calyvcr  into  FVart's 
hand,  Bardolph. 

Band.  Hold  Wart)  Traverfe  :  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal.  Came  manage  me  your  Calyvcr  :  fo,  very  well, 
go  to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  Ogive  me  alwayes 
a  little,  lean,  old,  chopt,bald  Shot.  Welffaid  IVartjihou 
an  a  good  Scab  :  hold,  there  is  a  Tefter  for  thee. 

Shal. 

right.  1 

Clements  Innc,  I  wes  then  Sir  Dc genet  in  ̂ Arthur's 
Show  .  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow  ,  and  he  would 
manage  you  his  Piece  thus:  and  he  would  about,  and  a- 
bout,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in  :  Rah,  tah,tah, 
would  he  fay,  Bownce.  would  he  fay,  and  avray  again 
would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come  :  I  fhall  never  fee 
(uch  a  fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well,  Mafter  Shallow., 
Farewell  Mafter  Silence,  I  will  not  ufe  many  weirds  with 

you :  fare  you  well,  Gentlemen  both  :  I  thank  you  :  I 
muft  a  dozen  mile  to  night.  Bardolph, g\yz  the  Souldiers 
Coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Heaven  bleffe  you,  and  profper  your 
Affaires,  and  fend  us  Peace.  As  you  return ,  vifit  my 
houfe.  Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed  :  pcradven- 
ture  I  will  with  you  to  the  Court. 

Falfi.  I  would  you  would,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Go  to :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.  Fare  you  well. 

Exit. 

Falfi  Fare  you  well,  gentle  Gentlemen.    Qn  Bar- 
dolph,lcad  the  men  away.  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off 
thefe  Juftices :  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow. 
How  Subject  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  Lying  ? 

This  fame  ftarv'd  Juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to 
me  of  the  wildeneffe  of  his  Youth,  and  the  Feats  he  hath! 

done  about  Turnball-flreet,  and  every  third  word  a  Lye, 
duer  paid  to  the  hearer,  then  the  Turks  Tribute.  I  do  re- 

member him  at  Clements  Inne  ,  like  a  man  made  after 

fupper,of  a  Cbeefe-paring.  When  he  was  naked,  he  was, 
for  all  the  world,  like  a  forked  Radiih,  with  a  Head  fan- 

tastically carv'd  upon  it  with  a  Knife.   He  was  forlorn, 
that  his  Dimenfions  (to  any  thick  fight)  were  invinci- 

ble. He  was  the  very  Genius  of  Famine  :  he  came  ever 
in  the  reer-ward  of  the  Falhion :  And  now  is  the  Vices 

Dagger  become  a  Squire,  and  talks  as' familiarly  otjohn 
of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been  fworn  Brother  to  him;  and 

I'le  be  fworn  he  never  faw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard, 
and  then  he  burft  his  hcad,for.crowding  among  the  Mar- 

shals men.  Ifaw'it,  and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his 
own  Name,  for  you  might  have  trufs'd  him,  and  all  his 
apparell  into  an  Eele-skinne  :  The  Cafe  of  a  Treble 
Hoe-boy  was  a  Manfion  for  him  ;  a  Court :  and  now 
hath  he  Land,  and  Beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquainted 
with  him,  if  I  return:  and  it  fhall  go  hard,  but  I. will 
make  him  a  Philofophers  two  Stones  tome.  If  the  young 
Dace  be  a  Bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  reafon,  in  the 

Law  of  Nature,  but  I  may  fnapat  him.  Let  time  fhape, 
and  there  an  end.  . 

Exeunt. 

aJ&Hs  Quartm.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  the  Arch-Bijhof, Mowbray,  Hdftings, 
fVestmerlandy  Colevile. 

Bijh.  What  is  the  Forreft  call'd  ? 
Hail.  'Tis  Gualtree  Forreft  ,  and't  pleafe  your 

Grace. 

i?>jft.Here  ftand(my  Lords)and  fend  difcoveiics  forth 
To  know  the  number  of  our  Enemies. 

Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. Bi(h.\ 
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— Ttfb.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  fiknds  and  brethren  (in  thefe  great  Affaires) 

I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd  , 
New-dated  Letters  from  Northumberland : 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure,  and  fubftance  thus. 
How  doth  he  with  his  Perfon,  with  fuch  Powers 

As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  Quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  :  whereupon 

He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  Fortunes , 
To  Scotland ;  and  concludes  in  hearty  Prayers, 

That  your  Attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard, 
And  fearfull  meeting  of  their  Oppofite. 
^v.Thusdo  the  hopes  we  have  in  him,  touch  ground, 

And  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mtfienger. 

Haft.  NowJ>  whatnewes?   .  . 
Mtjf.  Weft  of  this  Forreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 

In  goodly  form,  comes  on  the  Enemy : 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Mow.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  Field. 

Enter  Weflmcrland. 

Bifh.  What  well  appointed  Leader  fronts  us  here  ? 
Mow.  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Wefimerland. 

JVeft.  Health,  and  fair  greeting  from  our  Generall, 
The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lancafter. 

Bifk.  Say  on  (my  Lord  of  WeftmerUnd)  in  peace : 
What  doth  concern  your  comming  ? 

Weft.  Then  (my  Lord) 
Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefle 
The  fubftance  of  my  Speech.  If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abject  Routs, 

Led  on  by  bloody  Youth  guarded  with  Rage, 

And  countenane'd  by  Boyes,  and  Beggery : 
I  fay  if  damnd  Commotion  fo  appear, 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  fhape, 
You  (Reverend  Father,  and  thefe  Noble  Lords) 
Had  not  been  hese,  to  dreffe  the  Hgly  form 
Of  bafe,  and  bloody  infurrection, 
With  your  fair  Honours.  You,  Lord  Arch-Bifhop, 

Whofe  Sea  is  by  a  Civil  Peace  maintain' d, 
Whofe  Beard,  the  Silver  Hand  of  Peace  hath  touch'd, 

Whofe  Learning,  and  good  Letters,  Peace  hath  tutdr'd, 
Whofe  white  Inveftments  figure  Innocence  ̂  
The  Dove,  and  very  bleffed  Spirit  of  Peace. 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf, 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  Peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace, 
Into  the  harfh  and  boyftrous  Tongue  of  War  ? 
Turning  your  Books  to  Graves,  your  Ink  to  Blood, 
Your  Pens  to  Launces,  and  yeur  Tongue  divine 
To  a  low  Trumpet,  and  a  Point  of  War  ? 

Bi/h.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?  fo  the  queftion  ftands. 
Briefly  to  this  end  :  We  are  all  difeas  d, 

And  with  our  forfeiting,  and  wanton  hours,  , 
Have  brought  our  felvcs  into  a  burning  Feaver , 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  Difeafe, 

Our  late  King  Richard  (being  infected)  dy'd. 
But  (my  moft  Noble  Lord  of  Wefimerland) 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  Phyfitian, 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Troop  in  the  Throngs  of  Military  men  : 

But  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearfull  Warre, 
To  dyet  rank  Mindes,fickeof  happinefle ; 

And  purge  th'obftiuclious,  which  begin  to  ftop 
Our  very  Veins  of  Life :  hear  me  more  plainly. 

I  have  in  equall  ballance  juftly  weigh'd, 
What  wrongs  our  Ai  mes  may  do.,  what  wrong  we  fuffer. 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  then  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  ftream  of  Time  doth  run, 

And  are  enfore'd  from  our  moft  quiet  there, 
By  the  rough  Tor  rent  of  Occafion, 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  Griefs 
(When  time  fhall  ferve)  to  (hew  in  Articles ; 

Which  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  King , 
And  might  by  no  Suit,  gain  our  Audience : 

When  we  are  wrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  Griefs, 
We  are  deny 'd  accefle  unto  his  perfon, 
Even  by  thofe  men,  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  dayes  but  newly  gone, 

Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  Earth 

With  yet  appearing  blood ;  and  the  examples 
Of  every  Minutes  inftance  (prefent  now) 
Hath  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  Armes : 
^ot  to  break  Peace,  or  any  Branch  of  it , 
But  to  eftablifli  here  a  Peace  indeed, 

Concurring  both  in  Name  and  Quality. 

West.  When  ever  yet  was  your  Appeal  deni'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King  ? 

What  Peer  hath  been  fubborn'd,  to  grate  on  you, 
That  you  fhould  feal  this  lawlcfle  bloody  Book 

Of  forg'd  Rebellion,  with  a  Seal  divine  ? 
Bi[h.  My  brother  Generall,  the  Common-wealth, 

I  make  my  quarrell  in  particular. 
Weft.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redreffe  ; 

Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 
Mow.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all, 

That  feell  the  bruizes  of  the  dayes  before, 
And  fuffer  the  Condition  of  thefe  Times 

To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequall  Hand  upon  our  Honours  ? 

Weft,  O  my  good  Loi  d  Mowbray, 
Conftrue  the  Times  to  their  Necsffities^ 

And  you  fhall  fay  (indeed)  it  is  the  Time, 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  injuries. 

Yet  for  your  part,  it  not  appeares  to  me, 
Either  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefenc  Time 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 

To  build  a  Grief  on :  were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^*  Seignories  , 

Your  Noble,  and  right  well  remembred  Fathers  > 
Mow.  What  thing,  in  Honour,  had  my  Father  loft, 

That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  State  ftood  then, 
Was  fore'd,  perforce  compell'd  to  banifh  him : 
And  then,  that  Henry  Bullingbroo&nd  he 
Being  mounted,  and  both  rowfed  in  their  Seats , 
Their  neighing  Courfes  daring  of  the  Spurre, 
Their  a  rmed  Staves  in  charge,  their  Beavers  down, 

Their  eyes  of  fire,  fparkling  through  fights  of  Steel, 
And  the  loud  Trumpet  blowing  thcrti  together : 

Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ftpy'd 
My  Father  from  the  Breaft  of  jitillingbrook^ ; 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  Warder  down. 
(His  own  Life  hung  upon  thcStaffe  he  threw) 
Then  threw  he  down,  himfelf,  and  all  their  Lives, 
That  by  Indictment,  and  by  d  nt  of  Sword, 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bullingbrool^.  (what. 

Weft.  You  fpeak  (Lord  Mowbray)  now  you  knew  not 
Kk  2  The 
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The  Earl  of  Hereford,  was  reputed  then 
In  EngUni  the  moft  valiant  Gentleman. 

Who  knows,  on  whom  Fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ? 
But  if  your  Father  had  been  Victor  there, 

He  ne're  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry. 
For  all  the  Countrey,  in  a  generail  voyce, 

Cry'd  hate  upon  him  :  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love, 
Were  fee  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 

And  bkls'u',and  grae'djand  did  more  then  the  King. 
But  this  is  meer  digreffion  from  my  purpofe. 
Here  cornel  from  our  Princely  General!, 
To  know  your  Giiefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  Audience  :  and  wherein 
It  fhall  enjoy  them,  every  thing  fet  off, 
You  lhall  appear,  that  your  demands  are  jufr, 
That  might  might  fo  much  as  think  you  Enemies. 

Mow-.  Biic  he  hath  fore'd  us  to  compell  this  Offer, 
And  it  proceeds  from  Policy,  not  Love. 

Weft.  {^Mowbrajy  you  over- ween  to  take  ic  fo : 
This  Offer  comes  from  Mercy,  not  from  Fear. 
For  lo,  within  a  Ken  our  Army  lies, 
Upon  mine  Honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a thought  of  fear. 
Oar  Battell  is  more  full  of  Names  then  yours, 
Our  Men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  Armes, 

Our  Armour  all  as  Strong,  our  Caufe  the  beft  j 
Then  Reafon  will,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good. 

Say  you  not  then,  our  Offer  is  compell'd. 
Mow.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  fhall  admit  no  Parley. 
Weft,  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence : 

A  rotten  Cafe  abides  no  handing. 
Hafi,  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  CommirTion, 

In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  Father^ 
To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  Conditions  we  fhall  ftand  upon  ? 

Weft.  That  is' intended  in  the  Generalls  Name  : 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  Question. 

Biffj'.  Then  take  (my  Lord  of  Weftmerland)  this  Sche- 
For  this  contains  our  generall  Grievances :  (dule, 

Each  fevcrall  Article  herein  redrefs'd , 
All  members  of  our  Caufe,  both  here,  and  hjnee, 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  Action, 

Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantiall  form, 
And  prefent  execution  of  bur  wills^ 

To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes  confin'd, 
We  come  within  burawfull  Banks  again, 
And  knit  our  Powers  to  the  Arm  of  peace. 

Weft,  This  will  I  fhew  the  General!.  Pleafcyou  Lords 
In  fight  of  both  our  Battels^  we  may  meet 
At  either  erid  in  peace :  which  Heaven  fo  frame, 

Or  to  the -place  of  difference  call  the  Swords,  - 
Which  niiift  needs  decide  ic. 

Bijh.  My  Lord,  we  will  do  fo. 

Movn  '  There  is  a  thing  within  my  Boforrie  tells  rile, 
That  no  condition  of  our  Peace  can  ffand. 

Haft.  Fear  you  not  that,  if  wc  can  make  our  Peace 

Upon  fuch  large  termes,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  Conditions  fhall  confift  upon, 
Our  Peace  fhall  Stand  as  firm  as  Rocky  Mountains: 

More.  I,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch  ̂  

That  every  flight,  and  falfe-derived  Caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  Reafon, 
Shall  to  the  King;  tafte  of  this  Action  : 

That  were  our  Royall  faiths,  Martyrs  in  Love,' 
We  fhall  be  winnowed  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  Corn  fhall  feem  as  light  as  Chaffcj 

And  good  from  bad  lind  no  partition. 

Bijh.  No,  no  (my  Lord)  note  this :  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty,  and  fuch  picking  Grievances  ; 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  Death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  Heirs  of  Life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  Tables  clean, 
And  keep  no  Tell-tale  to  his  Memory, 

That  may  repeat,  and  Hiftory  his  loile, 
To  new  remembrance.  For  fall  well  he  knows, 
He  cannot  fo  precifcly  weed  this  Land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion : 
His  foes  arc  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends. 
That  plucking  to  unfix  an  Enemy , 
He  doth  unfaften  fo,and  fhakc  a  friend. 
So  that  this  Land,  like  an  offensive  wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on,  to  offer  ftrokes, 
As  he  is  Striking,  holds  his  infant  up , 

And  hangs  refolv'd  Correction  in  the  Ami, 
That  was  upreai'd  to  execution. 

Haft.  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  Rods, 
On  late  Offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 

.The  very  Instruments  of  Chaftifement : 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  Fangleffe  Lyon 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Btfh,  "Tis  very  true : 

And  therefore  be  aflur'd  (my  good  Lord  Marshall) 
If  we  do  now  make  our  attonement  well, 
Our  Peace  will  (like  a  broken  Limb  united) 
Grow  Stronger,  for  the  breaking. 

Mow.  Be  it  fo  .\ 

Here  is  recurn'd  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland. 

Enter  Weftmerland. 

Wr.The  Prince  is  here  at  handrplcafeth  your  Lordfhip 

To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  Armies  ? 
Mow.  Your  Grace  of  Tork^  in  heavens  name  then 

forward. 

Bijh.  Before,and  greet  his  Grace  (my  Lord)  we  come. 

Enter  'Prince  John. 

John.  You  arc  vVell  encountred  here  (my  coufin  Mow 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  Lord  Arch-Bifhop,  (f>r*j) 
And  fo  to  you  Lord  H*ftings,znd  to  all. 

My  Lord  of  Torkj,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you , 
When  that  your  Flock  (affembled  by  the  Bell) 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  Expolition  on  the  holy  Text, 
Then  now  to  fee  you  here  an  Iron  man, 
Cheering  #  rout  of  Rebels  with  your  Drumme, 

Turning  the  Word,  to  Sword  ;  and  Life,  to  Death. 
That  man  that  fits  within  a  Monarchs  heart, 

And  ripens  in  the  Sun-Shine  of  his  favour, 
Would  he  abufe  the  Countenance  of  the  King, 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  Shadow  of  fuch  greatneffe  ?  With  you,  Lord  Bifhop, 
It  is. even  fo.  Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  Books  of  Heaven  f 

To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament ; 

To  tis,  the  imagine  voyce  of  Heaven  it  felf : 

The  very  Opener,  and  Intelligencer , 
Between  the  Grace,  the  Sanctities  of  Heaven  ̂  

And  our  dull  workings.  O,  who  fhall  believe ; 

But  youmifufethe  reverence,  of  your  Place, 

Employ  the  Countenance  and  Grace  of  Heaven  , 
As  a  falfe  Favourite  doth  his  Princes  Name  , 

Indc  eds  difhonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up, 

Under 
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Under  the  counterfeited  zed  ot*  Heaven  , 
The  Subjects  of  Heavens  Subftitute,  my  Father,  . 
And  both  againft  the  Peace  of  Heaven,  and  him, 
Have  here  up-fwarmed  them. 

Bifh.  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancafter, 

'  I  am  not  here  againft  your  Fathers  Peace  : 
But  (as  I  told  my  Lord  of  Weftmerland) 

The  time  (mif-order'd)doth  in  common  fence 
i  Crowd  us,  and  crufh  us,  to  this  monftrous  Form, 

j  To  hold  our  fafcty  up.  I  fent  your  Grace 
(  The  parcels,  and  particulars  of  our  Grief, 

The  which  hath  bin  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  Court ; 
Whereon  this  Hydra-Son.  of  War  is  born, 

Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep, 
With  grant  of  our  moft:  juft  and  right  defires ; 

And  true  Obedience,  of  this  MadnetTe  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  Ma  jefty. 

CMow.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes, 
To  the  la  ft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down , 
We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  Attempt  : 
If  they  mifcarry,theirs  (hall  fecond  them. 
And  fo,  fuccefle  of  mifchief  fhall  be  born , 

And  Heir  from  Heir  fhall  hold  this  Quarrell  up, 
Whiles  Englandihzll  have  generation.  > 

John.  You  are  too  (hallow (Haftings) 
Much  too  (hallow, 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Weft.  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  directly, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  Articles : 

John.  I  like  them  all, and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  Fathers  purpofes  have  been  miftook, 
And  fome,  about  him,  have  too  lavifhly 

Wrcfted  his  meaning,  and  Authority.  1 
My  Lord,  thefe  Griefs  (halt  be  withfpeed  redreft  : 
Upon  my  life,  they  (hall.  If  this  may  pleafe  yoti, 
Difcharge  your  Powers  unto  their  feverall  Counties, 
As  we  will  ours :  and  here  between  the  Armies, 

Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace, 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  Tokens  home,  ~ 
Of  our  rcftored  Love,  and  Amity. 

Bifh.  I  take  your  Princely  word,  for  thefe  redreffes. 
John.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word  ; 

And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  Grace. 
Haft.  Go  Captain,  and  deliver  to  the  Army 

This  newes  of  Peace  ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  pare : 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them. 
High  thee  Captain.  Exit. 

Bifh.  To  you,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Weftmerland. 
Weft.  I  pledge  your  Grace: 

And  if  you  knew  what  pains  I  have  beftow'd, 
To  breed  this  prefent  Peace, 
You  would  drink  freely  :  but  ray  love  to  ye, 
Shall  (hew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

Bifh.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 
Weft.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Health  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  Coufin  Mowbray. 
Mow.  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon , 

For  I  am  on  the  fudden,  fomething  ill. 
Bifh.  Againft  ill  Chances  men  are  ever  merry, 

But  heavineffe  fore-runs  the  good  event. 
Weft.  Therefore  be  merry  (Coz)  fince  fudden  forrow 

Servesto  fay  thus  :  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morrow. 
Bifh.  Believe  me,  I  am  palling  light  in  fpirit. 
Mow.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  Rule  be  true. 

The  word  of  Pence  is  render'd  :  hark  how  they 

john. 

fhowt. 

Move.  Th"s  had  been  chcerfull  after  Victory. 
Bifh.  A  Peace  is  of  the  nature  of  aConquelt  : 

For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd, 
And  neither  party  loofer. 

John.  Go  (my  Lord) 
And  let  bur  Army  be  difcharged  too  : 

And  good  my  Lord  fo(plea*fe  you)  let  our  Trains 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  peiufe  the  men     •  !  Exit, 

We  fhould  have  cop'd  withall. 
Bifh.  Go,  good  Lord  Haftings : 

And  ere  they  be  difmifs'd  let  them  march  by.  Exit. 
John.  1  truft  (Lords)  we  (hall  lie  to  night  together. Enter  Weftmerland. 

Now  Coufin,  wherefore  (lands  our  Army  dill  ? 
Weft.  The  Leaders  having  charge  from  you  to  ftand, 

Will  not  go  off  untill  they  hear  you  fpeak 
John.  They  know  their  duties.       Enter  Haftings. 

Haft.  Our  Army  is  difpers'd  : 
Like  youthfull  Steers,  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  courfe 
Eaft,  Weft>North,  South  :  or  like  a  School  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home, and  fporting  place. 

"  Weil.  Good  tidings(my  Lord  Haftings)^ox the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee  (Tt  aytor)  of  high  Treafon  :  H 

And  you  Lord  Aich-Billiop,  and  you  Lord  Mowhayy 
Of  Capitall  Treafon,  1  attach  you  both. 

Mow.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  > 

Weft.  Is  your  Affembly  lo  ? 
Bifh.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none  :  .  ,  , 
I  piomifs'd  you  redreffe  of  thefe  fame  Grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain ;  which  by  mine  Honour  5 
I  will  perform,  with  a  moft  Chriftian  care. 

But  for  you  (Rebels)  look  to  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  Rebellion,  and  fuch  Acts  as  yours. 
Moft  (hallowly  did  you  thefe  Armcs commence, 

Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 

Strike  up  our  Drummes,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray  , 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  have  fafcly  fought  to  day. 
Some  guard  thefe  Traitors  to  the  block  of  Death, 
Treafons  true  bed,  and  yielder  up  of  breath.  Exeunt. 

.   Enter  Ttalftaffe,  and  Colevile, 

Fa/ft.  What's  your  Name,  Sir  ?  of  what  Condition 
are  you  ?  and  what  place,  I  pray  > 

Col.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  : 

And  my  Name  is  Collevile  of  the  Dale. 

Falft.  Well  then,  Collevile  is  your  Name,  a  Knight 
is  your  Degree,  and  your  Place,  the  Dale.  Collevile  (hall 
(till  be  your  Name,  a  Traitor  your  Degree,  and  the  Dun- 

geon your  Place,  a  place  deep  enough  :  fo  (hall  you  be 
ftill  Collevile  of  the  Dale. 

Col.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Talftaffe  ? 

Falftaffe.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  fir,  who  e're  lam  :  do 
ye  yield,  fir,  or  fhall  I  fweat  for  you  ?  if  I  do  fweat,  they 
are  the  drops  of  thy  Lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death, 
therefore  rowze  up  Fear  and  Trembling,  and  do  obser- 

vance to  my  mercy. 

Col.  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falftaffe^  and  in  that 
thought  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  School  of  Tongues  in  this  belly 
of  mine,  and  not  aTongue  of  them  allfpeaksany  other 
word  but  my  Name :  and  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indiffe- 
rency,  I  were  (imply  the  moft  active  fellow  in  Europe 

my  womb,  my  womb,  my  wombundo's  me.  Here  comes our  Gcnerall. 

1  K  k  3  Enter 
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Enter  Prince  John  and  WeftmerJand. 

John.  The  heat  is  part,  follow  no  farther  now  , 
Cali  in  the  Poweis,good  Coufin  Weftmerland. 
Now  FalTtaffe,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefc  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will  (on  my  life) 

One  time  or  other,  bicak  fome 'Gallows  back. 
Falft.  I  would  be  forry  (my  Lord)  but  it  fhould  Lc 

thus:  I  nevd  knew  yet ,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the 

rcwaid  of  Valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  Swallow,  an  Ar- 
row, or  a  Bullet  ?  Have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  Motion  , 

the  expedition  of  Thought  ?  I  have  ipeeded  hither  with 
the  very  cxtrerweft  inch  of  poflibility.  I  have  foundied 
nine  fcore  and  oddc  Ports :  and  here  (travell-taintcd  as  I 
am)  have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  Valour,  taken 
Sir  John  Collevlle  of  the  Dale,a  moft  furious  Knight,and 
valorous  Enemy  :  But  what  of  that  ?  he  law  me,  and 

yielded  :  that  I  may  juftly  fay  with  the  hook-nos'd  fel- 
low of  Rome,  \  came,  faw,and  over-came. 

John.  It  was  more  of  his  Courtefie,then  your  defer- 
ving.  .  ji 

Falft.  I  know  not  :  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him : 

and  I  befcech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reft 
of  this  dayes  deeds  ;  or,  I  fwear,  I  will  have  it  in  a  par* 
ticulav  Ballad,  with  mine  own  Picture  on  the  top  of  it 
(  Collevlle)  kiffing  my  foot :  To  the  which  courfe,if  I 

be  enfore'd,  if  you  do  not  all  fhew  it  like  gilt  two-penccs 
to  me  ;  and  I,  in  the  clear  Sky  of  Fame,  o're-fhine  you 
as  much  as  the  full  Moon  doth  the  Cynders  of  the  Ele- 

ment (which:  fhew  like  Pins  Heads  to  her)  believe  not 
the  word  of  the  Noble  :  therefore  let  me  have  right,  and 
let  defert  mount. 

John.  Thine's  too  heavy  t9  mount. 
Falft.  Let  it  fhine  then. 

John.  Thine's  too  thick  to  fhinc. 
Falft.  Let  it  do  fomething  (my  good  Lord)  that  may 

do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

John.  Is  thy  Name  Qollevile  ? 
Col.  It  is  (my  Lord.) 
John.  A  famous  Rebel  art  thou,  ColUvllt. 
Falft.  And  a  famous  true  Subject  took  him. 
Col.  I  am  (my  Lord)  but  as  my  Betters  are, 

That  led  me  hither  :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  then  you  have. 

FalFl.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves,  but  thou 

like  a  kind  felloWjgav'ft.  thy  felf  away  ;  and  I  thank  thee, for  thee. 
Enter  Weflttterland. 

John.  Have  you  left  purfuit  ? 

Weft.  Retreat  is  made,  and  Execution  ftay'd. 
John.  Send  Collevlle,  with  his  Confederates, 

To  Tork^  to  prefent  Execution. 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

Exit  Collevlle. 

And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  Court  (my  Lords) 
I  hear  the  King,  my  Father  is  forefick, 
Our  Newes  fhall  go  before  us,  to  his  Ma  jetty , 
Which  (Coufin)  you  fhall  bear,  to  comfort  him : 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Falft.  My  Lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Glocefterfhlre  ;  and  when  you  come  to  Court, 

fiand  my  good  Lord,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 
John.  Fare  you  well,  Falftajfe:  I,  in  my  condition, 

Shall  better  fpeak  of  you,  then  you  defervc.  Exit. 

Falfi.  1  would  you  had  but  the  wit  :  'twere  better  then 
your  Dukcdome.  Gocd  faith,  this  fame  young  fober- 
blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me,  nor  a  man  cannot  make 

him  laugh  ;  but  that's  no  man-ell,  he  diinks  no  Wine. 
There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  Boycs  come  to  any 
proof  :  for  thin  chink  doth  to  ever-cool  their  blocd, 

and  making  many  Fifh-Meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kinc 
I  of  Male  G i een.fi ckndfe  :  and  then,  when  they  marry, 

they  get  Wenches.  They  aic  generally  Fools,  and  Cow- 
ards ;  which  leme  of  us  fhould  be  toc,but  for  inflamation 

A  geed  Shcn is- Srck  hath  a  two-fold  cpciaticn  in  it: 
•  tatcends  me  into  the  Biain,  diies  me  theie  allihefcol- 

ifli,  find  c!i  •!,.  snd  mdy  Vypouis,  which  environ  it: 
makes  it  rppihnfnc  Clink,  fcgttive,  full  of  nimble, 

fieiy,  end  del< dial  le  fhapes ;  which  deliver^  o'retothe 
Voyce,  the Tcrgi  i,  which  is  the  Biuh  ,  tcccmes  excel- 

lent Wit.  Thehccro  ..property  cf  ycur  excellent  She?- 
\ns,  is,  the  warning  of  the  Bleed  :  which  before  (cold, 
and  fetled)  left  ti  t  Livti  white,  ard  pale  :  which  is  the 
Badge  of  Pufillanin.ny,  and  Ccwaidize  :  tut  the  Sherris 
waimes  it,  and  makes  it  ccmie  ficm  the  inwards,  to  the 

parts  extreme  :  it  illuminateth  the  Face,  which  (as  a  Bea- 

con) gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  Kingdcme 
(man)ro  Arm  :  and  then  the  Vital  Ccmmoncis,  and  in- 

land petty  fpirits,  mifter  me  all  to  their  Captain,  the 
Heart ;  who  great,  and  puft  up  with  his  retinue,  doth  a- 
ny  deed  of  Courage:  and  this  Valour  crmes  of  Sherris. 
So,  that  skill  in  the  Weapon  is  nothing,  without  Sack 
(  for  that  fets  it  a  work  :  )  and  Learning,  a  meer  Hoarc 

of  Gold,  kept  by  a  Devil,  till  Sack  commences  it, and  fets 
it  in  a&,  and  ule.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Punce  Harry 
is  valiant :  for  the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of 
his  Father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fterill,and  bare  Land,  ma- 

nured, husbanded,  and  till'd,  with  excellent  endeavour 
of  drinking  good,  and  gocd  ftore  of  fertil  Sherris,  that 
he  is  become  very  hot,  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand 
Ions,  the  fi i ft  Principle  I  would  teach  them,  fhould  be  to 
rorfwear  thin  Potations ,  and  to  addicl  themfelves  to 

Sack.  Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardoph. 

Bard.  The  Army  isdifcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Falft.  Let  them  go:  1'Ic  through  Glocefterfhlre,  and 
there  will  I  vifit  Mafter  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire :  I  hare 

him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb, 
and  fhoitly  will  I  feal  with  him.  Come  away. 

Exeunt. 

Sce?ja  Secunda. 

Enter  Klng,Wart*>lck1  Clarence,  Glocefter. 

King.  Now  Lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  fucceffefull 
To  this  Debate  that  blccdeth  at  our  cjoors,  (end 
We  will  our  Youth  lead  on  to  higher  Fields, 

And  draw  no  Swords,  but  what  are  fanclifi'd. 
Our  Navy  is  addreffed,  our  Power  collected, 
Our  Subftitutes,  in  abfencc,  well  inverted, 

And  every  thing  lies  levell  to  our  wifli  ; 
Onely  we  want  a  little  perfonall  ftrength  : 

And  pawfe  us,  till  thefe  Rebels,  now  a  foot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoak  of  Government. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  your  Majefty Shall  foon  enjoy. 

King. 
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King.  Humphrey  (  my  Son  of  Gloucester  )  where  is 
the  Pnncc,  your  B.ochcr  ? 

Glo.  I  chink  he's  gone  co  hunc  (my  Lord)  at  Windfor. 
King.  And  how  accompanied  ? 
Glo.  I  do  not  know  (my  Lord.) 
King.  Is  no:  his  Broiher,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  with 

him  f 

Glo.  No  (my  good  Lord)  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
CUr,  What  would  my  Lord,  and  Father  ? 

•  King.  Nothing  but  well  to  x\\zc,Tbomai  of  Clarence, 
How  chance  thou  arc  not  with  the  Prince,  thy  Brother  ? 

He  loves  thee,  and  thou  do'lt  neglefi  him  (Thomas.) 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  Affeftion, 

Then  all  thy  Brotheis :  Chcrrifh  it  (my  Boy) 

And  Noble  Offices  thou  may'ft  effect 
Of  Mediation  (after  I  am  dead) 
Between  his  Grcatnefs,  and  thy  other  Brethren. 
Therefore  omit  him  not :  blunt  not  his  Love, 
Nor  loofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  Grace, 
By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obfeiv'd: 
He  hath  a  Tear  for  Piety,  and  a  Hand 

Open  (as  Day)  for  melting  Charity  : 

Yet  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  Flint, 
As  humorous  as  Winter,  and  as  fudden, 

As  Flaws  congealed  in  the  Spring  of  day. 

His  temper  therefore  muft  be  well  obferv'd : 
Chide  him  for  faults, and  do  it  reverently, 

When  you  perceive  his  bloud  inclin'd  to  mirth  : 
But  being  moody,  give  him  Line,  and  fcopc, 
Till  that  his  paffions  (like  a  Whale  on  ground) 
Confound  chemfelvcs  with  working.  Learn  this  Thomxt, 

And  thou  Shalt  prove  a  Shelter  to  thy  friends-, 
A  Hoop  of  Gold  to  bind  thy  Brothers  in  : 
That  the  united  Vetlell  of  theit  Bloud 

(Mingled  with  Venom;  of  Suggestion, 
As  force,  perforce,  the  Age  will  pour  it  in) 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  Strong 
As  Acomtum,  or  rafh  Gun-powder. 

Clar.  I  fhall  obferve  him  with  all  care,  and  love. 

King.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  with  him  (Tho- 
mas ? ) 

*  Clar,  He  is  not  there  to  day  :  he  dines  in  London. 
King.  And  how  accompanied  ?  Canft  thou  tell  that  ? 
Clar.  With  ?oins,  and  other  his  continua  II  followers. 

King.  Moft  Subject  is  the  facteft  Soyl  to  Weeds : 
And  he  (the  Noble  Image  of  my  Youth) 
Is  over-Spread  with  them  :  therefore  my  grief 

Stretches  it  fe.'f  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 
The  bloud  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  Shape 

(In  fuimes  imaginary)  th'ungnided  Dayes, 
And  rotccn  Times,  that  you  Shall  look  upon, 
When  I  am  Sleeping  with  my  AnceSiors. 
For  when  his  hcad-ftrong  Riot  hath  no  Curb, 
When  Rage  and  hot-b!oud  are  his  Counfellors, 
When  Means  and  lavifh  Manners  meet  together, 
Oh,  with  what  Wings  fhall  his  Affections  ftyc 

Towards  fronting  Penll,  and  oppos'd  decay  ? 
War.  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite  : 

The  Prince  but  ftudics  his  Companions, 

Like-a  ftrange  Tongue  :  wherein,  to  gain  the  Language 
'Tis  necdfull,  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  lcarn'd  k  which  once  attain'd, 
Your  Highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  life , 
But  to  be  known,  and  hated.  So,  like  grofs  terms, 
The  Prince  will,  in  the  perfedtnefs  of  time, 

Ca(t  oft  his  followers  :  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  Pattern,  or  a  Meafure  live, 

By  which  his  Grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others, 

!  Turning  prft  cvilis  to  advantages.  •         .•;  h 
I     Kin.  Tisfeldome,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  Comb 
In  the  dead  Carrion. 

k 
Enter  Weftmerlani. 

Who's  here  >  Weft  mer  land  > 

Weft.  Health  to  my  Soveraign,  arid  rieW  ha'ppinefs Added  to  that,  that  I  am  to  deliver. 

Prince  John,  your  Son,  doth  kiffe  your  Graces  hand : 
(JMotvbray,  the  Bifhop,  Screof,  Haftings)znd  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  Correction  of  your  Law. 

There  is  not  now  a  Rebels  Sword  unfheath'd^ 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  every  where : 
The  manner  how  this  Action  hath  been  borne, 

Here  (at  more  leifure)may  your  Highnefs  read, 

With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 
King.  O  ffeftmerland,  thou  art  a  Summer  Birdj, 

Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  Winter  rings 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harcourt. 

Look,  here's  more  news. Har.  From  enemies,  Heaven  keep  your  Majefty } 
And  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall, 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  yoa  of. 
The  Earle  Northumberland,  and  the  Lord  Barilolfy 
With  a  great  Power  of  Englifh,  and  of  SCots^ 
Are  by  the  Sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown  t 
The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  Packet  (pleafc)  you  contains  at  large. 

King.  And  wherefore  fhould  thefegood  news 
Make  me  fick  ? 

Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  Letters .? 

She  either  aives  a  Stomack,  and  no  food-,  $ 
(  Such  are  the  poor,  in  health  )  6r  elfe  a  Feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  Stomack  (  Such  are  the  Richj 
That  have  aboundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  fhould  rejoyce  now,  at  this  happy  news, 

And  now  my  Sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy, 
O  me,  come  near  rrtc,  now  I  am  much  ill; 

Glo.  .Comfort  your  Majefty. 

Cla.  Oh,  my  Royall  Fatner. 
WeSlmer.  My  fovcraign  Lord,chear  up  your  fcif,  look 

up.        ■  , War.  Be  patient  (Princes)  you  do  know,  thefe  Fits 
Arc  with  his  Highnefs  very  otdinary. 

Stand  from  him,  give  him  aire : 

He'll  Straight  be  well.  - 
Clar.  No,  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out :  thefe  pangSj 

Th'inccffant  care,  and  labour  of  his  mind, 
Hath  wrought  the  Mure,  that  fhould  confine  in  it$  . 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out, 

Glo.  The  people  fear  me  :  for  they  do  obferve- 
Unfather'd  Heirs,  and  loathly  Births  of  Nature; 
The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  theyear  ;  ,  v  , 

Had  found  fome  monthes  aflecp,  and  leap'd  therh  over. :? 
CUr.  The  River  hath  thrice  flow'd,no  ebbe  between  t 

And  the  old  folk  (  Times  doting  Chronicles) 

Say  it  did  fo,  a  little  time  before 

That  our  Grand-fire  Edward  fick'd,  and  dy'd.       •  ,  < 
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War.  Speak  lov\er  (  Princes  )  for  the  King  reco- 
vers. 

Glo.  This  Apolpexy  will  (certain)  be  his  end. 

King,  I  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 

Into 'fome  other  Chamber :  foftly  pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noyfe  made  (my  gentle  fiknds) 
llnlcfle  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 

Will  whifper  Mufick  to  my  weary  Spirit. 
War.  Call  for  the  Mufick  in  the  other  Room. 

King.  Set  me  the  Crown  upon  my  Pillow  here. 
Clar.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
War.  Lefs  noyfe,  lefs  noyfe. 

Enter  Trine e  Henry. 

Prin.  Hen.  Who  faw  the  Duke  of  Clarence} 

Cla.  I  am  here  (Brother)  full  of  heavinefs. 
Prin.  Hen.  How  now  ?  Rain  within  doors^  and  none 

abroad  ?  How  doth  the  King  ? 
Glo.  Exceeding  ill. 
Prin.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 

Tell  it  him. 

Glo.  Healter'd  much,  upon  the  hearing  it. 
Prin.  Hen.  If  he  be  fick  with  Joy, 

He'l  recover  without  Phyfick. 
War.  Not  fo  much  noyfe  (my  Lordi) 

Sweet  Prince  fpeak  low. 

The  King,  your  father,  isdifpos'd  to  deep. Ciar.  Let  us  with-draw  into  the  other  Room. 

War.  Wil't  pleafe  your  Grace  to  go  along  with  us? 
Prih. Hen.  No :  I  will  fit,  and  watch  here,by  the  King. 

Why  doth  the  Crown  lye  there,  upon  his  Pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefomea  Bed-fellow  ? 

0  pollifh'd  Perturbation  !  Golden  Care  ! 

That  keeep'ft  the  Ports  of  (lumber  open  wide, 
To  many  a  watchfull  Night  :  fleep  with  it  now, 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet,. 
As  he  whofe  Brow  (with  homely  Biggen  bound) 
Snores  out  the  Watch  of  Night.  O  Majefty  1 

When  thou  do'ft  pinch  thy  Bearer,  thou  do'ft  fit 
Like  a  rich  Armor,  worne  in  heat  of  day, 

That  fcald'ft  with  fafety  :  by  his  Gates  of  breath, 
There  lyes  a  dowlney  feather,  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  dowln 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  Lordj  my  Father, 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed  t  this  is  a  fleep, 

That  from  this  Golden  Rigoll  hath  divore'd 
So  many  Englifh  Kings.  Thy  due  from  me, 
Is  Tears,  and  heavy  Sorrows  of  the  Bloud, 
Which  Nature,  Love,  and  filiall  tendernefs, 

Shall  (O  dear  father)  pay  thee  plenteo'ifly. 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperiall  Crown, 
Which  (as  immediate  from  thy  place,  and  bloud) 
Derives  it  felf  to  me.  Lo,  here  it  fits, 
Which  heaven  fhall  guard  : 
And  put  the  worlds  whole  ftrength  into  one  gyant  arme, 
It  fhall  not  force  this  Line?  11  Honor  from  me. 

1  This,  from  thee,  will  I  to- mine  leave, 

As 'tis  left  tome.  Exit 

Snter  Warwick  Gloucefier^  Clarence. 

King.  Warwick,  GloucefieryClaren9e. 
Cl*r.  Doth  the  King  call  ? 

War.  What  would  your  Majefty  ?  how  fares  your 
Grace  ? 

King.  Why  did  you  leave  rne  here  alone  (my  Lords?) 
Cla.  We  left  the  Pi  ince  (my  Brother)  here  (my  Liege) 

Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 

King.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ?  where  is  he  ?  let  me  fee 
him. 

War.  This  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 
Glo,  He  came  not  through  the  Chamber  where  we 

ftaid. 

King.  Where  is  the  Crown  ?  who  took  it  from  my Pillow  ? 

War.  When  we  with-drew  (my  Liege)  we  left  it  here. 

King.  The  Prince  hath  ta'ne  it  hence ; Go  feek  him  out, 

Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 

My  fleep,  my  death  ?  Find  him  (  my  Lord  of  Warrick) 
Chide  him  hither :  this  part  of  his  conjoyns 
With  my  difcafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See  Sonns,  what  things  you  are : 

How  quickly  Nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  Gold  becomes  her  object  ? 

For  thisj  the  foohfh  over-carefull  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thoughts, 
Their  brains  with  care,  their  bones  with  induftry. 

For  this,  they  have  ingroffed  and  pyl'dup 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-atchieved  Gold : 
For  this,  they  have  been  thoughtfull,  to  inveft 
Their  Sonns  with  Arts,  and  Martiall  Exercifes : 

When",  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  every  flower 
The  vertuous  SweetSj  oUr  Thighes  packt  with  Wax, 
Our  Mouths  with  Honey,  we  bring  it  to  the  Hive ; 

And  like  the  Bees,  are  murthered  for  our  pains. 
This  bitter  tafte  yields  his  engrofsmcnts, 
To  the  ending  father. 

Enter  Warwick^. 

Now  where  is  he,  that  will  not  flay  fo  long , 

Till  his  friend  ficknefs  hath  determined  me  > 
War.  My  Lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  Room, 

Wafhing  with  kindly  Tears  his  gentle  Checks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour,  in  great  forrow, 

That  Tyranny,  which  never  quaffc  but  bloud, 

Would  (by  beholding  him)  have  wafti'd  his  Knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.  He  is  coming  hither. 

King.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  ? 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.  Come  hither  to  me  {Harry ,) 
Depart  the  Chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.  Exit. 

Prin.  Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

King.  Thy  wifh  was  father  (Harry)  to  that  thought  : 
I  flay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Do'ft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  mine  Honors, 

Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth  » 
Thou  feek  ft  the  Greatnefs,  that  will  over-whelm  thee: 
S;ay  but  a  little :  for  my  Cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling,  with  fo  weak  a  winde, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop :  ray  Day  is  dimme. 
Thou  haft  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 

Were  thine,  without  offence:  end  at  my  death 

Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  expectation.  ■ 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,thou  lovd'fi  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  dye  affur'd  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  Diggers  in  thy  thoughts, 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 

To  ftabat  half  an  hour  of  my  fraile  life. 
What  ?  canft;thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 

The 
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iri  bit* 

■1  hen  ucc  thee  gonv,  and  dig  chy  grave  thy  lelf, 
fAnd  bid  the  mcrjy  B-!s  ring  to  thy  car 
fThar  tl-soU  art  Crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead, 

;Lcc  all  the  Tears,  that  fhould  bedew  my  Herl'c 
| Be  drops  of  Bal'.ne,  to  fan£tifie  thy  head: 
I  Oncly  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft  £ 
J Cj i ve  char,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  theWonr.cs: 
Plrck  down  my  Officers,  brcak.my  Decrees; 
For  now  a  time  is  come,  to  mock  at  forme. 

Henry  the  fife  is  Crown'd:  Up  Vanity, 
Down  Royall  State:  Allyou  fage  Counfellois,  hence : 
And  to  the  Englilh  Court,  affcmble  now 
From  ev>y  Region,  Apes  of  Idlenefs. 

Now  Neighbour-Confines,  purge  you  of  your  Scum  ; 
Have  you  a  Ruffian(thac  will  fwear  ?  drink  ?  and  dance? 

•Re veil  the  night?  Rob?,  Murder?  and  commie 
The  oldeft  fins,  the  neweft  kind  of  wayes  ? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  jnore : 

England,  fhall  double  gill'd,  his  trebble  guile. 
England,  (hall  give  him  Office,  Honor,  Might  i 

For  the  Fift  Harry,  from  cui  b'd  Licenfe  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  Reftraint,and  the  wilde  Dog 
Shall  flefh  his  tooth  in  every  Innocent. 
0  my  poor  Kingdome.(fick  with  civill  blowes) 
When  thac.my  Care  could  not  with-hold  thy  Ryots, 
What  wilt  thou  do.  When  Ryot  is  thy  Care  ? 
O,thou  wilt  be  a  Wildernefs  again, 
Peopled  with  Wolves  (chy  old  Inhabitants.) 

Prln.  O  pardon  me  (my  Liege) 
But  for  my  Tears, 
The  moft  Impediments  urito  my  Speech, 
1  had  fore-ftall'd,  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  (with  grief)  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard  ; 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far .    There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  chat  wears  che  Crown  immorrally. 
Long  guard  ic  yours:  If  I  affedt  it  more,  - . 
Then  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  Renown f 
Let  me  no  more  from  cljis  Obedience  rife, 
Which  my  moft  true,  and  inward  duteous  fpirit 
Teacheih  this  proftracc,  and  cxteriour  bending.  ; 

Heaven  witnel's  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
■And  found  no  courfe  of  breach  within  your  Majefty3 
How  cold  ic  ftruck  my  heart.  If  I  do  fain, 
0  lec  me,  in  my  prefenc  wildenefs,  dye, . 

And  never  live,  to  fhew  th' incredulous  World, 
The  Noble  change  chac  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead 
(And  dead  almoft  (my  Liege)  to  think  you  were) 
1  fpake  unto  the  Crown  (as  having  fenfe) 
And  thus  upbraided  it.  The  Care  on  thee  depending, 
Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  Facher, 
Therefore,  chou  beft  of  Gold,  arc  worft  of  Gold. 
Ocher,  lefs  fine  in  Charracft,  is  trior?  precious, 

Preferving  life,  in  Med'cine  potable :  . 
But  thou,  moft  Fine,  moft  Honour'd,moft  Rcnown'd, 
Haft  eat  the  Bearer  up. 
Thus  (  my  Royall  Liege  ) 
Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  Head, 
To  try  with  it  (  as  with  an  Enemy, 
That  had  before  my  face  murdrcd  my  father  ) 
The  Quarrell  of  a  true,  inheritor, 
But  if  it  did  infect  my  bloud  with  joy, 
Or  fwell  my  Thoughts  to  arty  ftrain  of  Pride, 
If  any  Rebell,or  vain  fpirit  of  mine, 
Did,  with  the  leaft  AfTe&ion  of  a  Welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it, 

I  r 

Lec  heaven,  for  ever,  keep  it  from  my  head, 
j  And  make  me  as  chcpooicft  Vaffall  is, 
|  That  doth  with  awe,  and  cerrour  kneel  to  it. 

[     King.  O  my  Son  < Heaven  put  ic  in  chy  mind  co  cake  ic  hence,   .  \ 

That  chou  might'fi  joyn  che  more,  chy  Fathers  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely,  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hicher  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed, 

And  hear  ( I  think  che  very  lateft  Counfell 
That  ever  I  fhall  breath  :•)  Heaven  knowes,  my  Son, 

By  whac  by-pathes,and  indirect  crook'd-wayca 
I  met  this  Crown :  and  I  my  felf  know  well 
How  troublefome  it  fate  upon  my  head. 
To  thee,  it  fhall  defcend  with  beccer  Quictj 

Betcer  Opinion,  beccer  Confirmacion  : 
For  all  the  foyle  of  che  Achievement  goes 

Wich  me,  inco  the  Earth.  Ic  feem*d  in  me, 
Buc  as  an  Honor  fnacch'd  wich  boy'ftrous  hand, 
And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it,  by  their  afliftances,  . 
Which  daily  grew  to  a  Quarrell,  and  to  Bloud-ftiedj, 
Wounding  fuppofed  Peace. 
All  chefe  bold  Fears,  . 

Thou  feeft  (  wich  perill )  I  have  anfwered ; 

For  all  my  Reign,  hach  been  but  as  a  Scene 

Acting  that  argument.  And  now  my  death      i  ..' 
Changes  the  Mode  :  For  what  in  me  was  purchas'd, 
Falls  upon  thee,  in  a  more  Fairer  fort. 

So  thou,  the  Garland  wear'ft  fucceffivelyy 

Yet^  though  thou  ftand^'ft  mor,e  fure,  then  I  could  do, 
Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green : 
And  all  thy  Friends,  which  chou  muff  make  thy  friends 

Have,  but  their  flings,  and  teeth,-newly  taken  out. 

By  whofe  fell  working,  I  was  fir  ft  advane'd,  j 
And  by  whofe  power,  I  well  might  lodge  a  Fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd.  Which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off :  and  had  a  purpofe  now  . 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 

Leaft  reft,  and  lying  ftill,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  State. 
Therefore  (  my  Harry  ) 

Be  it  thy  courfe  to  bufie  giddy  Minds 
WichForraign  Quarrels :  chac  Action  henee  borne  out, 

May  wafte  che  memory  ,  of  che  former  dayes. 
JMore  would  I,  but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrengch  of  Speech  is  uccerly  deni'd  me. How  I  came  by  che  Crown,  O  heaven  forgive: 
And  granc  ic  may,  wkh  ihee,  in  true  peace  live. 

Poln.  My  gracious  Liege:  . 
You  won  ic ;  wore  ic,  kepc  it,  gave  it  me, 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  poffeffion  be ; 
Which  I,  wich  more,  then  wich  a  common  pain, 

'Gainft  all  che  World,  will  rightfully  maintain,, 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancaficrt 
and  Warwick^ 

King.  Look,  look,  . 

Here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafter : 
John.  Health,  Peace,  and  Happinefs, 

To  my  Royall  Father : 
King.  Thou  bring'ft  me  happineffc, 

(  Son  John ,  )  , 

But  health  (  alack  )  wich  youthfull  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,'  wither'd  Trunk.  Upon  thy  fighs 
My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. Where 
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Whcic  is  my  Loid  of  Warwick^? 
Prin.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^. 

King.  Doth  any  name  particular,  belong 

Unto  the  Lodging,  where  I  firft  did  fwoun'd  ? 
War.  Tis  call'd  Jerufalem,  my  Noble  Lord. 
King.  Laud  be  to  heaven : 

Even  there  my  life  muft  end. 

hath  been  prophefi'd  to  me  many  years, 
fhould  not  dye,  but  in  Jerufalem: 

Which  (vainly)  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy-Land. But  bear  me  to  that  Chamber,  there  lie  lye : 

In  that  Jerufalem,  fhall  Harry  dye. 
Exeunt 

Attus  Quintm.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  Talftaffe,  Bardolfe.  ■ 
Page,  and  Davy. 

Shal.  By  Cock  and  Pye,  you  fhall  not  away  to  night. 
What,  Davy,  I  fay. 

Fal.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Mafter  Robert  Shallow. 

Shal.  I  will  not  excufe  you  :  you  fhall  not  be  excufed. 
Excufes  fhall  not  be  admitted  :  there  is  no  excufe  fhall 

ferve :  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 
Why  Davy. 

Dav.  Here  fir. 

Shal.  Davy, Davy, Davy, hi  me  kz(Pavy)  let  mtftee : 
William  Cook,  bid  him  come  hither.  Sir  John,  you  fhall 

not  be  excus'd. 
Davy.  Marry,  fir  ,  thus  :  thofe  Precepts  cannot  be 

ferv'd  :  and  again, fir ,  fhall  wefowthe  head-land  with Wheat?  ! 

Shal.  With  red  Wheat/Drff/.  But  for  milium  Cook: 
are  there  no  young  Pigeons  ? 

Dav.  Yea,  Sir. 

Here  is  now  the  Smith's  note,  for  Shooing, 
And  Plough-Irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  caft ,  and  paid  :  Sir  John  ,  you  fhall 

not  be  excus'd. 
Dav.  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  Bucket  muft  needs  be 

had  :  And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of  Williams 
Wages,  about  the  Sack  he  loft  the  other  day,  at  Hinckley 
aire?  T 
Shal.  He  fhall  anfwer  it : 

Some  Pigeons,  Davy ,  a  couple  of  fhort  legg'd  Henns :  a 
joint  of  Mutton ,  and  any  pretty  little  tine  Kickfhawes, 
tell  William  Cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  War,  ftay  all  night,  fir  ? 
Shal.  Yes,  Davy  t 

I  will  ufe  him  well.  A  friend  i'th  Court,  is  better  then  a 
penny  in  purfe.  life  his  men  well,  Davy,  for  they  arc  ar- 

rant Knaves,  and  will  back-bite. 
Davy.  No  worfe  then  they  are  bitten ,  fir  :  For  they 

have  marvellous  foul  linnen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited ,  Davy :  about  thy  bufinefle  , 'Davy. 

Davy.  I  befeech  you,  fir, 
|To  countenance  William  Vifor  oiWoncot ,  againft  Cle- 
\ment  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

I Shal.  There  are  many  Complaints,  X>^,againft  that 
Vifor,  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  Knave,  on  my  know- 
ledge. 

Davy.  I  giant  your  Worfhip,  that  he  is  a  knave,  Sir: 
But  yet  heaven  forbid,  fir,  but  a  Knave  fhould  have  fome 
Countenance,  at  his  Friends  requeft.  An  honeft  man,  fir, 

is  able  to  fpeak  for  himf elf ,  when  a  Knave  is  not.  I  have 

ferv'd  your  Worfhip  truly,  fir  ,  thefe  eight  years  :  and 
if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  Quaiter  bear  out  a  knave, 

againft  an  honeft  man,  I  have  but  a  very  little  credit  with 
your  Worftiip.  The  Knave  is  mine  honeft  friend ,  Sir, 
cherefore  I  befeech  your  Worfhip ,  let  him  be  Counte- 
nane'd. 

Shal.  Go  too, 

I  fay  he  fhall  have  no  wrong:  Look  about,  Davy. 

Where  are  you,  Sir  John}  Come,  off  with  your  Beots. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter  Bardolfe. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfhip. 
Shal.  I  thank  thee ,  with  all  my  heart ,  kind  Mafter 

Bardolfe,  and  welcome,  my  tall  Fellow : 
Come,  Sir  John. 

Faljl.  Tie  follow  you,  good  Mafter  Robert  Shaft**. 

Bardolfe ,  look  to  our  Horfes.  If  I  were  faw'd  into 
Quantities,  I  fhould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch bearded 
Hermites  ftave* ,  as  Mafter  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful! 
thing  to  fee  the  femblable  Coherence  of  his  mens  fpirits, 

and  his :  They ,  by  obferving  of  him ,  do  bear  thern- 
felve  like  foolifh  Juftices :  He,  by  converfing  with  them, 

is  turn'd  into  a  Juftice-like  Servingman.  Their  fpirits 
are  fo  married  in  Conjunction,  with  the  participation  of 

Society  ,  that  they  flock  together  in  confent ,  like  fo 
many  Wilde-Gccfe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  Mafter  Shallow, 
I  would  humour  bis  men ,  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  Mafter.  If  to  his  Men ,  I  would  curry  with 
Mafter  Shallow ,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his 
Servants.  It  is  certain ,  that  either  wife  bearing ,  or 

ignorant  Carriage  is  caught ,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of 
another  :  therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their  Gompa 

ny.  I  will  devife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow ,  to 
keep  Prince  Harry  in  continuall  Laughter,  the  wearing 
out  of  fix  fafhions  (  which  is  four  Tearms )  or  two  A 
ftions ,  and  he  fhall  laugh  with  lntervallums.  O  it  is 
much  that  a  Lye  (  with  a  flight  oath  )  and  a  jeft  (  with  a 
fad  brow)  will  do  with  a  Fellow ,  that  never  had  the 
Ache  in  his  fhoulders.  O  you  fhall  fee  him  laugh,  till  his 
Face  be  like  a  wet  Cloak,  ill  laid  up. 

Shal.  Sir  John. 
Tat.  I  come,  Mafter  Shallow,  I  come,Mafter  Shallow 

ExtMXt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Earle  of  Warwick^,  and  the  Lord 

Chief  JuBice. 

War.  How  now ,  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice ,  whither 
away  ? 

Chei.  Jufi.  How  doth  the  King  ? 
War.  Exceeding  well :  his  Cares 

Are  now,  all  ended. 

Chei.  Juft.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature, 

And  to  our  purpofes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Chei.  Jttfi.l  would  his  Majefty  had  call'd  me  with  him, 
The  fervice,  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 

Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. War 
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War.  Indeed  1  think  rhe  voting  King  lov  s  you  not. 
(  hei.  jajl.  I  know  he  doch  nor,  end  do  a; me  my  felf 

jT»  welcome  the  condition  of  :he  Time, 
!  Which  tnrinoc  look  more  hideonfly  upon  me. 
(Then  I  have  drawn  ic  in  my  fan;afic. 

Enter  John  of  Lancafler,  G louctfler, 
and,  Clarence. 

War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  ilTue  of  dead  Harry  : 
O,  that  rfielirng  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  wo>  ft  of  thefe  three  Gentlemen  : 
H  jvv  lr.any  Nobles  chen,  fhould  hold  their  places, 
That  muft  ftrike  faile,  to  fpiritsof  vild  fort  ? 

Chei.  Jsfi.  Alas,  I  fear,  all  will  be  over-turn'd. 
Joh.  Good  morrow,  Cofin  Warwick^,  good  morrow. 
CltiH.  Clar.  Good  morrow,  Cofin. 

Joh.  We  meet,  like  men,  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 
War.  We  do  remember  :  But  our  Argument 

Is  all  too  heavy,  to  admit  much  talk. 
Joh.  Well :  Peace  be  with  him,that  hath  made  us  heavy. 
Chei.  Jufi.  Peace  be  with  us,  leaft  we  be  heavier. 

Clou.  O,good  my  Lord,you  have  loft  a  friend  indeed: 
And  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow,  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Joh.  Though  no  man  beaflur'd  what  grace  to  find, 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expectation, 

lam  theforricr,  would  'twere otherwife. 
Cla.  WelI,you  muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  Faljlajfe  fair, 

Which  fwim's  againlt  your  ftream  of  Quality. 
Chci.Jxfi.  Sweet  Princes :  what  I  dicij  did  in  Honor, 

Led  byth'Imperia  11  Conduct  of  my  Soul, 
And  never  {hall  you  fee,  chat  I  will  begge 

A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  Remidion. 
[f  Troth,  and  upright  Tnnoccncy  fail  me, 
Pie  to  the  King  (my  Mafter)  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him,  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

Enter  Prince  Harry. 

Ch.Juft.  Good  morrowrand  heaven  fa ve  yourMajefty. 
Prtn.  This  new,  and  gorgeous  Garment,  Majefty, 

Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me,  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  Sadnefs  with  fome  Fear  i 
This  is  the  Englifh,  not  the  Turkifh  Courc : 
Not  <is4mxrahfix\  Anrnrah  fuccceds, 

But  Harry,  Harry  :  Yet  be  fad  (good  Brothers) 
For  (to  fpeak  truth)  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow, fo  Royally  in  you  appears, 
ThatT  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.  Why  then  be  fad, 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it  (good  brothers) 
Then  a  joint  burthen, laid  upon  us  all. 

For  mc,  by  Heaven  (  I  bid  you  be  afllir'd  ) 

I'le  be  your  Father,  and  your  Brother  too  : 
Let  me  but  bear  your  Love,  Pie  bear  your  Cares  ; 

But  weep  that  Harry  '/dead,  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives,  that  fhall  convert  thofc  Tears 
By  number,  into  hours  of  happinefTe. 

Joh.  &c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefty. 
Prin.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me :  and  you  moft. 

You  are'(Ithink)  aflur'd,T  love  you  not. 
Chei.  Jufl.  I  am  affur'd  (if  I  be  meafui'd  rightly) 

Your  Majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

/V/#.No?How  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 

Wnat  ?  Race  ?  ReOukc  ?  and  roughly  fend  coPrifon 

j  Th'immcdiate  Heir  of  England  ?  Was  this  eafie  ? 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

1     Chei.  jptjl.  I  then  did  ufc  the  Perton  of  your  Father  ; 
!  The  Image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me, 
And  in  th  adminiftiation  of  his  Law, 
Whiles  1  was  bufie  for  the  Commonwealth, 

Your  Highnefs-pleafed  to  forget  my  place. 
The  Majefty,  and  power  of  Law,  and  Juftice, 
The  Image  of  the  King,  whom  I  prefented, 
And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  Seat  of  Judgment : 
Wheteon  (as  an  Offender  to  your.  Father) 
1  gave  bold  way  to  my  Authority, 
And  did  commit  you.  If  the  deed  were.ill.  :. 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  Garland, 
To  have  a  Son,  fet  your  Decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  pluck  down  Juftice  from  your  awfull  Bench  f 
To  trip  thecourfe  of  Law,  and  blunt  the  Sword 
That  guards  the  peace,  and  fafety  of  your  Perfon  ? 
Nay  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  mcft  Royall  Image, 
And  mock  your  workings,  in  a  Second  body  > 
Queftion  your  Royall  Thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours : 
Be  now  rhe  Father,  and  propofe  a  Son  : 

Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  prophan'd, 
See  your  moft  dreadfnllLawes,  fo  loofely  flighted ; 
Behold  your  felf,  fo  by  a  fon  difdained  : 
And  then  imagine  me,  taking  your  part, 

And  in  your  power, foft  filencing  your  Son : 
After  this  cold  confiderance,  fentence  me  ; 

And,  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  State, 
What  I  have  done,  that  misbecame  my  place, 

My  perfon,  or  my  Lieges  Soveraignty. 
Prin.  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  v«igh  this  well 

Therefore  ftill  bear  the  Ballance,  and  the  Sword  : 

And  I  do  wifh  your  Honors  may  encreafe, 

Till  you  do  live,  to  fee  a  Son  of  Mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 
So  fhall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  Fathers  words  : 

Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  fo  bold, 
That  dares  do  Juftice,  on  my  proper  fon  ; 

And  no  leffe  happy,  having  fuch  a  Son, 
That  would  deliver  up  his  greatnefs  foj 

Into  the  hands  of  Juftice,  You  did  commit  me : 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand, 

Th'unftained  Sword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear  : 
With  this  Remembrance  ;  That  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  the  like  bold,  juft, and  impartiall  fpirit 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.  There  is  my  hand, 
You  fhall  be  as  a  Father  to  my  Youth  : 
My  voice  fhall  found,  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear^ 
And  I  will  ftoop,and  humble  my  intents, 

To  your  well  pracfis'd,  wife  Directions. 
And  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befcech  you : 
My  father  is  gone  wilde  into  his  Grave, 
(  For  in  his  Tomb,  ly  my  Affeftions ) 
And  with  his  Spiric, fadly  I  furviye, 

To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  World  i 
To  frufti  ate  Prophcfies,  and  to  race  out 
Rotten  opinion, who  hath  writ  me  down 

After  my  feeming.  The  Tide  of  Bloud  in  me, 

Hath  proudly  fiow'd  in  Vanity,  till  now. 
Now  doch  it  turn,  and  ebbe  back  to  the  Sea. 
Wherein  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftateof  flouds, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formall  Majefty. 

Now  call  we  our  High  Court  of  Parliament,  . 
And  let  uschoofe  fuch  Limbs  of  Noble  Counfell, 

ThflE 
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Th.u  the  gwt  Body  cf  our  Scate  may  go 

In  equillrank  with  the  belt  govcrn'd  Nation, 
Th.u  War,  or  Peace,  ov  both  at  once  n,ay  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familial'  to  us,  . 
In  which  you  (father)  (liall  have  formoft  hand, 
Our  Coronation  done,  we  will  acckc 
(As  I  before  rcmembrcd)all  our  State, 
And  heaven  (configning  to  my  good  intents) 
No  P  ince,  nor  Peer,  fhnil  have  jult  catife  to  fay, 

H;a  v:n  thorten  Harries  happy  life,  one  day.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Falftaffey  Shallop  Silevce,  Bardolfey 

Page,  'Davy  and  Pifioll. 

Shal.  Nay  ;  youfhall  fee  mine  Orchard,  where  in  an 
Arbor  we  will  eat  a  la(t  yea.s  Pippin  of  my  own  graf- 
fing  ,  with  a  difh  of  Carrawayes  ,  and  [o  foith :  Come 
cohn  Silence,  and  then  to  bed. 

Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal,  Bai  ren,  barren,  barren  :  Be^gersall,brggt  «s  all, 
Sir  John  :  Marry ,good  aiie.  Spread  D*vy,  fpread  Davy: 
Well  faid  Dmy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes :  he  is  your 
Servingman,  and  your  Husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  Varlet,  a  good  Varlet,a  very  good  Var- 
let, Sir  John  :  I  have  drunk  too  much  Sack  at  Supper. 

A  good  VarLet.  Now  fit  down ,  now  fit  down  :  Come 
Coufin. 

Sil.  Ah  fiira  (quoth-a)  we  fhall  do  nothing  but  eat, 
and  make  good  cheer,  and  praife  heaven  for  the  merry 
year :  when  flefh  is  cheap ,  and  Females  dear,  and  lufty 
Lads  more  here  and  there :  fo  merrily,  and  ever  among 
fo  merrily. 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart,  good  Mafter  Silence,  Tie 
drink  your  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  Good  Mafter  Bardolfe  :  fome  wine,  Davy. 
Dav.  Sweet  fir,  fit :  Tie  be  with  you  anon :  iWi  fweet 

fir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit :  good  Mafter  Pag;,  fit :  Proface. 

-What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink  :  but  you 
bear,  the  heart's  all. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  Mafter  Bardolfe^  and  my  little  Soul- 
dier  there,  be  meny. 

Sll.  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  ha's  all. 
For  women  are  fhrews,  both  ftiort  and  tall : 

'Tis  merry  in  Hall,  when  Beards  wag  all : 
And  welcome  merry  Shrovetide.  Be  merry,  be  merry. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think  Mafter  Silence  had  been  a  man  oi 
this  Mettle. 

Sil.  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once ,  ere 
now. 

Dav.  There  is  a  difh  of  Lether-coats  for  you. 
Shal.  Davy. 

Dav.  Your  Worfhip:  Tie  be  with  you  ftraight.  A 

cup  of  Wine,  fir  > 

Sil.  A  Cup  of  Wine,  that's  brisk  and  fine,  and  drink 
unto  the  Leman  mine :  and  a  merry  heart  lues  long-a. 

Fal,  Well  faid,  Mafter  Silence. 

Sil.  If  wcfhall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet  of 
t  e  night. 

Fal.  Health,  and  long  life  to  you,  Mafter  Silence. 

Sil.  Fill  the  Cup,and  let  it  come,  l'le  pledge  you  wexe't a  mile  to  the  bottome. 

Shal.  Honeft  B *r«Wf<?,  welcome  :  If  thou  want'ft  any 
:hing,  and  will  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heai  t.  Welcome  my 

little  tyne  thief,  and  welcome  indeed  too:  I'lc drink  to 
Vl.ifter  Bard»lfe>  and  to  all  Cavileroes  about  London. 

Dav,  I  hope  to  lee  London,  once  ere  I  dye. 
Bar.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy. 

Shal.  You'll  ciack,  a  quart  together  ?  Ha,will  you  not, 
Mafter  Bardolfe  > 

Bar.  Yes  Sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 
Shal.  I  thank  thee:  the  knave  willftick  by  d&ee,  I 

can  aflure  thee  tha  t.  He  will  not  out,  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  l'le  ftick  by  him,  fir. 
Shal.VJUy  theiefpokea  King:lacknothing,be merry. 

Look,  who's  at  door  there,  ho :  who  knocks  ? 
Fal,  Why  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

Sil.  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Knight,  Saining*.  Is't not  fo. 

Fal.  'Tisfo. 

Sil.  Is't  ?  Why  then  fay  an  old  man  can  do  fomewhat. 

Dav.  If  it  plcafe  your  Worfhip ,  there's  one  PiftoJl come  from  the  Court  with  news. 
Fal.  From  the  Court  ?  Let  him  conic  in. 

Enter  PiftoU. 
How  now  Pift$U ? 

Pi  ft .  Sir  John,  fave  you  fir. 
What  wind  blew  you  hither,  PiftoU  ? 

Not  the  ill  wind  which  blowsnone  to  good,fwcct 
:  Thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateftmen  in  the 

Fal. 

PisTr. 
Knight 
Rea  m. 

Silen.  Indeed,  I  think  he  be,  but  Goodman  Ptfffc  of 
Barfon. 

PiiJ.  Pufe>  puffe  in  thy  teeth,  mod  recreant  Coward 
bafe.  Sir  J  ohn,  i  am  thy  PiftoU ,  and  thy  friend :  helter 
skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee,  andtydingsdol  bring,  and 

lucky  joyes ,  and  golden  Times  ,  and  happy  News  of 

price. 

Fal.  I  prcthce  now  deliver  them ,  like  a  man  of  thi 
World. 

Pifl.  A  footra  for  the  World,  and  Worldlings  bafe, 
I  fpesk  of  Affrica,and  Golden  Joyes. 

Fal.  O  bafe  Aflyrian  Knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 

Let  King  Covitha  know  the  truth  thereof. 
Sit.  And  Robin-hood,  Scarlet,  and  John. 
Pifi.  Shall  dunghill  Currs  confront  the  Hetticon  ? 

And  fhall  good  news  be  baffel'd  ? 
Then  Plftell  lay  thy  head  in  Furies  lap. 

Shal.  Honeft  Gentleman, 
I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pilt.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 
Shal.  Give  me  pardon, Sir. 

If  fir ,  you  come  with  news  from  the  Court,  I  takeit* 
there  is  but  two  wayes ,  either  to  utter  thefri ,  or  to  ccn- 
ceal  them.  I  am  Sir,  under  the  King,  in  fome  Authority. 

Pin.  Under  which  King  ? 
Bez,ontan,  ipeak,  or  dye. 

Shal.  Under  King  Harry. 

Pin  Harry  the Fourth?  or  Fift? 
Sh*l,  Harry  the  Fourth. 
Pin.  A  footra  for  thine  OfKce. 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  Lamb-kin,  now  is  King, 

Harry  the  Fife's  the  man,  I  fpeak  the  truth. 
When  PiftoU  lyes,  do  this,  and  fig-me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. °&  °  V  Falft. 
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Fal.  What,  is  the  old  King  dead  ? 

Pifi.  As  nail  in  door. 

The  things  I  (peak  are  jift. 
Fal.  Away  Bardolph,  Saddle  my  Horfe, 

Mafter  Robert  Shallow,  choofe  what  Office  thou  wilt 

In  the  Land,  'tis  thine.  Pifiol,  I  will  double  charge  thse 
With  Dignities. 

B^rd.  O  joyfull  day  : 
would  not  take  a  Knighthood  for  my  Fortune. 
<p/#.  What  ?  I  do  bring  goodnewes. 

Falfi.  Carry  Matter  Silence  to  bed  :  Mafter  Shallop 

my  Loxd  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fouuncs 

Steward.  Get  on  thy  Boots,  we'll  ride  all  night.  Oh 
weet  Piftoll :  Away  Bardolfe :  Come  Ptfioll,  vxa  more 

to  me  :  and  withalldevifefomethingto  do  thy  fclf  good. 

Boot,  Boot,  Msfter  Shallop  1  know  the  young  King  is 

ickforme.  Let  us  take  any  m-ns  Hor^s:  The  Lawes 
of  England  are  at  my  commandment.  Rvpyare  they, 
which  have  been  my  Friends:  and  woe  unto  my  Lord 
Chief  J  iftice. 

Pifi.  Let  Vultures  vild  feize  on  his  Lungs  alio  : 
Where  is  the  Life  that  late  I  led,  fry  they  ? 

Why  here  it  is,  welcome  thofc  pleafant  dayes.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Quinta. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Hofieffe  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-fheet, 
and  Beadles. 

♦ 

Hofieffe.  No.,thou  arrant  kn?ve :  I  would  I  might  die, 

that  I  might  have  thee  hang'd  :  Thou  haft  drawn  my 
(Wilder  out  of  joynt. 

Off.  The  Conftables  have  deliver'dher  over  to  me: 
and  the  fhall  have  Whipping  cheer  enough,  I  warrant 

her.  There  hath  been  a  man  or  two  (lately)  kill'd  about 
her. 

Dol.  Nut-hook,  nut-h^ok,  you  lye  :  Come  on,  I'le 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn'd  Tripe-vifag'd  Rafcali,  if  the 

Child  I  now  go  with,  do  mifcarry ,  thou  had'ft  >eccer 
thou  had'ft  ftrook  thy  Mother,  thou  Paper-fac'd  Vil- lain. 

Host.  O  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he  would  make 
this  a  bloody  day  to  fome  body.  But  I  would  the  Fruit 
of  her  Womb  might  mifcarry. 

Officer.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  Cufhions 
again,  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you 
both  go  with  me  :  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and  Pir 
fioll  beat  among  you. 

Dol.  Tie  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  Ccnfor ;  1 

will  have  you  as  foundly  fwing'd  for  this ,  you  blew- 
Bottl'd  Rogue :  you  filthy  famifh'd  Corre&ioner,  if  you 
be  not  fwing'd,  I'le  forfwear  half  Kirti;s. 

Off.  Come,  come,  you  fhe-Knight-arrant,  come. 

Hofi.  0,that  right  fhould  thus  o'recome  might.  Well, of  fuffe  ranee  comes  eafe. 

Dol.  Come  you  Rogue,  come  ? 
Bnno  me  to  a  Juftice. 

Htfi.  Yes,  come,  you  ftarv' d  Blood-hound. 
Dol.  Goodman  Death,  goodman  Bones. 
Hofi.  Thou  Anatomy,  thou. 
Dol,  Come,  you  thin  Thing: 

Gome,  you  Rafcali. 
Offi.  Very  well.  Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Grsoms. 

i.  Groom.  More  Rufh.es,  more  Rufh.es. 

4.  Groom.  The  Trumpets  have  founded  twice. 
I.  Groo.  It  will  be  two  of  the  Clock  ere  they  come 

fx  om  the  Coronation.  Exeunt  G rooms. 

Enter  Falftaffs,Sh*llow,PiStoll,  Bardolfe,  a  nd  Page. 

Falfiafe.  Stand  here  by  me,  M.  Robert  Shallow,! 
will  make  the  King  do  you  Grace.  I  will  leer  upon  him, 
as  he  comes  by  :  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  chat  he 

win  give  me. 
PifloU.  Biefs  thy  Lungs,  good  Knight. 
Falfi.  Come  here  P ifioll, ft  ind  behind  me.  0,if  I  had 

had  time  to  have  made  new  Liveries,  I  would  have  be- 

ftowed  the  thousand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But  it  is 
no  matter, this  poor  fhew  doth  better :  this  doth  inferre 

th_-  zeal  I  had  to  fee  him. 
Shal.  It  doth  fo. 

Falfi.  It  fhewes  my  earneftneiTe  in  affection, 

Pifi.  Itdothfo. 
Fal.  My  devotion. 
Pifi.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 
Fal.  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night  9 

An  :  not  to  deliberate,  not  to  remember. 

Not  to  have  patience  to  fhift  me. 
Shal.  It  is  moft  certain. 

Fal.  Bat  to  ftand  fta-ned  with  Travell,  and  fweating 
with  defiie  to  fee  him,  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting 
all  affaires  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  be 

done,  but  to  lee  him. 
Pifi,  *Tis  femper  idem;  for  abfque  hoc  nihil  efi 

'Tis  all  in  fvcry  part. 

Shal,  'Tis  fo  indeed. 

Pifi,  My  Knight,  i  will  enflame  thy  Noble  Li ve-,  and 
make  ihee  ra2e„  Thy  Dol,  3c  Hellea  of  thy  noble  thought 

i«s  in  bale  D  .ranee,  and  contagious  prifon:  Hll'd  thi 
ther  by  moft  Mecnanicall  and  durty  hands.  Rowze  ur 

R  venge  from  Ebon  den,  with  fell  jUecto's  Snake,  fo 
Dol  s  in.  Pifioll  i peaks  noi  ght  but  troth. 

Fal.  I  will  del  ver  her. 

FiSt.  There  roar*d  the  Sea  :  and  Trumpet  Clangoui founds. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Enter  King  Henry  the 
Fift,  Brothers,  Lord  Chief 

Jufiice. 

FalSt.  Save  rhy  Grace,  King  Hall,  my  Royall  Hall. 
Pifi.  The  heavens  thee  guard,  and  keep,  moft  royalJ 

Imp  of  F.-'ine. 
Fal.  'Save  thee  my  fweet  Boy. 

King.  My  Lord  Chief  juftice ,  fpeak  to  that  vain" 
man. 

\   ■;  Ch.  Jufi.  Have  you  your  wits  ? 

Know  you  what  'tis  you  fpeak  ? 
Falfi.  My  King,  my  Jove  ;  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart. 
King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man  :  Fall  to  thy  Prayers : 

How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  Fool,  and  Jefter  ? 

LI  'i  have 
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I  have  long  du-um'd  of  Cifch  a  kiuu  ot  man, 
So  furfet  fwell'd,  fa  old,  ancl  To  prophahe : 
Buc  being  awake,!  do  defoife  my  dream. 
M.ikc  lcfs  thy  body,  (hence)  and  more  thy  Grace, 

Lea  ye  goi  und  zing  ;.Kno«v  the  Gvaye  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  then  for  other  men. 

Reply  not  to  mc,  with  a  Fool-horn  Jcft, 
Prefurrie  nor,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was , 
For  heaven  dothlviiow  (fo  fhall  the  world  perceive) 

That  I  haveturn'd  away  my  former  Sdf, 
S  )  vill  I  thofc  that  kept  me  Company. 
vVhcn  thou  di  It  near  I  am,  as  I  hav^  bin, 

Apt  roach  me,  and  thou  fhalt  be  as  thou  was't 
The  Tutor  and  th^  Feeder  of  my  Rio  s : 

J  Till  then,  I  banifh  thee^  on  pain  of  death, 
As  I  hav;  don;  cfte  reft  of  my  Mifleaders, 
Not  to  come  near  our  Perfon,  by  ten  mile. 

For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you  , 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 

And  as  wc  h^aryou  do  redeem  your  fel'ves, 
We  will  according  to  your  ftrength,  and  qualities, 
Give  you  advancement.  Be  it  your  charge  (my  Lord) 

To  fee  perform'd  the  tenure  of  our  word.  Set  on. Exit  King. 

Fal.  Matter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

shal.  1  marry,  Sir  John,  which  I  befeech  you  to  let 
mc  lvve  home  with  me.  • 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be  )A.Shallowydo  not  you  grieve 
at  this :  I  fhall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him :  Look  you, 
he  nwft  feem  thus  to  the  world  :  fear  not  your  advance- 

ment :  1  will  be  the  rtian  yet,  that  fhall  make  you  great. 

Shal.  I  cannot  well  perceive  how,  unltffa  you  Ihould 
give  me  your  Doublet,and  ftuffe  me  out  with  ftraw.  I  be- 
feech  you,  good  Sir  John,\tt  mc  have  five  hundred  of  my 

thoufand.  
3 

fal.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word.  This  that 
you  heard  was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour  I  fear,  that  you  will  dye  in,  Sir  John. 
Fal.  Fear  no  colours, go  with  me  to  dinner: 

Come  Lieutenant  T'Jlol,  come  Bard«lfey 
I  fhall  be  fent  for  foon  at  nig; it. 

C h.  Juft.  Go  carry  Sir  John  Falflaffe  to  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

Fal.  My  Lord,  my  Lo*d. 

ch.  "jufi.  I  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foon ; 
Take  them  away. 

Pift,  Sifortuna  me  tormento,  [per a  nte  content 0. Exit  (JManet  Lancalter,  and  Chief  Jnfiict 
John.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  Kin°s> 

He  hath  intent  his  wonted  Followers 
Shall  be  very  well  provided  for  : 
B  it  are  banifht,  till  their  conv-ifations 
Appear  more  wife,  and  mocieft  in  the  world. 

Ch.  Jufi.  And  fo  they  are. 

John.  The  King  hath  cah'd  his  Parliament, 
My  Loxd. 

Ch.Jufl.  He  hath. 
John.  I  will  lay  oddes,  that  ere  this  year  expire, 

We  bear  our  Civil  Swords,  and  Native  fire 
As  far  as  Trance.  1  heard  a  Bird  fo  fing, 

Whofe  Mufick(to  my  thinking)  pleas'd  the  King. 
Come,  will  you  hence  >  Exeunt.  \ 

1 

FINIS- 



-■  f 

4C3  ; 

EPILOGUE- 

^j^lMii^^ I r ft, my  Fear;  then, my  Curtcfie;  laft,my  Speech.  My  Fear, is  youi 
Era5b.  Difpleafure ,  my  Curcefie,  my  Duty;  and  my  Speech,  to  beg 

your  Pardons,  if  you  look  for  a  good  Speech  now,  you  undoe 

me:  for  what !  have  to  fay, is  of  mine  own  making  and  what(in- 

deed)  1  mould  lay,  will  fl  doubt)  prove  mine  own  marring. 

But  to  the  Purpofe,and  fo  to  the  Venture.  Be  it  known  to  you 

(as  it  is  very  well)  1  was  lately  here  in  the  end  of  a  difpleafing  Play,  to  pray 

your  Patience  for  it,and  to  promife  you  a  better  I  did  meanf  indced)to  pay  you 

with  this,  which  if  (like  an  ill  Venture)  it  come  unluckily  home,  I  break;  and 

you,  my  gentle  Creditors  lofe:  Here  I  promift you  i  would  be,  and  here  i 

commit  my  Body  to  your  Mercies  :  Bate  mefomc,  and  i  will  pay  you  fomc  , 

and  ( as  mo  ft  Debtors  do)  promife  you  infinitely. 

If  my  Tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you  commauu  [tie  to 

ufe  my  Legs  ?  And  yet  that  were  but  light  payment,  to  Dance  out  of  your 

debt :  But  a  good  Confcience  will  make  any  polfible  fatisfa£Hon,  and  fo  will  \ . 

All  the  Gentlewomen  here  have  forgotten  me;  ;  if  the  Gentlewomen  will  not, 

fchen  the  Gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  Gentlewomen,  wrhich  was  never 
feen  before  in  luch  an  alfembly. 

One  word  more,  I  befeech  you  :  rf  you  be  not  too  much  cloid  witb  Fat  meat, 

our  humble  Authour  will  continue  the  ftory  (with  Sir  lohn  in  it)  and  make  you 

tnerry  with  fair  L\atherine  of  France :  where  (for  any  thing  I  know)  talftajfe  mall 

die  of  a  Sweat,  unlcfTe  already  he  be  kill'd  with  your  hard  Opinions:  For  0  d- 
caflle  died  a  Martyr,  and  this  is  not  the  man.  My  Tongue  is  weary,  when  my 

Legs  are  too,  I  will  bid  you  good  night}  and  fo  kneel  down  before  you :  (But 

indeed )  to  pray  for  the  Queen. 

L  1  2 THE 
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The  Life  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth. 

Enter  Prologue- 

O For  a  Mu[cofFlre,that  would  afcend 

The  bright  eft  Heaven  of  Invention 

\A  Klngdome  for  a  Stage,  Princes  to  aft, 

[And  Monarch  to  behold  the  fuelling  Scene. 

When (botthl  the  Warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf, 

\Affume  the  Port  of  Mars,  and  at  his  heels 

\teafht  in,  like  hounds)  jhould  F amine,  Sword,  and  
Fire 

\Crouchfor  employment.  But  pardon.  Gentles  all ; 

■The flat  unralfed  Sprits,  that  hath  dar  d , 
On  this  unworthy  Scaffold,  to  bring  forth 

\Sogrent  an  Obi  eft.  Can  this  Cocl^Pit  hold 

The  vafty  Field  of  France  ?  Or  may  we  cramme 
kvithln  this  Wooden  O,  the  very  Casket 

What  did  affright  the  Aire  at  Aglncourt  ? 

P  pardon  :  fmce  a  crooked  Figure  ma)  • 

lAtteft  In  little -place  a  Million, 

kAnd  let  us,  Cyphers  to  this  gredt  A  ccompt , 

On  your  Imaginary  Forces  work. 
Suppofe  within  the  Girdle  of  thefe  Walls 

Are  now  confin'd  two  mighty  Monarchs , 

Whofe  high,  up-rear' d,  and  abutting  Fronts, 
The  perilous  narrow  Ocean  parts  af under. 
Piece  out  oil?  imperfctllons  with  your  thoughts  : 
Into  athoujrtnd  parts  divide  one  Man, 
And  makj  imaginary  Puiffance. 

Thinks  when  we  talk^  of  tiorfes,  that  you  fee  them 
Printing  their  proud  Hoofs  itW  receiving  Earth  : 

For  *tis  your  thoughts  that  now  muft  decl^  our  Kings  , 
Carry  them  here  and  there  .-jumping  o're  Times ; 
Turning  ttiaccomplifhment  of  many  yeares 
Into  an  Hour-glaffe  :  for  the  which  f apply, 
Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  Hlftory  ; 

Who  Prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray, 
G ently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge  our  Tlay.  Lxi 

^iBusTPrimm.  Scena  "Prima* 

Enter  the  Blfhops  of  Canterbury,  and  Ely. 

Blfh.  Cant. 

Y  Lord,  Tie  tell  you,  that  fclf  Bill  is  urg'd, 
Which  in  th'eleventh  year  of  the  lafr.  Kings  reign 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  part, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 

Did  pufh  ic  out  of  farther  queftion. 

Blfh.  Ely.  But  how,  my  Lord,  fhall  vvc  refill:  it  now  ? 
Bifh.  Cant. It  mult  be  thought  on  :  if  it  pafTe  againft  us, 

We  lofc  the  better  part  of  our  PofTefTion  : 
For  all  the  Temporall  Lands  which  men  devout 
By  Tcftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 

Would  they  ftrip  from  us  ;  being  valu'd  thus, 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  Kings  honour, 
Full  fifteen  Earlcs,  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights  , 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Efquires : 
And  to  relief  of  Laznrs,  and  weak  age 
Of  indigent  faint  Souls,  part  corpoiall  toy), 

A  hundred  Almes-hbufes,  right  well  fupnli'J  : 
And  to  the  Coffeis  of  the  King  be  fide, 

A  thoufand  pound  by  th'  year.  Thus  runs  the  Bill. 
Bifh.  Ely.  This  would  drink'  deep. 

Blfh.  Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  Cup  and  all. 
Bifh.  Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Blfh. Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  re- 

gard. 

Bifh.  Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  Church. 

Bifh.  Cant:  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not. 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  Fathers  body, 

But  that  hiswildncflc  mortifi'd  in  him, 

Seem'd  to  die  too  :  yea  at  that  very  moment  s 
Confederation  like  an  An<;el  came, 

And  whipt  tlV  offending  Adam  out  of  him, 
Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paiadife, 

T'invelopc  and  contain  Celcffiall  Spirits. 
Never  was  fucha  fudd;n  Schollarmade  : 

Never  came  Reformation  in  a  Flood, 

With  fuch  a  heady  curiam  fcowring  faults  : 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  Wilfulncfs 
So  foon  did  !ofe  his  Seat ;  and  ali  at  once  ; 
As  in  this  King. 

Bifh.  Ely.  We  are  bleflcd  in  the  Change. 
Blf).  Cant.  Here  him  ti.it  reafon  in  Divinity  : 

And  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  with 
You  would  defire  the  King  were  tnadea  P;  elate. 
Hear  him  debate  of  Common- wealth  affaires  ; 
You  would  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  ftudy  : 
Lift  hisd  ifcom  fe  of  War,  and  you  (hill  hear 
A  fcaitull  Batten  rendred  you  m  Mufkk. 

LI  7  Turn' 
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Turn  him  to  any  Caufe  of  Poliicy, 
The  Gordian  Knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe, 
Familiar  as  his  Gaiter :  that  when  he  fpeaks , 

The  Aire,  a  Chaitcr'd  Libertine,  is  ft  ill, 
And  the  mute  Wonder  liuketh  in  mens  eares, 
To  ftealhis  fwcetand  honied  Sentences  : 

So  that  the  Art  and  Praaiek  part  of  Life, 
Muft  be  the  MiftrelTe  to  his  Thcorique. 
Which  is  a  wonder  how  his  G  race  fhould  glean  it, 
Since  his  addiction  was  to  Courfcs  vain, 

His  companies  unlettei'd,  rude,  and  (hallow, 
His  Hom  es  fill'd  up  with  Riots,  Banquets,  Sports ; 
And  n^ver  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration , 
From  open  Haunts  and  Popularity. 

B.Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  Nettle, 
And  wholesome  Berries  thrive  and  ripen  beft, 

Neigh  >our'd  by  rruir  of  bafer  quality : 
d  lb  the  Prince  obfeur'dhis  Contemplation 

Under  the  vail  ofwildnefTe,  which  (no  doubt) 
a  v  like  the  Summer  GralTe,  fafteft  by  Night, 
Infeen,  yet creflive in  his  faculty. 

B.  Cant.  It  muft  be  fo;  for  Miracles  are  ceas'd : 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

B.  Ely.  But  my  good  Lord : 
How  now  for  mittigation  of  this  Bill, 

U  g'd  by  the  Commons  ?  doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

B.Cant.  He  feems  indifferent  : 

Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  part, 

Then  chcrifhin?  th'exhibiters  againft  us 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  Spirituall  Convocation, 
And  in  regard  of  Caufes  now  in  hand, 

Which  T  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large, 
As  couching  France,  to  give  a  greater  Summe, 
Then  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  lo  his  Predeceffors  part  wichall. 

B.  Ely.  How  did  this  offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  Lord  ? 
B.  Cant,  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty  : 

Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear, 

As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done, 
The  fcveralls  and  unhidden  prffiiges 
Of  his  true  Titles  to  fome  certain  Dukedomes, 

And  generally,  to  the  Crown  and  feat  of  France, 

De;  iv'H  from  Edward,  his  great  Grandfather. 
B.  Ely.  What  was  th'mpediment  that  broke  this  off  > 
B.  f  art.  The  French  Ambaffador  upon  that  inftant 

Oav'd  n>'dience  ;  and  the  hour  I  think  is  come, 
To  ojv  him  hearing :  Is  it  four  a  Clock? 

B.  Ely.  It  is. 
B.  Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  Embafiie : 

Wh  ch  I  could  with  a  ready  gueffe  declare, 

g  (  ~  ,\>c  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 
B.  Ely.  Tie  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it. Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King,  Humfrey,  Bedford,  Clarence,  War- 
wick^,  Wesimerland,  and  Exeter . 

King.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury  ? 
Exeter.  Not  here  in  prefence. 
Kjxg.  Send  for  him,  good  Unckle. 

Weflm.  Shall  we  call  in  th'Ambaffadour,  my  Liege  ? 
King.  Not  yet,  my  Coufin  :  we  would  be  refolv'd, 

Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight, 
That  tabkc  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

"Enter  two  Bijhops. 

B.  Can't.  God  and  his  Angels  guard  your  facred And  make  you  long  become  it.  (Throne, King.  Sure  we  thank  you, 
My  learned  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed, 
And  juftlyand  religioufly  unfold, 
Why  the  Law  Salike,  that  they  have  in  France , 
Or  Aiould,  or  fhould  not  bar  us  n  our  claim  : 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithfull  Lord, 
That  you  fhould  fafhion,  wreft,or  bow  your  reading, 
O;  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  Soul, 
With  opening  Titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth  : 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health, 
Shall  drop  their  blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  ihall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  Perfen, 
How  you  awake  our  fleeping  Sword  of  War  j 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God  take  heed  : 
For  never  two  fuch  Kingdomes  did  contend, 
Without  much  fall  of  blood,  whofe  giiltlefTe  drops 
Are  every  one, a  woe, a  fore  complaint, 

'Cain/r  him,  whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  Swords, That  makes  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  Conjure-on,  fpeak  my  Lord : 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  Confcience  wafht , 
As  pure  as  fin  with  B-  p-  im. 

B.Can.Then  hear  m  gracious  Soveraign,&  you  Peers, 
That  owe  your  fefves,  your  Jives,  and  fervices, 
To  this  Imperial!  Throne.  There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  Highneffe  claim  to  France^ 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamendt 
Interram  Salicam  Adulter es  ne  fuccedant, 
No  Woman  fhall  fucced  in  Sal\e  Land  : 
Which  Salikj  La  nd,  rhc  French  imjuftly  gloze 
To  be  the  Realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  Law  and  female  Bar. 

Yet  their  own  Auchours  faithfully  affirm, 
That  the  Land  Salike  is  in  Germany, 
Between  the  Floods  oiSala  and  of  She  : 

Where  Charles  the  Great  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French : 

VVho  holding  in  difdain  the  German  women, 
For  fome  difhonejft  manners  of  their  life, 
Eftablifht  then  this  Law  ;  to  wit,  No  Female 
Should  be  Inheritrix  in  Salike  Land  : 

Which  Salike  (as  I  faid)  'twixt  Elve  and  Sala, 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Meifen. 
Then  doth  it  well  appear,  theSd/Z^/Law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  Realm  of  France : 
Nor  did  the  French  poffefs  the  Salikj  Land, 
Untill  four  hundred  one  ano4  twenty  years 

After  defundtion  of  Kin>>  Pharamond, 

Idlcly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  Law, VVho  died  within  the  year  of  our  Redemption, 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix :  and  Charles  the  Great 

Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 
Beyond  the  River  Sala,  in  the  year 
Eight  hundred  five.  Bcfides,  their  Writers  fay, 

King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerike, 
Did  as  Heir  general!,  being  defcended 
OiBhthild,  which  Was  Daughter  to  King  C/othair, 
Make  Claim  and  Tide  to  the  Crown  of  Francet 

Hugh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufuipt  the  Crown 
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407 Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lorain,  fole  Heir  male" 
Of  ihe  true  Line  and  Stock  of  Charles  ;he  great : 
To  rind  his  Title  with  fomc  fhews  of  truth, 

Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught, 

Convey'd  himfcifas  th'Heir  to  th'  Lao'v  Lingare, 
Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  Son 
To  Lewes  the  Emperour,  and  Lewes  the  Son 
Of  Charles  the  Great :  alfo  King  Lewes  the  Tenth, 
Who  was  fole  Heir  to  the  UCurpcr  Capet, 
Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confeience, 

Wearing  the  Crown  of  France,  'till  laasfied, 
That  fair  Q^ieen  Ifabel,  his  G  pndmothcr, 

Was  Lineall  of  the  Lady  £ime»g£r-e, 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain  : 

By  the  which  Marriage,  the  Line  of  Charles  the  Great 
Was  re-united  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

So,  that  as  clear  as  is  the  Summers  Sun, 
King  Pepins  Title,  and  Httgh  Capets  Claim, 
King  Ler*es\\\s  fatisfaction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  Right  and  Title  of  the  Female : 
So  do  the  Kings  of  France  upon  this  day. 
Howbeit,they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  Law, 
To  bar  your  Highneffe  claiming  from  che  Female, 
And  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  Net,  . 

Then  amply  co  im'oar  their  crooked  Titles, 
Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  Progenitors. 
King.Mzy  I  with  right  and  cohfeience  make  this  claim? 
BiJh.Cant.  T  he  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  Soveraign: 

For  in  the  Rook  :f  Numbers,  it  is  writ, 
When  the  man  dies.,  let  the  Inheritance 

jpefcend  unto  the  Daughter.  Gracious  Lord, 

jtand  for  your  own.  unwind  your  bloudy  Flag : 
took  back  into  your  mighty  A  ncettors : 
Qo  my  dread  Lo  d,  to  your  great  Grandfires  Tombe, 
From  whom  you  claim  ;  mvoke  his  Warlike  Spirit, 

And  your  great  Uncie,  Edward  ike  B  ack  Prince, 

Who  on  the  French  ground  play?d  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  PoAer  of  Trance : 
Whiles  his  moft  mighty  Father  on  a  Hill 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lyons  Whelp 
Forrage  in  blond  of  French  Nobility. 
O  Noble  Engliib,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  Forces,  the  full  pride  of  France, 
And  let  another  half  Rand  laughing  by^ 
And  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action. 

Bifb.  Ely.  Awake  remembranee  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puiftant  Arme  renew  their  Feats; 
You  are  their  Heir,  you  (it  upon  their  Throne : 
The  Bloud  and  Courage  that  renowned  them, 

Runs  in  your  Veins :  and  my  thrice-puiffant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-Morn  of  his  Youth, 
Ripe  for  Exploits  and  mighty  Enterprifes. 

Exe.  Your  brother  Kings  and  Monarchs of  theEarth 
Do  all  expect,  that  you  fhould  rouze  your  felf, 
As  did  the  forme;  Lions  of  your  Bloud.  (  might; 

Weft. They  know  your  Grace  hath  caufe,  &  means,  and 
Soh  ith  your  Highneffe,  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyall  Subjects, 

Whofe  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 

And  lie  pavillion'd  in  the  field  of  France. 
Blfh.  Cant.  O  let  their  bodies  follow  my  dear  Liege 

With  Blond,  and  Sword  and  Fire,  to  win  your  Right: 
In  a:d  whereof,  we  of  the  Spirituality 
Will  raife  your  Highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  Sum, 
As  never  did  the  Clergy  at  one  time 
Ering  in  to  any  of  your  Anceftois. 

King.  We  mult  not  onely  at  me  t'invade  the  French? 
But  lay  down  our  proportions,  to  defend 
Againlt  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us, 
With  all  advantages. 

Bi(h.Can,  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  Wall  fufiicient  to  defend 

Our  in-land  from  the  pilfering  Borderers. 

King.  We  do  not  mean  thecourfing  fnatefcers  onely, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 

Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us  ■ 
Fo  r  you  fhallread,  that  my  great  Grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 

But  that  the  Scot,  on  his  unfurnifht  Kingdome} 
Came  pouring  like  a  Tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  aad  brim  fulnefic  of  his  force, 
Galling  the  gleaned  Land  with  hot  affayes, 

Girding  with  grievous  fiege,  Caltlcs  and  Towns • 
That  England  being  empty  of  defence, 

Hath  fhook  and  trembled  at  th'ill  neighbourhood. 
B.Cau.  She  hath  bin  then  more  fear'd  then  harm'd,  my 

For  hear  her  but  exampl'd  by  her  felf,  (Liege 
When  all  her  Chcvairy  hath  been  in  France, 
And  fhe  a  mourning  Widdow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  her  felf  not  onely  well  defended, 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  Stray, 
The  King  of  Scots :  whom  fhe  did  fend  to  France, 
To  fill  King  Edwards  fame  with  prifoner  Kings, 
And  make  their  Chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
A$  is  the  Owfe  and  bottome  of  the  Sea 

With  funken  Wrack,  and  fum-leffe  Treafuries. 

Bijh.  Ely.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true, 
If  that  yen  will  France  -win,then  with  Scotland  firft  begin. 
For  once  the  Eagle  (  England  )  being  in  prey, 
To  her  unguarded  Neft,  the  Weazel  (Scot) 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  Princely  Eggs, 

Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfenceof  the  Cat, 
To  tame  and  havock  more  then  fhe  can  eat. 

Exet .  It  follows  then,  the  Cat  mult  ftay  at  homey 

Yet  that  is  but  a  crufh'd  neceffity ; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  neceffaries, 

And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  Armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'ad  vifed  head  defends  it  felf  at  home  : 

For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  content, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  and.  natural!  dole, 
Like  Mufick. 

Cant.  Therefore  doth  heaven  divide 

The  ftate  of  man  in  divers  functions, 

Setting  endeavour  in  continuall  motion : 
To  which  is  fixed  as  an  aime  or  butt, 
Obedience:  for  fo  work  the  Hony  Bees, 

Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  Nature  teach 
The  Act  of  Order  to  a  peopled  Kingdome. 
They  have  a  King,  and  Officers  of  forts, 

Where  fome  like  Ma  grates  con-eel  at  home  : 
Others,  like  Merchants  venture  Trade  abroad  : 
Others,  like  Souldiers  armed  in  their  ftings, 

Make  boot  upon  the  Summers  Velvet  budds  : 

Which  pillage,  they  with  merry  mavtch  bring  home 
To  the  Tcnt-Royall  of  their  Emperor : 
Who  bulied  in  his  Majeftics  fui  veys, 

The  finain?  Mafon  building  roofs  of  Gold, 
Thecivill  Citizens  kneading  up  the  hony  ; 

The  poor  Mechannick  Porteis,  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate:   The 
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The  fad-ey'd  Juttice  with  his  furly  hum, 
Delivering  o'ic  to  Executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  Drone :  I  this  infer, 
That  many  things  having  full  reference 
To  one  ccnfent,may  work  contrarioufly, 

As  many  Arrows  loofed  fcverall  wayes       '  . 
Come  to  one  mark  :  as  many  wayes  meet  in  one  town, 
As  many  fiefh  ftrcams  meet  in  one  fait  fea  ; 
As  many  Lines  clofe  in  the  Dials  center  : 
So  may  a  thoufand  actions  once  a  foot, 
And  in  one  purpofc,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat.  Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege, 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four, 
Whereof,  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withall  fhall  make  all  Gallia  iliake. 
[f  we  with  thrice  fuch  powers  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  Nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs  and  pohcie. 
King.  Call  in  the  Meffcngers  fent  from  the  Dolphin. 

Now  are  we  all  refolv'd,and  by  Gods  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  power ; 

France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  Awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.  Or  there  we'll  fir, 
(  Ruling  in  large  and  ample  Emperie, 
Ore  France,  and  all  her  (almoft)  Kingly  Dukedomes  ) 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  Urne, 
Tomblcfle,  with  no  remembrance  over  them  : 

Either  our  Hiftory  fhall  with  full  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  A6ts,  or  elfe  our  grave 
Like  Turkifh  mute,  fhall  have  a  tongueleffe  mouth, 
Not  worfhipt  with  a  waxen  Epiraph. 

Enter  Ambajf adors  of  France. 

Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  Cofin  Dolphin  :  for  we  hear, 
Youv  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amb.  May't  pleafe  your  Majctty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge : 
Or  fhall  we  fparingly  fhew  you  far  off 
The  Dolphins  meaning,  and  our  Embattle. 

King.  We  are  no  Tyrant,  but  a  Chrittian  King, 
Unto  whofe  grace  our  paffion  is  as  fubje6t 

As  is  our  wretches  fettred  in  our  prifons  : 
Therefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefle, 
Tell  us  the  Dolphins  minde. 

<iAmh.  Thus  then  in  few  : 

Your  Highnefle  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedomes,  in  theri°ht 

Of  your  great  Predeceflor,King  Edward  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  Prince  our  Matter 

Sayesthat  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth, 

And  bids  you  be  advis'd  :  There's  nought  in  France, That  can  be  with  a  nimble  Galliard  won : 
You  cannot  revell  into  Dukdomes  there. 

He  therefore  fends  you  meeter  for  your  fpirit 
This  Tun  of  Treafure ;  and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you  let  the  Dukedomes  that  you  daime 

Hear  no  more  of  you.  This  the  'Dolphin  fpeaks. 
King.  What  Treafure  Unkle  ? 

Exe.  Tennis  balls,  my  Liege. 

King.  We  are  glad  the  Dolphin  is  fo  pleafant  with  us. 
His  Prelent,  and  your  pains  we  thank  you  for : 

When  we  have  match'd  our  Rackets  to  thefe  balls, 
We  will  in  Fiance  (by  Gods  g~ace)  play  a  fet, 
Shall  ftrikc  his  fathers  Crown  into  the  hazard. 

Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  Wrangler, 

That  all  the  Courts  of  France  will  be  ditturb'd 
With  Chaces.  And  we  underttand  him  well, 

How  he  comes  o're  us  with  our  wilder  dayes, 
Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 

Wre  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England, 
And  therefore  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 

To  barbarous  licenfe :  and  'tis  common, 
That  men  aremerrictt,  when  they  are  from  home. 
But  tell  the  Dolphin,  I  will  keep  my  State, 
Be  like  a  King,  and  fhew  my  fayle  of  Greatnefle, 
When  I  do  rowze  me  in  my  Throne  of  France. 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Ma  jetty, 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  dayes : 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 
That  I  willdazle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Yea  ttrike  the  Dolphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  Mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  Gun-ftones,  and  his  foul 
Shall  ftand  fore  charged,  for  the  waftefull  vengeance 

That  fhall -flye  with  them :  for  many  a  thoufand  widow 
Shall  this  his  Mock,  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands ; 
Mock  mothers  from  their  fonns,  mock  Catties  down: 

And  fome  are  it  ungotten  and  unborn, 
That  fhall  have  caule  to  curfe  the  Dolphins  {com. 
But  this  lyes  all  within  the  will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  name 
Tell  you  the  Dolphin,  I  am  coming  on, 

To  venge  me  as  I  m*y,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightfull  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 
So  get  you  hence  in  peace :  and  tell  the  Dolphin, 
His  J.  ft  will  favour  but  of  (hallow  wit, 
When  thoufands  weep  more  then  did  laugh  at  it. 

Convey  them  with  fafe  conduit.  Fare  ye  well. 
Exeunt  Ambajfador 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  Meffage. 

King.  We  hope  to  make  the  Sender  blufh  at  it : 
Therefore,  my  Lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 

That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  Expedition ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  Fiance, 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufinefle. 
Therefore  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  Warres 
Be  foon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 

That  may  with  reafonable  fwiftneffe  adde 
More  feathers  to  our  Wings :  for  God  before, 

We'll  chide  this  Dolphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  A6tion  may  on  foot  be  brought.  Exeunt 

Flour  I fh.  Enter  Chorus. 
Now  all  the  Youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  filken  Dalliance  in  the  Wardrobe  lyes  : 

Now  thrive  the  Armourers,  and  Honour's  thought 
Reigns  folelv  in  thebreaft  of  every  man. 
They  fell  the  Pafture  now,  to  buy  the  Horfe, 

Following  the  Mirror  of  all  Chrittian  Kings, 

With  winged  heels,  as  Englifh  Mercuries. 
For  now  fits  expectation  in  the  Aiie, 
And  hides  a  Sword,  from  Hilts  unto  the  Point, 

With  Crowns  imperial!,  Crowns  and  Coronets, 

Promis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 

The  French  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  moft  dreadfull  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear ,  and  with  pale  PolJicy 
Seek  to. divert  the  Englifh  purpofes. 

O  England  :  Model!  to  thy  inward  Grcatnefs, 
Like  little  Body  with  a  miiihtv  Hear,,  j 
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iWhat  might  ft  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 
Wre  all  thy  children  kiad  and  naturall  : 

fBut  fee,  thy  fault  Trance  hath  in  thee  found  out, 
i  A  ncft  ot  hollow  bofoir.es,  which  he  tills 

'With  treacherous  Crowns,  and  three  corrupted  men : 
One  Richard  F.arlc  of  Cambridge, and  ih"  fecond 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  Afafham,  and  the  third 
Sir  Thomas  G  ray  Knight  of  Northumberland, 
Have  for  the  Gilt  of  France  (  O  guilt  indeed) 
Confirmed  Confpiracy  with  fearfull  France, 
And  by  their  hands,  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  die, 

.  If  Hell  and  Treafon  hold  their  piomifesj         i  . 

Ere  he  take  {"hip  for  France  ;  and  m  Southampton. 
L'tiget  your  patience  on,  and  we'll  digeft 

|  IVabufe  of  diftance  ;  force  a  play  : 
The  fiim  is  paid,  the  Traitors  are  agreed, 

i  The  King  is  fet  for  London,  and  the'  Scene 
!  Is  now  tranfported  (  Gentles)  to  Southampton, 

| 'There  is  the  play-houfc  now,  there  muft  you  fit, JjAhd  thence  to  France  fhal!  we  convey  you  fafe, 
I  And  bring  you  brck  :  Charming  the  narrow  leas 
\\,T°  give  you  gentle  PafTe :  for  if  we  may, 

,  We'll  not  offend  one  ftomack  with  our  Phy. 
But  till  the  King  com.  forth, and  not  till  then* 
Unto  Southarmon  wc  dofh.ft  our  Scene.  Exit. 

Enter  Corporall  Nimy  and  Lieutenant  Bardolfe. 

I     Bar.  Well  met  Corpora  11  K{tm. 
Nim.  Good  morrow  Lieutenant  Bardolfe, 

Bar.  What,  are  Ancient  Piftoll  and  you  friends  yet? 
I     Nim.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  fay  little  :  but  when 
time  fTia  11  fcrvc,  there  fhall  be  fmilcs  ,  but  that  fhall  be 

i  as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  wdl  wink  and  hold  out 
mine  iron  :  it  is  but  a  fimplcone,but  what  though?  It  will 
tofte  Checfe,  and  it  will  endure  cold  ,  as  another  mans 

I  fword  will :  and  there's  an  end. 
Bar.  I  will  bcftow  a  brcakfaft  to  make  you  friends, 

and  we'll  be  ail  three  fworn  brothers  to  France:  Lct:t 
be  fo,  good  Corpora II  Nim. 

Nim.  Faith, 1  wiil  live  lolong  as  I  may,that's  the  cer- 
|  tain  of  it :  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do 

as  I  may  :  'I  hat  is  my  reft:  that  ;s  the  rendevors  of  it; 
Bar.  It  is  certain  ,  Corpora. I,  that  he  is  married  tfi 

I  Nell  QuickJ?.  and  certainty  fhe  aid  you  wrong  ,  for  you 
I  we  c  troth-piig'.:  :o  her. 
I     Nim.  I  cannot  tell,  Things  m.. ft  be  as  they  may :  men 

b'.ay  deep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about. them 
•at  that  time,  and  lome  fay,  kn:  \  i  i  have  edges :  It  muft  be 

jfas  it  may,  though  patience  bf  a  tyred  name,  yet  fhewil' 
Wlod,  there  muft  be  Conciufions,  well,  I  cannoc  tell. 

Enter  Piftoll,  and  Quickjy. 

|_  Bar.  Here  comes  Ancient  Pifioll  and  his  wife:  good 
jCorporall  be  patient  here.  How  now,  mine  Hofte  Pifipflf 
1  Pifi.  Bafe  Tyke,  calfft  thou  me  Hofte,  now  by  this 
hand  I  fwear  I  fcorne  the  termc :  nor  fhall  my  Nell  keep 

1  Lodgers. 

Hofi.  No  by  my  troth,not  long :  For  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  Gentlewomen  that  live 
tancftiy  by  the  prick  of  their  Needles,  but  it  will  be 
thought  we  keep  a  Bawdy -houfe  ftraight.  O  weliiday 
Ladyv  if  he  be  not  hewn  now,  we  lliall  fee  willfull  adulte- 

ry and  murthef  committed. 

Bar.  GoodLieutenant,Good  Corporall,offer nothing 
h^e.  Nim.  Pifh 
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Pifi,  Pifli  for  thee,  jiiand  dog:  thou  pnckcaid  currt 

ofjfland. 

Hofi.  Good  Corpo.  all  Nim,  fhewthy  valor,  and  put 

p  thy  fword.  . 
Nim.  Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  you  folus, 

<p]fi.  Solus  , 'egregious  dog  ?  O  viper  vile;  The  folus 
in  thy  moft  marvellous  face  ,  the  folus  in  thy  teeth  ,  ana 
in  thy  throat,  and  in  thy  haccfull  Lungs,  yea  in  thy  Maw 
perdy  ;  and  winch  is  woife,  within  thy  nafty  mouth;  I 
do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels  ,  for  1  can  take,  and  PL 

fiofs  cock  is  up,  and.  fldhing  fire  will  follow. 
Nim.  I  am  not  Barbafon,  you  cannot  conjure  me  : 1 

have  an  humor  to  knock,  you  indifferently  well  •  If  you 
grow  foul  with  me  Piftoll ,  I  will  fcoiir  you  with  my 
Rapier,  as  I  may,  in  fairteimes.  If  you  would  walk 
off,  I  would  prick  your  guts  a  little  in  good  teimes,  as 

I  may,  and  thac's  the  humor  of  it. 
Pift.  O  Braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight, 

The  Grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near, 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bar.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay  :  Hethat  ftrikes 

:he  firft  ftroak  ,  Fie  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  fol- 
dier.  .  ■  » 

Tislr.  An  oath  of  mickle  might,  and  fury  fhall  abate. 

Give  me  thy  fiift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give  :  Thy  fpints 
are  moft  talL 

Nim.  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair 
termes,  that  is  the  humor  of  it. 

Piftoll.  Couple  a  gorge  that  is  the  word.  I  defie  thee  a- 

gain.  O  hound  of  Greet,  think'ft  thou  my  ipoufe  toget  ? 
Mo,  to  the  Spittle  go,  and  from  the  Pondring  tun  of  in- 
fimy,  fetch  forth  the  I  azar  Kite  of  Creftids  kinde  ,  Doll 
Tear  fiieet^ihc  by  ncme  ,  and  her  elpoufe.  I  have,  and  1 
will  hold  the  Quondam  Quickjy  for  the  onely  fhe:  and 

Pauca,  there's  enough  to  go  to. 

i  Enter  the  Boy.  '■' 
Boy.  Mine  Hoaft  Piftoll,  you  muft  come  to  my  Ma- 

fter,  and  your  Hofteffe :  He  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed. 
Good. Bardolfe,  put  thy  face  between  the  fheets ,  and  do 

the  Orifice  of  a  Warming-man  :  Faith,  he's  very  ill. Bard.  Away  you  Rogue. 

Hofi.  By  my  tioth  he'l  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding  onef 
tf  thefe  d-  cs :  the  King  has  killd  his  heart.  Good  Huf-  ( 
band  come  prefcntly.  Exit. 

Bar.  Come  lTia  1  j  I  make  you  two  friends.  We  muft 
to  France  togethei :yvhy  the.  devil!  fhould  vye  keep  knives 
to  cut  enc  anothers  throats  }•.  .  i 

Pifi.  Let  flouds  o'refwell  and-  fiends  for  food  howle 

on.  '      .  '  ' 
Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  fhillings  I  won  of  you 

at  Betting?.  ' Pift.  Bafe  is  the  flave  that  pa  yes. 

Nim.  That  now  I  will-  have  :  that's  the  humour  of  it. 
Pift.  As  manhood  fhall  compound :  pufli  home. Draw. 
Bard^  By  this  fwoid,  he  that  makes  the  firft  rhruft, 

I'le  kill  him:  by.  this  fword,  I  will.  . 
/•'/.Sword  is  an  0."th,and  Oaths  muft  have  their  courle. 
Bar.  Corporal  Nim,  &  thou  wilt  be  fi  icnds,be  fi  iends, 

and  thou  wilt  not ,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me  too: 

prethceput  up*  "     >  ■       ,.•  i  ....... 
*Pift.  A  Noble. (halt  thou,have,  and  prefent  "pay,  and 

Liquor  likewise  will  I  givc_  to  thee  ,  and  friendfhip 
ftiall  combine,  and  brotherhood.  -FJe  live  by  Nim,  and 
Nim  lliall  live  by  me  ,  is  not  this  jifft  ?  For  I  ftiail  Sut- 

ler be  unto  the  Canape,  and  profits  will  accrue.  Give  me 

thy  hand. 
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Nim.  I  ikiil  have  my  Noble? 
Pift.  In  dlli,  moil  juftly  paid. 

Nim.  Wcl,thcn  that's  the  humor  of  'c. Enter  Hofteffe. 

Ho  ft.  As  ever  you  came  or"  women ,  come  in  quickly 
co  Sir  John  :  A  poor  heart,  he  is  Co  ihak'd  of  a  burning 
quotidian  Tertian ,  that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  behold. 
Svveec  men,  come  to  him. 

Nim.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humors  on  the  Knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pin-.  Nim,  thou  haft  fpokc  the  right,  his  heart  is  fra- 
med and  corroborate. 

Nim.  Tie  King  is  a  good  King ,  but  it  muff  be  as  it 

may  ■  he  paflesfomc  humors,  and  carreres. 
Pift.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight, for  (  Lambkins)  we 

will  live. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmer land. 
Bed.  Fare  God,  his  Grace  is  bold  to  cruft  theft  traitors. 

Exe.  They  SaaU  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 
Weft.  How  1  mooth  and  even  they  do  bear  thcmfelves, 

As  if  all  alkgeance  m  their  bofomes  fate 

Crowned  with  faith,  and  conftanc  loyalty. 
Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 

By  interception,  which  they  dream  not  of. 
Sxe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 

Whom  he  hath  lull'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours, 
That  he  fTiould  for  a  rb'T?ign  purfe,  fo  fell 
His  Soveraigns  life  to  death  and  treachery. 

Sound  Trumpets. 
Enter  the  King,  Scroop,  (Cambridge,  and  Gray. 

King.  Now  fits  the  winde  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  Lord  of  fimbridge,  and  my  kind  Lord  of  Ms.jham , 
And  you  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts : 
Think  you  not  chat  the  powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  paflage  through  the  force  of  France  ? 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  a6t. 
For  which  we  have  in  head  affembled  them. 

Scro.  No  doubt,  my  Liege,  if  each  man  do  his  beft. 
King.  I  doubt  not  that,  fince  we  are  well  perfwaded, 

We  cany  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 

That  gi-ows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours : 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 

Succefs  and  Conqueft  to  attend  on  us.  ' 
Cam.  Never  was  a  Monarch  better  fear'd  and  lov'd, 

Then  is  your  Majtfty  ;  there's  not  I  think  a  fubjecl: 
That  fits  in.  heart- grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  (hade  of  your  government. 
Km.  True :  thofe  that  were  your  Fathers  enemies, 

Have  fteep'd  their  gauls  in  honey,  and  do  obferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty,  and  of  zeal. 

King.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfulnefs, 
And  (hall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand 
Sooner  then  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scro.  So  fervice  fhall  with  Reeled  finewstoyl, 
And  labour  fhall  refrefh  it  felf  with  hope 
To  do  your  Grace  inceffant  Cervices. 

King.  We  Judge  no  leflc.    Unkle  of  Exeter, 
Inlarge  the  man  committed  ycfterday, 

That  rail'd  againft  our  perfon  :  We  confider 
It  was  excefle  of  Wine  that  fet  him  on, 

And  on  his  more  advice,  We  pardon  him. 

Scro.  That's  meicy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  puniili'd  Soveraign,  lealt  example 
Breed  (  by  his  fuffei  ance  )  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

King.  O  let  us  yet  be  mercifull. 

Cam.  S  >  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 
Gray.  Sir,  you  (hew  gieat  mercy  if  you  give  him  life. 

After  the  calk  of  much  correction. 

King.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me, 

Are  heavy  Orilons  'gain'/}  this  poor  wretch  : 
If  little  faults  proceeding  on  diftemper, 

Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  fhall  we  ft' etch  our  eye 
When  ca  pita  11  crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd,  anddifgefted 
Appeals  before  us  f  We'll  yet  inlarge  that  man, 
Though  Cambridge, Scroop,znd  Gray,  in  their  dear  car 
And  tender  prefervacion  of  our  perfon 

Would  have  him  punifh'd.  And  now  to  our  French  caufes 
Who  are  the  late  Commiffioners  ? 

Cam.  1  one  my  Lord, 

Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to  day. 
Scro.  So  did  you  me,  my  Liege. 

Gra.  And  I, my  Royall Soveraign. 
Kmg.Thcn  Richard  Earle  of  Cambridgeshire  is  yours 

There  yours  Lords  Scroop  oiMaftiam,  and  Sir  Knight  : 
,  Gray  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours : 
Read  them,  and  know  I  know  your  worthinefs. 
My  Lord  of  Weft mer land  and  Unkle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to  night.  Why  how  now  Gentlemen  ? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  complexion  ?  Look  ye  how  they  change : 
Their  cheeks  are  paper.  Why,  what  read  you  there, 

That  havefo  cowarded  and  chae'd  your  bloud 
Out  of  appearance. 

Cam.  1  do  confeffe  my  fault, 

And  dofubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs  mercy. 

Gray.  Scro.  To  which  we  ail  appeal. 
King.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 

By  your  own  counfell  is  fuppreft  and  kill'd  : 
You  muft  not  dare  (  for  lhame  )  to  talk  of  mercy, 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofomes, 
As  dogs  upon  their  Mafters,  worrying  you  : 

See  you  my  Princes,  and  my  Noble  Peers, 
Thefe  Engliih  monftcs:  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  here, 
You  know  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  wiih  all  appertinents 

Belonging  to  his  honour ;  and  this  man, 

Hath  for  a  few  light  Crowns,  lightly  confpir'd 
And  fworn  unto  thepradtifes  of  Prance 
To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton.  To  the  which, 
This  Knight  no  Ieffe  for  bounty  bound  tons 
Then  Cambridge  is, hath  likewife  fworn.  But  O, 
What  fliali  I  lay  to  thee,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel/, 

Ingratefull,  favage,and  inhumane  Creature  ? 
Thou  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfells. 

That  knew'ft  the  very  boctome  of  my  foul, 

Thac  (almoft)  might'fthave  coyn'd  me  into  Gold, 
Would'ft  thou  have  pra&is'd  on  me, for  thy  ufe? 
May  it  be  poffible,  that  forraign  hyer 
Could  cu:  of  thee  extract:  one  fpark  of  evill 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'Tis  fo  ftrange, That  though  the  truth  of  it  ftand  ofFas  grofle 

As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 
Treafon  and  murther,  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoak  devills  fwo  n  to  cithers  purpofc, 

Working  fo  grofsly  in  a  naturall  cauie, 
Thac  admiration  did  noc  hoopac  chem. 

Buc  thou  ('gainft  all  propottion  )  didft  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treaton,  and  no  murther : 

And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroufly, 
Hath  got  the  voyce  in  hell  for  excellence  : S  )  Ar 
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And  other  devils  that  iuggcft  by  treafons, 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation, 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms, being  fetchc 

From  glift'ring  femblanccs  of  piety  : 
j  8ut  he  that  temper'd  thee,  bad  thee  ftand  up, 
I  jave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  fhouldft  do  treafon^ 
Unlefle  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  Traicor. 

If  that  fame  Daemon  that  hathgull'd  thee  thus, 
'Should  with  his  Lyomgate  walk  the  whole  world, 
Pie  might  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back, 
And  tell  the  Legions,  I  can  never  win 
A  foul  fo  eafie  as  that  Englifh  maris. 
Dh,  how  haft  thou  with  jealoufie  infected 
The  fweetneffe  of  affiance  ?  Shew  men  Hutifull  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou.  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 

Why  fo  didft  thou.  'Come  thiry  of  Noble  Family  f 
Why  fo  didft  thou.  Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.  Or  are  they  fpare  in  diet, 
Free  from  groffe  pafTion,  or  of  mil  th,  or  anger, 
IConftant  in  fpirit,  not  fwerving  with  the bloud9 

Garnifh'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement, 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear, 
And  but  in  puiged  judgeraet  trufting  neither  ? 
Such  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thou  feem : 
knd  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
I  To  make  thee  full  fraught  man,  and  beft  indued 
With  fome  fufpition,I  will  weep  for  thee. 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  me  thinks  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man.  Their  faults  are  open, 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  Law, 
And  God  acquit  them  of  cheir  pra£tifes. 

[  Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon  ,  by  the  name  of 
Richard  Earle  of  Cambridge. 

'  I  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon ,  by  the  name  cfcThomat 
Lord  Scroop  of  Marfham. 

:  I  arreft -thee  of  High  Treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grejy  Knight  of  Northumberland. 

\  Scro.  Our  purpofes  God  jultly  hath  difcover'd", 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  then  my  death, 
Which  1  befeech  your  Highnefle  to  forgive, 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me,  the  Gold  of  France  did  notfeduce, 

Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive^ 
The  fooner  to  effect  what  I  intended  : 

But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention, 
Which  I  in  fufferance  heartily  will  rejoyce 
BefcechingGod  to  pardon  me. 

Gray.  Never  did  faithfull  fubjeft  more  rejoyce 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  Treafon, 

Then  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o're  my  fclf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize : 
My  fault,  but  not  ray  body,  pardon  Soveraign. 

K'tHg.God  quit  you  in  his  mercy:  Hear  your  fentence. 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  Our  Royall  peribn. 
Joyn'dwithan  enemy  proclaim'd;  and  from  his  Coffers 
Receiv'd  the  Golden  Earneft  of  Our  death :  ;j 
Wherein  you  would  have  fould  your  King  toflaughter, 
HisP  rinces,and  his  Peers  of  fervitude, 

His  Subjects  to  oppreifion,  and  contempt, 
And  his  whole  Kingdome  into  defolation  : 
Touching  otir  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge, 
But  we  our  Kingdomes  fafety  mi'ft  fo  tender , 
Whofe  ruine  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  Lawes 
We  do  deliver  you.  Get  you  therefore  hence, 
(Poor  miferable  wretches)  to  your  death : 
The  tafte  whereof,  God  of  his  mercy  give 

You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  icpemance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences.  Bear  them  hence.  Exeunt 
Now  Lords  for  Fiance  :  the  cnteipiife  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubc  not  of  a  fail  and  lucky  War, 

Since  God  lb  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  Treafon,  lurking  in  our  way 
To  hinder  our  beginning.  We  doubt  not  now. 

But  every  Rub  is  fmoothed  on  our  way: 

Then  forth,  dear  Court  trcymen:  Let  us  deliver 
Our  Puiffince  into  the  hand  of  God, 

Putting  it  ftrnight  in  expedition. 

Chcerly  to  Sea,  the  fignes  of  War  advance, 
No  King  cf  England,  if  n^t  Kng  of  Fiance.  Exeunt 

Enter  Pijloll,  Nim,  Bardoiph,  Boy^and  Hoftef?. 

Hoftefi.  'Prithee  honey,  fweet  Husband  ,  let  me  bring thee  to  Staines. 

Piftotl.  No  :  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern.  Bardo/ph, 
be  blythe  :  Nim,  rowZe  thy  vaunting  Veins :  Boy,bnslie 

thy  Courage  up :  for  Falftaffe  he  is  dead ,  and  we  nrft 
yern  therefore. 

Bard,  Would  I  were  with  him ,  wherefomere  he  1  , 
either  in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell. 

HofieJ?.  Nay  fure^  he's  not  in  Hell :  he's  in  ̂ Arthurs Bofome»  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthurs  Bofome :  a  made 

finer  cnd,and  went  away  and  it  had  been  any  Chriftome 

Child  :  a  parted  juft  between  Twelve  and  One,  ev'n  at 
the  turning  o'th'Tydc:  for  after T  faw  him  fumble  with 
the  Sheets,  and  play  with  Flowers,and  fmileupon  his  fin- 

gers end,l  knew  there  was  but  one  way :  for  his  Nofewas 
as  fharpc  as  a  Pen,and  a  Table  of  green  fields.  How  now 

Sir  John  (quoth  I  ?  )  what  man  ?  be  a  good  cheer :  fo  a 
cryed  out,  God,  God,  God ,  three  or  four  times :  now  I, 
to  comfort  him  ,  bid  him  a  fhould  not  think  of  God  ;  I 

hop'd  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  hirftfelf  with  any  fuch 
thoughts  yet :  fo  a  bad  me  lay  more  Cloathes  on  his  feet  : 
I  put  my  hand  into  the  Bed ,  and  felt  them ,  and  they 
were  as  cold  as  a  (tone:  then  I  felt  to  his  knees,  andfo 

upward  and  upward,  all  was  as  cold  as  any  ftone, 

Nim.  They  fay  he  cryed  out  of  Sack. 

Hoftefi.  I,  that  a  did;  • Bard.  And  of  Women. 

Hoftefi.  Nay,  that  a  did  not. 
Boy.  Yes  that  a  did  ,  and  faid  they  were  Devilis  in- carnate. 

Woman.  A  could  never  abide  Carnation,  'twas  a  Co- 
lour he  never  lik'd. 

Boy,  Afaidonite*  the  Deule  would  have  him  about 
Women. 

Hofteft.  A  did  in  fome  fort  (indeed)  handle  Women : 

3Ut  then  he  was  rumatick ,  and  talk'd  of  the  Whure  of Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  a  faw  a  Flea  flick  upon 

Bardolph's  Nofe,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  Soul  burning  in 
Hell. 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuell  is  gone  that  maintain'd  that  fire: 
that's  all  the  Riches  I  got  in  his  ferv;ce. 

Nim.  Shall  we  ftiogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

Pi  ft.  Come,  let's  away.  My  love,  give  me  thy  Lips : 
Look  to  rhy  Chattels  ,  and  my  Moveables:  Let  Sences 
rule  :  The  world  is,  Pitch  and  pay:  truft  none  i  for  O^ths 

are  Scrawes,  mens  Faiths  are  Wafer-Cakes,  andhold- 

faft  is  the  onely  Dog  :  My  Duck  ,  therefoie,  Caveto  be 
thy  Counfellor.  Goe,  clear  thy  Chryftalls.  Yoke- 
fellowes  in  Armes ,  let  us  to  France,  like  Horfe-I 

leeches) 
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leeches  my  Boyes,  to  fuck,  to  luck, the  very  bioudcoluck. 

Boy.  And  thac's  buc  unwhollome  food  they  fay. 
Pitt.  Touch  her  fofc  mouth,  and  march. 
Bard.  Farewell  Hoftefs. 

Nim.  I  cannot  kifs,that  is  the  humour  of  it :  but  adieu. 

Pifi.  Let  Hufwifrie  appear:  keep  clofe,  1  thee  com- 
mand. 

Ho/left.  Farewell :  adieu.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Trench  King,  the  Dolphin^the  Dukes 

of  Berry  and  Britain. 

Kin.  Thus  comes  the  Englifh  with  full  power  upon  us. 
And  more  then  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  Royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Biitain, 
Of  Brabantand  of  O  1  ance  lhall  make  forth, 

And  you  Prince  Dolphin,  with  all  fwiftdifpatch 
To  lync  and  new  repair  our  towns  of  War 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  m;ans  defendant: 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 
As  Waters  to  the  lucking  of  a  Gulfe. 
ft  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident, 
As  fla.  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  fatall  and  neglected  Englifh, 

Upon  our  fields. 
Dolphin,  My  moft  redoubted  Father, 

It  is  molt  meet  we  armc  us  'gainft  the  Foe  : 
For  Peace  it  felf  fhould  not  fo  dull  a  Kingdom?, 
(  Though  War  nor  no  known  Quarrel  were  inqueftion  ) 
Bat  that  Defences,  Muftcrs,  Preparations, 

Should  be  maintain'd,  affembled  and  collected, 
As  were  a  War  in  expectation. 

Therefore  I  fay,  'tis  mete  we  all  go  forth, 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  fhew  of  fear, 

No,  with  no  more,  then  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bulled  with  a  Whitfon  Morris-dance : 

For,  my  good  Liedge,  fhe  is  fo  idly  King'd, 
Her  Scepter  fo  phantaftically  borne, 
By  a  vain  giddy  fhallow  humorous  Youth, 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Confi.  O  Peace,  Prince  Dolphin, 
You  are  too  much  miltaken  in  this  King : 
Qiieftion  your  Grace  the  late  Embaffadors, 
With  what  great  State  he  heard  their  Embattle, 

How  well  fupply'd  with  Noble  Councilors, 
How  modeft  in  exception  ;  and  with  all, 
How  terrible  in  conltant  refolution : 

And  you  fhall  find,  his  Vanities  fore-fpent, 
Were  but  the  out-fidcof  the  Roman  Brtttta^ 
Covering  Difcretion  with  a  Coat  of  Folly  ; 
As  Gardeners  do  with  Ordurohidethofe  Roots 

That  fhall  firft  fpi ing,  and  be  moft  delicate. 

Do/ph.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  Lord  High  Conftable. 
But  though  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter : 

In  caufes  of  defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
"^he  enemy  more  mighty  then  he  fecms, 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd  : 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niga idly  projection, 
Doth  like  a  Mifer  fpoil  his  Coat,  with  framing 
A  little  Cloth 

King.  Think  we  King  Harry  ftrong : 
And  Princes,  look  you  ftrcngly  arme  to  meet  him. 
The  Kindred  of  him  hath  been  flefht  upon  us: 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloudy  (train, 

That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  Pathcs : 

Witnefie  our  too  much  memorable  fhame, 
When  Creflfy  Battell  fatally  was  ft  ruck, 

And  all  our  Princes  captiv'd,  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  Name,  Edward,  black  Prince  of  Wal& \ 
Whiles  that  his  Mountain  Sire,  on  Mountain  ftandiog 

Up  in  the  Aire,  crown'd  with  the  Golden  Sun, 
Saw  his  Heroicall  Seed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  Work  of  Nature,  and  deface 
The  Patterns,  that  by  God  and  by  French  Fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.    This  is  a  Stem 
Of  that  Victorious  Stock:  and  let  us  fear 

The  Native  raightineffc  and  fate  of  him. 
Enter  a  {Jttcjfenger. 

Mef.  Embaffadors  from  Harry  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  Ma  j  fty. 

King.  We'll  give  them  prefent  audience. 
Go,  and  bring  them. 
You  fee  this  Chafe  is  hotly  followed,  friends. 

Dolph.  Turn  head,  and  flop  purfuit :  for  coward  Dogi 
Molt  fpend  their  mouths,when  what  they  feem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.  Good  my  Sovcraign 
Take  up  the  Englifh  fhort,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  Monarchy  you  are  the  Head : 
Self-love,  ray  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin, As  felf- neglecting 

Enter  Exeter. 

King.  From  our  Brother  of  England  ? 
Exe .  From  him,  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefty : 

He  wills  you  in  the  Name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  deveft  yourfelfe,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  Glories,  that  by  gift  of  Heaven, 
By  Law  of  Nature,  and  of  nations,  longs 
To  him  and  to  his  Heirs,  namely  the  Crown ; 
And  all  wide-ftretched  Honors,  that  pertain 

By  Cuftorne,  and  the  Ordinance  of  Times, 
Unto  the  Crown  of  France :  that  you  may  know 

'Tis  no  finifter,  nor  no  awk-ward  Claim, 
Pickt  from  the  Worm-holes  of  long- vanifht  dayes, 
Nor  from  the  duftofold  Oblivion  rakt, 

He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  Line, 
In  every  Branch  truly  demonltrative.; 

Willing  you  over-look  this  Pedigree  : 

And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  moftfam'd,  of  famous  Ancefiors, 
Edward  the  third ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdoms  indirectly  hejd 
From  him  the  Native  and  true  Challenger. 

King.  Or  elfe  what  fallows? 
Exe.  Bloudy  conftraint :  for  if  you  hide  the  Crown 

Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
Therefoie  in  fierce  Tempeft  is  he  coming, 

n  Thunder  ard  in  Earth-quake,  like  a  Jove.- 
I  hat  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compell. 
And  bids  you,  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  Crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  Souls  for  whom  this  hungry  War 

Opens  his  vafty  Jawes :  and  on  your  head 
Turning  the  Widows  Tears,  the  Orphans  Cryes, 
The  dead-mens  Bloud,  the  privy  Maidens  Groans, 
For  Husbands,  Fathers,  and  betrothed  Lovers, 
That  fhall  befwallowed  in  this  Controverfie. 

This  is  his  Claim, his  thrcatning,  and  my  Meffage : 

Unleffe  the  Dolphin  be  in  prefence  here ; 
To  whomcxpreftely  I  bring  greeting  too. 

King.  For 



King.  For  us ,  we  will  confider  of  this  further : 
To  morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  fullincent 
Back  to  our  Brother  of  England. 

Dolph.  For  the  Dolphin, 
I  (land  here  for  him  :  what  to  him  from  England  > 

Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance,  Height  regard,  contempt, 

And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif-become 
The  mighty  Sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at.  . 

Thus  fayes  my  King :  and  if  your  Father's  Hig'hnefs 
Doe  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  hitter  Mock  you  fent  his  Ma  jetty  ; 

He'le  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  Anfwer  of  it, 
That  Caves  and  Womby  Vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  Trefpas,and  return  your  Mock 
In  fecond  Accent  of  his  Ordinance. 

Dtlph.  Say  :  if  my  Father  render  fair  return, 

It  is  againft  my  will :  for  I  defire 
'Nothing  but  Oddcs  with  England, 
To  that  end,  as  ma  tching  to  his  Youth  and  Van  i  ty , 

I  did  prefent  him  with  the  Pai  s-Balls. 

Ex.'  He'k  mike  your  Paris  Lover  fhake  for  it , 
Were  it  the  Miltieffe  Court  of  mighty  Europe  : 

And  beaffur'd,  you'le  find  a  d.rf'rence, 
As  we  his  Subjects  have  in  wonder  found  , 

Between  thepromiTe  of  his  greener  dayesi 
And  thefe  he  maftcrs  now :  now  he  weighs  Tirrie 
Even  to  the  utmoft  Grain :  that  you  fhall  read 
In  your  own  LofTes,  if  he  (lay  in  France. 

King.  To  morrow  fhall  you  know  our  mind  at  full. Elourijh. 

Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,leaft  that  our King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay  ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  Land  already. 

King.  You  fhall  be  foon  difpatcht,with  fair  conditions. 
A  Night  is  but  fmall  breathe,  and  little  paufe, 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  Exeunt. 

<tAUus  Secundus. 

Enter  Chortu, 

Thus  with  imagin'd  wing  our  fwift  Scene  flyes, 
In  motion  of  no  leffe  celerity  then  that  of  Thought. 
Suppofe,  that  you  have  feen 
The  well-appointed  King  at  Dover  Peer, 
Embark  his  Royalty :  and  his  brave  Fleet, 
With  filkcn  Streamers,  the  young  Phebm  faining  ; 
Play  with  your  Fancies :  and  in  them  behold, 

Upon  the  Hempen  Tackle  ,Ship-boyes  climbing ; 
Hear  the  fhrill  Whiffle,  which  doth  order  give 

To  founds  confus'd  :  behold  the  threaden  Sails, 

Born  with  th'invifible  and  creeping  Wind, 
Draw  the  huge  Bottomes  through  the  furrowed  Sea, 

Breiting  the  lofty  Surge.  O,  do  but  think 
You  fiand  upon  the  Rivage,  and  behold 

A  Citie  on  th'inconftant  Billowes  dancing : 
For  fo  appears  this  Fleet  Ma  jeftical, 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harflew.  Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  minds  to  fternage  of  this  Navy, 
And  leave  your  England  as  dead  Mid-night,  ftill, 
Guarded  with  Grandfires,  Babies,  and  old  Women, 

Either  paft,  or  not  arriv'd  to  pith  and  puiflance  : 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  Chin  is  but  enricht 

-  - 

With  one  appearing  Hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefe  culPd  and  choice-drawn  Cavaliers  to  France  ? 

Work,  work  your  Thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  Siege : 
Behold  the  Ordenance  on  their  Carriages, 
With  fatal  mouthes  gaping  on  girded  Harflew, 

Suppofe  th'Embaffador  from  the  French  comes  back : 
Tells  Harry,  That  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Katherine  his  Daughter,  and  with  her  to  Dowrie, 

Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedomes. 
The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  Gunner 

With  Lynftock  now  the  devilifh  Cannon  touches. 
Alarum,  and  Chambers  go  off. 

And  down  goes  all  before  him.  Still  be  kind, 

And  ech  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  Sxlt. 

Enter  the  King ,  Sxeter ,  Bedford,  and  Gloucejter. 
Alarum.  Scaling-Laddere  at  Harflew, 

King.  Once  more  unto  the  Breach, 
Dear  friends,  once  more ; 

Or  dofe  the  Wall  up  with  our  Englifh  dead : 

In  Peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man, 
As  modefl  ttilnelTe  and  humility  : 
But  when  the  blafl  of  War  blowes  in  our  eares* 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  Tyger : 

Stiffen  the  fincwes,  commune  up  the  bloud, 

Difguife  fair  Nature  with  hard-favour'd  Rage: 
Then  lend  the  Eye  a  terrible  afpect : 

Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  Head, 

Like  the  Brafs  Cannon:  Jet  the  Brow  o'rewhclai  it, 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  Rock 

O're-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  Bate, 
Swill'd  with  the  Wilde  and  waftf  all  Ocean. 
Now  fet  the  Tceth,and  ftretch  the  Nofthril  wide, 
H  jld  hard  the  Breath,  and  bend  up  every  Spirit 

To  his  full  height.  On,  you  Nobleft  Englifti, 
Whofe  bloud  is  fet  from  Fathers  of  War-proof : 
Fathers,  that  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  thefe  parts  from  Morn  till  Even  fought, 

And  fheath'd  their  Swords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Dtfhonour  not  your  Mothers  :  now  attefr, 

That  thofe  whom  you  call'd  Fathers,  did  beget  you. 
Be  Coppy  now  to  me  ofgroffer  bloud, 
And  teach  them  how  to  Warre.  And  you  good  Yeomen. 

Whofe  Limbs  were  made  in  England  ;  fhcwus  here 
The  mettel  of  your  Pafture :  let  us  fwear, 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding :  which  I  doubt  not : 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe, 
That  hath  not  Noble  luftre  in  your  eyes. 

I  fee  you  ftand  like  Grey-hounds  in  the  flips, 

Straying  upon  the  Start.  The  Game's  a-foot : 
Follow  your  Spirit ;  and  upon  this  Charge, 

Cry,  God  for  Harry,  England,  and  S.  George- Alarum,  and  Chambers  go  off. 

Enter  Nim,  Bardolph,  Piflol,  and  Bop 

Bard.  On,on,on,on,on,  to  the  Breach,  to  the  Breach. 

Nim.  'Pray  thee  Corporal  flay  ,  the  Knocks  are  too 
hot :  and  for  mine  own  part,  1  have  not  a  Cafe  of  Lives : 

the  humor  of  it  is  too  hot ,  that  is  the  very  plain-Song of  it. 

Pifi.  The  plain-Song  is  moft  jufl  :  for  humors  do  a- 
bound:  Knocks  goe  arid  come  :  Gods  Vaffals  drop  and 
dye  :  and  Sword  and  Shield,  in  bloudy  Field,doth  winne 
immortal  fame. 

Boy. Would  I  were  in  an  Ale-houfe  in  London,I  would 
give  all  my  Fame  for  a  Pot  of  Ale,  and  fafety. 

Mm  Pift.  And 
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Pijl.  And  I :  if  w;fhes  would  prevail  with  mc  ,  my 

puvpoic  fhould  net  fail  wich  mc  ;  but  thither  would  I 

hyc. 
Boy.  As  duly  ,  but  not  as  t;  uly  ,  as  Bird  doth  fing  on 

bough. 
Enter  Eluelltn. 

ledge  in  th'aunchiant  War  res,  upon  my  particular  know- 
ledge of  his  directions :  by  Chefhu  he  will  maintain  hi: 

Argument  as  well  as  any  Militarie  man  in  the  VVorld,ir 
the  dilcjplines  of  the  Priftine  Warres  of  the  Romans. 

Scot.  I  fay  gudday,  Captain  Fluellen. 

F/«.  Up  totbebieach,  ycu  Dogs  ;avant  youCullions. 
Fiji.  B;  meicvfull  great  Duke  to  men  of  Mocld ,  a- 

bate  thy  Rage  ,  abate  thy  manly  Rage  ;  abate  thy  Rage, 
great  Duke.  Good  Bawccck  bate  thy  Rage  :  uic  lenity 
l'wect  Chuck. 

"Njm.  Thclebe  good  humors:  your  Honour  wins  bad 
humois.  •  Exit. 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am, I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three Swafhers.  I  am  Boy  to  them  all  three  ,  but  alhhey  three 

though  they  would  fcrve  me  ,  could  not  be  Man  to  me  ; 
for  indeed  three  fuch  Antiques  do  not  amount  to  a  man : 

for  Bardolph,  he  is  white-liver'd,  and  red-fae'd;  by  she 
means  whcieof,  afaces  it  out ,  but  fights  not :  for  Tift*!, 

he  hath  a  killing  Tongue,  and  a  quiet  Sword  ;  by  the 
means  whereof,  a  breaks  Words-,  and  keeps  whole 
Weapons :.  for.  Nim  ,  he  hath  heard,  that  men  of  few 
Words  are  the  bell  men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay 

his  Prayers ,  left  a  fhould  be  thought  a  Coward  :  but  his 
few  bad  Words  are  matcht  with  as  few  good  Deeds ;  for 

a  never  broke  any  man's  head  but  his  own  ,  and  that  was 
againft  a  Poft,  when  he  was  drunk.    They  will  fteal  any 

thing,  and  call  it  Purchafe.  Bardolph  ftolc  a  Lute-cafe, 
bore  it  twelve  Leagues,  and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence. 
Nim  and  Bardolph  are  fwom  Brothers  in  filching  :  and 

in  Callice  they  (iole  a  fne-fhovel.    I  knew  by  that  piece 
of  Service ,  trie  men  would  carry  Coals.    They  would 

have  me  as  familiar  with  men's  Pockets,  as  their  Gloves 
or  their  Hand-kerchers:  which  makes  much  againft  my 

Manhood,  if  I  fhould  take  front;  another's  Pocket ,  to  put 
into  mine  ;  for  it  is  plain  pocketting  up  of  Wrongs.  I 
mult  leave  them  ,  and  feek  fomc  better  Service:  their 

Villany  goes '  againlt  my  weak  ftomack  ,  and  therefore 
I  muff  catt  it  up.  Exit. 

&nter  Gower. 

Gower.  Captain  F/#f//<r«,  you  muft  come  prefently  to 

theMyn-.S;  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter  would  fpeak  with 
you.  .  .. 

flu.  TotheMyncs?  Tell  you  the  Duke ,  it  is  not  fo 

good  to  come  to  the  Mynes  •  for  look  you  ,  the  Mynes 
are  not  according  to  the  difciplines  cf  War;  the  con- 

cavities of  it  is  not  fufheient :  for  look  you,  th'athver- 
fary,  you  may  difculTe  unto  the  Duke,  look  you  ,  isdigt 
himfelf  four  yard  under  the  Countermines:  by  Chefhu, 

I  think  a  will  plow  up  all ,  if  there  is  not  better  dire- 
ctions. 

Gower.  The  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  to  whom  the  Order 

of  the  Siege  is  given  ,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irifh 
man,  a  very  valiant  Gentleman  yfa:th. 

Welch.  H  is  Captain  Makmorrice^  it  not  ? 
Goiter.  I  think  it  be. 

Welch.  By  Che(ha  he  is  an  AfTe ,  as  in  the  World ,  I 
will  verifie  as  much  in  his  Beard :  he  ha's  no  more  directi- 

ons in  the  true  difciplines  of  the  Warres,  look  you  ,  of  the 

Roman  difcipline5,  then  is  a  Puppy-dog. 
Enter  Makrnorrice,  and  Captain  Jamy. 

Gower.  Here  a  comes,  and  the  Scots  Captain,Capta in 

Jamy,  with  him. 
Welch.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous  Gen- 

tleman, that  iscertain,and  of  great  expedition  and  know- 
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Gower.  How  how  Captain  Makmorrice  ,  have  yoi 

quit  the  Mynes  ?  have  the  Pioncrs  given  o're  ? 
irifh.  By  Chrifh  Law  tifh  ill  done :  the  Work  id 

give  over  ,  theTrompet  found  the  Retreat.  By  my  Hant 

1  fwear,  and  my  father's  Soul ,  the  Work  ifh  ill  done 
it  ifh  give  over:  I  would  have  Mowed  up  the  Town 

fo  Chrifh  fave  me  law,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh  ill  done,  tifl  !''::' ill  done  :  by  my  Hand  tifh  ill  done. 
Welth.  Captain  Makjnorrice ,  I  befeech  you  nowj 

will  you  voutfafe  me  ,look  you  ,  a  few  difputations  wit! 
you,  as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplinei  o 
the  War,  the  Roman  Warres ,  in  the  way  of  Argil- 
ment ,  look  you,  and  friendly  communication :  partly  t« 
fatisfie  ray  Opinion,  and  partly  for  the  fatisfaction,lool 

you,  of  my  Mind  :  as  touching  the  direction  of  the  K£i' litary  difcipiine,that  is  the  Point. 
Scot.  It  fall  be  vary  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  Captens  bath 

*nd  1  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve ,  as  I  may  pick  occafion that  fall  I  mary. 

irifh.  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe  ,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me 
the  day  ishot,andthe  Weather,and  the  Warres,  and  th 
King,  and  the  Dukes:  it  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,the  Towr 

is  befeech'd  :  and  the  Trumpet  calls  us  to  the  breech  ,anc 
we  talk,  and  be  Chrifh  do  nothing ,  tis  fhamefor  us  all 

fo  God  fa'me  tis  fhamc  to  ftand  Oill ,  ir  is  fharae  by  my 
hand  :  and  there  is  Throats  to  be  cut ,  and  Works  to  b< 

done,  and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chrift  fa'me  law. 
Scot.  By  the  Mes  ,ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  them 

felves  to  fiomber,  ayle  de  gud  fervicc,  or  He  liggcith 

grund  for  it ;  ay  ,  or  go  to  death  :  and  He  pay't  as  ya- 
loroufly  as  I  may  ,  that  fall  I  furely  doc  >  the  breffanc 
the  long  mary ,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome  queftior. 'tween  you  tway. 

Welch.  Captain  Makmorrice ,  I  think ,  look  you 

under  your  correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  Na- 

tion. 

irifh.  Of  my  Nation?  What  ifh  my  Nation?  Ifh  i 
Villain,  and  a  Bafterd,  and  a  Knave,  and  a  Rafcal.Wha 
ifh  my  Nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  Nation  ? 

Welch.  Look  you  ,  if  you  take  the  matter  othcrwifi 
then  is  meant,  Captain  Mackruorrice ,  peradventure  I 
fhall  think  you  do  nst  ufe  mc  with  that  affability ,  as  ir 
difcretion  you  ought  to  ufe  me ,  look  you ,  being  as  goof 
a  man  as  your  felf  both  in  the  difciplines  of  War,  anc 
in  the  derivation  of  my  Birth  ,  and  in  other  particular^ 
ties. 

Irifh.  I  do  not  knowy^u  fo  good  a  man  as  my  felf,fc  Tl 
Chrifh  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  Head. 

Gower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  m.ftakc  each  other. 

Scot.  A,  that's  a  foul  fault.  A  Parley 
Gower.  The  Town  founds  a  Parley. 
Welch.  Captain  Makmorrice  ,  when  there  is  mor{ 

better  opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  f< 
bold  as  to  tell  you  ,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  War ,  and 
there  is  an  end.  Sxii 

Enter  the  King  and  all  his  Train  befort  the  Gates 
King,  How  yet  refolves  the  Governour  of  the  Town  j 

This  is  the  lateft  Pailc  we  will  admit : 

Then 
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Therefore  to  our  beft  mercy  give  your  felves, 
O:  like  to  men  proud  of  delf  ru&ion, 
Defie  us  to  our  wo rll  :  for  as  I  am  a  Souldier, 

A  Name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  beft  5 

If  I  begin  the  batt'neonce  again, 
i  I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchicved  Harflew, 

'Till  in  her  afhes  Hie  lye  buried. 
The  Gates  of  Mercy  fhall  be  all  fhut  up, 
And  the  fltfh  d  Souldier,  rough  and  hard  of  hearty 
In  liberty  of  bloudy  hand,  fhall  range 
Wrh  Confcience  wide  as  Hell,  mowing  like  Grafs 

Your  frefh  fair  Virgins ,  and  your  flowring  Infants, 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  War, 

Arrayed  in  games  like  to  the  Prince  of  Fiends} 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  of  fell  feats, 
Enlinckt  towafte  and  delolation  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  lelves  are  caufej 
If  your  pure  Maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  Violation  ? 
What  Rein  can  hold  licentious  WickednefTe, 
When  down  the  Hill  he  holds  his  fierce  Career  ? 

We  may  as  bootlelTe  fpend  our  vain  Command 
Upon  tnenraged  Souldiers  in  their  fpoil, 

As  lend  Precepts  to  the  Leviathan  to  come  a-fhoan, 
Therefore,  you  men  of  Harflew, 
Take  pitie  of  your  Town  and  of  your  People, 

Whiles  yet  my  Souldiers  arcin  my  Command, 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  Wind  of  Grace 

O're-blowes  the  filthy  and  contagious  Clouds 
OF  heady  Murther,  Spoil,  and  Villany. 
If  not :  why  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 

The  blind  and  bloudy  Souldier ,  with  foul  hand 

Defire  the  Locks  of  your  fhrill-lhreiking  Daughters  I 
Your  Fathers  taken  by  the  filver  Beards, 
And  their  moll  reverend  Heads dafht  to  the  Walls : 

Your  naked  Infants  fpitted  upon  Pikes , 

Whiles  the  mad  Mothers,  with  their  howlcs  confus'd. 
Do  break  the  Clouds ;  as  did  the  Wives  of  Jewry  , 

At  Herod's  bloudy-hunting  {laughter-men. 
What  fay  you  ?  Will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 

Or  guilty  in  defence  be  thus  deftroy'd. Enter  Governour. 

Gover.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end  s 
The  Dolphin,  whom  of  Succours  we  entreated, 
Returns  hs,  that  his  Powei  s  are  yet  not  ready, 

To  raife  lo  great  a  Siege.  Therefore  great  King, 

We  yield  our  Town  and  Lives  to  thy  foft  Mercy  s  ' 
Enter  our  Gates,-difpofeof  us  and  ours, 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensible. 

King.  Open  your  Gates :  Come  Uncle  Exeter , 
Go  you  and  enter  Harflew ,  there  remain, 

And  fortifie  it  ftrongly  'gainft  the  French : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all  for  us,  dear  Uncle. 

Th«  Winter  comming  on,  and  Sicknefle  growing 
Upon  our  Souldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calis. 
To  night  in  Harflew  will  we  be  your  Gueft, 
To  morrow  for  the  March  are  we  addreft. 

Flourlfh,  and  enter  the  Torfin. 
Enter  Katherine  and  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Kath.  A lice ,  tu  as  efie  en  Angleterre  ,  &  tu parlois 
bien  le  Language. 

Alice.  En  peu  (^Madame. 

Kath.  Ie  te  prle  ntenf  signer ,  ll  faut  que] 'apprenne  a 
farter.  Comment  appelle  vans  la  main  en  c/fnglois  ? 

Alice.  La  mainy  ll  efl  appelle,  de  Hand. 
Kath.  De  Hand. 

eA'llce.  Et  le  doyt. 

Ka.Le  doyt,mafoy  le  ruble  le  doyt,mais  le  mefouvlen 

dray  le  doyt,  lepenfe  qu'lls  tnt  appelle  def.ngres  ,  on  d 

fingres. 

Alice.  La  main,  de  Hand,  h  doyt,  le  F  Ingres, le  pen- 
fe  que  le  fuis  le  bon  efcholler., 

Kath.  P  ay  galgne  deux  mots  d'  Anglois  vlffement 
comment  appelle  vous  les  ongles  ? 

Alice.  Les  ongles ,les  appellons  de  Nay  les. 
Kath.  De  Nay  les  efcoutez, :  dltes  moy,Jiieparle  blen: 

de  H and,  de  Fingres,  de  Nayles. 

Alice.  C'efi  bien  dlt  Madame,  ll  eflf$rt  bon  Anglois 
Kath.  Dltes  moy  en  Anglois  le  bras. 
Alice.  De  Arme,  (JVladamc. 
Kath.  St  le  coude. 
Alice.  WElbow. 

Kath.  D' Elbow  :  Ie  m'en  fa'ttz,  la  repetition  Ac  torn 
les  mots  que  m  avez,  apprlns  de's  aprefent. 

Alice.  II  eft  trop  difficile  Madame,  comme  lepenfe, 

Kath.  Excufemoy  Alice, efcoute,  d'HaM^  deFlngre, 
de  Nayles ,  d Arme  ,  de  Bilbow. 

Alice.  D  'elbow,  Madame. 

Kath.  O  Slgneur  Dieu,  ie  men  oublle  d'Etbew  ?  c om 
ment  appelle  vous  le  col  > 

lAltee.  De  Neck^i  Madame. 

Kath.  2)e  Neck^,  &  le  manton  > 
Alice.  <De  Chin. 

Kath.  De  Sin:  le  col,de  Neclzj,  le  manton,  de  Sin. 

Alice.  Ouy,  Saufvofire  honneur  en  verlte  vous  pro. 

none  les  les  motsauffi  droltl,  quele  Nat  iff  s  d' Angleterre. 
Kath.  Ie  ne  doute  point  d'  apprendre  par  le  grace  de 

Dieu,  &  en  pen  de  temps. 

Al.  N  'avez,  vous  pas  dejia  oublle  ce  que  le  vous  ay  en- 

feign  e . Kath.  Nomme ,  ie  reciteray  a  votes  promptement 

d'Hand,  de  Flngre,  de  Nayles,  Madame. 
Alice.  De  Nayles,  Madame. 
Kath.  De  Nayles,  de  Arme,  de  Ilbow. 

Alice.  Sans  vojlre  honneur  d'Elbow. 
Kath.  Alnji  dis-le  de1  Elbow,  de  Neck^,de  SiH  :  com- 

ment appelle  vous  les  p  eds  &  de  roba. 
Alice.  Le  Foot  Madame,  &  le  Count. 

Kath.  Le  Foot,  ejr  le  Count:  O  Slgnleur  Diett,  ce  font 
des  mots  mauvais,  corruptible  &  Impudlque,  &  nonpour 

les  Dames  d'Hontteur  d'ufer  :  le  ne  vendrois  prononcer  ces 
mots  devant  les  Slgneur s  de  France,  pour  tout  le  monde,  ll 

fautle  Foot,  &  le  Count,  neant  molns,  Ie  reciteray  un  au- 

trefois ma  lecon  enfemble,  d'Hand,  de  Flngre,  de  Nayles, 
d'  Arme,  d 'Sib <ow,  de  T^eck^,  de  Sin,  de  Foot,  de  £ountt 

Alice.  Excellent,  Madame. 

Ka.Cefl  cffez,pour  unefois,allons  nous  en  dlfner .Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dolphin,  the 

Confiable  of  France,  and  others. 

King.  *Tis  certain  he  hath  paft  the  River  Some. 
Confi.  And  if  he  be  nDt  fought  withall ,  my  Lord, 

jLet  us  not  live  in  France  :  let  us  quit  all , 
|And  give  our  Vineyards  to  a  barbarous  People. 

Dolph.  O  Dleuvivant  !  fhall  a  fewSprayesofus, 

The  emptying  of  our  Fathers  Luxury, 
'Our  Syens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  Stock, 

Spirt  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  Clouds, 
And  ovar-look  their  Grafters  ? 
Brit.  Normans,  but  baftard  Normans,Norman  baftards. 

CMort  de  ma  vie,  if  they  march  along 

Unfought  withall,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedome, i M  m  2  To 
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To  buy  a  floSBiy  and  a  duty  Farm 
In  that  nook-uio;tcn  lie  of  Albion. 

Conjt.  Dleu  de  Bat  tallies !  where  have  they  this  met 

Is  not  their  Climate  foggy  ,  raw,  and  dull  ?  [tel 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  Sun  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  Fruit  with  frowns  ?  Can  fodden  Water, . 

A  Drench  for  fur-reyn'd  Jades,  their  Bai  ly  broth, Decoct  their  cohl  blond  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 

And  Qiall  our  quick  blond,  fpiritcd  with  Wine, 
Seem  fioltic  ?  O  ,  for  the  honour  of  our  Land, 
mii  us  not  hang  like  roping  Ificlcs 
Upon  our  Houks  Thatch.,  whiles  a  move fioftie  People 

"weat  drops  of  gallant'Youtb  in  our  ri  h  fields : 
?oor  we  may  call  them,  in  their  NatiV-  Lords. 

Dolph.  By  Faith  and  Honour, 

Our  Madamcs  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay-, 
Our  Mettd  is  bred  out,  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  co  the  Lult  of  Englifh  Youth, 

To  ncw-ltoie'France  with  Retard  Warriors. 
Brit.Thzy  bid  us  to  the  En^lilh  Dancing-Schools , 

And  teach  Eavoita's  nigh,  ifvd  fwifc  Carrantos, 
Saying ,  our  Grace  is  onely  in  our  Heels. 
And  that -we  are  moft  iofty  ftun-awayes. 

King. Where  is  Mentjoy  the  Heialdffpeed  him  hence, 
t  him  greet  Llngland  wuh  our  tharo  defiance. 

UpPrinces,  and  with  fphit  of  Honour  edged, 
More  (harper  then  your  Swords,  high  to  the  field  : 
Charles  Delabreth,  High  Conltaoie  of  France, 
You  Dukes  of  Orleance,  Burbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alanfon,  Brcbs.nt,  5^  and  Burgondie  , 

Jaques  Chatillion,Rambures,V '  audemont , 
Beaumont, Grand  Free,  Roujji  ,and  f '  anlconbrldge, 
hoys,  Leftrale,Bouclquall,  and  Charaloyes, 
High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  and  Kings: 
For  your  great  Seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames : 
Barre  Harry  England  ,  that  f weeps  through  our  Land 
With  Penons  pointed  in  the  bloud  of  Harflew  : 

Rufh  on  h:s  Hofi,  as  doth  the  melted  Snow 

Upon  the  Valii:s ,  whofe  low  Vaffal  Seat, 
The  Alpes  doth  fpit}  and  void  his  rhewm  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him  ,  you  have  Power  enough, 
And  m  a  Captive  Chariot,  into  Roan 
Bring  him  our  Priioner, 

Conft.  This  becomes  the  Great. 
Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  fo  few, 
His  SouIdiersfick,and  famiilitin  the  March  : 
For  I  am  fure ,  when  he  fhalt  fee  our  Army, 

He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear, 
And  for  Atchicvement,  offer  us  his  Raniome. 

King.  Therefore  Lord  Conftable,  hafte  on  Montjoy, 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend, 
To  know  wnat  willing  Ranfomc  he  Will  give. 
Prince  Dolp^in^  veto  lha  i  liay  with  us  in  Roan. 

Dolph.  No  I,  I  do  befeech  yo'ir  Majelty, 
King.  Be  patirn: ,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  US. 

Now  forth  Lord  Conluole,  and  Piinces  all  ; 

And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  Engiands  fall.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Captains,  Welch  and  English,  Cower, 
and  Fluellen. 

Cower.  How  now  Captain  Fluellen ,  come  you  from 
the  Bridge  > 

Flu.  I  allure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  Services  com- 
mitted  at  the  Bridge. 

Gorv.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 

memnon, and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  foul, I 
and  my  heart,and  my  duty  ,  and  my  live,  and  my  livings 
and  my  uttermoft  power.  He  is  not,  God  be  praifed-and 
blelted  ,  any  hurt  in  the  World ,  but  keeps  the  Bridge 
molt  valiantly ,with  excellent  difciplinc.  There  is  anaun- 
cient  Lievtenant  there  at  the  Pridge ,  I  think  in  my  very 
confeience  he  is  as  valiant  zvcanzs  Mark.  Anthony,  and 
he  is  a  man  of  no  eftimation  in  the  World  ,  but  I  did  fee 
him  doe  as  gallant  fervice, 

Gorv.  What  do  .you  call  him  ? 
Flu.  He  is  call  cJ  aunehjent  Piftol. 
Gov,  I  know  hira  not. 

Enter  Pistol. 
Flu.  Here  is  the  man. 

PisTr.  Captain ,  1  thee  befeech  to  doe  me  favdurs  :  tKs 
Duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

FIh.  I,  I  ptaife  God  ,and  I  have  merited  fome  love  at his  hands. 

Pifl.  Bardolph  ,  a  Souldier  firm  and  found  of  heart, 
and  of  buxome  valour,  hath  by  cruel  Fate,  and  giddy 

Fortunes  furious  fickle  Wheel ,  that-goddeffe  blind.,  that 
ftands  upon  the  rolling  reftleffe  Stone. 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  aunchient  Piftol :  Fortune  is 
painted  blind  ,with  a  M'lffler  afore  his  eyes,  tolignific 
to  you,  that  Fortune  is  blind  ;  and  fhc  is  painted  alfo 
with  a  Wheel,  to  fignifie  to  you  ,  which  is  the  Moral  of 
it,  that  iheis  turning  and  inconftant ,  and  mutability, 
and  var  ation  :  and  her  foot ,  look  you  ,  is  fixed  upon  a 

Spherical  Stone  ,  which  rowles,  and  rowlcs,  and  rowies  : 
in  good  truth,  the  Poet  makes  a  moft  excellent  defcripti- 
on  of  it :  Hortune  is  an  excellent  Moral. 

PI  sir.  Fortune  is  Bardolph  s  foe  ,  and  frowns  on  him: 
for  he  hath  ftoln  a  Pax,  and  hanged  mult  a  be :  damned 
death:  let  Gallowes  gape  for  Dog,  let  Man  goe  free , 

and  let  not  Hemp  his  Wind-pipe  fuffocate:  but  Exeter 
hath  given  the  doom  of  death,  for  Pax  of  little  price. 
Therefore  goe  fpeak,  the  Duke  will  hear,  thy  voice  ; 

and  let  not  Bardolph' s  vital  thread  be  cut  with  edge  of 
Penny-Cord,  and  vile  reproach.  Speak  Captain  for  his 
Life,  and.  I  will  thee  requite. 

FIh.  Aunchient  piftol ,  I  do  partly  underftand  your 
mean  ng. 

Plft.  Why  then  rejoyce  therefore. 
Flu.  Certainly  Aunchient  >  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice 

at :  for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  Brother  ,  I  would  defire 

the  Dike  to  ule  his  good  pleafure,  and  put  him  to  cxecu- 
lon  ;  for  difciphne  ought  to  be  ufed. 

Pi  ft.  Die,and  be  damn'd,and  Figo  for  thy  friendlhip Flu.  It  is  well. 

Plft.  The  Fig  of  Spain.  < ,  Exit. 
Flu.  Very  good.  * 

Gorv.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeitRafcal,Ire~ 
member  him  now:  a  Bawd, a  Cut-purfe. 

Flu.  l'le  allure  you,  a  utt'red  as  prave  words  at  the 
Pi  idgc,as  you  lhall  fee  in  a  Summers  day  :  but  it  is  very 

•veil :  what  he  ha's  Ipoke  to  me  ,  that  is  well  I  warrant 
you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Gorv.  Why  'tis  a  Gull,  a  Fool:  a  Rogue,thatnow  and 
then  goes  to  the  Warres ,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return 
into  London  ,  under  the  form  of  a  Souldier ,  and  fuch 

t-ellows  are  peific  in  the  Great  Commanders  Names  ,  and 

rhcy  will  learn  you  by  tote- where  Services  were  done  ; 
at  fuch  and  fuch  a  Sconti  vat  fuch  a  Bieachi,otfuch  a  Con- 

voy :  who  came  off  bravely  ,  who  was  (hat ,  who  dif- 

g'ac'd,what  termes  the  Enemy  Mood  on:  and  this  they 
conne  perfidy  in  the  phrafe  of  War  ;  which  :bey  trick 

up 



«n  vvith  new-runcd  Caches:  and  what  a  Beard  of.  the  Ge- 

nerals Cue , and  a  horr.d  Suce  of  the  Camp  ,  will  do  a- 

mongfoming  Boixies ,  and  Ale- wafht  wits,  is  wonder- 
full  to  be  thought ion :  but  you  muft  Icain  to  know  fuch 

llanders  of  the  age  ,  or  elfe  you  may  be  maivclloufly  mis- 
took. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Gower :  I  do  perceive 
he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  lhcw  to 
the  World  he  is :  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  Coat ,  I  will  tell 

him  my  mind  :  hear  you.  the  King  is  comming  ,  and  I 
muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the  Piidge. 

Drum  and  Colours.  Enter  the  King  and  his 

poor  Soaldiers. 
Flu.  Goo!  plefs  your  Majefty. 

King. How  nowF/«f//<r»,cam'ft  thou  from  the  Bridge  ? 

Flu.  I,foplcafc  your  Majefty:  The  Duke  of  Exeter 

has  very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  Pridgc ;  the  French  is" 
gone  off,  look  you  ,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 

paflages :  marry,  th'athverfary  was  have  poffeflionof 
thePridge,  but  he  is  enfoiced  to  retire ,  and  the  Duke 

of  Exeter  is  Matter  of  the  Pridgc  :  I  can  tell  your  Maje- 
fty, the  Duke  is  a  pravc  man. 

King.  What  men  have  you  loft ,  Fluellen? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'athverfary  hath  been  very 
great,  reasonable  great .-  marry  for  my  part ,  I  think  the 
Duke  hath  loft  never  a  man ,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  ex- 

ecuted for  Robbing  a  Church^ac^^r^^if  your  Maje- 
fty know,  the  man  :  his  face  is  all  bubuklcs  and  whelks, 

and  knobs,  and  flames  a  fire ,  and  his  lippes  blowes  at  his 
nofe ,  and  it  is  lik«  a  coal  of  fire  ,  fometimcs  plew ,  and 

fometimes  ied  ,  but  his  nofe  is  executed  ,  and  his  fire's out. 

King.  We  would  have  all  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  off: 

and  we  give  exprefs  charge  ,  that  in  our  Marches  through 
the  Coumrcv  ,  there  be  nothing  compelld  from  the 

Villages;  nothing  taken,  but  pai'd  for:  none  of  the French  upbraided  orabufed  inditdainfull  Language:  for 
when  Levity  and  Cruelty  play  for  a  Kingdeme ,  the 
gentler  Gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

Tuckjt.  Enter  Mount  joy. 
Mount  joy.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 
King.  Well  then,  I  know  thee :  what  (hall  I  know  of 

thee  ? 

Mount.  My  Mafter's  mind. 
King.  Unfold  it. 

Mwntjoy,  Thus  fayes  my  King  :  Say  thou  to  Harry 

of  England ,  Though  we  feem'd  dead  ,  we  did  but  fleep  : 
Advantage  is  a  better  Souldier  then  Rafhncfs.  Tell  him, 

we  could  have  rebuk'd  him  at  Karfiew ,  but  that  we 
thought  not  good  to  bruifean  injury  ,  till  it  were  full 
ripe.  Now  we  fpeak  upon  our  and  our  voice  is  im- 

perial :  England  fhall  repent  his  folly  ,  fee  his  weak- 
nets,  and  admire  our  fufFerance.  Bid  him  therefore  con- 
lider  of  his  Ranfomc,  which  mnft  proportion  the  loffes 
we  have  born ,  the  Subjects  we  have  loft  ,  the  difgrace  we 

have  digefted  ;  which  in  weight  to  re-aiifwer ,  his  petti- 
nefs  would  bow  under.  For  our  lofTes , his  Exchequer  i* 

too  poor  ;  for  th'ctfuf.on  of  our  bloud  ,  the  Mufter  of  his 
Kingdome  tojfainta  number  ;  and  for  our  difgrace,  his 
own  perfon  kneeling  at  our  feet ,  but  a  weak  and  worth- 
lefs  Satisfaction.  To  this  adde  defiance :  and  tell  him  for 

conclufion,  he  hath  betrayed  his  followers ,  whofe  con- 

demnation is  pronounc't :  So  far  my  King  and  Matter ; 
|  fo  much  my  Office. ay 
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Kmg,  What  is  thy  name  ?  L  know  thy  quality,, 
AfoHH,  zJliountjoy. 

King.  Thou  ii/ft  thy  Office  fairly.  Turn  thee  back, 
|  Ann  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  leek  him  now^ 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  toCallice,- 
Without  impeachment :  for  to  fay  theiboth) 

Though  'tis  no  wifdome  to  confefs  to  much 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  Craft  and  Vancage, 

My  people  are  with  ticknefs  much  enfeebled, 

My  numbers  leifcn'd  :  and  thofe  few  I  have, Almoft.  no  better  then  fo  many  French  ; 

Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  the  Herald, 

I  thoughr,  upon  one  pair  of  Englifh  Legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.  Yet  forgive  mc  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus ;  this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me.  I  muft  repent  : 
Go  therefore  tell  thy  Maftcr,  here  I  am  ;  < 

My  Ranfomc,  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  Trunk ; 

My  Army,  but  a  weak  and  lickly  Guard  : 
Yet  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  corrie  on, 

Though  France  himfelf ,  and  fuch  another  Neighbour 

Stand  in  our  way.  There's  for  thy  labour  Mounjoy, 
Go  bid  thy  Matter  well  advife  himfelf, 

If  we  may  pafs,  we  will :  if  we  be  hindred, 
We  fhall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  bloud 
Difcolour  :  and  fo  Mont  joy  fare  you  well. 
The  fumm  of  all  our  Anfwer-is  but  this : 
We  would  not  fcek  a  Battel  as  we  are, 

Nor  as  we  are,  we  fay  we  will  not  fhun  it  t 

So  tell  your  Matter. 
Mount.  I  fhall  deliver  fo :  Thanks  to  your  Hjgh- 

nefs. ' 

Clou.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
King.  We  are  in  Gods  hand,  Brother ,  not  in  theirs 

March  to  the  Bridge,  it  now  drawes  toward  nighty 

Beyond  the  River  we'll  encamp  our  felves , 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away-.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  (j'onslrable  of  France ,  f  he  Lord  Rambufs^ 
,Orleancey  Dolphin,  with  others. 

Cor2fi.  Tut, I  have  the  beft  Armour  of  the  World: 
would  it  were  day,,  •    ■  ■ 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  Armour ;  but  let  my  Horfe have  his  due. 

Conft.  It  is  the  beft  Hoi  fe  of  Europe". 
Orl.  Will  it  never  be  Morning  ? 

Dolph.  My  Lord  of  Orleance  ,  and  my  Lord  High 
Conftable,  you  talk  of  Horfc  and  Armour  ? 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  ,  as  any  Prince 
in  the  World. 

Dolph.  What  a  long  Night  is  this  ?  I  will  not  change 
my  Horfe  with  any  tr>at  treads  but  on  four  pafternes : 

ch'ha  :  he  bounds  from  the  Earth  ,  as  if  his  entrails  wcie 
haircs  :  le  Cheval  volant,  the  Pegafus,  ehes  les  nannes  de 
feu.W'hcn  1  beft i  idc  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  Hawk  :  he  trots 
the  air:  the  Earth  tings ,  when  he  touches  it:  the  bafeft 
horn  of  his  hoof  >  is  more  Mutical  then  the  Pipe  of Flermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg. 

Dolph..  And  of  the  heat  of  the  Ginger;  It  is  a  Beaft  1 
for  Perfetts  :  he  is  pure  Air  and  Fire  ;  and  the  dullElc-  . 
ments  of  Earth  and  Water  never  appear  in  him ,  but  on- 

ly in  patient  ftilnefs  while' his  Rider  mounts  him  :  he 
is  indeed  a  Horfe  ,    and  all  other  Jades  yow  may  Call  j Bcafts. 

M  m  5  *"onfi.  In-  - 
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■lK  Indeed  my  Lord ,  it  is  a  moft  abfolute  and  ex- 
cellent Horfe. 

Ddph.  It  is  the  P'inceof  Palfrayes,  his  Neigh  is  like 
the  bi  iding  of  a  Monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces 
Homage. 

Orl.  No  more  Coufin. 

Dolph.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot  from 

the  riling  of  the  Lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  Lamb ,  vn  j 

deferved  p.aile  on  my  Palfray  :  it  is  a  Theme  as  fluenc 
as  the  Sea  :  Turn  the  Sands  into  eloquent  tongues ,  and 

my  Horfe  is  argument  for  them  all :  'tis  a  fubjec\  for  a 
Soveraignto  reafon  on  ,  and  for  a  Soveraigns  Soveraign 
to  ride  on  :  And  for  the  World  ,  familiar  to  us,  and  un- 

known, to  lay  a-part  their  particular  Functions,  and 
wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  Sonnet  in  his  praife  ,  and 

began  thus ,  Wonder  of  Nature. 
Orleance.  I  have  heard  a  Sonnet  begin  fo  to  ones 

A  ftrefte. 

Dolph.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  compos'd 
to  my  Co>.H'fer,formy  Horle  is  my  Miftrefs. 

Oyl.  Your  Miftrefs  bea/es  well. 

D  'ph.  Me  well,  which  is  the  prefer ipt  praife  and  per- 
fe&ion  of  a  goo  md  particular  Miftrefs. 

Conft.  N.y,  for  me  theght  yeiteiday  your  Miftrefs 
fhiv  Hly  fhook  youv  back. 

Dolph .  (:  ■  pe.haps  did  yours. 

Conft.  Mine  was  not  br-died. 
Dolph.  O  then  belike  line  was  old  and  gentle,  and  you 

rode  like  a  Kerne  of  Ireland,your  French  Hofe  oft^and  in 

you  ftiaic  StrofTers. 
Conft.  You  have  good  judgement  in  Horfeman- 

ftnp. 

Dolph.  Bewam'd  by  me  then :  they  that  ride  fo,  and 
ride  not  waiily  ,  fall  into  foul  Boggs :  I  had  rather  have 

my  Horfe  to  ray  MiftrefTe. 
Conft.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  MiftrefTe  a  Jade. 
Dolph.  I  tell  thee  Conftable ,  my  MiftrefTe  weares  his 

own  hair. 

Conft.  I  could  make  as  truea  boaft  as  that ,  if  I  had  a 

Sow  to  my  MiftrefTe.  « 
Del.  Le  chlen  eft  retourne  a  [on  prepre  vemiffementfft 

U  levje  Idvee  an  bourbUr  :  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 
Conft.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  MiftrefTe, 

or  any  fuch  P  cverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 
Kamb.  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  Armour  that  I  faw  in 

your  1  ent  to  night ,  are  thofe  Scarres  or  Sunnes  upon  it. 
Covft.  Starres  :nv  Lord. 
Dolph  Some  of  them  will  foil  to  morrow,  I  hope. 
Conft \  And  yet  my  Sky  fhaU  not  want. 

Dolph.  Tl^t'may  be,  for  youbear  a  many  fuperfluouf- 
ly,  anc*  'twere  more  honour  frme  were  away. 

Corft.  Ev'r.  as  your  Horfe  beares  your  praifes,  w'h 
would  'test  as  well ,  were  fome  of  your  bragges  dii- mounted. 

,  Dolph.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  de- 
fert.  Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to  morrow  a  mile, 

and  my  way  fhallbe  paved  with  Englifh  Faces. 

Conft.  I  wi'U  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  fhould  be  fac't  out 
of  my  way:  but  I  would  it  were  morning ,  forlwoulo. 
fain  be  about  the  eares  of  the  Englifh. 

%amb.  Who  will  goe  Hazard  with  me  for  twenty 
Prifonc  s  ? 

Conft.  You  muft  firft  goe  your  felf  to  hazard  ,  ere  you 
hav?  them. 

Dolph.  'Tis  Mid-night,  He  goarme  my  felf.  Exit. 
Orl.  The  Dolphin  longs  for  morning. 
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%*mb.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Engiifh. 
Conft.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  Hand  of  my  Lady  ,  he's  a  gallant Prince. 

Conft.  Swear  by  her  Foot,  that  fhe  may  tread  out  the Oath. 

Orleance.  He  is  limply  the  moft  active  Gentleman  of France. 

Conft.  Doing  is  activity ,  and  he  will  ftill  be  doing. 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Conft.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow  :  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Conft.  i  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knowes  him  better then  you. 

Orl.  What's  he? 

Conft,  Marry  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ,  and  he  faid  he car'd  not  who  knew  it. 

Orleance.  He  needs  not  ,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in him. 

C onft.  By  my  faith,  Sir ,  but  it  is :  never  any  body  faw 

it ,  but  his  Lacquey  :  'tis  a  hooded  valour,  and  when  it 
appears,  it  will  bate. 

Orl.  Ill  will  never  faid  well. 

Conft.  I  will  cap  that  Proverb  with  ,  There  is  flattery in  friendihip. 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Give  the  Devil  his 
due. 

Conft.  Well  plac't :  there  ftands  your  friend  for  the 
Devil :  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  Proverb  With ,  A 
Pox  of  the  Devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  Proverbs,  by  how  much  a 
Fools  Bolt  isfoon  fhot. 

Conft.  You  have  fhot  over. 
Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  oyer-fhot. 

Enter  a  Meftenger, 

Mejfen.  My  Lord  high  Conftable ,  the  Englifh  lye 
within  fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  Tents. 

Conft.  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  giound  ? 
CMef.  The  Lord  GranApree. 
Conft.  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  Gentleman.  Woulc 

it  were  day.  Alas  poor  Harry  of  England :  he  longs 
not  for  the  Dawning,  as  wc  cioe. 

Orl.  What  a  wrr  chedand  peevifh  fellow  is  this  King 

of  England,,  to  mope  with  fnsfai-brain'd  followers  fofar out  of  his  knowledge. 

Conft.  Tf  theEngliih  had  any  apprehenfion,they  would 
run  a  way. 

Orl.  That  they  lack :  for  if  their  Heads  had  any  in- 
.ulectual  Armour ,  they  could  never  wear  any  luch  heavy 
Head-pieces. 

R<wb.  That  Hand  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 
Creatures;  their  Maftiffs  are  of  unmatchaole  cou- 

rage. ; 
Orleance.  Foolifh  Curies,  that  run  winking  into 

the  mouth  of  a  Ruffian  Bear  ,and  have  their  heads  crufht 

l:kc  rotten  Apples :  you  may  as  well  fay  ,  that's  a  valiant 
Flea,  that  dare  to  eat  his  breakfafton  the  Lip  of  a Lyon. 

C0flft-  Juft  )  juft  J  an£l  the  men  do  fympathize  with 
the  MaftifFs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  camming  on, 

leaving  their  Wits  w'uh  their  Wives  :  and  then  give 
them  great  Meales  of  Beef,  and  Iron  and  Steel  ;they  will 
eat  like  Wolves,  and  fi°ht  like  Devils.  ■ 

Or.  I, 
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Or/.  I,  but  chefe  Englifh  are  fhrewdly  one  of  Beef. 

Confi.  Then  (hall  we  find  co  morrow  ,*:hey  have  onl> 
ftomacks  to  cat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  ic  time  to 
arme  :  co.ne,  fhall  we  about  it  ? 

Or/.  It  is  now  two  a  Clock  :  but  let  me  fee  ,  by  ten 

Wc  lhall  have  each  a  hundred  Englifh  men.  Exeunt. 

tA$W>  Tertius. 

thorus. 

Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time, 

When  creeping  Murmu-  and  the  poring  Dark 
Fills  the  wide  Veffel  o-  Llniverfe. 
From  Camp  to  Camp ,  through  tnc  foul  Womb  of  Night 
The  Humme  of  either  Army  ftiliy  founds, 
Thar  the  fixe  Qntineis  almoft  receive 
The  fecret  Whifpers  of  each  others  Watch. 

Hreanfwers  fire,  and  ;hrough  their  p  ly  flames 

Each  Battel  (ees-thc  others  umber' d  face. 

Steed  threatens'Steed  ,  in  high  and  boaftfull  Neigbs 
j  Piercing  the  Nights  dull  Car :  and  from  the  Tents, 
The  Armourers  accomplifhing  the  Knights, 
With  bufie  Hammers  clofing  Rivets  up, 
Give  dreadfull  note  of  preparation. 
The  Countrey  Cocks  do  crow,  the  Clocks  do  towle  : 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowfie  Morning  nam'd, 
Proud  of  theirNumbeis,and  fecure  in  Soul, 

The  confident  and  over-Ii'fiy  French, 
Doe  the  low-rated  Englifh  play  at  Dice ; 
And  chide  the  creeplc-tardy-gated  Night, 
Who  like  a  foul  and  ugly  Wtch  doch  limp 

rotetiioufly  away.  The  poor  condemned  Englifh, 
ike  Sacrifices,  by  their  watchfull  Fnes 
it  patiently, and  inly  ruminate 
he  Mornings  danger ,  and  their  gefture  fad, 

Inverting  lank-lean  Cheeks,  and  War-worn  Coats, 

~Jrefented  them  unto  the  gaz.ng  Moon 
o  many  horrid  Ghofts.  O  now,  who  w'll  behold  f 

The  Royal  Capiain  of  this  ruin'd  Band 
Waking  from  Watch  to  Watch,  from  Tent  to  Tent ; 
Let  him  cry,  Piaiie  and  Gloi  y  on  his  head  : 
For  forth  he  goes,  and  vifits  all  his  Holt, 
Bias  them  good  morrow  with  a  modeft  Smile, 
And  calls  them  Brothcs,  Fiicnds ,  and  Coumreymen. 
Upon  his  Royal  Face  there  is  no  note, 
How  dread  an  Army  hath  enrounded  him  ; 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  Colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  Night : 
But  frefhly  looks ,  and  over-bears  Attaint, 
Wi:h  chcarfull  fembJance,  and  fweet  Majefty  : 

That  every  Wretch,  pining  and  palebefoie, 
Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  Looks. 
A  Largeffe  univerfal,  like  the  Sun , 
His  liberal  Eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 
Thawing  coid  fear,  that  mean  and  gentle  all 
Behold,  as  may  unworthineiTe  define, 

!  A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  Night, 
'  And  to  our  Scene  muff  to  the  Battel  flie : 
!  Where,  O for  pitie,we  fhall  muchdifgrace, 

j  With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foiles 

j  (Right  illdifpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) .,.    ........  . 
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The  Name  of  Agincourt.  Yet  fit  and  fee, 

Minding  true  things,  by  whi&crfdStf  Mocjtriesbe. Exit. 

Enter  the  Xitig,  Bedford ,  and  giouceBer.  , 

King,  G/ofier,  'tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger 
The  g  *.?.cer  therefore  fhould  our  Courage  be. 
iood  morrow  Brother  Bedford  :  God  Almighty, 

i'ncie  is  fome  fou    fgoodnefsin  things  evil, 
Vould  men  o^.rvingly  diftiil  it  out. 

roi  our  Dad  Ne'ghbour  mirkes  us  early  ffirrers, 
Vnich  isljoth  healthful!,  and  good  husoandry. 

-J  fi.ies,  thev  "  e  iix   u;ward  Conferences, 
And  P.eaeber,  to  us  oil ;  admonifhing  , 

f  hue  we  Ihould  drcfT:  •  s  fairly  for  our  end. , 
Trv s  may  v;e  gather  Honey  from  the  Weed, 
And  make  a  Moral  of  the  Devi!  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpmgham. 

Good  morrow  old  Sii  Thomat  Srpingham  : 
A  good  foft  Pillow  for  that  good  Afmte  Head  , 
We>-e  better  th°n  a  chuj  lifh  turf  of  France. 

Erpt'ng.  Not  fo  my  Liegc,this  Lodging  likes  me  better, 
Since  i  may  fav,  now  lye  I  likea  K;ng. 

King.   Tis  good  f  jr  men  to  love  their  prefent  pain? 
Up-. >n  example,  1o  the  Spirit  is  eaied  : 

And  wh  n  tnc  Mind  is  quickned,  out  of  doubt" 
The  O  gans,  iho"gh  detun£r  and  dead  before. 
Break  up  their  drowfie  Grave,  and  newly  move 
With  carted  flongh,  and  frefh  celedty.  , 
Lend  me  thy  Cloak  Sir  Thomas  :  Brothers  bothj, 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  Camp: 

Do  my  good  morrow  to  them  ,  and  anon 
Delire  them  all  to  my  Pavillion. 

Glofler.  We  fliaJl,  my  Liege. 

Effing.  Shall  1  attend  your  Grace  ? 
King.  No  my  good  Knight : 

Go  with  my  Brothers  to  my  Lords  of  England  : 
I  and  my  Bofome  mi  ft  debate  a  while, 

And  then  I  would  no  other  company.  '■  :■ 
Erpixg.The  Lord  in  Heaven  blefle  thee,Noble  Harry. 

Exeunt. 

King.  God  a  mercy  old  Heart,  thou  fpeak'ft  chearrully. Enter  Piftoi. 

Pifl.  Che  vow  la  } 
King.  A  fr.end. 
Pifi.  DitcufTeunto  me,  art  thou  Officer,  or  art  thou 

bale,  common,  and  popi'lai  ? 
King.  I  am  a  Gentleman  of  a  Company. 

Pi  ft.  Trayl'fr  thou  the  puiflant  Pike? 
King.  Even  fo  :  what  are  you  ? 

Pip.  As  good  a  Gentleman  as  the  Emperour. 
King.  Then  you  are  a  bacer  then  the  King. 

Pifi.  The  King's  a  Bawcock  ,  and  a  Heait  of  Gold, 
a  Lad  of  Life,  an  Impe  of  Fa  me,  of  Parents  good  ,  of  Fill 
moft  valiant:  I  kifs  his  dirty  fhooe,  and  from  heart- 
ftring  I  love  the  lovely  Bully.  What  is  thy  Name  ? 

King.  Harry  le  Roy. 
P.Le  Roy}  a  Cornifh  Nametart  thou  of  Cornifh  Crew? 

King.  No,  I  am  a  Welch  man. 

cpifi,  Know'ft  thou  Th.ellen  ? King.  Yes, 

Pifi.  Tell  him  Tie  knock  his  Leek  about  his  Pate  upon S.  Davies  day. 

King.  Do  not  you  wear  your  Dagger  in  your  Cap 

that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pifi.  Art 
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Pi  (I.  Ait  thou  his  friend  ? 

King.  And  his  Kinfman  too. 

Pifi.  The  Vigo  for  thee  then. 
King.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you. 

pijt.  My  name  is  Plftol  call'd. 
King.  It  forts  well  with  your  fierceneffe. 

Exit. 

Manet  King. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  G ewer. 

Gower.  Captain  Fluellen. 

Eh.  'So,  in  the  Name  of  Jefu  Chrilt,  fpeak  fewer :  it 

is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  World  ,when 

the  true  and  aunchien:  Prerogatifes  and  Lawes  of  the 

Warrcs  is  not  kept :  if  you  would  take  the  paines  but  to 
examine  the  Wanes  of  Pompeyihe  Great ,  you  fhall  find, 

I  warrant  you  ,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,nor  pibble 

babble  in  Pompeys  Gimp :  I  warrant  you ,  you  fhall  find 

the  Ceremonies  of  the  War- res ,  and  the  Cares  of  it ,  and 
the  Formes  of  it,  and  the  Sobriety  of  it ,  and  the  Modefty 
of  it,  to  be  otherwife. 

Gorver.  Why  the  Enemy  is  loud ,  you  hear  him  all 

Night. 
flu.  If  the  Encmie  is  an  Affe  and  a  Fool ,  and  a  pra- 

ting Coxcombe  ;  is  it  meet ,  think  you  ,  that  we  fhould 
alfo,  look  you,  be  an  AlTe  and  a  Fool,and  a  prating  Cox- 

combe, in  your  own  confeiencenow? 
Gov?,  I  will  fpeak  lower. 
Eln.  I  pray  you,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  Wil\.Exit. 
King.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fafhion, 

There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welchman. 

Enter  three  Sonldiers,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court, 
and  Michael  Williams. 

but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 

Court .  Brother  John  Bates ,  is  not  that  the  Morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be: 

defire  the  approach  of  day 
Williams.  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day, 

but  I  think  we  fhall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.  Who  goei 
there  ? 

King.  A  friend. 
Will,  Under  what  Captain  ferve  you? 

King .  Under  Sir  John  Erpingham. 
Will.  A  good  old  Commander,  and  a  raoft  kind  Gen- 

tleman  :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 
King.  Even  as  men  wrackt  upon  a  Sand ,  that  look  to 

be  wafht  off  the  next  Tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  King  ? 
King .  No  :  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  fhould  :  for  though 

I  fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  man,  as  I  am  : 
the  Violet  fmells  to  him  ,  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  the  Element 
fhewes  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me;  all  his  fenfes  have  but 

humane  Conditions:  his  Ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  Na- 

kedneffe  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  though  his  affecti- 
ons are  higher  mounced  then  ours ,  yet  when  they  Itoop, 

they  ftoop  with  the  like  wing  :  therefore ,  when  he  fees 
reafon  of  feareSj  as  we  doe  ;  his  feares,out  of  doubt,  be  of 
the  fame  relifh  as  ours  are :  yet  in  reafon ,  no  man  fhould 

poffefs  him  with  any  appearance  of  fear;  left  he,  by 
fhewing  it, fhould  dis-hearten  his  Army. 

Bates.  He  may  fhew  what  outward  courage  he  will : 

but  I  believe  as  cold  a  Night  as 'tis  ,  he  could  wifh  him- 
felf  in  Thames  up  to  the  Neck  ;  and  fo  I  would  he  were, 
and  1  by  him,  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were  quit  here. 

King.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confeience  of  the 

King :  I  think  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where,  but 
where  he  is. 

B*tesiXht\\  would  he  were  here  alone;  fo  fhould  he  be 

fure  to  be  ranfomed,and  a  many  poor  mens  lives  faved. 
King .  I  dare  fay,  y  ou  love  him  not  fo  ill,  to  wifh  him 

here  alone:  howloever  you  fpeak  this  to  feel- other 
mens  minds ,  me  thinks  I  could  not  dye  any  where  fo 
contented,as  in  the  Kings  company;  his  Caufe  being  juft, 
and  his  Quarrel  honourable. 

will.  That's  more  then  we  know. 
Bates.  I ,  or  more  then  we  fhould  feek  after  ;  for  we 

know  enough ,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  Subjects : 
if  his  Caufe  be. wrong ,  our  obedience  to  the  King  wipes 
die  Crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Williams.  But  if  the  Caufe  be  not  good,the  King  him- 

felf hath  a  heavy  Reckoning  to  make ,  when  all  thofe 
Legges ,  and  Armes ,  and  Heads ,  chopt  off  in  a  Battel, 
fhall  joyn  together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  We  dy- 

ed at  fuch  a  place,  fome  fwearing  ,  fome  crying  for  a  Sur- 
geon ;  fome  upon  their  Wives  left  poor  behind  them; 

form  upon  the  Debts  they  owc,fome  upon  their  Childrsn 

rawly  left :  I  am  afear'd  ,  there  are  few  die  well ,  that  die 
in  Battel :  for  how  can  they  charitably  difpoie  of  any 
thing ,  when  Bloud  is  their  argument  ?  Now,if  thefe  men 
do  not  die  well ,  it  will  be  a  biacK  matter  for  the  King, 
that  led  them  to  it ;  whom  to  difobey ,  were  againftail 

proportion  of  fubjee'tion. King.  So ,  if  a  Son  that  is  by  his  Father  fent  about 
Merchandize,  do  finfully  mifcarry  upon  the  Sea  ;  the  lm 

putation  of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule ,  fhould  be  im- 
pofed  upon  his  Father  that  fenc  him:  or  if  a  Servant,  un- 

der his  Matter's  command, tranf porting  a  fumme  of  Mo 

ney,  be  affailed  by  Robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ;  you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the  Maffer  the 
author  of  the  Servants  damnation  :  but  this  is  not  fo: 

The  King  is  not  bound  to  anfwerthe  particular  endings 
of  his  Souldiers,the  Father  of  his  Son ,  nor  the  Mafter 

This  Servant  ;  fo:  they  purpofe  not  their  death  ,  when 

hey  purpofe  their  fervices.  Befides ,  there  is  no  King,  be 
lis  Caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs ,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitre 
nent  of  Swords ,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unfpotted  Soul 
diers:  fome  (  peradventure  )  have  on  them  the  guilt  of 
premeditated  and  contrived  Muither ;  fome,  of  begui 

hng  Virgins  with  the  broken  Seales  of  Perjury  ;  fome, 
making  the  Warres  their  Bulwark  ,  that  have  before  go 
red  the  gentle  Bofome  of  Peace  with  Pillage  and  Robbe 

'k.  Now,  if  thefe  men  have  defeated  the  Law,  and  out- 
runne  Native  punifhment ;  though  they  can  out-ftrip 
men  ,  they  have  no  wings  to  flie  from  God.  War  is 
his  Beadle  ,  War  is  his  Vengeance  :  fo  that  here  men 
irepuniiht,  for  before  breach  of  the  Kings  Lawes,  in 

now  the  Kings  Quarrel :  where  they  feared  the  death, 
they  have  born  life  away  ;  and  where  they  would  be 
fafe,  they  perifh.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided  ,  no  more 

is  the  King  guilty  of  their  damnation  ,  then  he  wai  be- 
fore guilty  of  thofe  Impieties,  for  the  which  they  are 

now  vifited.  Every  Subjects  Duty  is  the  Kings ,  but 
every  Subjects  Soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  fhould 
every  Souldier  in  the  Warres  doe  as  every  fick  man  in 

ry  Moth  out  of  his  Confeience  :  and 
is  to  him  advantage  ;  or  not  dying, 

the  time  was  bleffedly  loft,  wherein  fuch  preparation  was 
gained  :  and  in  him  that  efcapes ,  it  were  not  fin  to 

think,  that  making  Cod  fo  free  an  offer  ,  he  let  him  out- 
live that  day,  to  fee  ins  Greatncis ,  and  to  teach  others 

how  they  fhould  prepare. 

will.  'Tis 

nis  Bed  ,  wafh  ev 
dying  fo , 
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W;.l.  'lis  certain,  every  man  that  dyes  ill,  the  ill  upon 
Bis  own  head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 
1  Bates.  I  do  not  deiire  he  ihould  anfwer  for  me, and 

yet  1  determine  to  fight  luftily  for  him. 
King.  I  my  felt  heard  the  King  Lay  he  would  not  be 

ra.nlom'd. 
;  WlU.  I  ,  he  faid  fo  ,  to  make  us  fight  cheai fully  :  but 

phcnVfftff  thr.oats  are  cut  ,  he  may  be  ranfom  d  ,  and  we 

jit' re  the  wifcri, ;  '  .  • 
King.  If  I  live  to  fee  it  ,  I  will  never  truft  his  word 

freer.  !r  • 

will.  You  pay  him:  then  :  that's  a  perilous  foot  out 
C>fan  Elder  Gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure. 

can  doe  agamft  a  Monarch  :  you  may  as  well  go  about 

to  turn  the  S.mto  ice  ,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a 

Peacocks  feather :  You'll  never  trull  his  word  after , 

come,  'tis  a  fool  fh  fay  ng. 
King.  Your  reproof  is,  fomething  top  round  ,  I  fhould 

be  angy  with  yoUj.if  the -time  were  convenient. 
will.  Let  it  be  a  Quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live.  | 

:  King.  I  embrace  it. 
WiU.  How  ihall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

Kin?.  Give  me  any  Gag$  of  thin:,and  I  will  wear  it 

In  my  Bonnet :  Then  it  ever  thou  dar'it  acknowledge  it, 
1  will  make  it  my  Quarrel.  ^ 

Will.  Here's  my  Glove  :  Give  mc  another  of 

thine. ' 
King.  There. 
Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  Cap  :  if  ever  thou 

pome  to  me,and  fay,  after  to  morrow,  This  is  my  Glove, 

by  this  Hand  I  Wiii  yive  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

King.  If  ever  I  livedo  fee  it,  1  will  challenge  it.  i      . j 

Will.  Thou  dar'it  as  well  be  hang'd. 
King.  Well,  I  will  doe  ic  i  though  I  takethce  in  the. 

King's  company.  i 

will.  Keep  thy  word:  fa  retire  well.  ('l 

Bates.  Be  friends  you  Englifh  fools.,  be  friends ,  we' 
pave  French  Qjavrcls  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon. 

Exeunt  Souldicrs. 

I    King.  Indeed  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
Crowns  to  one  ,  they  will  beat  us ,  for  they  bear,  them 
pn  the  r  fhouldcrs :  but  it  is  no  Englilh  Trcafon  to  cut 
French  Crowns  ,  and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelfwill 
be  a  Clipper.  , 
Upon  the  King,  let  us,  our  Lives,  our  Soulesj 
.Our  Debts,  our  carerull  Wives, 

Our  Children,  and  our  Sinnts,  lay  on  the  King  • 
He  mu(l  bear  all. 

0  haul  Condition j-T win-born  with  GieatneiTe, 

Subject  to.  the  brea-h  of  every  fool,  whofc  fence 
No  more  can  feel,  but  his  own.  wringing. 
What  infinite  hearc-eafe  mult  Kings  negledt , 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 

-And  what  have  Kings,  that  Privates  have  not  too, 
Save  Cci  c.inonie,  lave  general  Ceiemonie? 

"And  what  art  thou,  thou  Idol  Ceremony  ? 
1  What  kind  of  god  art  thou  ?  that  hiffer'tt  more 
Of  mortal  g:  iefs,  then  do  thy  worfhippers. 

What  arc  thy  Rents  ?  what  are  thy  Commings  in  ? 
O  Ceremony  ,  fhew  me  but  thy  worth. 
What  ?  is  thy  Soul  of  Adoration  ? 
Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  Place,  Degree,  and  Form, 

Creating  awe  and  fen-  in  other  men  ? 

Wherein  thou  art  Icft'c  happy, being  feai'd, 
(Then  they  in  fearing. 

What  di  jiik'it  thou  oft,  in  fr.ad  of  Homage  fweet, 
But  poilon'd  flatterie  ?  O,  be  lick,  great  Greatneffe, 
And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 
Thh.ks  thou  the  fie;  ie  Fever  will  go  out 
With  titles  blown  from  A  duration  ? 

Will  i't  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 
Canfl  thou,  when  thou  command'/!  the  begge  sknee, 
Command  the  health  of  if  ?  No,  thou  proud  Dream, 

Thcu  play '/I  fo  fubtilly  with  a  King's  Repofe, 
I  am  a  King  that'  find  thee  :  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  Balm,  the  Scepter,  and  the  Bill, 
The  Sword,  the  Mace,  the  Crown  Imperial, 
The  enter-tiffucd  Robe  of  Gold  and  Pearl, 

The  failed  Title  running  'fore  the  King, 
The  Throne  he  (its  on  :  nor  the  T.de  of  Pomp, 
That  beats  upon  the  highihoar  of  this  World  : 

NojnOtall  ihefe,  thrice-go'geous  Ceremonies, 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  Majtfhcal, 

C  n  deep  fo  ioundly,  as  the  Wretched  Slave  : 

Who  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cram'd  with  diftrefsfull  bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  Nighty  the  Child  of  Hell : 
But  like  a  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 
Sweats  in, the  eye  .of  Phebm  ;  and  all  Night 
Slerps  in  Eliz,itim:  neDf.day  after.dawnj 
Doth  rife  and  help  Hiperion  to  his  H^rfe, 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-i  unning  year 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  Grave; 
And  but  for  Cc  cm  ny,  fuch  a  Wieuh, 

Winding  up Dayeswith  toil, and  Nights  with  fleep7 
Had  rhe  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King. 

The  Slave,  a  Member  of  the'  Counti  ics  peace, 
Enjoyes  it :  but  ln.groffc  biain  little  wots, 
What  watch  the  King  keeps ,  to  maintain  the  peace ; 
Whofe  houres,  the  Peiant  beft  advantages. 

Enter  Erp'.ngham. 
£rp.  My  Lord,  your  Nooles  jealous  of  your  abfence, 

iSeek  through  your  Camp  to  find  you. 
King.  Good  old  Knight,  collect  them  all  together, 

At  my  Tent  i  I'le  be  btf  »  e  thee. 

Erp.  I  fhall  du't,  my  Lord,  Exit, 
King.  O  God  of  Battels,  fteel  my  Souldiers  hearts, 

Poflclie  them  not  with  fear  :  Take  from  them  now 

The  fenfc  of  eck'ning  of  the  oppofed  numbers : 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them.    Not  to  day,0  Lord, 

0  not  to  day,  think  not  rpon  the  fault 

My  Father  made  -,  in  comparing  the  Crown. 

1  Richard' 's  eody  have  interred  new, 
And  on  it  have,  bellowed  more  contrite  teares, 
Then  from  it  ifliied  forced  drops  of  bloud. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 

Who  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up 
Toward  Heaven,  to  pardon  bloud  : 
And  I  have  built  two  Chauntries, 
Where  the  fad  and  folemn  Priefts  fing  /till 
For  Richard  s  Soul.    More  will  I  doe  : 

Though  all  that  I  can  doe,  is  nothing  worth  : 
Since  that  my  Penitence  comes  after  all , 

Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloncefter. 
Glouc.  My  Liege. 

King.  My  Brother  douce/let's  voice  ? 
1  know  thy  errand  ,  I  will  go  with  thee  S 

The  day.  my  friend,  and  all  things  ltay  forme.  Exeant 
Enter. 
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Enter  the  Dolphin, Or  leance,%amburs, 
and  Beaumont. 

Orleince.  The  Sun  doth  gild  our  Armour,  up  my 

fcords.  
~ 

Dolp-h.  Monte  Cheval :  My  Horfe,  Valet  Lac  quay: 
Ha. 

Orl.  Oh  brave  fpirit. 

Dvlph.  Via  les  ewes  or  terre. 
Orl .  Rien  puis  le  air  &  feu. 

Delph.  den,  Coufin  Orleance.        Enter  Confiable. 
Now  my  Lord  Confiable  ? 

Co'nfi.  Heaik  how  our  Steeds,  for  prefent  Service 
heigh. 

Dolph.  Mount  them,  and  makeincifion  in  their  Hides, 
That  their  hoc  blond  may  fpin  inEnglifh  eyes, 
And  doubt  them  wich  fuperfluous  courage  :  ha. 

What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  Horfes  bloud? 
How  lli j  11  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Enter  Mejf enger. 

Alejfenger.  The  Lnglifh  are  embattel'd  ,  you  French Fee  s. 

Confi.  To  Horfe  you  gallant  Princes,  flraight  to  Horfe. 
Do  but  behold  yond  poor  and  ftarved  Band, 

And  your  fair  fhew  fhall  fuck  away  their  Soules, 
Leaving  them  but  the  lhales  and  husks  of  men. 
The'.e  is  not  work  enough  f  yt  all  our  hands , 
Scarce  bloud  enough  in  all  their  fickly  Veins, 
To  give  each  naked  Curtleax  a  Main , 
That  our  French  Gallants  fhall  to  day  draw  out, 
And  fheath  for  lack  of  fport.  Let  us  but  blow  on  them, 

The  vapour  of  our  Valour  will  o're-turn  them. 
'Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  exception,  Lords, 
That  our  fupernuous  Lacquies,  and  our  Pefants, 
Who  inunneceffary  a£hon  fwarm 
About  our  Squares  of  Battel,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  Foe  ; 
Though  we  upon  this  Mountains  Bafis  by, 
Toofc  (land  for  idle  fpcculation : 

But  that  our  Honours  muft  nor.  What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 
And  all  is  done  :  then  let  the  Trumpets  found 
The  Tucket  Sonuance,  and  the^ote  to  mount: 

For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  field, 
That  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear ,  and  yield. 

Enter  G raundpree. 

Ground.  Why  do  you  flay  fo  long,my  Lords  of  France  ? 
Yond  Hand  Carrions,  defperate  of  their  bones, 
Ill-fa vourdly  become  the  Morning  field  : 
Their  ragged  Curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  fhakes  them  parting  fcornfully. 

Big  Mars  feems  banqu'roat  in  their  beggcr 'd  Hofl, 
And  faintly  through  a  rufty  Bever  peeps. 
The  Horfemen  fit  like  fixed  Candleflicks, 

WithTorch-flaves  in  their  hand:  and  their  poor  Jades 
Lob  down  their  heads ,  drooping  the  hide  and  hips  : 

The  gumme  down  roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes, 
And  in  their  pale  dull  niouthes  the  Jymold  Bitt 
Lyes  foul  with  chawd  giafs,  flill  and  motionleffe, 
And  their  executors,  the  knavilh  Crowes, 

Flye  o're  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcripdon  cannot  fuitit  felf  in  words, 
To  demonftrate  the  Life  of  fuch  a  Battel , 
In  life  fo  livelcffe,  as  it  fhews  it  felf. 

Confl.  They  have  faid  their  prayers, 
And  they  (fay  for  death. 

Dol.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  Dinners,  and  frefhSutes, 

And  give  their  falling  Horfes  Provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Confi.  I  (lay  but  for  my  Guard:  on 
To  the  field,  I  will  the  Banner  from  a  Trumpet  take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafle.  Come,  come  away, 

The  Sun  is  high,  and  we  out-wear  the  day.  Sxenttt, 

Enter  Gloucefier ,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erplngham 
with  all  his  Hofi  :  Salisbury ,  and 

WeftmerUnd. 
Ghucefi.  Where  is  the  King  ? 

Bedf.  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  Bat- 
tel. 

fVefl.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore  thou- 
fand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one,  befides  they  all  are  frefh. 
Salisb.Gods  Arm  flrike  with  us,'tis  a  fcarfalloddes. 

God  buy'you  Princes  all ;  I'le-to  my  Charge : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  'till  we  meet  in  Heaven  ; 
Then  joyfully,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  Lord  Gloucefler ,  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter, 
And  my  kind  Kinfman,  Warriors  all,  adieu. 

Bed.  Farewell  good  Salisbury,  and  good  luck  go  with 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it,  [thee : 
For  thou  artfam'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour, 

Sxe.  Farewell  kind  Lord :  fight  valiantly  to  day. 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  Valour  as  of  Kindnefs, 

Princely  in  both. Enter  the  King. 

Wefi.  Othatwe  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to  day. 

King.  What's  he  that  wifh.es  fo  ? 
My  Coufin  Westmerland.  No  my  fair  Coufin : 
If  we  are  markt  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  Countrey  lofs :  and  if  to  live, 

The  fewer  men,  the  greater  fhare  of  honour. 
Gods  will,  I  pray  thee  wifh  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  Gold, 
Nor  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cofl : 

It  yerns  me  not,  if  men  my  Garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires. 
But  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  Honour, 

I  am  the  moft  offending  Soul  alive. 

No  'faith,  my  Couze,  with  not  a  man  from  England  : 
Gods  peace,  I  would  not  loofe  fo  great  an  Honour, 
As  one  man  more  me-thinks  would  fhare  from  me, 
For  the  bell  hope  I  have.  O,  do  not  wifh  one  more : 
Rather  proclaim  it  (fVe/tmerlaxd)  through  my  Hoflj 
That  he  which  hath  no  ftomack  to  this  fight , 
Let  him  depart,  his  Pafport  fhall  be  made, 
And  Crowns  for  Convoy  put  into  his  Purfe : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 
That  feares  his  fellowfhip,  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  iscall'd  the  Feafl  of  Crifpian  : 
He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home , 
Will  fland  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named, 
And  rouzehim  at  the  Name  of  Crifpian  ; 
He  that  fhall  fee  this  day,  and  live  old  age, 

Will  yearly  on  the  Vigil  feafl  his  Neighbours, 
And  fay  to  morrow  is  Saint  frifpian  : 

Then  will  he  flrip  his  fleeve,  and  fhew  his  fcarres : 
Old  men  forget  ;  yet  all  fhall  not  be  forgot : 
But  he'll  remember ,  with  advantages, 
What  feats  he  did  that  day.  Then  fhall  our  Names, 
Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  houfhold  words, 

Harry 
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Il.-rrry  the  King,  Bedford  and  Exeter , 
WAr»ickjn\d  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Glouceftfr, 
B:  in  their  flowing  Gftps  rrelhly  remsmbrtd. 
Tiiis  itory  lhall  the  good  man  teach  his  ion  : 

And  Crifpine  Crifplan  lhall  ne're  go  by, 
From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  World, 
B'!t  we  in  it  fhali  be  remembred  ; 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers : 
For  he  to  day  that  iheds  his  bloud  wich  me, 

j  Shall  be  my  brother  ■  be  he  ne're  fo  vile, 
Thjs  day  fhall  gentle  his  condition. 
And  Gentlemen  in  England,  now  a -bed, 
Shall  think  themfelvesaccuift  they  were  not  here  ; 
And  hold  their  Manhoods  cheap ,  whiles  any  fpeaks, 

That  fought  with  us 'ipon  Saint  Crlfpins  day. 
Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  Soveraign  Lord,  beltow  your  felf  with  fpced: 
j  The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battels  fet, 
I  And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

King.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 
Weft.  Perifh  the  man  ,  whofe  mind  is  backward  now. 

King.  Thou  do'tt  not  wifh  more  help  from  England, Couze  ? 

Weft.  God  will,  my  Liege,would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help  could  fight  this  Royal  battel. 

/C/«£.Why  now  thou  haftunwifh:  fivethoufand  men: 
Which  likes  me  better,  then  to  wifh  us  one. 

You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all. 

Tucket.  Enter  Montjoy. 

Mon.Oncc  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee  King  Harry L 

If  for  thy  Ranfome  thou  wilt  now  compound,  ' 
Before  thy  molt  alTured  Overthrow  : 

For  certainly, thou  art  fo  near  the  Gulfe,  1 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.  Befides ,  in  mercy 
Tne  Conilablc  defires  thee,  thou  wilt  mind 

Thy  followers  of  Repentance  ;  that  their  Soules 
May  make  a  pcacefulland  a  fweet  Retire 
From  off  thefe  fields :  where^  wretches)  their  poor  bodies 
Muft  lye  and  fetter. 

King.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 
A4o n.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

King.  1  pray  thee  bear  my  former  Anfwcr  back  : 
Bid  them  atchievc  mc,and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  !  why  ihould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 

The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  Lyon's  skin 

I  While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  kill  d  with  hunting  him. 
I  A  many  of  our  bodies  fhali  no  doubt 

Find  Native  Graves  :  upon  the  which,  I  truft 
i  Shall  witnefle  live  in  B.affe  of  thisdayes  work, 
j  And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 

j  Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  Dunghills, 

j  They  (hall  be  fam'd  :  for  there  the  Sun  lhall  greet  them, 
And  draw  their  honours  recking  up  to  Heaven, 

j  Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  Clime , 
The  fmell  whereof  fhali  breed  a  Plague  in  France. 
Maik  then  abounding  valour  in  our  Englilh : 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullets  grafing, 
Break  out  into  a  iecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  Mortality. 
jLet  me  fpeak  proudly  :  Tell  the  Conftablc, 
j  We  are  but  Warriors  for  the  working  day : 
iOurGaynefTe  and  our  Gilt  are  all  bc-fmircht 

With  rainy  Marching  in  the  painfull  field. 

j  There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  Hoft  : 
Good  argument  (I  hope)  we  will  not  flie  : 

And  time  hath  worn  us  inco  (lovenry. 
But  by  the  Mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  ; 

And  my  poor  Souldiers  tell  me,  yet  e're  Night, 
They'lc  be  in  Frelher  Robes,  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  Coats  o're  the  French  Souldic.s  heads, And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.    If  they  doe  this, 
As  if  God  pleafc,  they  (hall ;  my  Ranfome  then 
Will  foon  be  levyed. 

Herauld,  fave  thou  thy  labour : 
Come  thou  no  more  for  Ranfome,  gentle  Herauld, 
They  fhali  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefe  my  joynts  t 
Whuh  if  they  have,  as  I  will  leave  urn  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftabte. 

Man.  I  lhall,  King  Harry.  And  fofarcthee  well  • 
Thou  never  lhall  hear  Herauld  any  more.  Exit. 

King.  I  fear  thou  wilt  once  moie  come  again  for  a 
Ranfome. 

Enter  Fork.. 

Fork..  My  Lord  ,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  Vaward. 

King.  Take  it,  brave  Fork. 
Now  Souldieis  march  away  ; 

And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day.  Exeunt. 

Alarum.  Excursions. 
Enter  Ptftol,  French  Soxldier,  Boy. 

Tft'l.  Yield  Curre. 

French.  Ie  penfe  que  votes  eftesle  Gentil-home  de  bene 

qmal'iti. 
Pi  ft.  Qualtity  olmy  culture  me.  Art  thou  a  Gentle- 

man? what  is  thy  Name?  difcuiTe. 
French.  O  Seigneur  Dieu. 

Pft.  O  Signieur  Dewc  fhould  be  a  Gentleman :  per- 
pend my  words  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark  :  O  Signieur 

Dewc  ,  thou  dyeft  on  point  of  Fox ,  except  O  Signieur 
thou  do  give  to  me  egregious  Rantome. 

French.  O  prennez,  mifencorde  ajez,  pitie  de  moy. 

P'ift.  Moy  fhali  not  ferve ,  I  will  have  fourty  Mo  yes  : 
for  I  will  fetch  thy  rymrhe  out  at  thy  Throat,  in  drops 
cf  Crimfon  bloud. 

Fren.Eft-il  impojfibile  d'efchapper  la  force  de  ton  bras. 
p//?.Braf(c,  Curr-e  ?  thou  damned  and  luxurious  Moun- 

tain Goat,  offer'ft  me  Braffe  ? French.  O  pardonne  moy, 

Pift.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  Tonne  of  Moyes  ? 
Come  hither  boy  ,  ask  me  this  Have  in  French  what  is 
his  Name. 

Boy.  Efcoute  comment  eftesvous  appelle'} Trench.  Monfteur  le  Fer. 

Bey.  He  fayes  his  name  is  M.  Fer. 
Pist.  ,VI.  Fer ;  Tie  fer  him,  and  firk  him  ,  and  ferret 

him  :  difcuffe  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy.  1  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  fcrret,and firke. 

Pift.  Bid  him  piepare,  for  I  will  cu:h':s  throat. French.  Que  dit-il  Monfieur  ? 

Boy.  II  me  commande  de  vow  dire  que  volts  voiis  te- 

Hiez,pr?ft  ,  car  ct  {old at  icy  ett  difpofee  tout  aslure  de 
coupervoTtre  gorge. 

Tift.  Owy  ,  cuppele  gorge  parmafoy  pefant ,  unlcflc 
thou  give  me  Crovvnes,  brave  Crowncs,  or  mangled  lhak 
thou  be  by  this  my  Sword 

French.  O  le  vons  [uppl'ie  pour  F  amour  de  Dieu  t  me  j 
pardennsr ,  le  fuis  G entdhome  de  bonne  n  aifon  ,  gar  dei 
ma  vie,  &  Ie  votu  donneray  deux  cents  efctts, 

Pift.  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He 
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Boy.  He  prayes  you  to  favc  his  life,  he  is  a  Gentleman 
of  a  good  houle,  and  for  his  Ranlom  he  will  give  you  two 
hundred  Cvowns. 

P'.ft.  Tell  him  my  fury  fliall  abate,  and  I'the  Crowns will  cake. 

Fren.  Petit  tJMonfieKr  que  Hit-Ill  ? 

Boy.  Encore  eju'il eft  contrefonjuremerst ,  de  parden- 

ner  auc'un  prifoKKier:  rieant-moinspour  les  efctu  <jue  vjhs 
luy  promutez. ,  il  ejl  content  de  vow  dinner  la  hberte  de 
francbife. 
Fre.  Sur  mes genoux  i  e  vow  don^e  mi  lies  remeraement, 

C^*  ieme  eftime  heureux  qui  ie  ne  tombe  entre  les  mains 

d'un  Chevalier ,  it  penfc  leplw  brtve  valiant ,  (2*  tres  de- 

fiine  S  'igneur  d Angleterre. 
Pi  ft.  1  xpomvl  unto  me  Boy. 
Boy.  He  gives  you  upon  is  knees  a  thoufand  thanks, 

and  (ftecms  hiinlclf  happy,  that  he  hath  falne  into  the 
hands  of  one  (as  he  thinks)  the  moft  brave,  valorous ,  and 

thi  ice-worthy  figneui  of  England. 
7>ft.  As  I  fuck  bloud  ,  I  A'ill  fome  mercy  fhew.  Fol- 

low rue. 

Boy.  Suave  votu  le grand  Capitain  I 
I  did  never  know  lo  wof  illa  voice  ifluefrom  fo  empty  a 

heart:  but  the  fong  is  true,  The  empty  vtflel  makes  the 
grcateft  found.  Bardolph  and  Nim  had  ten  times  mo  e 

valour,  then  this  roaring  Dev.l  i'th'old  P.ay,  that  every 

one  may  pair  his  nail's  wi.h  a  wooden  dagger  ,  and  they 
are  both  han-g'd,  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durlt  Heal 
any  thing  advemiroufly.  1  ui'ift  flay  wkh  the  Lacides, 
wi  .h  the  luggage  of  our  Camp ,  the  French  might  nave  a 

good  nrey  of  us ,  if  he  knew  of  it ,  for  there  is  none  to 
guaid  it  but  boves.  Exit. iut  boyes 

Enter  Conftable,  Orleance  yBurbonjDo/phi/t, 
and  %^mburs. 

Con.  ODiable. 

Or  I.  O  Sig  new  le  jour  &  ptrdia  ,  tottte  &  per  die. 
Dol.  Mart  Dieu  ma  vie,  all  is  confounded, all, 

Reproach,  and  eveil:  fting  fhame 
Sus  mocking  in  cur  Plumes.  &A (hort  Alarum. 
O  mef chant e  fortune,  do  not  run  away. 

Con,  Why  all  our  Ranks  are  broke. 

Dol.  O  perdurable  fhame,  let's  flab  our  felves : 
Be  thefe  the  wi  etches  that  we  plaid  at  dice  for  ? 

Or  I.  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to,  for  hisranfome  > 
Bar.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  fharne, 

Let  Ui  flye  in  once  more  back  again, 
And  lie  that  will  noc  follow  Burbon  now, 

Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand 
Li.ve  a  bale  Pand-r  hold  the  Chamber  door, 
Whiitt  by  a  oafe  fla  ve,  no  gentler  then  my  dog , 
His  fait  ell  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  now, 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl.  We  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  Field, 
To  Imother  up  the  Enghfh  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bur.  The  Devil  take  Oder  now,  I'le  to  the  throng; 

Let  life  Dc  fhoit,  ell'c  fhame  will  be  too  long.  Exit. 

Alarum.  Enter  the  King  and  his  traint 
with  Prifoners. 

King.  Well  have  we  done,thrice- valiant  Countrimen, 
But  all  s  not  done ,  yet  keep  the  Fre  ch  the  field. 

Exe,  1  he  D.  of  York  commends  him  to  your  Ma  jetty. 

King.  Lives  he  good  Uncle  :  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  faw  him  down  :  thrice  up  again  ,and  fighting, 
From  Helmet  to  the  fpur  all  bloud  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array  (brave  Soldiers  )  doth  he  lye, 
Larding  the  plain  :  and  by  his  bloudy  lide, 

(Yoak-fellow  to  his  honour-owing-wounds) 
The  Noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alio  lyes. 

Suffolk  fir  ft  died,  and  York  all  hagled  over 
Comes  to  him ,  where  in  gore  he  lay  infteeped, 
And  takes  him  by  the  Beard,  kiffes  the  gafhes 
That  bloudily  did  yawn  upon  his  face. 
He  cryes  aloud  ;  Tarry  my  Coufin  Suffolk, 
My  foul  fliall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven : 

Tarry  (fweet  foul;  for  mine,  then  flye  arbrtft : 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field 
We  kept  together  in  our  Ch  valry. 

Upon  thefe  words  I  came  and  cheer'd  him  up, 
He  fmil'd  me  in  the  face ,  caught  me  his  hand, And  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fayes ;  Dear  my  Lord, 
Commend  my  fc  vice  to  my  Soveraign  ; 

Sodidhe  turn,ano  over  Suffolk's  neck 
He  threw  his  wounded  arm-,  and  kift  his  lippes, 

And  fo  elpous'd  to  death,  with  b!o"d  he  feal'd 
A  Tcftameatof  Noble-cnding-Love : 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  itfore'd 
Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  haveftop'd, 
Bat  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 
And  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 
King  I  blame  you  not, 

For  hearing  this ,  I  mutt  perforce  compound 

With  mixtfull  eyes,  or  they  will  iflue  too.  Alarum, 
But  hearK ,  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? 

The  French  have  re-enfor'd  their  fcatter'd  men  ; 
Then  every  fouldier  kill  his  Prifoners, 
Give  the  word  through.  i 

Enter  Fluellent  and  G*wtr. 

Fix.  Kill  the  poyes and  the  luggage,  'Tisexpreffely 
•gainft  the  Law  x>f  Armes,  'tis  as  arrant  a  peecc  of  Knave- 

ry mark  you  now  ,  as  can  be  offcrt  in  your  Confciencc now,  is  it  not  ? 

Gtw.  *Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  leftalive»  and  the 

Cowardly  Rafeals  that  ran  from  the  Battail  ha' done 
this  (laughter :  befidesthey  have  burned  and  carried  a- 

way  all  that  was  in  th?  King's  Tent,  wherefore  the  King 
moft  worthily  hath  caus'd  every  fouldier  to  cut  his  pri- 
foner's  throat;  O  'tis  a  gallant  King. 

FIh.  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth  Captain  Goiver: 

what  call  you  the  Town's  name  where  Alexander  the 
pig  was  born  ? G»».  Alexander  the  Great. 

Flu.  Why  I  pray  you ,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  The  pig,  or 

the  great ,  or  the  mighty  ,  or  the  huge  ,  or  the  magna- 
nimous arc  all  one  reckonings ,  favc  the  phrafe  is  a  little, variations. 

G»wer.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in 

Mactdtn,  his  Father  was  called  Philip  of  Maeedtn ,  as  I 
take  it. 

•  f  lu.  I  think  it  is  in  iJUacedon  where  Alexander  is 

porn. 
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the  Oil  J  ,  I  warrant  yo<;  fail  find  in  the  companions  be- j 
tween  AfacedomwA  Afen/riouth,  that  the  ktuations  look 

you, is  both  atikc.  The:  e  is  a  River  in  M*cedon,m&  there 

is  alfo  moreover  a  River  at  Monmouth,  it  is  call'd  Wye  at 
Afonmouth  .*b;:t  it  is  out  of  0  y  piains,  what  is  the  name 

of  the  other  Rivertbut  'tis  all  one,  'tis  alike  as  my  fingers 
is  to  my  fingers  ,  and  these  is  Salmons  in  both.  If  you 

mark  Ale::a>  ders  life :  vs'cll,  Harry  ot  Monmouth 'j  life  is 
za&YL  after  it  :nd-fferent  well ,  foi  there  ib  ngures  in  all 

things.  Alexander  God  knows ,  and  you  know  j  in  his 
ra«cs,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  hischollers,and 

his  moods,  and  his  difpleafures  ,  and  his  indignations, 
and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains  ,  did  in 

his  Ales  and  his  angers,  ( look  you  )  kill  his  belt  friend 

flyttts. 

Goto.  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,he  never  kill'd 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done  (mark  you  now  )  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,ere  it  is  made  and  finifhed.  I  fpeak 
but  m  the  figuies,  and  compaiifons  of  it:  as  Alexander 
kijd  ;iis  friend  ̂ 7;rw,being  in  his  Ales  and  his  Cups ;  fo 

alfo  'Farry  Monmouth  being  in  his  right  . wits,  and  his 

good  judgements  ,  tui  n'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with  the 
gica:  c  lly  double :  he  was  full  of  jefts,  and  gypes ,  and 

knav-  '■s,  and  mocks,  I  have  forgot  his  name.; 
.  GW.  ShJohnFalfiajfe. 

[ L  FIh.  That  is  he  :  Tie  tell  you,  there  is  good  men  porn at  Monmouth. 

%' ijovo.  Here  comes  his  Majefty. 

Alarum.  Enter  King  Harry  and,  "Burbon 
with  prifoners.  Flourish. 

King.  I  was  not  angry  fince  I  came  to  France ^ 
i  Umiu  this  inltani.  Take  a  Trumpet  Herald, 

id:  thou  unto  the  hovfemen  on  yond  hill : 
they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
r  voyd  the  field  :  they  do  offend  our  fight. 

ax  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them, 
And  make  them  sker  aw?y,asfwifc  as  (tones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Affyi  inn  flings : 

Befides,  we'll  cut  the  thioats  of  thole  we  have, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  chat  we  fhall  take, 
Shall  cafte  our  mercy.  Go  and  tell  them  fo. 

.   Emer  tJ\iontioy, 

£xe.  Here  comes  the  Herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege. 

(jlow.  His  eyes  are  humbler  then  they  us'd  to  be, 
King.  How  now ,  what  means  their  Herald?  Know'ft thou  not, 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefc  bones  of  mine  for  ranfome  ?  . 

Com'ft  thou  again  for  ranfome  ? 
Her.  No  great  King  : 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  Licenfe, 

That  we  may  wander  o're  this  bloudy  field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them, 
To  fort  our  Nobles  from  our  common  men. 

For  many  of  our  Princes  (woe  the  while) 

Lie drown 'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  bloud : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  bloud  of  Princes,  and  with  wounded  Iteeds 

,Fret  fet-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wilde  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  matters, 
Killing  them  twice.  O  give  us  leave  great  King, 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

King.  I  teiltiiee  truly, He;  a  Id, 
Lknow  not  if  the  day  be  ours  or  no, 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  hovfemen  peer, 

And  gallop  o're  the  field.  . Her.  The  day  is  yours. 

King.  Praifed  be  God  and  not  our  ftrongth  for  it: 

What  is  this  Cattle  call'd  that  Hands  hard  by. 
Her.  They  call  it  nAgincourt. 
King.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincourt, 

Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifplanm, 

Flu.  Your  Grandfather  of  famous  memory  (an't  plcafc 
your  Majefty)  and  your  grcot  llnklc  Edward  the  Plack 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  Chronicles/ought 
moft  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

Ki  ng.  They  did  Fluellen. 
Flu.  Your  Majefty  fayes  very  true :  If  your  Ma  jellies 

is  remembred  of  it,  the  Wr.lchmen  did  good  fcrvice  in  a 
Garden  where  Leeks  did  grow  ,  wearing  Leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  caps  ,  which  your  Majefty  know  to  this  hour 
is  an  honourable  badge  of  the  fervice :  And  I  do  believe 
your  Majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  Leek  upon  S. Taviesday. 

King.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour  : 
For  I  am  Welch  you  know  good  Coimtnman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  ,  cannot  waft,  your  Ma  je- 
ftics  Welfh  ploud  out  of  your.pxly  ,  I  can  tell  you  that ; 

God  pleffe  it,  and  preieive  it ,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his 
Grace,  and  his  Ma  jtfty  too. 

King.  Thanks  good  my  Countryman. 

Flu.  By  Jcfhu,  I  am  your  Maicftks  Countryman ,  I 
care  not  who  know  it :  I  will  confdfe  it  to  all  the  Orld, 

I  need  not  to  Ke  alhamed  of  your  Ma  jefty,praifed  be  God 
fo  long  as  your  Mtjcfty  is  an  honeft  man. 

King. .  .God  keep  me  fo. Enter  Williams. 

Our  Heralds  go  with  him, 

Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts.  Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

Exe[,  Souldier,  you  mult  come  to  the  King. 

King.  Souldier ,  why  wear'it  thou  that  Glove  in  thy 
Cap  } .    aX  1  r  , 

Will.  And't  pleafe  your  Ma  jefty  ,  'tis  the  gage  of  one that  I  fhould  fight  withall,  if  he  be  alive. 

King.  An  Engiifh  man  f> 

Will.  And't  pleafe  your  Majefty  ,  a  Rafcall  that  fwag- 
ger'd  with  melalt  night:  who  if  alive }  and  ever  dare  to chalienge  this  Glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a  box 

a'th  ear :  or  if  I  can  fee  my  Glove  in  his  cap ,  which  he fwore  as  he  was  a  Souldier  he  would  weai  (  if  alive  )  I 
will  ftrike  it  out  foundly. 

King.  What  thrnk  you  Captain  Fluellen ,  is  it  fit  this 
fouldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  Graven  and  a  Villain  elfc  ,  and't  pleafe 
your  Majefty  in  my  confeienee. 

King.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  isa  Gentleman  of  ̂ reat 
fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  deg  <ee. 

FIh.  Though  he  be  as  good  n  Jentlcman  as  the  devil  is, 
as  Lucifer  and  BelZebub  hi mfclf,  it  is  necetfary  (look 
your  Grace)  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath  :  If  he 

be  perjur'd  (  fee  you  now  )  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a 
villain  and  a.  Jack  fawee  ,  as  ever  his  bifick  fhodc  trod 

upon  Gods  ground,  and  his  earth,  in  my  confeiehee  law. 

King.  Then.kcep  thy  vow  fu  rah,  when  thou  mect'ft; 
the  fellow. 

Will.  So,  I  will  my  Liege,  as  I  li  ve 

King.  Who  icrv'ft  thou  under  ? N  n  WtUi 
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Will.  Under  Captain  Cower,  my  Liege. 
Flu.  Gower  is  a  good  Captain,and  is  good  knowledge 

and  literatured  in  the  Wans. 

King.  Call  him  hither  to  me  Souldier. 
Will.  I  will  my  Liege.  Exit. 
Kijfg.  Here  Fluellen,  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me,and 

ftick  it  in  thy  Cap  :  when  ̂ yflanfon  and  my  feif  were 
down  together ,  I  pluckt  this  Glove  from  his  Helme :  if 
any  man  challenge  this,  he  isa  fiiend  to  Alanfon,znd  an 
enemy  to  our  Perfon,  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  appre- 

hend him, and  thou  do'it  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  do's  me  as  great  Honours  as  can  be 
denYd  in  the  hearts  of  his  Subjects :  I  would  fain  fee 

the  man,  that  ha'sbr.t  two  leggs  ,  that  fri&Il  find  himfelf 
agriev'd  at  th  s  Glove  ;  that  is  all:  but  I  woufij  fain  lee 
it  once,  and  pleafe  God  of  his  grace  that  I  might  fee. 

£  >i£.  Xnow'ft  ihcu  Gower> 
flu  ,  .Hk  is  my  dear  friend,  and  plcfa  you. 
King.  Pray  thee  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my 

Tent.  .',!•/.• 
¥!h    1  will  fetch  him.  .  Exit. 

K  ng.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^,  and  my  brother  Glofier, 
R  How  n«rlle».  clofely  at  the  heels, 
The  ( ilo\e  wh;ch  1  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 

May  haply  puvchafe  him  a  box  a'th'ear. U  is  the  Sottldiers :  I  by  bargain  fhould 

Wear  it  my  ielf.  Follow  good  Coufin  Warwick^: 
If  that  the  Souldier  ftrike  him,  as  I  judge 

By  this  blunt  bearing, -he  will  keep  his  word  ; 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 
For  1  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
Andtoucht  with  Choler,  hot  as  Gunpowder, 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury. 
Follow,  and  fee  there  be  no  harme  between  chem. 

Go  you  with  me,  Unkle  of  Exeter.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Gorver  and  Williams. 

Will.  I  warrant  it  is  to  Knight  you,  Captain. 
Enter  Fluellen. 

FIh.  Gods  will,  and  hispleaiure,  Captain,  Ibefcech 

you  now  ,  come  apace  to  the  King  :  there  is  more  good 
toward  you  peradventure  ,  then  is  in  your  knowledge  to 
dream  of. 

Will.  Sir,  know  you  this  Glove  ? 
Flu.  Know  the  Glove  ?  I  know  the  Glove  is  a  Glove. 

Will.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 
Strikes  him. 

Tin.  'Slbud,  an  arrant  Traitor  asanyes  in  the  Univer- 
fal)  Worlds  or  in  Trance,  or  in  England. 

G ow.  How  now  fir  ?  you  Villain. 

W  '11.  Do  you  think  Tie  be  forfworn  ? 
FIh.  Stand  away  Captain  Gower,!  will  giveTreafon 

his  pavment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 
Will.  I  am  no  Traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  Lie  in  thy  Throat.  I  charge  you  in  his 

Ma  ft  s  Name  apprehend  him,he's  a  friend  of  the  Duke Alanfons. 

Enter  Warmckjwd  Gloncejler. 

War.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Flu.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^-,  here  is,  praifedbe  God 

for  it ,  a  moft  contagious  Treafon  come  to  light ,  look 

you ,  as  you  fhall  defire  in  a  Summers  day.  Here  is  his 
Majefty. 

Enter  King,  and  Exeter. 

King.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  > 
flu.  My  Liege,  here  is  a  Villain  and  a  Traitour, 

that  look  your  Grace  ,  ha's  ftmck  the  Glove  whit 
your  Majefty  is  take  out  of  the  Helmet  of  Alan/on. 

Will.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  Glove,  here  is  the  fello 
of  it :  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'di 
wear  in  his  Cap :  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him  ,  if  he  did : 
met  this  man  with  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  and  I  have  bee 
as  good  as  my  word. 

FIh.  Your  Majefty  hear  now  ,  faving  your  Majeft'n Man-hood,  what  an  arrant  rafcally  ,  beggerly  ,  lowf 
Knave  it  is  :  I  hope  your  Majefty  is  pear  me  tcftimon 
and  witneffe,  and  will  avouchment ,  that  this  is  the  Glov 
of  Alanfon,  that  your  Ma  jetty  is  give  me,  in  your  Con fcience  now. 

King.  Give  me  thy  Glove  Souldier; 
Look,  here  is  the  fellow  of  it: 

'Twas  I  indeed  thou  promifed'ft  to  ftrike. 
And  thou  haft  given  me  moft  fitter  termes. 

FIh.  And  pieafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  Neck  anfwer  fo 
it,  if  there  is  any  Mai  fhall  Law  in  the  world. 
King.  How  canft  thou  make  me  fatisf3<5tion  ? 

WiU.  AH  offences,my  Lord,  come  f  <  ra  the  heart:  ne 
vei  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  Majefty 

King.  It  was  our  fe.f  thou  oidftabufe. 

Will.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like' your' felf:  you  ap- 
peared to  me  but  as  a  common  man :  witneffe  the  Night 

your  Garments,  yorr  LowIinelTe :  and  what  your  high- 

neffc  fufrer'd  under  that  fhape ,  I  befeech  you  take  it  foi 
your  own  fault ,  and  not  mine  ;  for  had  you  been  as  Ig 
took  you  for  ,  I  made  no  offence  ;  therefore  I  befecchB 
your  highneffe  pardon  me. 

KingMeie  Unkic  Exeter,d\l  this  Glove  with  CrownsT 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.  Keep  it  fellow, 
And  wear  it  for  an  honor  in  thy  Cap, 

Till  I  do  challenge  it.  Give  him  tl  e  Crowns : 
And  Captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

flu.  By  this  Day  and  this  Light,  the  fellow  ha's  met-1 
tell  enough  in  his  belly :  hold  ,  there  is  twelve-pence  for 

you,  and  I  pray  you  ferve  God,  and  keep  you  out  ol. 
prawls  andprabbles,and  quarrells  and  diffentions,and  I 
warrant  you  it  is  the  better  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  Money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  good  will :  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mend  your  lliooes :  come :  wherefore  fhould  you 

be  fo  pafhfull :  your  fhooes  is  not  fo  good :  'tis  a  good 
filling  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

Enter  Herauld. 

King.  Now  Herauld,  are  the  dead  numbred  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  flaught'red  French. 
M 

Unkle  ? 

Sxe .  CbarlesDuke  of  Orleance,  Nephew  to  the  King, 

John  Duke  of  Burbon,  and  Loid  Bouchiquald  : 
Of  other  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

King.  This  Note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thoufand  French 
That  in  the  field  lieflain :  of  Princes  in  this  number, 
And  Nobles  bearing  Banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix  ;  added  to  thefe, 

Of  Knights,  Efquives,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 
-Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred  :  of  the  which, 

Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  Knights, 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  lolt, 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  Mercenaries: 

The  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  Squires, 

And 

ng.  What  Prifoners  of  good   fort  are  taken 
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(And  Gcnticmen  of  blood  and  quality,  .  i 
The  Names  of  thole  cheir  Nobles  that  lie  dead: 

Ch-nles  DcUbreth,H\or\  Conftable  of  France^ 

Ja-qttes  of  Cbatil'io*,  Admiia!l  o(  France, f  he  Mnfter  of  the  Crofs-Dows,  Lord  %ambures, 
Great  Mjfter  of  France,ihe  brave  Sii  Guichard  Dolphin, 
John  Duke  of  Alanfon,  Anthonio  Duke  of  Brabant, 
The  Brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
And  Edward  D.  keof  Barr  :  of  luffy  Earles, 
Grander ;e  and  Roujfie,  fauconb ndge  and  Foyes, 

Bezt'.mont  and  (JMarle,  V audemont  and  Leftrate. 
Here  was  a  Royall  fdlowfhip  of  death. 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  English  dead  ? 
Edward  the  Duke  of  7V£,,  the  Earl  of  Suffolk^, 
Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam  Efquire  ; 
None  elfe  of  name  :  and  of  all  other  men , 
But  five  and  twenty. 

King.  O  God,  thy  Arm  was  here: 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  Arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all :  when,  without  ftratagem , 

put  in  plain  fhock,and  even  play  of  Battell, 
Was  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs  ? 

On  one  part  and  on  th'other,  take  it  God, 
For  it  is  none  but  thine. 

Exet.  'Tis  wonderful!. 
King.  Come,  go  we  in  proceffiori  to  the  Village: 

And  bt  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  Hoft, 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  onely. 

tin.  Is  it  not  lavvfull  and  pleafe  your  Majefty,  to  tell 

how  imny  iskill'd. 
King.  Yes  Captain  ;  but  with  this  acknowledgement, 

That  God  fought  fipr  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  cohfeience,  he  did  us  great  good. 
King.  Do  we  all  holy  Rights  ; 

Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Deum, 

(The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  Clay: 
And  then  to  Callice,  and  to  England  then  , 

Where  ne're  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men. Exeunt. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Vouch  fa  fe  to  thofe  that  ha  ve  not  read  the  Story, 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  and  of  fuch  as  have, 

I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  duecourfeof  things. 

Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life  , 
Be  hereprefented.  N>w  we  bear  the  King 
Toward  Callice :•  grant  him  there ;  And  there  being  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  Sea ;  Behold  the  Englifh  beach, 
Pales  in  the  flood,  with  Men,  with  Wives,  and  Boyes, 
Whofe  fhoutsand  claps  out- voyce  the  deep-mouth'd  Sea, 
Which  like  a  mighty  Whiffler  'fore  the  King, 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  :  So  let  him  land  , 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  L  ondon. 

So  fwifc  a  pace  hath  Thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blacks-Heath : 
Where,  that  his  Lords  defire  him,  to  have  born 
His  bruifed  Helmet,  and  his  bended  Sword 

Before  him,  through  the  City  :  he  forbids  it, 

Being  fiec  from  vainnefic,  and  felf-glorious  pride  ; 

Giving  full  Trophee,  S'gnall,  and  Oftent , 
C^uce  ftom  himfelf,  to  God.  But  now  behold, 

In  the  quick  Forge  and  working-houfe  of  Thought, 
How  London  doth  powie  out  her  Citizens, 

The  Mayor  and  all  his  Brethren  in  beft  fort , 

Like  to  the  Senatours  of  th'antique  Rome , 
With  the  Plebeians  fwarming  at  their  heels, 

Go  forth  and  fetch  their  Conqu'ring  Cafar  in :  < 
As  by  a  lower,  but  by  loving  likelihood  , 
Were  now  the  Generall  of  our  gracious  EmprefTe, 

As  in  good  time  he  may,  from  Ireland  comming, 
Bringing;  Rebellion  broached  on  his  Sword  ; 
How  many  would  the  peacefull  City  quit. 

To  welcome  him  ?  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe, 
Did  they  this  Harry.  Now  in  London  place  him. 

As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 
Invites  the  King  of  Englands  ftay  at  home : 

The  Emperour's  comming  in  behalf  of  Vrancey 
To  order  peace  between  them :  and  omic 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc't, 
Till  Harryes  back  return  again  to  France : 

There  muft  we  bring  him :  and  my  felf  have  play'd 
The  Interim,  byremembring  you 'tis  p^ft. 
Then  brook  abridgement,  and  your  ey's  advance, 
After  your  thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  France.. 

Exit. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Gotv.  Nay,  that's  right :  but  why  wear  you  your  Leek 
to  day  ?  Saint  Davies  day  is  pa  ft. 

Flu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  where- 
fore in  all  things :  I  will  tell  you  affe  my  friend,  Captain 

Gowtr;  the  rafcally,  fcauld,  beggarly,  lowfie,  pragging 

Knave  Pifloll,  which  you  and  your  felf,  and  all  the  world 
know  to  be  no  petter  then  a  fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no 
merits:  he  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  pread  and  fait 

yefterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  Leek :  it  was  in 
a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contention  with  him ; 
but  I  will  be  fo  bold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  Cap  till  I  fee 

him  once  again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of 

m  y  defires. Enter  Piftoll. 

Gotv.  Why  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock. 
Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwellings,  nor  his  Turky- 

cocks.  God  pleffe  aunchient  Piftoll:  you  fcurvy  lowne 
Knave,  God  bleffe  you. 

Pift.  Ha,  art  thou  bedlam  ?  do'ft  thou  thirft,  bafe  Tro- 
jan, to  have  me  fold  up  P areas  fatall  Web  ?  Hence ;  I  am 

qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  Leek. 

Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  Knave,  at 
my  defires,  and  my  requefts,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat, 
look  you,  this  Leek ,  becaufe,  look  you ,  you  doe  not 
love  it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your  appetites,  and  your 

difgeftions  doo's  not  agree  with  it,  I  would  defire  you  to eat  it. 

Pift.  Not  tot  Cadwaltader  and  z\\  his  Goats. 
Flu.  There  is  one  Goat  for  you.  Strikes  him. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcauld  Knave,  as  eat  it  ? 
Pift.  Bafe  Trojan,  thou  fhalt  die. 
Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcauld  Knave,  when  Gods 

will  is :  I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and 

eat  your  Vi6tualls  :  come,  there  is  fa  wee  for  it.  You 

call'd  me  yefterday  Mountain -Squire,  but  I  will  make Nn  2  you 
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you  to  ctay  a  Squire  of  low  degree.  1  pray  you  fall  to,  if 
you  an  mock  a  Leek,  you  can  eat  a  Leek. 

Gov.  Enough  Captain,  you  have  aftonillit  him, 
Flu.  I  fay,  1  will  make  him  eat  fomc  part  of  my  Leek,  Your  eyes  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 

Quee.  So  happy  be  the  lflue,Brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes, 

Gi- 
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I  will  peat  his  pate  four  dayes  :  bite  I  pray  you, 

good  for  your  green  wound ,  and  your  ploody  Cox- 
comb. 

q>ifl.  Muft  I  bite  ? 
F lu.  Yes  cei  tainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  ofque- 

ftion  too,  and  ambiguicics. 
Pitt.  By  this  Leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge  :  I 

eat  and  eat  I  fwear. 

Flu.  Eat  I  pray  you,  will  you  have  fome  more  fawce 

to  yon'r  Leek :  there  is  not  enough  Leek  to  fwear  by. 
Pi  (I.  Quiet  thy  Cudgel!,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat, 
Flit.  Much  good  do  you  fcauld  knave,  heartily.  Nay, 

pray  you  throw  none  away,  the  skin  is  good  for  your 
broken  Coxcomb  ;  when  you  take  occafions  to  fee  Leeks 

hereafter,  I  pray  you  mock  at 'em,  that  is  all. 
Pifi.  Good. 
Flu.  I,  Leeks  is  good :  hold  you,  there  is  a  groat  to 

heal  your  pate. 
Pifi.  Me  a  groat  ? 
Flu.  Yes  verily,  and  in  truth  you  (hall  take  it, or  I 

have  another  Leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  fhall  eat. 
P.ift.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

Flu.  IfTow  :you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  Cud- 
gels, you  fhall  be  a  Woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of 

me  but  Cudgels :  Gud  bu'y  you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal 
your  pate.  Exit. 

Pifi.  All  hell  (hall  ftir  for  this. 
Gow.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  Knave* 

will  yon  mock  at  an  ancient  Tradition,  began  upon  an 
honourable  refpect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  Trophee 
of  prcdeceafed  valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  dee  ds 
any  of  your  words.  I  have  feen  you  gleeking  and  galling 
at  this  Gentleman  twice  or  thiice.  You  thought,  becaufe 

!  Againft  the  French  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
j  The  fatal  Balls  of  murthering  Bafilisks : 
'  The  venome  of  fuch  Looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality, and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs  and  quarrels  into  love. 

Eng.  To  cry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 
Que.  You  English  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 
Burg.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equall  love. 

Great  Kings  of  Fra/nr*  &  England  -,  that  I  have  labour'd 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours, 
To  bring  your rnofrimperiall  Maiefties 
Unto  this  Bar,  and  R  >yall  cnterview  : 
Your  Mighcuv  fl>  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefle. 

Since  then  my  Office  b>rh  fo  fa.  prevail'd, 
That  Face  to  Face,  and  Royall  Eye  to  Eye,  • 
You  ha  ve  congreeted :  let  it  not  difgrace  me , 
If  1  demand  before  this  Royall  view , 
What  Ruo,or  what  impediment  there  is, 

Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  Peace, 
Dear  Nurfe  of  Arts.  Plenties,  and  joyfull  Births, 
Should  not  in  this  heft  Garden  of  the  World, 
Our  fei'ile  France,  p  ';up  her  lovely  Viiage  ? 

Alas,  (lie  hath  from  France  too  long  jeen  chas'd, 
And  all  her  Husbandry  doth  iio  on  heaps, 

Corrupting  in  it's  own  fertiluy. 
Her  Vine^the  merry  c^eerer  of  the  he?  t, 

Unpruned  dies :  her  Hedges  ev°n,  pie  ich'd, 
Like  Pnfoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair, 

Put  fo:th  diforder'd  Twigs  :  her  fallow  Leas  , 
The  Darnell,  Hemlock^  and  rank  Femetary, 
D  nh  root  upon ;  while  that  the  Culter  rufts, 
That  fhould  deracinate  luch  Savagery  : 
The  even  Mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly forth 

is 

he  could  not  fpeak  English  in  the  nati"e  garb,  he  could  '  The  feckled  Cowjl'p,  Burnet,  and  green  Clover , 
not  therefore  handle  an  Lnghfh  Cudgell :  you  find  it  o-  j  W?nting  the  Scythe,  withall  uncorrected,  rank  ; 
thci  wife,  and  henceforth  let  a  Wclfh  corredfion  teach  j  Conceives  by  idleneffe,  and  nothing  teems, 
you  a  good  Englilh  condition,  fare  ye  well.  Exit.  But  hatefull  Docks,  rough  Thijiles,  Keckfes,  Burres, 

Pifl.  Doth  fortune  Hay  the  hufwife  with  me  now  ?  Lofing  both  oeauty  arid  utility ; 

Newcs  have  I  that  my  Doll  is  dead  i'th  Spittle  of  a  mala-  And  all  our  Vineyards,  Fallows,  Meads,  and  Hedges, 
dy  of  France,  and  there  my  rendevous  is  quite  cut  off:  Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildnefle. 
Old  I  do  wax,  and  f:om  my  weary  limbs  honour  is  Even  fo  our  Houfes,  and  our  felves,  and  Children, 

Cudgell'd.  Well,  Bawd  Fie  turn,  and  fomething  lean  to  Have  loft,  o  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time , 
Cut-purfe  of  quick  hand  :  To  England,  will  I  fteal,  and  :  The  Sciences  that  fhould  become  our  Country  ; 

there  Fie  fteal ;  j  But  grow  like  Savages,  as  Souldiers  will, 

And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgel'd  fcarrcs ,  j  That  nothing  do,  but  meditate  on  Blood , 

And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  warres.         Exit. '  To  fwearing,  and  ftern  Looks,  diflfus'd  Attire  , 
I  And  every  thing  that  feems  unnaturall. 

Enter  at  one  door,  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford*  War-  j  Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 
wickj,  and  other  Lords ;  at  another,  Queen  I[abel,     j  You  are  aflembled ;  and  my  fpeech  entreats, 

K in 

the  King,  the  Duke  of  Burgoign,  and 
other  French, 

tg:  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  are  we  met  ? 
Unto  our  B;  other  France,  and  to  our  Sifter, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day  :  Joy  and  good  wilhes 
To  our  moft  fair  and  Piincely  Coufin  Katherine  ; 

And  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  Royalty, 

By  whom  this  great  2ifembly  is  contriv'd  , 
We  do  fa'ute  you  Duke  of  Bargoigne, 
And  Princes  French  and  Peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fra.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face , 
Moft  worthy  Brother  England,  fair  met. 

So  are  you  Princes  (Englijh)  every  one. 

That  I  may  know  the  Let,  why  gentle  Peace 
Should  not  expell  thefe  inconveniences, 
And  bleffeus  with  her  former  qualities. 

Eng.  If,  Duke  of  Burgonj,  you  would  the  Peace, 

Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th' imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited  ;  you  muft  bii"  that  Peace 

'  With  full  accord  to  all  our  jtift  demands, 

Whofe  Tenures  and  particular  effects 

;  You  have  enfchedul'd  briefly  in  your  hands, 

j    Burg .  The  King  hath  heard  them :  to  the  which, as  yet !  There  is  no  Anfwer  made. 

|  Eng.Wcll  then  :  the  Peace  which  you  before  fo  urg'd, 
'Lies  in  his  Anfwer. 
I  Fran. 
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France.  I  have  but  with  a  curfelary  eye 

I  O're  gianc't  the  Articles :  Pleafech  your  Grace 
i  To  appoint  fome  of  your  Councellprcfemly, 

I  To  fit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed  '■ 
Tore-fuivcy  them:  we  will  luddenly 
Parte  our  accept  and  peremptory  Anfwer. 

Eng.  Brother  we  fhall.  Go  Unkle  Exeter, 
And  brother  (flarence,  and  brother  Gloucejler, 

Warwick^,  and  Huntington,  go  with  the  King, 
>    And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratifie, 

Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  Wifdomes  beft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  Dignity, 
Anything  in  or  out  of  our  Demands, 

And  we'll  configne  thereto.  Will  you,  fair  Sifterj 
Go  with  the  Princes,  or  May  here  with  us  ? 

Quee.  Our  gracious  Brother,  I  Will  go  with  them : 

|  Happcly  a  Wornans  Voyce  may  do  fome  good, 

%  When  Articles  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  ftood  on, 
Eng.  Yet  leave  our  Cotifin  Katherine  here  with  us, 

She  is  our  capitall  Demand,  compris'd 
,  Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  Articles. 

Qttec,  She  hath  good  leave.  Exettnt  omnts. 

Manet  King,  and  Katherine. 
King.  Fai  r  Katherine ,  moft  fa  ir, 

Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  Souldier  termes, 

i  Such  as  will  enter  at  a  Ladies  ea?*, 
t  And  plead  his  Love-fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 
I »  Kath.  Your  Ma  jetty  (hall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak 
t  your  England. 

King.  O  fair  Katherine ,  if  you  will  love  me  foundly 

jl  with  your  French  heart ,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  con- 
I  feiTe  it  brokenly  with  your  Englifh  Tongue.  Do  you 
i  like  me,  Kate  > 

Kath.  Pardonne  moy,  I  cannot  tell  wat  is  like  me. 
1  c .  King.  An  Angell  is  like  you  K ate  ,  and  you  are  lik? 
I  an  Angell. 

Kath.  Oiie  dit  il,  que  de  [tils  femblable  a  lei  Anges? 
(      Lady.  Ouy  verament  ( fauf  vojlre  G race  )  tiinji  dit  it, 
\      King.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Katherine,  and  I  muft  nofblufh 

to  affirm  it. 

Kath.O  bon  D\eu,les  langttes  des  hommes  f  ?nt  ptein  de 
I  tromperies. 

■K7»£.What  faies  fhe,fair  one?  that  the  tongues  of  men 
are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Lady.  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  dc- 
: !  ceics :  dat  is  de  Princeffc. 

King.  The  Piincefle  is  the  better  Engl ifh- woman 
I  j  ifaith  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftanding,!  am 
I  glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englifh,  for  if  thou 

I  could'ft,  thou  woul'ft  find  me  fuch  a  plain  King ,  that 
i  thou  would'ft  think ,  I  had  fold  my  farme  to  buy  my 
'  Crown,  I  know  no  wayes  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  di- 

1  reclly  to  fay  ,  I  love  you,  then  if  you  urge  me  farther, 
then  to  fay ,  Do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit :  Give 
me  your  anfwer,  ifaith  do ,  and  clap  hands ,  and  a  bar- 

gain :  how  fay  you,  Lady  ? 
Kath.  Satif  vojlre  honour ,  me  underftand  well. 
King.  Marry  ,  if  you  would  put  me  to  Verfes  ,  or  to 

|Dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me:. for  the 
onej  have  neither  words  nor  meafuie;  and  for  the  other, 
I  have  no  ftrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  rcafonable  meafuie 
in  ft;ength.    If  I  could  win  a  Lady  at  Leap-frog  ,  or 
j  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle,  with  my  Armor  on  my  back; 
[Under  the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken  ,  I  fhould 
jquickly  leap  into  a  Wife:  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for  mv  ' 

*  I 
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Love,  or  bound  my  Ho.  le  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay  on 
like  a  Butcher,  and  fit  like  a  Jack  an  Apes,  never  off.  But 
before  God,  Kate  ,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafpe  out 

my  eloquence  ,  nor  I  have  -  no  cunning  in  protection  ; 

onely  down-right  Oathes  ,  which  I  never  ufi'd  till  urg'd, 
nor  never  break  for  urging  ,  Ifthou  canft  love  a  fellow 
of  this  temper  ,  Kate,  whole  face  is  not  Worth  Sun-bur- 

ning ?  that  never  looks  in  his  Glaffc,  for  love  of  any 
thing  he  fees  there ?  let  thine  eye  be  thy  Cook ,  I  fpeak 
to  thee  plain  Souldier  :  If  thou  canft  love  me  for  this, 

take  me  ?  if  not?  to  fay  to  th'ce  that  I  fhall  die,is  true;- but 
for  thy  love ,  by  the  L.  No :  yet  I  love  thee  bo.  And 

while  thou  liv'tt,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow  of  plain  and 
uncoyned  Conftancy  ,  for  he  perforce  muft  do  thee  right, 
becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  wooc  in  other  places :  for 
thefe  fellowcs  of  infinite  tongue,that  can  ryme  themfelvcs 
into  Ladies  favours  ,  they  do  alwayes  reafoh  therhfelves 

outagain.  What  ?  a  fpeaker  is  but  a  prater,  a  Ryme  is 
but  a  Ballad  ;  a  good  Leg  will  fall,  a  ftraight  back  will 

ftoop,  a  black  Beard  will  turn  white,  a  curl'd  Pate  will 
grow  bald,  a  fair  Face  will  wither ,  a  full  eye  will  wax 
hollow :  but  a  good  heart,  Kate ,  is  the  Sun  and  the 
Moon,  or  rather  the  Sun  ,  and  not  the  Moon  ;  for  it 

{nines  bright,  and  never  changes  ,  but  keeps  his  courfe 
truely.  If  thou  Would  have  fuch  a  one ,  take  me  ?  and 

take  me  ;  'take  a  fouldier :  take  a  fouldier ;  take  a  King. 
And  what  fay'ft  thou  then  to  my  Love?  fpeak  my  fair, 
and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  pofliblc  dat  I  fould  love  dc  enemy  bf France  ? 

King.  No,  it  is  not  poflfible  that  y°u  fhould  love  the 
Enemy  of  France  ,  Kate  ;  but  in  loving  me,  you  fhould 
love  the  Friend  of  France  :  for  I  love  Fiance  fo  well,  that 

I  will  not  part  with  a  Village  of  it ;  I  will  have  ir  all  mine: 
and  Kate,  when  France  is  mine  i  and  1  am  yours ;  then 
yours  is  Fiance,  and  you  are  mine. 
1    Kath.  I  cannpt  tell  wat  is  dat. 

King.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French  ,  which  I 

am  fure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  ,  like  a  new-married 
Wife  about  her  Husbands  Neck  ,  hardly  to  be  (hook  off; 

Jequand  fur  le  pojfejfion  de  Fraunce,  &  quandvotts  fives 
le  pojfejjion  demoy,(La  me  fee,  what  then  ?  Saint  Dennis 
be  my  ipeed)  Done  vojlre  ejl  Fraunce,&  vom  ejles  mien- 
ne.  It  is  as  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  Kingdome, 
as  to  fpeak  fo  much  more  French:I  fhall  never  move  thee 
in  French,  unlcfle  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  vojlre  honeur ,  le  Fraxcois  que ]s  voks  par- 
lets,  il  &  melius  quel'  Anglo  is  le  quel  je  parle. 

King.  No  faith  is't  not ,  Kate :  out  thy  fpeaking  of 
my  Tongue,  and  I  thine  ,  moft  truely  falfely  ,  muft 

needs  be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But  Kate ,  do'ft thou  undciftand  thus  much  Engljfh  ?  Canft  thou  love me  ? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

King.  Can  any  of  your  Neighbour  te'l ,  Kate?  lie ask  them  ,  Come,  I  know  thou  loveft  me  :  and  at  night, 

when  you  come  into  your  Clofct ,  you'll  qucftion  thi> 
Gentlewoman  about  me  ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will  to 

her  difpraife  thofe  pares  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your 

heart;  but  good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather- 
gentle  PrinceiTe ,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  trruu 

becft  .-nine,  Kate,  as  I  have  faving  Faith  within  me  tells 
me  thou  (halt;  I  get  thee  with  skambling,  and  thou 
muft  therefore  needs  prove  a  good  Souldier-brccdei  : 
Shall  not  thou  and  I ,  between  Saint  Dennis  and  Sain- 

\  George  ,  compound  a  Boy,  half  French  half  Englifh, 
N  n  5  that 
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j  that  fhall  go  to  Conftantinople  ,  and  cake  the  Turk  by 

The  Beard.  Shall  we  not  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,my  fait  Flow- 
;er- de-Luce. 
|    Katb.  1  do  not  knowdat. 

King.  No :  'tis  hereafter  to  know,bu:  now  to  promifc: 
do  but  now  promife  Kate ,  you  will  endeavour  for  your 

I  French  part  of  fucha  boy ;  and  for  my  Englifh  moycy, 
take  the  word  of  a  King,  and  a  Batchclor.  How  anfwer 

you  ,  La  pins  belle  Katherine  du  monde  mon  trencher  (jr 
devw  dfrjfe. 

Katb.  Your  Ma  jeftee  aue  faufe  Frcnchc  enough  to  de- 
ceive de  molt  fa^e  Damoifel  dat  is  in  en  Fiance. 

King.  Now  lie  upon  my  falfe  French :  by  mine  honor 
in  true  Englifh,  I  love  thee  Kate ;  by  which  honor,l  dare 
no:  fwear  thou  loved  me  ,  yet  my  bloud  begins  to  flat- 

ter me,  that  thou  do'ft ;  yec  notwichftanding  the  poor 
r?nd  untempenng  ej&$  ot  my  Vifagc.  Now  befhrew  my 
Fathers  Ambition ,  h?  was  chinking  of  Civill  Warres 

when  he  got  me ,  therefore  was  I  created  with  a  ftub- 
bocn  out-fide  with  an  afpeft  of  Iron  ,  that  when  I  come 

-o  wooe  Ladies,  I  fright  them  :  but  in  faith  Kate,  the  el- 
der I  wax ,  die  better  I  fhall  appear.  My  comfort  is,  that 

Old  Age,  that  ill  layer  up  of  Beauty  ,  can  do  no  more 

fpoyleupon  my  Face.  Thou  haft  me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at 
he  worlt ;  and  thou  fhalc  wear  me  ,  if  thou  wear  me , 
better  and  better  :  and  therefore  tell  me ,  nWl  fair  Ka- 

therine, will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  thofe  Maiden  Blufhs, 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  Heart  with  the  Looks  of 
an  Fmpreffe,  take  me  by  the  Hand  and  lay,  Harry  of 

England,  lam  thine:  which' word  thou  fhalc  nofoonei 
jieile  mine  Ear  withall,  but  I  will  tell  thee'  aloud  En- 

,  gUnd  is  thine  ;  Ireland  is  th\n?,Fraxce  is  thine, and  Hen- 
ry Plant aginet  is  thine  ;  who,  though  I  fpeak  ic  before  his 

Face ,  it  he  be  not  Fellow  with  the  belt  King,  thou  fhalc 

find  the  beft  King  of  Good-fcllows.  Come  your  an- 
fwer in  broken  Mufick  ;  for  thy  Voyce  is  Muiick ,  and 

thy  Enp.Mfh  broken:  Therefor':  Queen  of  all,  Katberine, 

'<reak.thy  mind  tome  in  broken  Englifh,  wilt  thou  have 

Katb.  Dat  is  as  it  fhall  pleafe  de  roy  monpere. 

King.  Nay,it  will  pleafe  him  wd\,Kate ;  itfhall  pleafe 
\umy  Kate. 

Katb.  D:n  it  Hiallalfo content  me. 

K'ng.  Upon  that  1  kilfe  your  Hand,  and  I  call  you  my 

Qjctn. Katb.  Laijfe  men  Seigneur  ,  laijfe,laijfe,  may  fey  :  Je 
ne  veus  point  que  vous  abbaiffe  voftre  grandeur,  en  bai- 
fant  It  main  a [  me  noftre  Seigneur  indignie  ferviteur , 

excufe  moy.  'je  vous  fupply  mon  tref-puijfant  Seigneur. 
K'ng.  Then  I  will  kiffe  your  Lips,  Kate. 
Ktith.  Les  Dames  &  Damoifels pour  eftre  baifc  de- 

v.:nt  leur  nopcefe  il  net  pas  le  cojlume  de  Fraunce. 
King.  Madam,  my  Interpreter,  what  fayesihe  ? 
Lady.  Dat  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  le  Ladies  of 

Franc  -  ;  I  cannot  tell  wat  is  buiffe  en  Englifh. 
King.  To  Kiffc. 
L«(!y.  Your  Majcfty  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 
King,  Is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  the  Maids  in  France  to 

kiffe  before  t  icy  are  marry  ed,  would  (Tie  fay  ? 
Lady.  Ouy  verayment. 
King.  O  Kate  ,  nice  CuftomfS  curfic  to  great  Kings, 

Dear  Kate  ,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within  the 
wcrk  Lift  of  a  Countries  fanhicn  :  we  aic  the  makers 

of  Manners ,  Kate;  and  the  liberty  that  followes  our 
Places,  ilops  the  mouth  of  all  find-faults,  as  I  will  do 

yours ,  for  upholding  .the  nice  fafhion  of  your  Coun- 

-  ,   "   .  -- 

try  ,  in  denying  me  a  Kilfe :  therefore  patiently  ,  and! 

yielding.  You  have  Witch-craft  in  your  Lips  ,  Kate:1 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  Suger  touch  of  them  ;  then  in! 
che  Tongues  of  the  French  Councell  :  3nd  they  fhould 
fooner  perfwade  Harry  of  England,  then  a  generall  Pe- 

tition of  Monarchs.  Here  comes  your  father. 

Enter  the  French  Power,  and  the  Englifh 
Lords. 

B/trg.Cod  fare  your  Majefty,my  Royall  Coufir^ccadi 
you  our  Princefs  Englifh  ? 

King.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  Coufin ,  how 
perfe&iy  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  Englifh. 

Burg.  Is  fhe  apt  ? 

King,  Our  Tongue  is  rough,  Coze ,  and  my  Condi- 
tion is  not  fmooth :  fo  that  having  neither  the  Voyce  nor 

the  Heart  of  Flattery  about  me ,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up 
the  fpirit  of  love  in  her  ,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true likenefs. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfwer, 
you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her ,  you  muft  i 
make  a  Circle :  if  conjure  up  love  m  her  in  his  true' 
l.kenefle,  he  mult  appear  naked,  and  blind.  Can  you  j 

blame  her  then,  beings  Maid,  yet  ros'd  over  with  the! 
Virgin  Crimton  of  Modcfty  ,  V  fhe  deny  the  appearance 
of  a  naked  blind  Boy  in  her  naked  feeing  felfe?  It  were 

(  my  Lord  )  a  hard  Condition  for  a  Maid  to  configne 

co. 

King.  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield  as  Love  is  blind; 
and  enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  Lord,when  they  fee not  what  they  do. 

King.  Then  good  my  Lord ,  teach  your  Coufin  to 
confent  to  winking.  / 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent ,  my  Lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning :  for  Maids,  well 

Summer'd  ,  and  warme  kept,  are  like  Flyes  at  Bartholo. 
mew-tyde ,  blind ,  though  they  have  their  eyes,  and  then 
they  will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  on. 

King.  This  Moral  ties  me  over  to  Time  ,  and  a  hot 
Summer ;  and  fo  I  fhall  catch  the  Flie  ,  your  Coufin  ,  in 
the  latter  end,  and  fhe  muft  be  blind  too. 

Burg.  As  Love  is  my  Lord,  before  i :  loves. 

King.  It  is  fo :  and  you  may ,  feme  of  you ,  thank 
Love  for  my  blindcnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  City  for  one  fair  French  Maid  that  ftandsinmy 

way. 

French  King.  Yes  my  Lord ,  you  fee  them  perfpe- 

dtivcly :  the  Cities  turn'd  into  a  Maid  ;  for  they  are 
all  girdled  with  Maiden  Walls,  that  Warre  hath  cn- cred. 

King.  Shall  Kate  be  my  Wife? 
Fran.  So  pleafe  you. 

Eugland.  1  am  content,  fo  the  Maiden  Cities  you 

talk  of,  may  wait  on  her:  fo  the  Maid  that  flood  in 
the  Way  for  my  Willi ,  fhall  fhew  me  the  way  to  my Will. 

France.  We  have  confented  to  all  tearmes  of  reafon. 

Eng.  Is\  fo,  My  Lords  of  England  ? 
Weft.  The  King  hath  granced  every  Article: 

His  Daughter  firft ;  and  chen  in  fequcle,  all, 

According  to  their  firm  propofed  natures. Exet.  Onelyj 

The  Life  of. King  Henrythe  Fifth. 
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(Exet.  Onely  he  hach  noc  yec  fublcnbed  ch:S: 

Where  your  Majefty  demands,  That  che  King  of  France 
having  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  Grant,  (hall 

name  your  Highnefle  in  this  forme,  and  with  this  additi- 
on, in  French  :  Nofire  trefcher  filz,  Henry  Rofd  An- 

gltterre  Her et ere  de  Fraunce :  and  thus  in  Latinc  ;  Pra- 

ciarijfintfu  Tilim  nofter  Henricus  Rex  Avgllt.  @-Heres 
Francla. 

Fran.  Nor  this  1  have  not  Brother  (o  deny'd, 
But  your  reque^ftjhall  make  me  let  it  pafle. 

Snrif'  I']p^y:ryou.thcn,  in  love  and  dear  aljyance, 
Lerwt  one  Article  rank  with  the  re(f, 

Ajjcj.the.rcupoB.give  me  yea* Daughter, 
Fran.  Take  her  fair  fon,  and  from  her  bloud  raifeup 

Iflue  to  me,  that  the  contending  Kmgdomes 

Of  Trance  and  England,  whote  very  fhoars  look  pale^ 

With  envy  of  each  others  hnppinefTe, 

May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  Conjunction 

Plant  Neighbourhood  and  Chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  Bofomes :  that  never  War  advance 

His  bleeding  Sword  'twix:  England  and  fair  France. Lords.  Amen.  . 

King.  Now  welcome  Kate :  and  bear  me  witnefle  all, 
That  here  I  kiffe  her  as  my  Sove.aign  Qaeen. 

Flourijh.  . 

Queen.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  Marriages, 

Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  Realms  in  one, 

As  Man  and  Wife  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 

So  be  there  'twixt  your  Kingdomes  fuch  a  Spoufall 

;  That  never  may  ill  Office,  or  fell  jealoufie, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  Bed  of  blcfled  Marriage, 

,  Thruft  in  between  the  Paflion  of  thefe  Kingdomes, 
|  To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  League  : 
That  Englifh  may  as  French,  French  Englifh  men5 
Receive  each  other.  God  fpeak  this  Amen. 

tt/fll.  Amen. 
King.  Prepare  for  our  Marriage :  on  which  day, 

My  Lord  of  Burgundy  we'll  take  your  Oath 
Arid  alLthe  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  Leagues. 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me, 

And  may  our  Oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be.^ Sonet.  Eteem. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  far  with  rough,  and  all-unable  Pen, 

Our  bending  Author  hath  purfu'd  the  Story, In  little  room  confining  Mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfeof  their  glory. 
Small  time :  but  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  lived 
This  Star  of  England.  Fortune  made  his  Swo'd ; 
By  which,  the  Worlds  beft  Garden  heatchieved  : 
And  of  it  left  his  Son  Imperiall  Lord, 

Henry  the  Sixth,  in  Infant  Bands  crown'd  king 
Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fucceed : 
Whofe  State  fo  many  had  the  managin?, 
That  they  left  France,znd  make  his I  England  bleed  s 
Which  oft  our  Stage  hath  fhown ;  and  for  their  fake, 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 

FINIS. 



The  firft  Part  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth, 

(tAUm  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Dead  March. 

Enter  the  Funeral!  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth,  attended  on 

by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France ;  the 
Daks  of  Glofl  er,P  rot  eElor:t  he  Duke  of  Exe- 

ter ,  War  wick.,  the  Bifhop  of wlnchefter, 
and  the  Duke  of  So- 

merfet. 

Bedford. 
Ung  be  the  heavens  with  black,yieldday  tonight; 
Comets  importing  change  of  Times  and  States, 

Brandifh  your'ctyftall  TrefTes  in  the  Sky, 
And  with  them  fc  urge  the  bad  revolting  Stars, 

That  have  confented  unto  Henries  death: 

King  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long, 

England  ne're  loft  a  King  of  fo  much  worth. 
Glofl.  England  ne're  had  a  Kinguntill  his  time  : 

Vertue  he  had,  deferving  to  command. 
His  brandifht  Sword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams, 

His  Armes  fpread  wider  then  a  Dragons  Wings : 

His  fpavkling  Eyes,  repleat  with  wrathfullfire, 
More  dazled  and  drove  back  his  Enemies, 

Then  mid-day  fun,  fierce  bent  againft  their  faces. 
What  fhould  I  fay  ?  his  Deeds  exceed  all  fpeech : 

He  ne're  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 
Exe.  We  mourn  in  black,why  mourn  we  not  in  bloud? 

Henry  is  dead,  and  never  {hall  revive : 
Upon  a  Wooden  Coffin  we  attend  : 
And  deaths  difhonorable  Victory, 

We  with  our  ftately  prefence  glorifie, 
Like  Captives  bound  to  a  Triumphant  Car. 
What  ?  fhall  we  curfe  the  Planets  of  Miihap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  Glories  overthrow  ? 
Or  lhall  we  think  the  fubtile-witted  French, 

Conjurers  and  Sorcerers,  that  afraid  of  him, 

By  Magick  Verfc  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 
Winch.  He  was  a  King,  blcft  of  the  King  of 'Kings,; 

Unto  the  French,  the  dieadfull  judgement-Day 

So  dreadfull  will  not  be,  as  was  bis  fight."  ̂' The  Battells  of  the  Lord  of  Hofts  he  fought :  < 
The  Churches  Prayers  made  him  fo  profperous. 

Ghft.  The  Church?  Where  is  it? 

Had  not  Church-men  pray'd, 
His  thred  of  Life  had  notfofoon  decay'd. 
None  do  you  like,  but  an  effeminate  Prince, 

Whom  like  a  Schbol-boy  you  may  over-awe. 
Winch.  Glofier,  what  ere  we  like,  thou  art  Protector, 

And  lookeft  to  command  the  Prince  and  Realm. 

Wife  is  proud,  (he  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
Thy 

More  then  God  <5r  Religious  Church-men  may. 

Glofl.  Name  not  Religion  for  thou  lov'ft  the  Flefh, 
And  ne're  throughout  the  year  to  Church  thou  go'ft, Except  it  be  to  pray  againft  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafc  thefe  Jarres,  and  reft  your  minds  i 
Let's  to  the  Altar :  Heralds  wait  on  us ;  (peace 
Inftead  of  Gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  Armes, 
Since  Armes  avail  not,  now  that  Henri's  dad. 
Pofterity  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  Mothers  moift  eyes,  Babes  fhall  fuck, 
Our  Ifle  be  made  a  Nourilh  of  falc  Tears, 
And  none  but  Women  left  to  wayle  the  dead. 
Henry  the  Fifch,  thy  Ghoft  I  invocate  : 
Profper  this  Realm,  keep  it  from  Civill  Broyles, 
Combat  with  adverle  Planets  in  the  heavens ; 
A  far  more  glorious  Star  thy  foul  will  make, 
Then  Julius  Ctfar,  or  bright  * Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejf.  My  honorable  Lords,  health  to  you  all: 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  lofTe,  of  (laughter,  and  difcomficure  : 

Guyen,  Champaigne,  Rheimes,  Orleance, 
Paris,  Guyfors,  Poitiers,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fai'ft  thou  man,before  dead  Henri's  Coarfe? 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofle  of  thofe  great  Towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  Lead,  and  rife  from  death, 

Glofl.  Is  Paris  loft ,  and  is  Roan  yielded  up  ? 

If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again, 
Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  thegholt. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd? 
MejJ.  No  treachery,  but  want  of  Men  and  Money. 

Amongft  the  Souldiers  this  is  muttered, 
That  here  you  maintain  feverall  Factions: 

And  whiPft  a  Field  fhould  be  difoatch'd  and  fought, 
You  are  dilputing  of  your  Generalls. 

One  would  have  lingring  Warrs  with  little  coft ; 
Another  would  flye  fwift  but  wanteth  Wings : 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all, 

By  guilefull  fair  word's,  Peace  may  be  obtam'd. Awake,  awake,  Englilh  Nobility, 
Let  not  floth  dim  your  Honors,  new  begot ; 

Cnmarc  the  Flower-de-Lucesin  your  Armes 
Of  Englands  Coat,  one  halfe  is  cut  away. 
■^■•8xe.  Were  our  Tears  wanting  to  this  Funerall, 
Thefe  Tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  Tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern,  Regent  I  am  of  France  : 
Give  me  my  ftceled  Coat,  Tie  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe  difgracefull  wayling  Robes  ; 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French,in  ftead  of  Eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermiffive  Miferies. 

'  _  Enter 
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Enter  to  them  another  ̂ Jltejfenger.' 
jr  A'fefs.  Lords  view  thcfe  Letters,  full  of  bad  mifchancc. 
france  is  revoked  from  the  Englijh  quite  , 

Except  fome  petty  Towns  of  no  import. 
|The  Dolphin  Charles  is  crowned  King  in  Rhemes  : 

The  Baltaid  of  Orleance  wich  hiru  is  joyn'd  : 
mold,  Duke  of  w#/0*,doth  his  par:, 
e  Duke  of  Alanfon  flieth  on  his  fide.  Exit. 

Exe.  The  Dolphin  Crown'd  King  ?  all  flye  to  him  ? 
D  whether  fhall  we  flye  from  this  reproach  > 

Glofl.  We  will  not  flye,  but  to  our  enemies  throats. 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  Tie  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Glofier,  why  doubt'ft  thou  of  my  forwardnefle  ? 
An  Army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  thoughts > 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over- run. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  gracious  Lords,  to  adde  to  your  laments, 

Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry's  Hearfe  , 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmall  fight, 
Betwixt  the  ftout  Lord  Talbot,  and  the  French. 

Win.  What  ?  wherein  Talbot  overcame,  is'tfo  ? 
3.  Mef.  O  no :  wherein  Lord  Talbot  was  o'rethrown  : 

The  circumftance  I'le  tell  you  more  at  large. 
§The  tenth  of  Augufl  laft,  this  dreadfull  Lord, 
Retiring  from  the  Siege  of  Orleance, 
paving  full  fcarcefix  thoufand  in  his  troup, 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  Trench 
fcVas  round  encompafTed,  and  fetupon  : 
No  lcifure  had  he  to  enrank  his. men; 
He  wanted  Pikes  to  fct  before  his  Archers : 

Inftead  whereof,  fharp  Stakes  pluckt  out  of  Hedges 
nThcy  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly, 
[To  keep  the  Horfemen  off,  from  breaking  in. 
[More  then  three  houres  the  fight  continued : 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  humane  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  Sword  and  Lance. 

Hundreds  he  fent  to  Hell,  and  nonedurft  ftand  him : 

Here,  there,  and  every  where  enrag'd,  he  flew, 
ff.he  French  exclaim'd,  the  Devil  was  in  Armcs, 
5r\ll  the  whole  Army  flood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  Souldiers  fpying  his  undaunted  Spirit, 

A  Talbot,  a  Talbot,  cri'd  out  amain. 
And  rufht  into  the  bowels  of  the  Battel. 

Here  had  the  Conqueft  fully  been  feal'd  up, 
If  Sir  John  Falflafe  had  not  play'd  the  Coward, 

Trie  being  in  the  Vauward,  plac't  behind  , 
SiVith  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them, 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  (truck  one  ftroak. 
Hence  grew  the  generall  wrack  and  maflacre  % 
lEnclofed  were  they  with  their  enemies. 
^A  bafe  Walloon*  to  win  the  Dolphins  grace, 
Thruft  Talbot  with  a  Spear  into  the  Back, 

""hem  all  France,  with  their  affembled  ftrengthj urft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  flain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf, 
r  living  idlely  here  in  pomp  and  eafe  , 

hU'ft  fuch  a  worthy  Leader,  wanting  aid, 
nto  his  daftard  foe-men  is  betray'd, 
3 .  Mef.  O  no,  he  lives,  but  is  took  Prifoner, 

nd  Lord  Scales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungerford : 

oft  of  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took  likewife. 
Bed.  His  Ranfome  there  is  none  but  I  fhall  pay. 

I'le  hale  the  Dolphin  headlong  from  his  Throne, 
His  Crown  fhall  be  the  Ranfome  of  my  friend : 

Four  of  their  Lords  I'le  change  for  one  of  ours. 

Farewell  my  M^ltas,  to  my  Task  will  ],  v 
Bonefires  in  trance  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 

To  keep  our  sreat  Saint  Georges  Feaft  withall. 
Ten  thoufand  Soukiicis  with  me  I  will  take, 

Whofe  bloody  deeds  fliall  make  nil  Europe  quake. 

3.  Mef.  So  you  had  need,  for  Orleance  is  befieg*d , 
The  Englijh  Army  is  grown  weak  and  faint  ; 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  aaveth  fupply , 

And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 

Since  they  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude.- 
Exe.  Remember  Lords  your  Oaths  io  Henry  fworn  : 

Either  to  quell  the  Dolphin  utterly , 

Or  biing  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoak. 
Bed.  1  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave, 

To  go  about  my  preparation.  ,   Exit  Bedford. 
Glofl.  Tie  to.  the  Tower  with  all  the  haft  I  can, 

To  view  th'Artillery  and  Munition, 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King. Sxit  Glofier. 

Exe.  To  EltAm  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is, 

Being  ordain'd  his  fpeciall  Governour, 
And  for  his  fafety  there  I'le  beft  devife.  Exit. 

Winch.  Each  hath  his  place  and  Function  to  attend  : 

I  am  left  out  ;  for  me  nothing  remains  : 

But  long  I  wiil  not  be  Jack  out  of  Office, 
The  King  from  Eltatn  I  intend  to  fend, 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  flan  of  publick  Weal, 

Exit. 

Enter  Charles  iAl*nfon,and  Reigneir,  marching 
with  Drum  and  Souldiers, 

Char  I.  Mars  histrue  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens, 
So  in  the  Earth  to  th  s  day  is  no:  known. 

Late  did  he  fhine  upon  the  Englijh  fide  : 
Now  wc  are  Victors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 

What  Towns  of  any  moment'9  but  we  have? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye,  near  Orleance  : 
Otherwhiles,  the  .fa  mi  flit  Englijh,  like  pale  Ghofts3 

Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  moneth. 
Al.  They  want  their  Porredge,  and  their  fat  Bull- 

Either  they  muft  be  dieted  like  Mules.  (Beeves 

,  Reig.  Let's  raife  the  Siege :  why  live  we  idlely  here  ? 
And  have  their  Provender  ti'd  to  their  mouthes, 
Or  pitteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  Mice. 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear  : 

Remaineth  none  but  mad^brain'd  Salisbury) 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall, 
Nor  men,  nor  money  hath  he  to  make  War. 

Char.  Sound, found  Alarum,  we  will  rufh  on  them, 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French: 

Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me  ; 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  on  foot,  or  flye.  Exeunt, 

Here  Alarum,  they  are  beaten  back^  by  the 
Englljh,  with  great  I  off e. 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  Reignier . 

Charl.  Who  ever  faw  the  like  ?  what  men  have  I  ? 

Dogs,  Cowards,  Daftards :  I  would  ne're  have  fled  , 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  enen  ies. 

j     Reig.  Salisbury  is  a  defperate  Homicide, 
;  He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life  ; 
!  To  other  Lords,  like  Lyons  wanting  food, 
Doiufh  upon  usas  their  hungry  ptey. 

•    *  -Alanf. 
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AUnf.  Fro}fard,z  Countreyman  of  ours,  recoids, 
gn#landz\\  Olivers  and  Rowlands  breed, 

Dining  the  time  Edward  ihz  ihi;d  did  raign  : 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  vcrefied  ; 
For  none  but  Samfons  and  Goli.Jfcs 
It  iendeth  forth  Co  skumilh :  one  to  ten  ? 

Lean  raw-bon'd  Rafcalls,  who  would  e're  fuppofe, 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audac.cy  ; 

Churl.  Let's  leave  this  Town, 

For  they  are  hair-brain'd  Slaves  , 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  Teeth 

The  Walls  they'll  tear  down,  then  forfake  the  Siege. 

Reig.  I  think  by  fome  oddc  Cimmalisor  device* Their  Armes  are  fct,  like  Clocks,  (till  to  ftiike  on  ; 

Elfc  ne're  could  they  hold  outfo  as  they  do  : 
By  my  confent,  we'll  even  let  them  alone, 

<iAUn.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Bastard  of  Or  leasee. 

Baft.  Where's  the  Prince  Dolphin  ?  I  have  newes  for him. 

Dolph.  Baftard  of  Or/^»ff,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bafi.  Me  think?  your  looks  are  fad,your  cheer  appafd. 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 

Be  not  difmay'd  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  Maid  hither  with  me  I  bring  , 
Which  by  a  Vifion  fent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  Siege , 
And  drive  the  Englifthnh  the  bounds  of  France: 
The  fpirit  of  deepProphefie  fhe  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome : 

What's,  part,  and  what's  to  come,  fhe  can  defcry. 
Speak,  (hall  I  call  her  in  ?  believe  my  words , 
For  they  are  certain,  and  unfallible. 

Dolph.  Go  call  her  in  :  but  firft,  to  try  her  skill, 
%eignier  ftand  thou  as  Dolphin  in  my  place  ; 
Qwftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  Looks  be  ftern  , 
By  this  means  (hall  we  found  what  skill  fhe  hath. 

Enter  Jone  Puz,el. 

Reig.  Fair  Maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thefe  wondrous feats  ? 

Paz,.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 
Where  is  the  Dolphin  ?  Come,  come  from  behind, 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  feen  before. 

Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me  ; 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 
Stand  back  you  Lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  dafh. 
Pu*>.  Dolphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  Shepheards  Daughter, 

My  wituntrain'd  in  any  kind  of  Art  : 
Heaven  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  fliine  on  my  contemptible  eftate. 

Loe,  whil'ft  I  waited  on  my  tender  Lambs, 
And  to  Suns  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  cheeks, 
Gods  Mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me, 
And  in  a  Vifion  full  of  Majefty, 

Will'd  meto  leave  my  bale  Vocation, 
And  free  my  Country  from  Calamity  : 

Her  aid  (Tie  promis'd,  and  affnr'd  fucceffe. 
In  compleat  Glory  fhe  reveal'd  her  felf : 
And  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before  : 

With  thofe  clear  Raycs,  which  fhe  infus'd  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  Lleft  with,  which  you  fee. 

Ask  me  what  queftion  thou  canft  poffibie, 
And  I  will  anfwer  unpremeditated  : 

My  Courage  try  by  Combat,  if  thou  dar'ft, And  thou  lhalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  Sex. 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  fhalt  be  fortunate  , 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  Warlike  Mate. 

Dolph.  Thou  haft  aftonifht  me  with  thy  high  termes  j 
Onely  this  proof  1'le  of  thy  Valour  make, 
In  fingle  Combat  thou  fhalt  buckle  with  me  ; 
And  if  thou  vanquilheft,  thy  words  are  true, 
Ocherwife  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puz,.  I  am  ptepar'd :  here  is  my  kecn-edg' d  Sword, Deckt  with  fine  Flower-de- Luces  On  each  fide, 
The  which  at  Tour  aw,  inS.  Katherines  Church- yard. 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  Iron,  I  chofe  forth. 

Dolph.  Then  come  a  God's  name,  I  fear  no  woman. 
Puz-el.  And  while  I  live,  Tie  ne're  flie  no  man. 

Here  they  fight  y  and  Jone  de  Pu^el  overcomes. 
Dolph.  Stay,  flay  thy  hands,  thou  arc  an  Amax,oni 

And  fighteft  with  the  Sword  of  *Debora. 
Pnz.el,  Chrifts  Mother  helps  me,  clfe  I  were  coo 

weak. 

Dolph.  Who  e're  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  chat  muft  help Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  defire,  (me  : 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd, 
Excellent  Puz>ely  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  fervant,  and  not  Soveraign  be, 

'Tis  the  Trench  Dolphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 
Puz,el.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rights  of  Love , 

For  my  Profeffion's  fa cred from  above  : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  Foes  from  hence , 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompence. 

Dolph.  Mean  time  look  gracious  on  thy  proftrate Thrall. 

Reig.  My  Lord  me  thinks  is  very  long  in  talk. 
Alan.  Doubtlefs  he  fhi  ives  this  Woman  to  herfmock 

Elfe  ne're  could  he  fo  long  protract  his  fpeech. 
Reign.  Shall  we  difturb  him ,  fince  he  keeps  no 

mean  > 
Ala.  He  may  mean  more  then  we  poor  men  do  know 

Thefe  women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig.  My  Lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devife  you  on, 
Shall  we  give  o're  Orleanctyox  no  > 

Puz.el.  Why  no,  I  fay:  diftruftfull  Recreants , 
Fight  till  the  laft  gafp :  for  Tie  be  your  guard. 

Dolph.  What  fhe  fayes,  Tie  confirm  :  we'll  fight  ic 

out. 

Puz,el.  Aflign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englijh  Scourge. 
This  night  the  Siege  affutedly  Tie  raife  : 
Expecl  Saint  Martins  Summer,  Halcyon  dayes, 
Since  I  have  entred  thus  into  thefe  Wars. 

Glory  is  like  a  Circle  in  the  Water, 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  it  felf , 

Till  by  broad  fp reading,  it  difperfe  to  nought. 

With  Henry's  death,  the  Englijh  Circle  ends, 
Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  Ship, 

Which  Cafarznd  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Dolph.  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helleny  the  Mother  of  great  Confl  amine  y 

Nor  yet  S.  Philips  Daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  Star  of  Venm^iiXxx  down  on  the  Earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worfhip  thee  enough  ? 

Aim.   Leave  off  delayes  ,  and  let  us  raife  th< 
Siege. 

,  Reigmer 
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Riig.  Woman,  <Jo  what  thou  canlt  to  lave  our  honors, 

Drive  them  from  Oileance,  and  be  immortalliz'd. 

Dolph.  Prefendy  we'll  cry  :  come,  lee's  away  about  it, 
No  P.ophet  will  I  trua,  if  ihe  prove  falfe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Gloucrfier,  with  his  fervlng-men. 

Glofi.  I  am  to  furvey  the  Tower  this  day  ; 
Since  Henries  death,  I  fear  there  is  a  Conveyance  : 
Where  be  thefc  Warders,  that  chey  wai:  noc  here  ? 

Open  the  Gates,  'tis  Glofier  that  calls. 

1.  Warder.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  fo  imperioufly  ? Gloft.  i .  man.  It  is  the  Noble  Duke  of  GloFtn. 

2.  Warier.  Who  ere  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
i.  Man.  Villains,  anfwer  you  f6  the  Lord  Protestor  ? 
I .  Warier.  The  Lord  protect  him,  fo  we  anfwer  him, 

We  do  not  otherwife  then  we  are  will  d. 

Glofi.Who  willed  you?  or  whofe  will  ftands  but  mine? 

'There's  none  Protector  of  the  Reaime,  but  I : 
Break  up  the  Gates,  Tie  be  your  warrancize ; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  Grooms? 

Glofi ers  men  ru(h  at  the  Tower  Gates ,  and  Woodvile 
the  Lieutenant  [peaks  within. 

Wood.  What  noyfe  is  this  ?  what  Traytors  have  we 
here  ? 

Glofi,  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whofe  voyce  I  hear? 

Open  the  Gates,  here's  Glofier  that  would  enter. 
Wooi.  Have  patience  Noble  Duke,  I  may  not  open, 

The  Cardinall  oiwinchefier  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  exprelTe  comnvndement, 
Thar  thou  nor  none  of  thine  (hall  be  let  in. 

[-  Glofi  Faint-hearted  Hoodvile,  p.  izeft  him  'fore  me : 
Anagant  Wir.chefier,  that  naughty  Prelate, 
Whom  Henry  our  late  Sovereign neve could  brook? 
Thou  art  no  friend-to  God,  or  to  the  King: 

Open  the  Gates,  o-  Pie  ihutthee  out  fhortly.  ̂  
E  Servingmen.  Open  the  Gates  to  the  Lord  Protector, 

|Or  we'll  burft  them  open,  if  that  you  come  no:  quickly. 

f  Enter  to  the  Protekor  at  the  Tower  GatestWinchefier 
and  his  men  in  Tawney  Coats. 

I  Wtncheft.  How  now  ambitious  Umpire  what  means 
pis  ? 

:   Glolt.  Piei'd  Pi  ieft ,  do'ft  thou  command  me  to  be fllUt  OVr  ? 

\  Winch.  I  do,  thou  moft  ufurpin?  P>  oditor, 
And 

noc  Protector  of  the  King  o^  Rea'.rn. 
Glofi.  Stand  back  thou  manifeft  Confpirator, 

Thou  that  contrived'ft  to  murther  our  dead  Lord, 
Thou  that  giv'ft  Whores  Indulgences  to  fin, 
Fie  canvas  thee  in  thy  Broad  Cardmalls  Hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  infolcnce. 
Winch.  Nay,  ftand  thou  back,  I  will  hot  budge  a  foot: 

This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  flay  thy  Brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Glofi.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  Fie  drive  thee  back : 
Thy  Scarlet  Ro  bes,  as  a  Childs  bearing  Cloth, 
■  k  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

,  Winch.  Doe  what  thou  dar'ft  ,  I  beard  thee  to  thy ace. 

Qhft.  What  ?  am  I  dar'd ,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ? 
lawmen,  for  all  this  priviledged  place» 
*'ew  Coats  to  Tawney  Coats.  Prieft  beware  thy  Beard, 
mean  to  tugge  it,  and  to  cuff  you  foundly. 
Indcr  my  feet  Tie  ftamp  thy  Cardinalls  Hat : 

In  fpJght  ol  Pope,  or  dignities  of  Church, 

Here  by  the  Cheeks  l'le  drag  thee  up  and  down. 
Winch.  Glofler,  thou  wilt  anfwer  this  before  ihe  Pope. 
Glofi.  Winchefler  Goofe,I  cry,  a  Rope,  a  Rope. 

Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  May  ? 

Thee  l'le  chafe  hence,  thou^Wolf  in  Sheeps  array. 
Out  Tawney-Coats,  out  Scarlet  Hypocrite. 

Here  Glofier s  men  beat  out  the  Cardinalls  men,  and 
enter  in  the  hurly-bnrly  the  Mayor  of 

London  and  hi*  Officers. 

Mayor.  Fie  Lbrds,  that  you  being  fupream  Magiftrates, 
Thus  contumelioufly  fhould  break  the  Peace. 

Glo.  Peace  Mayor,for  thou  know'ft  little  of  my  wrongs: 
Here's  BeaHford,i\\zz  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  hevc  t'iftrayn'd  the  Towcm  to  his  ufe. 

Winch.  Here  s  Glofier  rod,  o  Foe  to  Citizens, 
One  that  ftiU  motions  War,  and  never  Peace, 

O're-charging  your  free purfrs  with ia  ge  Fines; 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  Religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Protector  of  the  Realm ; 

And  would  have  Armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  Crown  himfelf  K  ng,  and  lupp.efTe  the  Prince. 

Cjlofi.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

Here  they  sk^rmijl)  again.  " 
•'  Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me.,  in  this  tumultuous  ftrifc, 
But  to  make  open  Proclamation. 

Come  Officer,  as  loud  as  c're  thor  canft,  cry : 
All  manner  of  men,  ajfemhled  here  in  Armes  xhis  day, 

again fi  Gods  Peace  ani  the  Kings ,  we  charge  ani  com- 

mand yoH,iu  his  H'ghnefi  Name, to  repair  to  your  (cveral 
dwelling  places, and  not  to  wear,  handle, or  ti[ »  any  Sw  ord, 
Weapon,  or  Dagger  hence-forward,  upon  pain  of  death. 

Glofi.  CaichnalljlMe  beno  breaker  of  theLaw: 
But  we  lhall  me",  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Winch.  Glofier,  we'll  meet  to  thy  dear  colt  be  furc : 
Thv  heart-bloud  I  will  have  for  this  dayes  work. 

Mayor.  Pie  call  for  Clubs,  if  you  will  not  away : 
This  CardinaJl  is  moie  haughty  then  the  Devill. 

Glofier.  Major  farewell :  thou  do'ft  but  what  thou 
ma  y'ft 

Winch:  Ahom\na>b\t: Glofier,  guard  thy  head, 
For  I  intend  to  have'it  eVe  belong.  Exeunt. 

Mayor.Ste  the  Coaft  clear'd,and  then  we  will  depart. 
Good  God,  thefc  Nobles  fhould  fuch  ftomacks  bear, 

I  my  felf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Mafier  Gunner  of  Orlcance, 

and  his  Boy.  ' 
M.Gun.  Sirra,thou  know'ft  how  Orleance  isbefiedg'd 

And  how  the  Englifh  have  the  Suburbs  won. 
Boy.  Father  I  know,  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 

How  e're  unfortunate,  I  mifs'd  my  aime. 

M.Gun.  But  now  thou  (halt  not.  Be  thou  ml'd  by  me: Chief  Mafter  Gunner  am  I  of  this  Town, 

Something  I  muft  do  to  oi  ocure  me  "race :  I 

The  Princes  efpyalls  have  informed  me : 
How  the  Englifh  ,  in  the  Su! urbs  dole  entrencht, 
Went  through  afecret  Grate  of  I  ion  Ba^c?, 
In  yonder  Tower,  to  over-peer  the  City, 
And  thence  difcover,  how  with  moft  advantage 

They  may  vex  us  with  fhot  or  with  Aflault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  Ordnance  'gainft  it  I  have  plac'd,- 

And 
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And  fully  even  thefc  three  dayes  have  I  watch'd, 
It*  I  could  fee  them.    Now  Boy  do  thou  watch, 
For  I  can  ftay  no  longer. 

If  thou  fpy 'ft  any,  run  and  bring  mc  word, 
And  thou  fhalt  find  mc  at  the  Governors.  Exit. 

Boy.  Father,  1  warrant  you  take  you  no  care, 
Tie  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  Talbot  on  the  Turretsy 
with  others. 

Sails.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd  .? 
How  wertthou  handled,  bring  Priloner  .? 

Or  by  what  means  got's  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Di.couiic  I  prcthce  on  this  Turrets  top. 

Tal.  TheEailcof  Bedford  had  a  Piifoncr, 

Call'd  the  brave; Lard  Ponton  de  Santratle, 

For  him  was  I  exchang'd,  and  ranlom'd. 
But  with  a  b  i e i  man  of  Armes  by  far, 

|  Once  in  contempt  they  would  have  barter'd  me : 
Which  I  difdaining,  fco  n'd,and  craved  death, 
Rather  then  I  would  be  fo  pil'd  cfteem'd ; 
Tn  fine,  redcem'd  I  was  as  T  defn'd. 
But  O,  the  ticcherous  Talflaffe  wounds  my  heart, 
Whom  with  my  bare  fi  its  1  would  execute, 

[f-I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Salts.  Yet  tell'ft  thou  nor,  how  thou  wert  cntertain'd. 
Tal.  With  feoffs  and  fcoms,and  contumelious  taunts, 

Tn  opm  Market-place  produe'd  they  me, 
To  be  a  ptiblick  lpe6tacle  to  all : 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  Terror  of  the  Trench, 

The  Scare-Ciow  that  afF-  ;ghts  our  Children  fo. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  Office  s  that  led  me, 

And  with  my  nails  digg'd  Hones  out  of  the  Ground, 
To  hurlc  at  the  beholders  of  my  fhame. 

My  grifly  countenance  made  others  flye, 
None  durft  come  neni  j  for  fear  of  fudden  death.  I 

In  Iron  Walls  chey  deem'd  me  not  fecure : 
So  great  fear  of  mv  Name  'mcnv'ft  them  were  fpread, 

That  they  fuppos'd  I  couid  lend  Ba<  >-espf  fteel, 
And  fpurnin  pieces  ports  of  Adamant. 

Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  Shot  I  had  ;  ' 
That  walkt  about  mc  every  Minute  while  : 
And  if  I  d:d  but  ftb  out  of  my  Bed, 

Ready  they  were  to  (hoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  t! e  Boy  with  a  Llnflock. 

Sails.  I  gi  ieve  to  hcr.r  what  toiments  you  endured, 
But  we  will  be  reverg'd  fiifrtciently. 
Now  it  is  S.pper  time  in  Orleance  : 
Here,  th  ough  i his  Gratis  I  can  count  every  one, 
And  view  the  French  men  how  they  fortifier 
Let  us  look  n,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee  : 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrcve,  r  nd  Sir  William  Glandsdale, 
Let  me  have  your  exprelfe  c  pinions, 

Where  is  beft  pl?ceto  make  our  Batt'ry  next? 
Garg.  I  think  at  the  North  Gatt,for  there  ftand  Lords. 

Gla'ndf.  And  i  here,  at  the  Bulwark  of  the  Bridge. 
Talb.  For  ought  I  fee,  this  City  muft  befamifht, 

Or  with  light  Skirmifhes  enfeebled. 
Here  they  fhot,  and  Salisbury  falls  down. 

Salts.  O  Lord  !  ave  me>cy  on  us  wretched  finners. 
Garg.  O  Lord  have  mercy  on  me,  wofull  man. 

Talb.  What  chance  is  this  that  fuddenly  hath  croft  us? 
Speak  Salisbury  \  at  leaft,  if  thou  canit,  fpeak  : 

How  fav'it  thou,  Mirror  of  all  Marciail  men? 
One  of  thy  Eyes,  and  thy  Cheeks  fide  ftruck  off  ? 
Accurfed  Tower,  accurfed  fatall  Hand, 

That  hath  contriv'd  this  wofull  Tragedy. 

In  thirteen  Battel's,  Salisbury  o're  came : 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  fhft  train'd  to  the  Warrs. 
Whil'ft  any  Trump  did  found,  or  Drum  ftruck  up, 
His  Sword  did  ne're  leave  ftriking  in  the  field. 
Yet  liv'ft  thou  Salisbury  ?  though  thy  fpeech  doth  fail 
One  Eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  Heaven  for  grace. 
The  Sun  with  one  Eye  vieweth  all  t  ie  World. 

Heaven  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. 
Sir  Thomas  Gar  grave,  haft  thou  any  life  ? 

Speak  unto  Talbot,  my,  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury  chearthy  Spirit  with  this  comfort, 
Thou  fhalt  not  die  whiles  

He  beckens  with  his  h.  nd,  and  fmileson  me: 
As  whofhould  fay,  When  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  avtnge  me  on  the  French. 
Plantrginctl  wii!,  ar\<^,Nsro  like,  will 

Play  on  the  Lute,  beholding  the  Towns  burn : 
Wretched  fhall  trance  bs  onely  in  my  N  >me. 

 Here  an  Alarum,  and  It  Thunders  and  Lightens. 

Wha.t  ftir  is  this  ?  ul-,  t  .umult's  :n  tht  Heavens? 
Whence Cometh  v>  =fs  a1"  ,.a.tid  the  noyfc? 

Enpea  ft  (JMeffenger. 

Mejf.  MyLordf  gty  L  id,  th.  French  have  gather 
The  Dolphin,  wuh  <  v  joan  de  Puz,el  pyn'd,  (he 
A  holy  ProphecfflT,  new  iien  up, 

is  come  v^ltfo  a  gient  powi  •  to  -  if,-  rhe  Siege. 

H're  Salisiuy  (if  e'.h  h'mf°'f  up  and  groans. 
Talb.  H  ai,   pa .,  hpvv  d>ing  Salisbury  doth  g:oan, 

k  nls  h  s  \ i  he  eaaanot  !:e  reverg'd. 
T  -  nch  men.  We   f  a  Salisbury  so  you. 

I  Hz,el  oi  Puff  el,  Do'pbin  o  Uoi  -'fh, 
Youi  hcar'S  I'ie  ftatrp  out  with  my  H^rfes  heels, 
And  make  a  Q^rgmi  e  of  yoir  mingled  brains. 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  hisT  nt, 

And  then  we'll  try  what  thefe  daftaid  Frenchmen  d^re. 
•    ̂ Alarum.  Exit, 

Here  an  Alarum  again  :  and  Talbot  purfueth  the  Dol- 

phin, and  drivftb  htm  :  Tbeu  enter  'joan  de  Puz,elt 
driving  Englljhmen  before  her. Thin  enter 

Talbot. 

Talb.  Where  is  my  ftrength,my  valour,  and  myfoice/ 
Our  Englifh  Tioups  retyre,  I  cann  t  ftay  them. 
A  Woman  clad  in  Armour  chaieth  them. 

Enter  'Puz.el. 

Here,  here  fhe  comes.  1'le  have  a  bout  with  thee : 
Devill,  or  Devils  Dam,  Tie  conjure  thee: 
Bioud  will  I  diaw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  Witch. 

And  ftraightway  give  thy  Soul  to  him  thou  ferv'ft. 
Puz,.  Come,comc,  'cis  onely  I  chat  muft  difgrace  thee* 

Here  they  fight. 

Talb.  Heavens,  can  you  luffer  Hellfo  to  prevail? 
My  bitft  Tie  bu  ft  with  ftrainingofmy  courage, 
And  from  my  (liouldcis  crack  my  Annes  afunder, 
But  I  will  chaifife  this  high-minded  Strumpet.. 

They  fight  again. 
Pxz,.  Talbot  fa  ewell,  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 

I  muft  go  Victuall  Orleance  forthwith  ; 
A  (hort  Alarum  :  Then  enter  the  Town with  Souldiers. 

Ore- 
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Ore-take  me  if  chou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go,  chear  up  they  hungry-ftarved  men, 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  Teftament, 
This  Day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fhall  be.  Exit. 

Talk.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  Potter's  Wheel 
1  know  not  where  I  am  ,  nor  what  I  do  > 

A  Witch  by.  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  Troops, and  conquers  as  (he  lifts: 

So  Bees  with  1'moak  ,  and  Doves  with  noiiome  (tench, 
Are  from  their  Hives  and  Houfes  driven  away. 

They  call'd  us,  for  our  fiercenefs,  Englilh  Dogges, 
Now  like  the  Whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

A  jhort  t/iUrum. 

Heark  Countreymen,  cither  renew  the  fight, 

Or  tear  the  Lyons  out  of  England's  Coat ; 
Renounce  your  Soil,give  Sheep  in  Lyons  ftead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  treacherous  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 

As  you  flie  from  your  oft-fubducd  Slaves. 
Alarum.  Here  another  Skirmish. 

It  will  not  be,  retire  int  3  your  Trenches: 
You  all  confented  unto  Salisburies  death, 

For  none  would  ftrike  a  ftroke  in  his  revenge. 
P«*f/is  entred  into  Orleance, 

In  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  wecould  doe. 

!0  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury, 
The  fhame  hereof,  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

Sxtt  Talbot. 

Alarum  ,  %etreat,  Flottrifh. 

Enter  tn  the  Wall  Puz,el,  Dolphin,  Reignelr, 
Alanfon,  and  Souldiers. 

Puz,el.  Advance  our  waving  Colours  on  the  Walls, 

Refcu'd  is  Orleance  from  the  Hnglifh  wolves  : 
Thus  Joan  de  hath  performed  her  word. 

Dolpb.  Divinelt  Creature,  U ight  Aftreas  Daughter, 
How  fhall  I  honour  thee  for  this  luccefTc  ? 

Thy  promifesare  like  Adonis  Garden, 

That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitfull  were  the  next. 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  Prophetcflfe, 

Recover'd  is  the  Town  of  Orleance, 
More  bleffed  hap  did  ne're  befall  our  State. 

Reigneir.  Why  ring  not  out  the  Bells  aloud, 
Throughout  the  Town  ? 
Dolphin  command  the  Citizens  make  Boncfires, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  ftreets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alanf.  All  France  will  be,  replcat  with  mirth  and  joy, 

When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 
Dolph.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won : 

For  which,  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her, 
And  all  the  Priefts  and  Fryers  in  my  Realm , 
Shall  in  proceflion  fing  her  endlefs  praifc. 

A  ftatelierPyramisto  heiT'le  rear, 
Then  Rhedope* s  or  Memphis  ever  was. 
In  memory  of  her  when  fhe  is  dead, 
Her  Allies,  in  an  Urn  more  precious 

Then  the  rich-jewel'd  Coffer  of  Darius, 
Tranfported, fhall  beat  high  Fe Rivals 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 

But  Joande  Puz.el  fhall  be  France's  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  Banquet  Royally, 
After  this  Golden  Day  of  Victory.        -  / 

Flourijh.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a  Band,  with  two  Cint'mels. 

Ser.  Sirs,  take  your  places  and  be  vigilant: 
If  any  noife  or  Souldier  you  perceive 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  fome  apparenc  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  Court  of  Guard. 

Cent.  Serjeant  you  fhall.  Thus  are  poor  Servitors 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  indarknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford ,  and  Burgundy,  mthfea/wg 
Ladders  :  Their  Drum,.es  beating 

a  Dead  March. 

Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy 
By  whofe  approach ,  the  Regions  of  Artojs> Walton,  and  Picardie,  are  friends  to  us: 

This  happy  night,  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure* 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted, Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity, 
As  fitting  belt  to  quittance  their  deceit, 

Contriy'd  by  Art,  and  balefull  Sorcery. Bed.Ccwzxd  of  France,how  much  he  wrongs  his  fame 
Defpairing  of  his  own  armcs  fortitude, 
To  joyn  with  Witches,  and  the  help  of  Hell. 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Puzel;  whom  they  term  fo  pure  ? Tal.  A  Maid,  they  lay. 

Bed.  A  Maid  ?  And  be  fo  martial  ? 

Bur.  Pray  God  fhe  prove  not  mafculine  e're  lorn  j 
If  underneath  the  Standard  of  the  French 

She  carry  Armour,  as  fhe  hath  begun. 
Tal.  Well,  let  them  practife  and  converfe  with  fpirits 

God  is  our  Fortreffe,  in  whofe  conquering  name 
Let  us  refolveto  feale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  thec„ 

Tal.  Not  altogether :  Better  far  I  guefle, 

That  we  do  make  our  entrance  feveral  wayes : 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail, 

The  other  yet  may  rife  againlt  their  force. 
Bed.  Agreed ;  Tie  to  yond  corner* 
Bur.  And  I  to  this. 
Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount ,  or  make  his  grave. 

Now  Salisbury  for  thee  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englifh  Henry,  fhall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty,  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent.  Arme,  arme,  the  ertemy  doth  make  affault. 

Cry,  S.  George.  A  Talbot. 

The  French  leap  o"re  the  walls  in  their  fhtrts.  Enter 
feveral  wajes,Baftard,  Alanfon,  Relgnier, 

half  ready  ,  and  half  unready. 

Alan.  How  now  my  Lords  ?  what  all  unreadie  fo  ?  ) 

Baft.  Unready  ?  I  and  glad  we  lenp'd  fo  well. 
Reig.  'Twas  time  ( I  trow)  to  wake  and  leave  our  beds, 

Hearing  Alarums  at  our  Chamber  doores.  / 

Alan.  Of  all  exploits  fince  firlt  I  follow'd  Armcs, 
Ne're  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprise  a , 

O  o  More 
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More  venturous,  or  defoerate  then  this. 
B,ift.  1  think  this  Talbot  be  a  Fiend  of  Hell. 

Reig.  If  not  of  Hell,  the  Heavens  fure  favour  him. 
Mlattf.  Here  commeth  Cbarlesy\  marvel  how  hcTpcd. 

Enter  Charles  and  Joan. 

,  Baft.  Tut,  holy  loan  was  his  defenfive  Guard. 
(/bar I.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deccitfullDame  ? 

Didit  thou  at  rirrt,  to  flatter  us  withall, 

Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 

That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  fo  much'? 
Jarfa.Wherefote  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend? 

At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  a'.ike  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking,  muft  !  (till  prevail, 
©i  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? 
Improvident  Souldieis,  had  your  watch  been  good, 
Tins  hidden  mifchief  never  could  have  fain. 

Char  I  Duke  of  AIanfon,this  was  your  default, 

That  being  Captain  ef  the  Watch  to  Night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  Charge. 

Alanf.  Had  all  our  Quartets  been  as-lafely  kept, 

As  that  where  f  I  had  the  g-vernmcnt, 

We  had  not  been  thus  ihamefully  furpriz'd. 
Baft.  Mine  was  lecure. 
%ejgn.  And  fo  was  mine,  my  Lord. 
Char  I.  And  for  my  felf,  moil  part  of  all  this  Night 

Within  her      a'  ter ,  and  mine  own  Precinct, 

I  was  employ'd  in  palling  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  Centinels. 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  fhould  they  firft  break  in  ? 

Joan.  Qucftion  (my  Lords)  no  further  of  the  cafe, 

How,  or  which  way  4  'cis  fure  they  tound  fome  place, 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made : 
And  now  there  reftsno  other  fhifts  but  this, 

To  gather  out  Souldiers,  fcatter'd  and  diiperc  t, 
And  lay  new  Plat-formes  to  endamage  them. Exeunt, 

z/ilarum  Enter  a  Souldier,  crying ,  al  albot^a  Talbot  : 

they  ftiey leaving  their  C loathes  behind. 

Sould.  I'lc  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left : 
The  Cry  of  Talbot  icrves  me  for  a  Sword, 
For  I  have  loadenme  with  many  Spoiles, 
Uling  no  other  Weapon  but  his  Name.  Exit. 

Enter  Talbof,  Bedford^  Burgundie. 
Bedf.  The  day  begins  to  break ,  and  Night  is  fled, 

Whole  pitchy  Mantle  ovcr-vaii'd  the  Earth. 
Here  found  Retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit,  Retreat. 

Talb.  Bring  forth  the  Body  of  old  Salisbury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  Market-place, 

j»The  middle  Centre  of  thiscurfed  Town. 

Now  have  I  pay'd  my  Vow  unto  his  Soul, 
For  every  drop  of  Bloud  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  hath  at  leaft  five  Frenchmen  dyed  to  ni^ht. 
And  that  hereafter  Ages  may  behold 
Whatruine  happened  in  revenge  of  him, 
Within  their  chiefeft  Temple  Tie  creel: 

A  Tomb,  whci  em  his  Corps  fhall  beinterr'd  : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 

Shall  be  engrav'd  the  fack  of  Oileance , 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournfull  death, 

And  what  a  terrout  he  had  bc*n  to  France. , 
B nt  Lords,  in  all  our  bloud y  Maffacre, 

I  mule  we  met  not  with  the  Dolphin's  Grace, 

His  new-come  Champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Acre, 
Nor  anv  of  his  falfe  Confederates. 

Bedf.  Tis  chought,Lord  Talbot ,when  the  fight  began, 
Rouz'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfie  Beds, 
They  did  amongfl  the  troops  of  armed  men, 

Leap  o're  the  Walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 
Burg.  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcem, 

For  fmoak,  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  night, 

Am  fure  . I  (car'd  the  Dolphin  and  his  Trull, 
Vh:n  Arme  in  Arme  they  both  came  fwiftly  running, 

Like  to  pair  of  loving  Turtle-Doves, 
iat  could  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 
rcer  [hat  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 

We'll  foiiow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Mejf  tnger. 

Mef.  AH  hail,  my  Lords :  which  of  this  Princely  train 

Call  ye  the  Waiiiice  Talbot,  for  his"A6rs 
So  m  ch  applauded  through  the  Realm  of  France  ? 

Talb.  Here  is  the  Ttlfot,  who  would  fpeak  with  him? 
Mejf.  The  vh  tuous  Lady,  Countefs  of  Auergne, 

Vithmodefty  admiring  thy  Renown, 

>y  me  increacs  (great  Lord  )  thou  would'ft  vouchfafe 
Fo  vifit  her  poor  Caftle  where  fhe  lyes, 
That  lhe  may  boaft  fhe  hath  beheld  the  man, 

Whole  glory  fills  the  World  with  loud  report. 

Burg.  Is  it  even  fo?  Nay,  then  I  fee  our  Warres 
vViftwri  unto  a  pcacefull  Comick  fport, 
Vheri  Ladies  crave  to  be  encountred  with. 

You  may  not  (my  Lord)  defpifeher  gentle  fuit. 

Talb.  Ne're  mift  me  then  :  for  when  a  World  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  Oratorie, 

Vet  hath  a  Woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd  : 
*  nd  therefore  tell  her ,  I  return  great  thanks, 
And  in  fubmiflrion  will  attend  on  her. 

•Vih  nor  your  Honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bedf.  No ,  truly,  'tis  more  then  manners  will  : 
And  I  have  heard  it  laid,  Unbidden  Guefts 
Are  often  welcommeft  when  they  are  gone. 

Talb.  Well  then,alone  (fince  there's  no  remedy  ) 
mean  to  prove  this  Ladies  courtefie. 

Come  hither  Captain,  you  perceive  my  mind. fvhifors. 

C*pt.  I  do  my  Lord,  and  mean  accordingly. 
Exeunt. 'Enter  CountefZ. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge, 
And  when  you  have  done  fo,  bring  the  Keyes  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  Exit. 
Count.  The  Plot  is  laid  ,  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 

fhall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 

As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus  death. 
( jieat  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadfull  Knight, 
And  his  atch:evementsof  no  lefsaccount: 

Pain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  eares, 

To  give  their  cenfure  of  thele  rare  reports. 

Enter  (JWejfenger  and  Talbot. 

Me(f.  Madam,  according  as  your  Ladifhip  defir'd, 
fty  melfage  crav'd,  fo  is  Lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome  :  what?  is  this  the  man  ? 

Mejf.  Madam,  it  is. 
1    Count.  Is  this  the  Scourge  of  France  ? 

Is  this  ihcTalbot,  fo  much  feai'd  abroad  ? 
That  with  his  Name  the  Mothers  ftill  their  Babes  ? 

I  fee  Report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
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I  thought  I  lhould  hare  feen  fome  Hercules, 
Afecond  Hector, (or  his  grim  afpec-t, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  Limbs. 
Alas,  this  is  a  Child,  a  filly  Dwaif : 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled  fhrimp 
Should  (trike  fuch  terrour  to  his  Enemies. 

T^lb.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you: 
But  fince  your  Ladifhip  is  not  at  leifuie, 
Fie  fort  fome  other  time  to  vine  you. 

'  Count.  What  means  he  now  ? 
Go  ask  him,  whither  he  goes? 

Meff.  Stay  my  Lord  Talbot ,  for  my  Lady  craves, 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Talk.  Marry,  for  that  (Tie's  in  a  wrong  belief^ 
I  go  to  certifie  her  Talbot's  here.        .  , 

Enter  Porter  with  Keyes. 
:  Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  Prifoner, 
Talb.  Prifoner  ?  to  whom  ? 

Count,  To  me ,  bloud-thirfty  Lord  : 

And  for  that  caufe  I  train'd  thee  thee  to  my  Houfe. 
Long  time  thy  fhadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 

For  in  my  Gallery  thy  picture  hangs: 
But  now  the  fubftance  fhall  endure  the  like  $ 

And  I  will  chain  thefe  Ledges  and  Armes  of  thine, 

That  haft  by  tyranny  thefe  many  yeares 
WVted  our  Countrey, (lain  our  Citizens, 
Ancfent  ourSonnes  and  Husbands  captivate. 

lalb.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

Count.  Laugheft  thou  Wretch  ? 
Thy  mirth  fhall  turn  to  moan. 

Talb.  I  laugh  to  fee  your  Ladifhip  fo  fond, 

To  think,  that  you  have  ought  but  Talbot's  fhadow, 
Wherein  to  practice  your  feverity. 

Count.  Why  ?  art  thou  not  the  man  ? 
Talb.  I  am  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  fubftance  too. 

Talb.  No,  no,  I  am  but  fhadow  of  my  felf : 

You  are  deceiv'd,  my  fubftance  is  not  here  j 
For  what  you  fee,  is  but  the  fmalleft  part, 
And  leaft  proportion  of  Humanity  : 
I  tell  you  Madam,  were  the  whole  Frame  here, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpatious  lofty  pitch, 

Your  Roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain*  t. 
Count.  This  is  a  Riddling  Merchant  for  the  nonce  , 

He  will  be  here,  and  yet  be  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Talb.  That  will  I  fhew  youprefently. 
Winds  hU  Horn,  lirummes  (inks      a  Peal 

of  Ordenance  :  Enter  Souldiers. 

How  fay  you  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfwaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Thefe  are  hisfubftance,  finews, armes, and  ftrength, 

'With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  Necks, 
Kazeth  your  Cities,  :md  fubverts  your  Towns, 
And  in  a  moment  nukes  them  defolate. 

Count,  Victorious  Talbot,  pardon  my  abufe, 
Hind  thou  art  no  lefs  then  Fame  hath  bruited, 
At >d  more  then  may  be  gathered  by  thy  fhape. 

Let  my  prefumption  mot  provoke  thy  wrath,' 
Fo  r  I  am  forry,  that  with  Reverence 
I  <fid  not  entertain  tln:e  as  thou  art. 

Talb.  Be  notdifmay'd,  fair  Lady,  nor  mifconfter 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  jis  you  did  miftake 
T|  ie  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done^hath  not  offended  me : 
N  or  other  fatisfa&ion  do  I  crave, 

But  onely  with  our  patience,  that  we  may 
Tafte  of  your  Wine,  and  fee  what  Cates  you  have, 
For  Souldiers  ftomacks  2lwayes  ferve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart,  and  think  me  honoured, 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  Warriour  in  my  houfe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  %tfhard  Plant  agenet,  Warwick,,  Sonterfet, 
Pool,  and  others. 

York,  Great  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
What  means  this  filence  ?  - 
Dare  no  mananfwer  in  a  Cafe  of  Truth  ? 

Sufi.  Within  the  Temple  Hall  we  were  too  loud, 
The  Garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Torkj  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  Truth : 
Or  elfe  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'error  ? 

Suf.  Faith  I  have  been  a  Truant  in  the  Law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  Law  unto  my  will, 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  Lord  of  Warwick  ,  then  be- tween us. 

War.  Between  two  Hawks,which  flies  the  higher  pitch* 
Between  two  Dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  Blades,  which  beares  the  better  temper, 
Between  two  Horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  beit, 
Between  two  Girls,  which  hath  the  merrieft  eye, 
I  have  perhaps  fome  fhallow  fpirit  of  judgement : 
But  in  thefe  nice  fharp  Quillets  of  the  Law, 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  then  a  Daw. 

Torkj  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance  ; 

Truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide,' 
That  any  pur-blind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  fide  it  is  fo  well  apparrel'dj 
So  clear,  fo  fhining,  and  fo  evident , 

That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind-man's  eye.  , 
Tork^.  Since  you  are  tongue-ty'd,and  foloth  to  fpeak, 

In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  Gentleman  j 
And  (lands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birchj 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  B,  yer  pluck  a  white  Rofe  with  me,  , 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  Coward ,  nor  no  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  Truth, 
Piuck  a  red  Rofe  from  off  this  Thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  Colours :  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bale  infinuating  flattery, 

I  pluck  this  white  Rofe  with  Tlantagenet, 
Sufi.  I  pluck  this  red  Rofe  with  young  Somerfet j 

And  lay  withall,I  think  he  held  the  right. 
V ernon.Stay  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more 

Till  you  conclude,  that  he  upon  whofe  fide 
The  few,  ft  Rofes  are  cropt  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som.  Good  Mafter  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected : 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubferibe  infilence. 

Yorkj  And  I. 
V ernon.Then  for  the  truth,  and  plainnefs  of  the  Cafe, 

I  pluck  this  pale  and  Maiden  BloiTome  here, 
Giving  my  Verdifton  the  white  Rofe  fide. 

Stm.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  i  t  off, 
Leaft  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  Rofe  red, 
And  fall  on  my  fide  foagainft  your  will. 

Vernon.  If  I,  my  Lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  fhall  be  Surgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  mc  on  the  fide  ftill  where  I  am. 

Som.  Well  well,  come  on,  who  elfe  ? 

O  o  2  Lawyer.  Un- 
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Lawyer.  Unlefs  my  Study  and  my  Books  be  falfc, 
The  argument  you  held ,  was  wrong  in  you  ; 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  Role  too. 
■  York.  NovV  Somerset, where  is  your  argument  ? 
Som.  Here  in  my  Scabbard,  meditating,  tha^ 

Shall  dy  your  white  Rofe  in  a  bloudy  red. 
Tor^Mcan  time  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 

For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnelling 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No  Plant agenet. 

'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  my  cheeks 
Blufh  for  pure  fhame,  ro  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confevTe  chy  error. 

York.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Canker,  Somerfet} 
Som.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  T\\o\x\,Plantagenet  ? 
York..  I,  fharp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth, 

Whiles  thy  confuining  Canfter  eats  his  falfehood. 

Som.  WellJ'le  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  Rofes, 
That  fhall  maineain  what  I  have  faid  is  true, 
Wherefalle  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

York.  Now  by  this  Maiden  Bloflome  in  my  hand, 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  fafhion ,  peevifh  Boy. 

Stiff.  Turn  not  thy  fcornes  this  way  Plantagenet. 
York-  Proud  Toole  ,  I  will ,  and  fcorri  bbth  him  and 

thee. 

Sufi.  Tie  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 
So m.  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Pool , 

We  grace  the  Yeoman,  by  converting  w  th  him. 

Warw.Now  by  God's  will  thou  wrong'fthim^w&fr/Vf  * 
His  Grandfather  was  Lyonel Duke  of  Clarence, 

Third  Son  to  the  third  Edward,  King  of  England : 

Spring  Creft lefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  Root  ? 

Yorh^.  He  bcares  him  on  the  place's  Pi  iviledge, 
Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me  ,  Pie  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  Ground  in  Chriftendome. 
Was  not  thy  Father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

For  Treafcn  executed  in  our  late  King's  dayes  ? 
And  by  his  Treafon,  fhnd  ft  not  thou  attainted, 

Corrupted  and  exempt  from  ancient  Gentry  ? 
His  trefpaffe  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blond, 

And  'till  thou  be  rclfor'd,  thou  art  a  Yeoman. 
York^.  My  Father  was  attached,  not  atrainced  , 

Condemn  d  to  dye  for  Treafon,  but  no  Traytor ; 
And  that  Pie  prove  on  belter  men  then  Somerfet, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripened  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker and  you  your  felf, 
Pie  note  you  in  my  Book  of  Memory, 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenfion : 

Look  to  it  well,  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'df 
Som.  Ah,  thou  fhalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  Mill : 

And  know  us  by  thefe  Colours  for  thy  Foes, 
For  thefe,  my  friends  in  fpight  of  thee  fhall  wear. 

Yorl^.  And  by  my  Soul,  this  pale  and  angry  Rofe, 
As  Cognizance  of  my  bloud-di  inking  hate, 
Wili  1  for  ever,and  my  faction  weare, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  Grave, 
O.  flourifh  to  the  height  of  my  Degree. 

Stiff".  Go  forward,  and  be  choak  d  with  thy  ambition: 
And  lb  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  Sxit. 

Som.  Have  with  thee  Tool :  Farewell  ambitious  Ri- 
chard. Exit. 

York.  How  I  am  brav'd  ,  and  muft  perforce  en- dure it  ? 

Warw.  This  blot  that  they  object  againtt  yourHoufc, 

Shall  be  vvip'c  out  in  the  next  Parliament,- 

Call'd  for  the  Tmctoiwinchefterznd  Gloncejler  : 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York.-, 
1  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick^. 
Mean  time,  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 

Againtt  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Pooly 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  Rofe. 
And  here  I  prophefie  :  this  Brawl  to  day, 
Grown  to  this  faction  in  the  Temple  Garden, 
Shall  fend  between  the  Red-Rofe  and  the  White, 
A  thoufand  Soules  to  Death  and  deadly  Night. 

York.  Good  Mafter  Vernon  ,  I  am  bound  to  you, 

Tfhat  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  Flower. 
Ver.  In  your  behalf  Mill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 
Lawyer.  And  fo  will  I. 
York.  Thanks  gentle  Sir. 

Come,  Ictus  four  to  Dinner  :  I  dare  fay, 

This  Quarrel  will  drink  Bloud  another  day. Exeunt. 

Enter  CMortimcr,  brought  in  a  Chair, 

and  jaylors. 

Mort.  Kind  Keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  Age, 

Let  dying  Mort  ime  r  here  relt  himfelf. 
liven  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  Wrack, 

Sb  fare  my  Limbs  with  long  Imprifonment : 

And  thefe  gray  Locks,  the  Purfuivants  of  Death, 
A7V/?or-iike  aged,  in  an  Age  of  Care, 

Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer 
Tmefe  Eyes,  like  Lamps,  whole  wafting  Oil  is  fpent, 
Wax  dirnm,  as  drawing  to  their  Exigent. 
Weak  Shoulders,  over-bom  with  burthening  Grief, 

And  pithlefs  Armes, like  to  a  withered  Vine, 
That  droops  his  fap-lefs  Branches  to  the  ground. 
Yet  are  thefe  Feet,  whofe  ftrength-lefs  ftay  is  nuinm, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  Lump  of  Clay) 
Swift-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  Grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  me  Keeper,  will  my  Nephew  come  ? 

Keener.  %:  chard  Plant  agenet,  my  Lord,  will  come : 
We  fpnt  unto  the  Temple,  his  Chamber, 

And  anfwerwas  return'd,  that  he  will  come  : 
Mort.  Enough  :  my  foul  then  fhall  be  fansfied. 

Poor  Gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine, 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firit  began  to  Reign, 
Before  whofe  Glory  I  was  great  in  Arincs, 
This  loathfome  Icqueltration  have  I  had  ; 

And  even  fince  then,  hath  Richard  bee*  obfeur'd, 
Oepriv'd  of  Honour  and  Inheritance. 
Fiat  now,  the  Arbitrator  of  Defpaires, 

Juft  Death,  kind  Umpire  of  men's  mifrries, 
With  fweet  Enlargament  doth  dilmifTc  me  hence  ? 

I  would  his  troubles  likewife  were  exp.n'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  lolt. 

Enter  Richard. 

Keeper,  My  Lord  ,  your  loving  N 
Mort.  Richard  Plant  agenet ,  niy  : 

Rich.  I,  Noble  Unele,  thus  ignobly 
Your  Nephew,  late  defpifed  Richard^ 

Mort,  Direct  mine  Armes,  I  may 

And  in  hisBofome'fpend  my  latter  ga 
Oh  tell  me  when  my  Lippts  do  touch 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting 
And  row  declare  fweet  Stem  from  Yo, 

Why  did'ft  thou  fay  of  late  thou  wert- 

ephew  now  is  come. 

friend,  is  he  come; 

us'd, 

comes. 

embrace  his  Neck, 

his  Cheeks, 

Kifs, 

rl£<  great  Stock, 
defpis'd  ?  , 

Rich.  Firft 
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Rich.  Firft  ,  lean  thine  aged  Back  againft  mine  Armc, 
And  in  chit  cafe  Tic  tell  chce  my  Difcafe. 
This  day  in  argument  upon  a  Cafe, 

Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerfet  and  me  : 

Amongft  which  teaims,  he  us'd  his  la  villi  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  Father's  death ; 
Which  obloquie  fet  barres  before  my  tongue, 
EKe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 

Therefore  good  Uncle,  for  my  Father's  fake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  Alliance  fake,  declare  the  caufe 

My  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  loft  his  Head. 

Mort .That  caufe  (fair  Nephew)  that  iraprifon'd  me, 

And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  Youth, 
Within  a  loathfome  Dungeon»  there  to  pine, 
Was  curfed  inftrumenc  of  his  deceafe. 

I  Rich.  Difcover  more  at  large  what  caufe  that  was, 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guefs. 
|  tMort.  I  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 

And  Death  approach  not,  e're  my  Tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  Grandfather  to  this  King , 

Depos'd  his  Nephew  Richard,,  Edward's  Son, 
The  firft  begotten, and  the  lawfull  Heir 
Qi  Edward  K;ng,  th:  third  of  that  Defcent. 
During  whofe  Reign,  the  Tiercies  of  the  North, 
Finding  his  Ufurpation  moft  unjuft, 

End.avour'd  my  advancement  to  the  Throne. 
The  reafon  mov'd  thefe  Warlike  Lords  to  this, 
Was,  for  that  (young  King  Richard  thus  remov'd, 
jLeav.ng  no  Heir  begotten  of  his  Body  ) 

.■was  the  next  by  Birth  and  Parentage  : 
For  by  my  Mother  I  derived  am 
From  LyonelY>:ktoi  Clarence,  the  third  Son 

j  lo  King  Edward  the  Third  ;  whereas  he,' 
I  from  Johft  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  h.s  Pedigreej 
|  Being  but  the  fourth  of  chat  Heroick  Line. 
But  mark :  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempt, 

j  they  laboured  to  plane  the  rightfull  Heir, 
I  bit  my  Liberty,  and  they  their  Lives, 
Long  after  this ,  when  Henry  the  Fifth 
(Succeeding  hisFather  ButtingbrookJ)  did  reign  ; 

Thy  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  LangleytDi\ke  of  York, 
Marrying  my  Sifter,  that  thy  Mother  was ; 
[Again ,  in  pitie  of  my  hard  diftrefs, 
Levied  an  Army,  weening  to  redeem, 
And  have  inftall'd  me  in  the  Diademe  : 
But  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  Noble  Earl  i 
And  w  as  beheaded.  Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  Title  reftedi  were  fuppreft. 

Rich.  Of  which,  my  Lord  ,  your  Honour  is  the  laft. 
Mort .  True  ;  and  thou  feeft,  that  I  no  IfTue  have 

And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death : 
Thou  art  my  Heir ;  the  reft,  I  wifh  thee  gather  : 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Rich.  Thy  grave  admonishments  prevail  with  me  : 

But  yet  me  thinks,  my  Father's  execution 
Was  nothing  lefs  then  bloudy  Tyranny. 

Mort.  With  filence,  Nephew,  be  thou  politick, 
Strong  fixed  is  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter, 

And  like  a  Mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  Uncle  is  removing  hence, 

As  Princes  do  their  Courcs,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fetled  place. 

Rich.  O  Uncle,would  fome  part  of  my  young  yeares 
Might  but  redeem  the  palfage  of  your  Age. 
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Mort.  Thou  do'ft  then  wrong  me  ,  asthatflau°hterer 
Which  givech  many  Wound's,  when  one  will  kill.  °(doth, Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  good, 
Onely  give  order  for  my  Funeral. 
And  fo  farewell,  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes  ; 
And  profpetoi-s  be  thy  Life  in  Peace  and  War.  Dyes* Rich.  And  Peace,  no  War,  befall  thy  parting  Soul. 
In  pnlon  haft  thou  fpent  a  Pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  Hermite  over-paft  chy  dayes. 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  Counfel  in  my  Breaft, 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers  convey  him  hence,  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  Burial  better  th-n  his  Life.  Exit. 
Here  dyes  the  duskie  Torch  of  Mortimer 
Choak'c  with  Ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 
And  for  thofe  Wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries, 
Which  Somerfet  hach  offer'd  to  my  Houfe, I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redrefs. 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament, 
Either  to  be  rcftoi  ed  to  my  Bloudy 

Or  make  my  will  th'  advantage  of  my  good.  Exit, 

<lABhs  Tertius.  Scena  Tnma^ 

Flourifh.  Enter  King,  Exeter,  Glofter,  winchefterJPar- 
Tvick^SomerfetySufv/^  %tchard  Plant  (genet.  Glofter 
offers  to  put  up  a  Bill :  Winchefter  fnatches  it,  tears  it. 
W inchSZoxtib  thou  with  deep  premeditated  Lines  ? 

With  written  Pamphlets,  ftudioufly  devis'd  ? 
Hnmfrey  of  Glofter,  if  thou  canft  accufe, 

Or  ought  intend'ft-tolay  unto  my  charge, Do  it  without  invention,  fuddenly, 
As  I  with  fudden  ,  and  extemporal  fpeech, 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  object,  (patience, 

Gh.   PrefumptuousPrieft  ,  this  place  commands  my 
Or  thou  lliould'ft  find  thou  haft  dis-honour'd  me. 

Think  not,  although  in  Writing  I  p  efer'd 
The  manner  of  .thy  vile  outragious  Ciimes, 

That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
V trbatimto  rehearfe  the  Method  of  my  Pen. 
No  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wickednefs, 

Thy  leud,peftiferousand  diflentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy- pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  Ufurer, 
Froward  by  nature,  Enemy  to  peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  then  well  befeems 
A  man  of  thy  profeffion,  and  Degree. 

And  for  thy  Treachery,  what's  more  manifeft  ? 
In  that  thou  Iaid'ft  a  Trap  to  take  my  Life, 
As  well  at  London  Bridge,  as  at  the  Tower. 
Befide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted, 
The  King,  thy  Soveraign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart, 

JVinch.  Glofter  ,  I  do  defie  thee.  Lords  vouchfafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fhall  reply. 
if  I  were  covetous,  ambitious  or  perverfe, 
As  he  will  have  me:  how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raifemy  felf  ?  but  keep  my  wonted  Calling. 
And  for  Diflention,  who  preferrcth  Peace 

More  then  I  do?  except  I  be  provok'd. 
No,  my  good  Lords,  it  is  not  that  offends, 

It  is  not  that,  that  hath  inens'd  the  Duke  ; 
Tt  is  becaufe  no  one  fhould  f  A/ay  but  he, 
No  one,  but  he,  fhould  be  about  the  King.  ; 
And  that  engenders  Thunder  in  his  breaft, 

Oo  i  And 
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And  makes  him  roar  thefe  Accusations  forth. 

But  he  fhall  know  I  am  as  good  

Glofi.  As  good  ? 
Thou  Biftaid  of  my  Grandfather. 

Winch.  I,  Lordly  Sir :  for  what  are  you»  I  pray, 

B.  tone  imperious  in  another's  Throne  ? 
Glofi.  Am  not  I  Protector,  fa  /vcie  Piicft  ? 
winch.  And  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  Church  ? 

Glofi,  Yes,  as  an  Out-law  in  a  Caftle  keeps, 
And  meth  it,  to  patronage  his  Theft. 

Winch.  Unreverent  G  beefier. 

Glofi.   Thou  art  Reverend, 
Touching  thy  Spiritual  1  unclion,  not  thy  Life. 
\   Winch.  Rome  fhall  rcmedie  this. 

Warw.  Roam  thither  then. 

My  Lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 
Som.  I,  fee  the  Bifhop  be  not  over-borne: 

!Me  thinks  my  Lord  fhouid  be  Religious, 
And  know  the  Office  thas  belongs  to  fuch. 

Warw.  Me  thinks  his  Lordfhip  fhouid  be  humbler , 
It  fitte.  h  not  a  Prelate  fo  co  plead. 

Som.  Yes, when  his  holy  State  js  toucht  fo  near. 

Warw.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  Grace  Piotccior  to  the  King  ? 

Rich.  PUntagenet  I  fee  mtjft  hold  his  tongue, 
Left  it  befaid  ,  Speak  Si.  i  ha  when  you  ihou;d  : 
Muft  your  bold  VerdifSf.  enter  talk  with  Lords  ? 

Elfe  would  1  have  a  fiVg  at  Wtnchefter. 
King.  Uncles  of  G lofier,  and  of  Winchefier, 

The  fpecial  Wacch-a.cn  of  our  Englifh  Weal, 

I  would  prtVJil,  lf'Prayeis might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  ind  ami  tie. 
Oh,  what  a  Scandal  is  it  to  our  down, 

That  two  fuch  Noble  Peers  as  ye  ihould  jarre  ? 
Believe  me,  Lords,  my  tender  yeares  can  tell, 

Ctvil  diflcntion  is -a  viperous  Worm, 
That  gnaws  the  B  >  v  h  of  the  Common  - wealth. 

jl  noije  wi:  Win.  Down  with  the 
Tawny -Coats. 

King.  What  Tu.nolc  s  c:ns  ? 
Warw.  An  Uproar,  1  dare  warrant, 

Begun  through  malice  of  the  Bi fhop's  men. 
A  noife  again ,  Stones, Stones. 

w-!  ,  jiyiJilLI  ?i:<<;^..  !<t?G  H o.n  £  7Hi"B<alHa 
Enter  t^tayor. 

Major.  Oh  my  good  Lok1s,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
Pitie  the  City  of  London,  pitie  us  : 

The  Bifhop,  and  the  Duke  oiGLfier'%  men, 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  Weapon, 

Have  nll'd  their  Pockets  full  of  peble  ftones ; 
And  banding  themlelves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  fo  fall  at  one  anothers  Pate, 
That  many  have  their  giddy  braincs  knockt  out : 
Our  Windows  are  broke  down  in  every  Street, 

And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  fhut  our  Shops. 

Enter  in  skirmish  with  blond}  Pates. 

King.  We  charge  ycu,  on  allegiance  to  oar  felves, 
To  hold  your  flaughtring  hands,  and  keep  the  Peace : 

Pray'  Uncle  Glofier  mitigate  this  ftiife. 
i.  Serving.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  Stones,  we'll  fali to  it  with  our  Teeth. 

a.  Serving.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  refolutc. 
skirmifh  aga  n. 

Cjlofi.  You  of  my  houfehold  leave  this  peevifh  broil, 
And  fet  this  unaccuftomd  fight  afide. 

i. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  man 

Juft,  and  upright  ;  and  for  your  Royal  Birth, 
Inferior  to  none, but  to  his  Majefty  : 

And  e're  that  we  will  fuffer  luch  a  Prince, 
So  kind  a  Father  of  the  Common- weal , 

To  be  difgraced  by  an  Ink-horn  Mate, 
We  and  our  Wives  and  Children  ail  will  fight, 
And  have  our  bodies  flaughtred  by  thy  foes. 

i.  Serv.  I,  and  the  very  paring  of  our  Nails 
Shall  pitch  a  Field  when  we  are  dead. 

Begin  again, 
Glofi.  Stay,  ftay,  I  fay  , 

And  if  you  love  me ,  as  you  fay  you  doe, 

Let  me  perfwade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 
King.  Oh,  how  this  difcord  doth  afflict  my  foul. 

Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  behold 
My  fighes  and  teares,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  fhouid  be  pitt  full,  if  you  be  m>t  ? 
Or  who  fhouid  ftudy  to  prefer  a  Peace, 

If  holy  Chu-  ch-men  take  delight  in  broils  ? 
Warw.  Yield,  my  Lord  Protector,  yield  Winchefter, 

Except  you  mean  w  th  obttinate  repulfe 

Today  your  Soveraign, and  deftroy  the  Realm, 
You  fee  what  mifchief,  and  what  Murther  too, 
Hath  been  enacted  tn  rough  your  enmi  y  : 

Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  bloud. 
Winch.  He  fhall  fubmit,  or  1  will  never  yield. 

Glofi.  CompalTion  on  the  King  commands  me  ftoop, 

Or  1  would  fee  his  heart  out,  e're  the  Prieft 
Shold  ever  get  that  pri  viledge  of  me. 

Warw.  Behold  ,  my  Lord  of  Winchefter,  the  Duke 
Hath  banifht  moodie  difcontented  fury, 

As  hy  his  fmoothed  Brows  it  doth  appear : 

Why  look  you  ftill  io  ftern  and  Tragical  ? 
Glofi.  Here  Winchefter,  I  offer  thee  my  Hand. 
King.  Fie  Uncle  Beaufort,  I  have  heard  you  preach  , 

That  Malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach  ? 

But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame. 
Warw.Swcet  King :  the  Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird : 

For  fhame,  my  Loid  of  Winchefter , -relent ; 
What,  fhall  a  Child  inftru6t  you  what  to  doe  ? 

Winch.  Well,  Duke  of  G loiter,  I  will  yield  to  thee 
Love  for  thy  Love,  and  Hand  for  Hand  1  give. 

Gltfi.  I,  but  I  fear  mc  with  a  hollow  Heart, 
So  here  my  friends  and  loving  Countreymen, 
The  token  fefveth  for  a  Flag  of  Truce, 
Betwixt  our  felves,  and  all  out  followers : 

So  h  ip  me  God,  as  I  diffemble  not. 
winch.  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not. 

King.  Oh,  loving  Uncle,  kind  Duke  of  Glofter, 
low  joyful  lam  I  made  by  this  Contract, 

Away  my  Matters,  trouble  us  no  more, 
tat  joyn  in  frrndfhip,  as  your  Lords  have  done. 

1 .  Serv.  Content,  Tie  to  the  Surgeon's. 2.  Serv.  And  fo  will  I. 

3.  Serv.  And  I  will  fee  what  Phyfick  the  Tavern  af- 
fords. -  Exeunt. 

Warw.  Accept  this  Scrowl,  moft  gracious  Soveraign, 
Which  in  the  Right  of  Richard  PUntagenet^ 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Majefty. 

Glo.Wdl  urg'djmy  Lord  of  Warwick:  for  fweet  Prince, 
And  if  your  Grace  mark  every  circumftance, 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right, 

Efpecially  for  thofe  occafions 
At  Eltham  place  I  told  your  Majefty. 

King.bnd 
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King.  And  thole  occasions  ,  Uncle,  were  of  force : 
Therefore  my  loving  Lords, our  pleafure  is, 
Thac  Richard,  be  reftored  co  his  Bloud. 

fVarw.  Let  Richard  be  reftored  co  his  Bloud, 

Somali  his  Father's  wrongs  be  recompcnc't. 
Winch.  As  w.il'the  reft,  fo  willcch  Winchester. 
King.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  thac  alone, 

But  ail  the  whole  Inhericance  I  give, 
Thac  doch  belong  unco  che  Houfe  of  York^ , 

From  whence  you  fpring,  by  Lineal  Defcent. 
%ich.  Thy  humble  fcrvanc  vows  obedience, 

And  humble  lervice,  cill  the  poinc  of  deach. 

King.  Stoop  then,  and  let  you  Knee  againft  my  Foot, 
■And  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
Igi  tthee  wich  che  valianc  Sword  of  York* 
Rik  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet. 
And  rife  created  Prin:ely  Duke  of  York^. 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall , 
And  as  my  duty  fpnngs,  fo  perilri  they, 
That  grudge  one  Thought  againft  your  Majefty. 

e////.  Welcome  high  Piince,  che  mighcy  Dukeof  York.. 
S»m.  Perilh  bale  Prin  e,  ignoole  Duke  of  York^. 

Glofl.  Now  will  ic  beft  avail  your  Majefty, 

ITocroi's  che  Seas,  and  co  be  Crown'd  in  France: 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engender  love 
Amongft  his  Subjects  and  lus  loyal  Friends, 
As  it  'fis-animates  his  Enemies. 

King.  When  Glofl er  lays  the  word,King  Henry  goes, 
For  friendly  counid  cues  off  many  Foes. 

Gloft.  Your  Ships  already  are  in  readinefs. Exeunt. 

Manet  Exeter. 

Sxe.  I,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfuc  ; 
[This  late  difTenti  on  grown  betwixt  the  Peers, 

Bums  under  fained  afhes  offoi'g  d  love, 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame, 
As  feftred  members  rot  but  by  degree, 
Till  bones  and  flefti  and  finews  fall  away, 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  dilcord  breed. 

[And  now  1  fear  that  fatal  Prophefie, 

[Which  in  che  cime  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  Fife, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  fucking  Babe, 
That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth  fhould  winne  all, 
And  Henry  born  at  fvindfor  (hould  lofe  all : 

Which  is  fo  plain,  thai  Exeter  doth  wifh, 

His  dayes  may  finifh,  e're  that  haplefs  time.  Exit. 

Scena  Secundos* 

Enter  Pu£el  difguiidydnd  four  Souldiers  with 

Sackj  upon  their  backs. 

Puzel. TheCe  are.  the  Citie  Gates,the  Gaces  of  Roan , 
Through  which  our  Policy  muft  make  a  breach. 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words, 
Talk  like  che  vulgar  fort  of  Market  men, 
That  come  to  gather  Money  for  their  Corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  mall, 
And  that  we  find  the  floathfull  Watch  but  weak, 

Tie  by  a  fign  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
That  Charles  che  Dolphin  may  encounter  them. 

Souldier.  Our  Sacks  mall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  City5 
And  we  be  Lo:  ds  and  Rulers  .over  %oan, 

Therefore  wc'l  knock.  Knocks Watch.  Che  U. 

Puz,el.  Peafauns  la  pouure  gens  de  France, 
Poor  Maiket  folks  thac  come  to  fsll  their  Corn„ 

Watch.  Enter,  go  in,  the  Market  Bell  is  rung. 

Puzel.  Now  Roan ,  L'le  drake  thy  Bulwarkes  to  the 
ground.  Exeunt. Enter  Charles,  Bastard,  zAtanfon. 

Charles.  Saint  Dennis  blcfs  this  happy  Stratagem, 

And  once  again  we'll'  fleep  fecure  in  Roan. Baflard.  Here  entred  Pu^el,  and  her  Practifanrs : 

Now  fhe  is  there,  how  will  me  fpecifie  ? 
Hei  e  is  the  beft  and  fafeft  paflage  in. 

Reign.  By  thrufting  out  a  Torch  from  yonder  Tower, 

Which  once  difcern'd  mews  that  her  meaning  isj 
No  way  to  chac  ( for  w  knefs)  which  (he  entred. 

Enter  Pu&el  on  the  top ,  thrufting  out  a Torch  burning. 

Puz.el.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  Wedding  Torch, 
That  joyneth  Roanunto  her  Councreymen, 
Buc  burning  fatal  co  che  Talbonites. 

Baflard.  See  Noble  Charles  che  Beacon  of  our  friend^ 
The  burning  Torch  in  yonder  Turrec  ftands. 

Charles.  Now  mines  ic  like  a  Comet  of  Revenge, 

A  Prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  Foes. 

Reig.  Deferre  no  cime  ,  delayes  have  dangerous  end"  ; 
Fnter  and  cry,  ch-  Do'phin,  prefently, 
And  chen  do  execution  on  the  Watch.  Alarxin. 

An  Alarum ,  Talbot  in  an  Excurlion. 
T«/£,France,thru  male  rue  this  Treafon  with  thy  teareSj 

If  Talbot  hut  furvive  thy  Treachery, 

Puz>el  chat  Witch  ,  that  damned  Sorcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  this  H.liifTi  nnfehief  unawares, 

That  hardly  we  efcap't  the  Pride  of  France  .  Exit. 
An  Alarum  :  Excursions.  Bedford  brought 

in  (ickjn  a  Chair. 

Enter  Talbot  and  Bwgome  without :  within  ,  Puz,el, 

Charles,  Baflard  ,and  Re'gneir  on  the  Walls. 
cPuz,el.GooA  morrow  Galbncs,want  ye  Comfoi.  Bread? 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgonie  wilifaft, 

Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fucli  a  rate. 
'Twas  full  of  Darnel  :  do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg.  Scoff  on  vile  Fiend,  and  fhamelefs  Curtizan  , 

I  truft  e're  long  tocho'k  chec  well  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  cui  fe  the  riarveft  of  that  Coin. 

Charles.  Your  Grace  may  ftarve  (perhaps)  before  that 
time. 

Bedf.  Oh  let  not  words,  but  deeds ,  revenge  this  Trea- fon. 

Puz,el.  What  will  you  do,  good  gray-beard  ? 
Break  a  Launce,  and  run  a-Tilt  at  Death, 
Within  a  Chair. 

Talb.  Foul  Fiend  of  France,  and  Hag  of  all  defpight, 

Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftfull  Paiamouis, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  Age, 
And  twit  with  Cowardile  a  man  half  dead  ? 

Damfel.,  Lie  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 

Or  elfe  let  Talbot  perifh  wich  this  llwme.  ■ 

Pu&el.  Arc  ye  fo  hot,  Sir :  yet  Pu&el  hold  thy  peace,  1 
If  Talbot  do  but  Thunder,  Rain  will  fallow. 

They  wblfper  together  in  counsel. 
God  fpeed  the  Parliament  :  who  mall  be  the  Speaker  /  -  -   -TalkDarc 
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Talb.  Dare  yc  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 
/Vt?/.  Bel  ike  your  Lordfhip  takes  us  then  for  fools, 

To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 
Talb.  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate , 

But  unto  thee  Alanfon, and  the  reft. 

Will  y  c,  like  Souldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 
Alanf.  Seignior,  no. 
Talb.  Seignior,  hang  :  bafc  Mulcters  of  France, 

Like  Pefant  foot-Boyes  do  they  keep  the  Walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  Amies  ,like  Gentlemen. 

rpu&el.  Away  Captains ,  let's  get  us  from  the  Walls, For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  Looks, 

God  b'uy  my  Lord,  we  came  fir  but  to  tell  you 
That  wc  are  here.  Exeunt  from  the  Walls. 

Talb.  And  there  we  will  be  too,  e're  it  be  long. 
Or  elfe  Reproach  be  Talbot's  greateft  fame. 
Vow  Burgonie,  by  honour  of  thy  houfe , 

Prickt  on  by  publick  Wrong's  furtaift'd  in  France, 
Either  to  gee  the  Town  again,  or  dye. 
And  I,  as  fure  as  Enghfh  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  Father  here  was  Conqueror  ; 
As  fure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  Town, 

Great  Cordelion's  Heart  was  buried  ; 
So  fure  I  fwear,  to  get  the  Town,  or  dye. 

Burg.  My  Vowes  are  equal  partners  with  thy 
Vowes. 

Talb.  But  e're  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince, 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford :  Come  my  Lord, 
We  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place , 

Fitter  for  ficknel's,  andforaazie  age. 
Bedf.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  fo  difhonour  me  : 

Here  1  will  fic,  before  the  Walls  of  Roan, 

And  will -be  partner  of  your  weal  or  woe. 
Burg.  Couragious  Bedford,  let  us  now  perfwade  you. 
Bedf.  Not  to  be  gone  fi  om  hence,  for  once  I  read, 

That  (tout  Pendragon,  in  his  Litter  fick, 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquifned  his  foes. 
Me  thinks  I  fhould  revive  the  Souldieis  hearts, 

Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 
Talb.  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a  dying  breaft, 

Then  be  it  fo :  Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe. 
And  now  no  more  adoe,  brave  Burgonie, 
But  gather  we  Our  Forces  out  of  hand, 
And  fet  upon  our  boarting  Enemy.  Exit. 

An  Alarum  :  Sxcurjions.  Enter  Sir  John 

F  aljlajf,and  a  Captain, 

fop.  Whither  away  Sir  John  Falftaff,  in  fuch  hafte .? 
Falsi.  Whicher  away  ?  to  fave  my  felf  by  flight, 

We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 
Cap.  What?  will  you  flie,  and  leave  Lord  Talbot  ? 
Falsi.  I,  all  the  Talbots  in  the  World,  to  fave  my  life. 

Exit. 

Capt.  Cowardly  Knight,  ill  fortune  follow  thee. Exit. 

Retreat.  Excurfions.   Puzel ,  Alanfon  ,  and 
Charles  flie. 

Bedf.  Now  quiet  Soul,  depart  when  Heaven  pleafe, 
For  I  have  fecn  our  Enemies  overthrow. 

What  is  the  tiuft  or  Mrength  of  foolifh  man  ? 
They  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  fcoffes, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themrelves. 

Bedford  djes  ,  and  u  carried  by  two  in  his  Chair. 

An  Alarum.  Enter  Talbot,  Burgonie,  and the  refl. 

Talb.  Loft,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again, 
This  is  a  double  Honour,  Burgonie  : 
Yet  Heavenshave  glory  for  this  Victory. 

Burg.  Warlike  and  Martial  Talbot,  Burgonie 
Infhrines  thee  in  his  heart,  and  there  eredts 

Thy  Noble  Deeds,  as  Valour's  Monuments. 
Talb.  Thanks  gentle  Duke :  but  where  is  now? 

I  think  her  old  Familiar  is  afleep. 

Now  where's  the  Baftard's  braves,and  Charles  hisglikes? 
What  all  amort  ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 
That  fuch  a  valiant  Company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  fome  order  in  the  Town, 
Pla  cing  therein  fome  expert  Officers, 
And  then  depart  to  Paris ,  to  the  King, 

For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lye. 
Burg.  What  wills  Lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Bnrgonit. 

Talb.  But  yet  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  Noble  Duke  of 'Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  fee  his  Exequies  fulfill'd  in  Roan, 
A  braver  Souldier  never  couched  Launce, 

A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  Court. 
But  Kings  and  mightieft  Potentates  muft  die, 

For  that's  the  endof  humane  miferie.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertian. 

Enter  Charles,  Baftard,  Alanfon,  Puz*el. 

Puxjel.  Difmay  not  (Princes)  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered  : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrafive, 

For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Let  frantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
And  like  a  Peacock  fweep  along  his  tail , 

We'll  pull  his  Plumes,  and  takeaway  his  Train, 

If  Dolphin  and  the  reft  Will  be  but  rul'd; 
Charles.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 

And  of  thy  Cunning  had  no  diffidence, 
One  fudden  Foil  fhall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Baltard.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies, 

And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  World. 

Alanf.  We'll  fet  thy  Statue  in  fome  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc't  like  a  blefled  Saint. 
Employ  thee  then,  fweet  Virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puz,el.  Then  thus  it  muft  be,  this  doth  Joan  devife  : 

By  fairperfwafions,mixt  with  fugred  words, 
We  will  intice  the  Duke  of  Burgonie 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Charles.  I  marry  Sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 

France  were  no  place  for  Henrie's  Warriours, 
Nor  fhould  that  Nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us, 

But  be  extirped  from  our  Provinces. 

Alanf.  For  ever  fhould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, And  not  have  Title  of  an  Earldomc  here. 

Puz,el.  Your  Honours  fhall  perceive  how  I  will  worl^ 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wifhed  end. 

Drumme f  tunds  a-far  off. 

Heark,  by  the  found  ofOrumme  you  may  perceive 

Their  Powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 
Here  fouudan  Englijh  March. 

There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his  Colours  fpred, 
And  all  the  Troops  of  Englifh  after  him. 

Trench. 
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French  Adarch. 

\  N«v.v  in  the  Rercward  conies  the  Duke  and  his : 
[.Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lagge  behind. 
I  Summon  a  Parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

Trumpets  found  a  Parley. 

Charles.  A  Parley  with  the  Duke  or"  Burgonie  ? 
Burg.  Who  craves  a  Parley  with  the  Burgonie  ? 

<Pu<,el.  The  Princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  Coun 
freyman. 

Burg.  What  fay'ft  thou  Charles  ?  for  I  api  march- 
ing hence. 

[  ^Charles.  Speak  Puzel ,  and  enchant  him  with  th) words. 

Pu<,el.  Brave  Burgonie,  undoubted  hope  of  France, 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  hand-maid  fpeak  co  thee. 

,  Burg.  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
Puz,el.  Look  on  thy  Countrey,look  on  fertile  France, 

And  lee  the  Cties  and  the  Towns  defac't, 
By  waiting  Rwine  of  the  cruel  Foe, 
Ks  looks  the  Mother  on  her  lo  A/ly  Babe, 

When  Death  doth  clofe  his  tender-dying  Eyes, 
Ice,  fee  the  pinng  Malady  of  France  : 
Behold  the  Wounds ,  the  moft  unnatural  Wounds, 

Which  thou  thy  felf  haft  given  her  wofull  Breaft. 
ph  turn  thy  edged  Sword  another  way, 
Itrike  chofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thole  that  help  : 

One  drop  ofBbud  drawn  from  thy  Countrie's  Bofome, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  then  ftrcames  of  common  gore. 
Return  thee  therefore  with  a  floud  of  Teares, 

find  wafhaway  thy  Countries  ftained  Spots. 
Burg.  Either  fhe  hath  bewitcht  me  with  her  words, 

for  Nature  makes  me  fudd.nly  relent. 

Puz,el.  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on 

Doubting  thy  Birth  and  lawfull  Progenie.  ( thee, 

|vVhom  joyn'ft  thou  with  ,  but  with  a  Lordly  Nation, 
[That  will  not  truft  thee,  but  for  Profits  fake  .? 
When  Talbot  hath  fct  footing  once  in  France^ 

[And  fafhion'd  thee  that  Tnftrument  of  111, 
(Who  then,  but  Englifh  Henry,  will  be  Lord, 
jAndthoube  chmft  out, like  a  Fugitive  ? 
fcall  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof : 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleance  thy  Foe  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  SnglandPriionet  ? 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  Encmie  , 

They  fet  him  free,  without  h  s  Ranfome  pay'd, 
Jn  fpight  of  Burgome  and  all  his  friends, 

See  then,  thou  right'ft  againft  thy  Countreymcn, 
And  joyn'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  flaughter-men. 
Come,  come  ,  return  ;  return  thou  wandiing  Lord, 
Charles  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  armes. 

Burg.  I  am  vanquifhed : 
Thefe  haughty  words  of  hers 

Have  Batt'red  me  like  roaring  Cannon-fhot, 
And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  knees. 

Forgive  me  Countrey,  and  fwect  Countreymen  : 
And  Lords  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 
My  Forces  and  my  Power  of  men  are  yours. 

So  farewell  Talbot,  I'le  no  longer  truft  thee. 
Puzel.  Done  like  a  Frenchman:  turn  and  turn  a- 

gain. 
Charles.  Welcome  brave  Duke  ,  thy  friendlhip  makes 

us  frefh. 

Baflard.  And  doth  beget  new  Courage  in  oui 
Breafts. 

Alanf.  P/'zel  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this , 
And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  Gold. 
\ 

Charles.  Now  let  us  on,  my  Lords, 
And  joyn  our  Powois, 

And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  Foe. 

Scena  Qnarta^. 

Exit. 

Enter  the  King,  Gloucefler,  Winchefler,  Tork^,  Suffolk^. 
Somerfet,  Warwick^,  Exeter  i  To  them,  with 

his  Souldiers,  Talbot. 

Talb.  My  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  Realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  Truce  unto  my  Warres, 
To  doe  my  duty  to  my  Sovcraign. 

In  fign  whereof,  this  A  one,  that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience,  fiftie  Fortreflf.s, 
Twelve  Cities,  and  feven  walled  Towns  of  ftrength, 
Bcfidefive  hundred  Prifoncrs  ofefterm; 
Lets  fall  his  Sword  before  your  Highnels  feet  t 
And  with  fubmi!Tive  loyalty  of  heart 
Afcribes  the  Glory  of  his  Conqueft  got, 

Fnft  to  my  Gnd,  and  next  unto  y  mr  Grace. 
King.  Is  this  rhc  Lord  Talbot,  Uncle  Glo-ucefter, 

That  hath  folong  beea  refident  in  France. 

Glnft.  Yes,  if  it  pleaie  your  Majefty,  my  Liege,  i 
King.  W elcome,  brave  Captain,  and  victorious  Lord. 

When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 
I  do  lemember  how  my  Father  faid, 
A  ftonter  Champion  never  handled  Sword. 
Longfince  we  have  rcfolved  of  your  tvrh, 
Your  faithfull  feivicc,  and  your  toil  in  War : 
Yet  never  have  you  tufted  our  Rewa  d, 

Or  bee  reguerdon'd  withfo  much  as  Thanks, 
Becaufe  'till  now,  we  never  faw  your  lace  ; 
Therefore  ftand  up,  and  for  thefe  good  defcrts  s 
We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 

And  in  our  Coronation  take  yom  place..' 
Exeunt* 

Manent  Vernon  and  Bajfet. 

Vern.  Now  tir,to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  Sea? 
Difaracin?  of  thefe  Colours  that  I  wear. 

In  honour  of  my  Noble  Lord  of  Yo  k,  -  . 

Dar'ft  thou  ma  intain  the  former  words  thoti  fpak'ft  ? 
Bajf.  Yes  Sir ,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 

The  envious-barking  of  your  fawcie  Tongue, 

Againft  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 
Vern.  Sirrlm,  thy  Loi  d  1  honour  as  he  is. 

Bajf.  Why  what  is  he?  as  good  a  man  as  Tirl^. 
Vern.  Heaik  ye  :  not  fo  :  in  witnefle  take  yo<i  that. 

Strlkss  him. 
Baff.  Villain,  thou  knoweft 

Tne  Law  of  Annes  is  fuch, 

That  who  fodrawes  a  Sword,  'tis  prefent  death, 
Or  elfc  this  Blow  fhould  broach  thy  dcareft  Bloud, 
But  Tie  unto  his  Majefty,  and  crave, 

I  may  have  liberty  to  "venge  this  Wrong, 
When  thou  fhalt  fee,  I'k  meet  thee  to  thy  coft, 

Vern.  Well  mifcreant^  Tic  be  there  as  foon  as  you, 

And  after  meet  you,  fooner  then  you  would. Exeunt, 
Enter 
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(tABm  Quartus.  Seem  Trima^. 

£t;ter  KingyG facefterJVincheftcr,  Yor^Suffolk^,  Somer- 
fetJVarwic^Talbot ,  and  Governor  Exeter. 

Glo.  L  rd  Bifhop,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  head. 
Win.  God  fave  King  Henry  of  that  name  the  fixt. 

Glo.  Now  Goveinour  ot"  Paris  take  your  Oath , 
That  you  ele£t  no  other  King  but  him  ; 
Efteem  none  friends,  but  fi  ch  as  are  his  Friends, 

And  none  your  Foes,  but  fuch  as  lhall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  againft  his  State : 
This  fhall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God. 

Enter  Falfiaffe. 

Ed.  My  gracious  Soveraign,  as  I  rode  from  Qalict^ 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation  : 

A  Letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  Grace,  from  th  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy ,and  thee  : 

vow'd  (bafe  Knight)  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  Craven's  leg, 
Which  I  have  done,  becaufe  (unworthily) 

Thou  was't  inftalled  in  that  High  Degree, 

"ardon  my  Princely  Henry, and  the  reft  : This  Daftard,  at  the  Battel  of  PoEliers, 
When  (but  in  all)  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one, 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given, 
Like  to  a  trufty  Squire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men. 

My  felf,and  divers  Gentlemen  befide, 

Were  there  furpriz'd,and  caken  prifoners. 
Then  judge  (great  Lords)  if  I  have  done  amifs  : 
Or  whether  that  fuch  Cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  Ornament  of  Knighthood,  yea  or  no  ? 

Glo.  To  fay  rhc  truth  ,  this  fa£t  was  infamous, 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man  : 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  Captain ,  and  a  Leader. 

Tal.  When  firft  this  Order  was  ordain'd  my  Lords, 
Knights  of  the  Gaiter  were  of  Noble  birth  ; 
Valiant,  and  Virtuous,  full  of  haughty  Courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  cred,t  by  the  Wanes : 
Not  fearing  Death,  nor  farinking  for  Diftiefs. 
Butalwaies  vcfolute,  in  moft  extreamts. 

He  then,  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  this  fort, 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  Sacred  name  of  Knight, 
Propbaning  this  moft  Honourable  Order, 
And  fhould  (  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  Judge) 

Be  quite  degraded  ,  like  a  Hedge-born  Swain, 
That  doth  prcfume  to  boaft  of  Gencle  Blond. 

K.  Stain  to  thy  Countreymen,thou  hear'ft  thy  doom; 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  waft  a  Knight : 
Henceforth  we  banifh  thee  on  pain  of  death.  Exit. 
And  now  my  Lord  Protector  view  the  Letter* 
Sent  from  our  Uncle  Duke  of  Burgundle, 

Glo.  What  means  his  Grace , 
his  ftile  ? 

No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly  ?  (  To  the  King.) 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  Soveraign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  Superfcription 
Pretend  fome  alteration  in  good  will  ? 

What's  here  ?  /  have  upon  efpecial  caufe, 
Atov'd  with  compaffi'm  of  my  Countries  wracks, 
Together  with  the  pittifull  complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  Opprejjion  feeds  upon. 

that  he  hath  chang'd 

Forfaken  your  pernicious  Faction, 

And  joyn'd  with  Charles,  the  rightfnllki»g  of  Fraud. 
0  monftious  Treachery  •  Can  this  be  fo  ? 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oathes, 
There  fhould  be  found  fuch  falfe  diflembling  guile  ? 

King.  What  ?  doth  my  Uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 
Glo.  He  doth,  my  Lord,  and  is  become  my  foe. 
King.  Is  that  the  worft  this  Letter  doth  contain  ? 
Glo.  It  is  the  worft,  and  all  (my  Lord)  he  writes. 
King.  Why  then ,  Lord  Talbot,  there  fhall  talk  with 

And  give  him  chaftilement  for  this  abufe.  him, 

How  lay  you  (my  Lord)  are  you  not  content  ? 
TV.Content  my  Liege?  Yes :  but  that  I  am  prevented, 

1  fhould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employ'd. 
King.  Then  gather  ftrength  ,  and  march  unto  him 

ftraight : 

Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  Treafon, 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  his  Friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  Lord,  in  heart  defiring  Mill 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  foes. 

inter  VeYndn  and  Bafiet. 

V rr.  Grant  me  the  Combat,  gracious  Soveraign. 

Baf  And  me  (my  Lord)  grant  me  the  Combate  too. 
Torkj.  This  is  my  Servant,  hear  him  noble  Prince. 
Som.  And  this  is  mine  (fweet  Henry)  favour  him. 

King.  Be  patient  Lords,  and  give  them  leave  to  fpeak,  I 
Say  Gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim 
And  wherefore  crave  you  Combate  ?  Or  with  whom  ? 
V er.  With  Km  (my  Lord)  for  he  hath  done  roe  wrong. 
Baf.  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

King i  What  is  that  wrong  whereon  you  both  complain? 
Firft  let  me  know,  and  then  ITe  anfwer  you. 

Baf.  Crofting  the  Sea,  from  England  into  France, This  fellow  here  with  carping  tongue, 

Upbraided  me  about  the  Rofe  I  wear, 

Saying,  the  fanguine  colour  of  the  Leaves 

Did  prefent  my  Mafter's  blufhing  cheeks : 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth, 
About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  Law, 

Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  of  York,  and  him  : 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  termes. 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  Reproach, 

And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  worthinefs, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  Law  of  Armes. 
V er.  And  that  is  my  petition  (Noble  Lord:) 

For  though  he  feem  with  forged  queint  conceit 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 

Yet  know  (my  Lord)  I  was  provok'd  by  him, 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
Pronouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  Flower, 

Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  af  my  Mafter's  heart. 
York,.  Will  net  this  malice,Sw»*r/>r,  be  left  > 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  Lord  of  York,  will  out, 

Though  ne're  lb  cunningly  you  {"mother  it. 
King.  Good  Lord ,  what  madnefs  rules  in  brain- fick  men, 

When  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe, 
Such  factious  emulations  fhall  arife  ? 

Good  Coufins  both  of  ?V4,and  Sorherfet, 

Quiet  your  felvcs,  and  be  at  peace. 
Yorl^.  Let  this  diffention  firft  be  tryed  by  fight, 

And  then  your  Highnefs  fhall  command  a  Peace. 
Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone, 

Betwixt  our  felvcs  let  us  decide  it  then. 

Torks  There  is  my  pledge  ,  accept  hSomerfet. 
V ?r.  Nay  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  fiift. 
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Bu[.  Confirm  it  lb,  mine  honourable  Lord. 

Gh.  Confirm  ic  lb?  Confounded  be  your  ftrife, 
Andpcrith  ye  with  your  audacious  prate  ; 

Pi^umptiious  vafials,are  you  not  aftiam'd 
With  chis  immodeft  clamorous  outrage, 
To  trouble  and  dilturb  the  King,  and  Us  ? 

And  you  my  L  vds,  me  thinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perv^rfe  Objections  : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  mouches, 

To  laife  a  mutiny  betwixt  your  felves : 
Let  me  perl  wade  you  take  a  better  couife. 

Exet .  It  gi  ieves  his  H  giuiefs, 
Good  my  Lords,  be  friends. 

King.  Come  hither  you  that  would  be  Combatants, 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Quite  to  forget  this  Quarrel  ,and  the  caufe. 
And  you  my  Lo<  ds :  Remember  where  you  are, 
In  France,  amonglt  a  hckle  wavering  Nation : 
If  they  perceive  diffention  in  our  looks, 
And  that  within.our  felv.es  we  difagree  ; 
How  will  their  grudging rr.6ma.cks  be  pvovok  d 
Towiifull  Difobedience,  and  Rebell  ? 

Behde,  What  infamy  will  there  a  rife, 

When  Foreign  Piinces  (hall  be  certified, 
Tnatfor  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 

King  Henne's  Peers,  and  chief  Nobility  , 
1  Deftroy'd  themlelves  ,and  1<  ft  the  Realm  of  France  ? 
0  think  upon  the  Conquer!  of  my  Father, 
My  tender  yeares,  and  let  us  not  forgoe 

That  for  a  carle,  that  ";as  bought  with  blpud, 
tetmc  oe  Um;.icr  in  this  doubtfull  ftrife.: 
1  fee  no  reaton  if  I  wear  this  Rofe, 
Tha.  any  onefhould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
ilmorecichnetoSomerfet,  then  York: 
I  Both  are  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  ,:hem  both- 

)  As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crown, 

Becaufe  (foifooth  j  the  K  ng  of  Scots  isCrown'd. 
But  your  discretions  better  can  perfwade, 
Then  I  am  able  to  inftruct  cr  teach  : 

And  therefore  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 

(So  let  us  ft.'l}  continue  peace  and  love. 
Cofin  of  T ork^y  we  inftitute  your  Grace 
To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France  : 
And  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet, unht 
Your  ti  oops  of  horfemen,  with  his  Bands  of  foot,  ,, 

J  And  like  true  Subjects,  tonnes  of  your  Progenitors, 
|Cjo  chcarfully  together,  and  digeft 
Yonr  angry  Choieron  your  Enemies. 

!Our  Self,  my  Lord  Protector,  and  the  reft, 
I  After  tome  refpite  will  return  to  Calice  ; 

IFrom  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  e're  long 
ITobcprefented  by  your  Victories, 
With  Charles,  Alanfon,  and  that  traitcrous  Rout. 
Exeunt.  Manfnt  Yorl^,  Warwick^,  Exeter,  Vernon, 
War.  My  Lord  of  Tori^  ,  I  promife  you  the  King 

Prettily  (me  thought) did  pliy  the  Orator. 
Torl^.  And  fo  he  did,  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 

In  that  he  wcares  the  badge  of  Sqmerfet. 
War.  Tulli,  that  was  but  his  fancie,  blame. him  not  , . 

Idareprefume(fweet  Prince)  he  thought  no  harm, 
Tork^.  And  if  I  with  he  did.  But  let  it  reft, 

Other  atfiii s  muft  now  be  managed.  Exeunt. 
Efourifh.  Manet  Exeter. 

Exet.  W ell  didft  thou  %ichard  to  fupprefs  thy  voice  : 
For  the  paiuons  of  thy  heart  bui  ft  out, 

I  fear  we  fhould  have  feen  decipher'd  there 
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More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  Raging  broils, 

Then  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd  : 
But  howfoe're,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcerd  otNobilitie, 
This  Shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  Courr, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  Favourites, 
By  that  it  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 

'T,s  much, when  Scepters  are  in  Chiidre.ns  hands  ; 
But  more,  when  Envy  breeds  unkind  Divifion  : 
Then  comes  the  Ruine,  there  begins  Confufion.  Exit, 

Enter  Talbot  with,  Trumpet  and  Drumme^ 
before  Bur deauX. 

Talb.  Go  to  the  Gates  of  Burdeaux ,  Tiumpeter, 
Summon  their  General  unto  the  Wall.  Sounds, 

Enter  General  Aloft. 

Englifh  John  Talbot  (Captains)  calls  y  ou  forthj,  i 
Servant  in  Armes  to  Harry  King  of  England, 
And  thus  he  would  :  Open  your  City  Gatesj 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Soveraign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  Subjects, 

And  i'le  withdraw  me,  and  my  bloudy  power.  i 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  profFer  d  Peace, 
And  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  Attendants,  S 
Lean  Famine,  quartering  Steel, and  climbing  Fire^ 

Who  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth,,  ' 
Shall  lay  your  ftatcly ,  and  air-braving  Towers, 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Cap.  Thou  ominous  and  fea  full  Owl  of  death, 
OurNationsterrour,  and  their  bloudy  fcourge, 
The  period  of  thy  Tyrrany  appioacheth  , 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter  but  by  Death ; 
For  I  proteft  wc  are  well  fortified, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  iffue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dolphin. well  appointed, 
Stands  with  the  fnan  s  of  War  to  tangle  thee. 
On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  fq<:adrcns  pitcht, 
.  To  wall  the  from  thee  liberty  of  Flight ; 

Ten  thoufand  French  have -a  nc  che  Sacrament,  j 
And  noway  canft  chou  turn  thee  for  RedreiTe, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil,  i 
And  pale  deftruction  meets  theein  the  face  :  ! 
To  rive  their  dangerous  Artillery 

Upon  no  Chrift  an  loul  but  Englifh  Talbot : 

Loe,  there  thou  ftand'ft  a  breathing  valiant  man,  ; 

Of  an  invincible  tinconqucr'd  fpiric : 
This  is  the  lateft  Glory  of  thy  praife,  : 

.That  I  thy  enemy  dew  thee  withall : 

For  e*re  the  Glafs  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finifh  the  procefleof  his  fandy  hour, 

Thcfe  eyes  that  fee  ti.ee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  withered,  bloudy,  pale,  and  dead. Drum  a- far  off. 

Heark,  heark,  the  Dolphin's  drum,  a  warning  Bell. 
Sings  heavy  Mufick  to  thy  timorous  foul, 
And  mine  fhall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out.  Ixit. 

Talb.  He  Fable*  not,  I  heard  the  enemy  *-  ( 
Out  fome  light  Horfemen,  and  pcrufe  their  Wings.  j 
O  negligent  and  heedlcffe  Difcipline,  ; 

How  are  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ? 
A  little  Heard  of  Englands  Timorous  Deer, 

'Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  Curres. 
If  we  be  Englifh  Deer,  be  then  in  blond  , 
Not  Rafcal-like  to  Ml  down  with  a  pinch, 

But  rather  moodie  mad :  And  defperace  Stagges,,  .■. 
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Turn  on  the  bloudy  Hounds  with  heads  of  Steel, 
And  make  the  Cowards  (tand  aloof  at  bay  : 

Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 

And  they  fhall  find  dear  Deer  of  us  my  Friends. 
God, and  S. George ,Talbot  aad  Englands  Right, 

Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight.  Exeunt, 

Enter  a  LW.ejfenger  that  meets  York,.  Enter  York, 
with  Trumpet ,  and  many  Souldiers. 

York..  Are  not  the  fpcedy  fcoiits  return'd  again, 
Thatdog'd  the  mighty  Army  of  the  Dolphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  return'd  my  Lord,  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  maich'd  to  Burdeaux  with  his  power 

To  fight  with  Talbot :  as  he  march' d  along, 
By  yourefpyals  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  Troops  then  thac  the  Dolphin  led  , 

Which  joyn'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for 

(  Burdeaux. 
York..  A  plague  upon  that  Villain  Somerfet , 

That  thus  delayes  my  promifed  fupply 
Of  horfemen,  that  were  levied,  for  tins  fiedge. 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid , 
And  I  am  Iowted  by  a  Traitor  Villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  Chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity  : 

If  hemiicarry,farewtll.Warres  in  France. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

2. Mef.  Thou  Princely  Leader  of  ourEnglifh  ftrcngtb, 
Never  fo  needfull  on  the  earth  of  France, 

Spur  to  the  Refcue  of  the  Noble  Talbot, 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  walk  of  Iron, 

And  hem'd  about  with  grim  deduction  : 
To  Burdeaux.  warlike  Duke ,  to  Burdeaux  York, 

Elle  farewell  Talbot,  France,  and  Englands  honour. 
York.  O  God ,  that  Somerfet  who  in  proud  heart 

Doth  flop  my  Cornets,  were  in  Talbot's  place, 
Sofhould  wefavea  valiant  Gentleman, 

By  forfeiting  a  Traitor  and  a  Coward  : 
Mad  ire, and  wrathfull  fury  makes  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiffe  Traitors  fleep. 

Mef.  O  fend  lome  fuccour  to  the  diftrcfl:  Lord. 
York,.  He  dies,  we  lofe  :  I  break  my  warhke  word  : 

We  mourn,  France  fmiles :  We  lofe,  they  dayly  get, 
All  long  of  this  vile  Traitor  Somerfet. 

Mef.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  foul, 
And  on  his  Son  young  John,  who  two  houres  lince  , 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  Father ; 
This  feven  yeaics  did  notTalbot  fee  his  fon, 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  arc  done. 

York.  Alas,  what  joy  fhall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  Grave: 
Away,  vexation  almoft  flops  my  breath, 
Thatlundred  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Lucie  farewell,  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curfe  the  caufe  I  cannot  aid  the  man. 

Maine,  Bloys,  Poytiers,  and  Toures,  are  won  away, 
Long  all  of  Somerfet ,  and  his  delay.  Exit. 

Mef.  Thus  while  the  Vulture  of  fedition , 
Feeds  in  the  bofome  of  fuch  great  Commanders, 
Sleeping  negle&ion  doth  betray  to  loffe  : 
The  Conqueft  of  our  fcarce  cold  Conqueror, 
That  ever-living  man  of  Memorie, 
Henry  the  fifth  :  Whiles  they  each  other  crofs, 
Lives,  Honours,  Lands,  and  all,  hurrie  to  lofs.  Exit. 

Enter  Somerfet  with  his  Army. 

Som.  It  is  too  late ,  I  cannot  fend  them  now : 

This  expedition  was  by  York^znd  Talbot , 
Too  rafhly  plotted.  All  our  general  force, 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  Town 

Be  buckled  with  :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  Honour 
By  this  unheedfull,  defpeiate ,  wilde  adventure : 
York^kt  him  on  to  fight ,  and  die  in  fhame, 
That  Talbot  deadi  great  York,  might  bear  the  name. 

Cap.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucie,  who  with  me 

Set  from  our  o're-matcht  forces  forth  for  aid. 
Som.  How  now  Sir  William,  whither  were  you  fent  ? 

Lu.  Whither  my  Lordpfrom  bought  and  fold  L.Talhty 

Who  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverfitie , 
Cryes  eut  for  noble  York  and  Somerfet, 
To  beat  affailing  death  from  his  weak  Regions  ; 

And  whiles  the  honourable  Captain  there 

Drops  bloudy  fweat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs, 
And  in  advantage  lingring  looks  for  Refcue, 
You  his  falfe  hopes,  the  truft  of  Englands  honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation  : 
Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours  that  fhall  lend  him  aidej 
While  he  renowned  Noble  Gentleman 

Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleance  the  Baftard,  Charles,  and  Burgundie, 
Alanfon,  Reignardj  compafs  him  about , 
And  Talbot  perifheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  fet  him  on ,  Yoik  fhould  have  fent  him 
aide. 

Luc.  And  York  as  faft  upon  your  Grace  exclaims, 
Swearing  that  you  with- hold  his  levied  hoft, 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  York  lyes:  He  might  have  fent,and  had  theHor 
I  owe  him  little  Dutie ,  and  lefs  Love, 
And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Luc.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  France, 
Hath  now  intrapt  the  Noble-minded  Talbot : 
Never  to  England  fhall  he  bear  his  life, 
But  dies  betraid  to  fortune  by  your  ftrife. 

Som.  Come  go,  I  will  difpatch  the  Horfemen  ftrait: 
Within  fix  honres,  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Luc.  Too  late  comes  Refcue,  if  he  is  tane  or  flain,  . 
For  flie  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  : 
And  flie  would  Talbot  never  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu. 
Luc.  His  fame  lives  in  the  World.  His  fhame  in  you 

Exeunt 
Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot ,  I  did  fend  for  thee 
To  tutor  thee  in  ftratagems  of  War, 

That  Tdlbot  's  name  might  be  in  thee  rcviv'd, 
When  faplefs  Age,  and  weak  unable  limbs 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  Chair. 
But  O  malignant  and  ill-boading  Starres, 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  Fealt  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger : 

Therefore  dear  Boy,  mount  *>n  my  fwiftcft  horfe, 
Andl'ledirecl  thee howthou fhalt  cfcape 
By  hidden  flight.  Come,  dally  nor,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  mv  name  Ttlbot  ?  and  am  I  your  Son  > y  Shall 
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And  ihall  I  fiye  ?  O,  if  you  love  my  Mothers 
Diihonour not  her  honourable  Name, 

!  To  make  a  Baftard  and  a  flave  of  me  : 

j  The  World  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood  , 
j  That  hafely  fled,  when  Noble  Talbot  ftood. 
i    T*lb.  Flye,  to  revenge  my  death,  If  1  be  flain. 

John.  He  that  flyes  fo,  will  nere  return  again. 
Talbot.  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  todye. 
John.  Then  let  me  ftay,  and,  Father,  do  you  flye : 

Your  loife  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fhould  be; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loffe  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death,  the  French  can  little  boaft  ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Fight  cannot  ftain  thehonour  you  have  won, 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done. 
You  fled  for  Vantage,  every  one  will  fwear : 

But  if  I  bow,  they'l  fay  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  ftay, 
If  the  firft  hour  I  fhrink  and  run  away  : 
Hereon  rry  knee  I  beg  Mortality  , 

Rather  then  Life,  preferv'd  with  Infamy. 
LT alb.  Shall  all  chy  Mothers  hopes  lye  in  one  Tomb  ? 

John.  I,  rather  then  Tie  fhame  my  Mothers  Womb. 
Talb.  Upon  my  blelfing  I  co^mami  thee  go. 
John,  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  flye  the  Foe. 

Talb.  Part  of  thy  Father  may  be  fav'd  in  chee. 
John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  fhame  in  me. 
7V£.Thou  never  hadft  Renown,nor  canft  not  lofe  it. 

I  John.  Yes^your  renowned  Name :  fhall  flight  abufe  it  ? 
Tal.  Thy  Fathers  charge  fhall  clear  thee  from  the  ftain. 
John.  You  cannot  witnefle  for  me,  being  flain. 
Death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  flye. 
Talb.  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight  and  die  > 
y  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fhame. 
John.  And  fhall  my  Youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ? 
more  can  I  be  fevered  from  your  fide, 
en  can  your  felf,  your  felf  in  twain  divide : 
y,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I ; 
r  live  I  will  not.,  if  my  Father  die. 
Talb.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  Sbn, 
m  to  eclipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon  : 
ome,fide  by  fide,  together  live  and  die, 
d  Soul  with  Soul  from  France  to  heaven  flye. 

Exeunt. 

Alarum :  Excurjions,  wherein  Talbot's  Son  is  hemntd 
about ,  and  Talbot  ref  ?ues  him. 

,  Tal.  S.  George,  and  Victory,  fight  Souldiers,  fight  : 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  Sword. 

Where  is  JohnTalbot  >  pawfe,  and  take  thy  breath, 

I  gave  thee  Life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  Death. 
John.  O  twice  my  Father,  twice  am  I  thy  Son  : 

The  Life  thou  gav'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done  , 
Till  with  thy  Warlike  Sword,  defpight  of  Fate, 

To  my  determin  d  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 
TalbyVhtn  from  the  Dolphins  Creft  thy  Sword  ftruck 

ftwarm'd  thy  Fathers  heart  with  proud  defire  (fire, 
Of  bold-fac't  Victory.  Then  Leaden  Age, 
Quicken'd  with  Youthfull  Spleen,  and  Warlike  Rage, 
Beat  down  Alanfon,  Orleance,  Burgundy , 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcued  thee. 
The  ircfull  Baftard  Orleance,  that  drew  blood 
Prom  thee  my  Boy,  and  had  the  Maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered  j 
And  interchanging  blows,  1  quickly  fhed 

]  Some  of  his  Baftard  blocd,  and  in  dilgrace 
Bcfpoke  him  thus :  Contaminated,  bafc, 

And  mis-begotten  blood,  I  fpill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine, 
Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  Boy. 

Here  purpefing  the  Baftard  to  deftroy, 
Came  in  ftrong  refcuc.  Speak  thy  Fathers  care  : 

Art  thou  not  weary,  John  ?  How  do'ft  thou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  tne  Battell,  Boy,  and  flye, 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  Son  of  Chivalry  ? 
Flye,  to  revenge  my  death  when  I  am  dead. 
The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  ftead. 
Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  Boat,; 

if  I  to  day  dye  not  with  Frm^-mens  Rage  , 
To  morrow  I  fhall  die  with  mickle  age. 

By  me  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  ftay  , 
Tis  but  the  fhortning  of  my  Life  one  day. 
In  thee  thy  Mother  dies,  our  Houfeholds  Name, 

My  Deaths  Revenge,  thy  Youth,  and  Englands  Fame  : 
Allthefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay; 

All  thefeaie  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  flye  away. 
John.The  Sword     Orleance  hath  not  made  me  fmarc, 

Thefe  words  of  yours  draw  Life-blood  from  my  heart* 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  fhame , 
To  fave  a  paltry  Life,  and  flay  bright  Fame, 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  flye  , 
The  Coward  Horfe  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die  : 
And  like  me  to  the  pezant  Boyes  of  France, 
To  be  Shames  fcorn,  and  fubject  of  Mifchance. 

Snvcly,by  all  the  Glory  you  have  won, 

A  id  if  I  flye,  I  am  not  Talbot's,  Son. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot,- 

If  Son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot.. 
Talb.  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  Sire  of  Crest 

rhou  Icarus,  thy  life  to  me  is  fweet : 
\(  th<  u  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  Fathers  fide, 

And  commendable  prov'd  let's  die  in  pride.  Exit. 

Alarum.  Excurfons.    Enter  old 
Talbot  led. 

Talb.  Where  is  my  other  Life  ?  mine  own  is  gone; 

O,  where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John? 

Tiumpham  Death, fmear'd  with  Captivity, 
Young  Tdbot  %  Valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee. 

When  he  perceiv'd  me  fhrink,  and  on  my  Knee  , 
-lis  bloody  Sword  he  brandifht  over  me, 
And  like  a  hungry  Lyon  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  Rage,  and  ftern  impatience : 
But  when  my  angry  Guardant  flood  alone, 

Tendi  ing  my  ruine,.and  aflail'd  of  none^ 
Dizzy-ey'd  Fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart  , 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  ftart 
Into  the  cluftring  Battell  of  the  French  : 
And  in  that  Sea  of  Blood,  my  Boy  did  drench 

His  over-mounting  Spirit ;  and  there  di'd 
My  Icarus,  my  Bloffome  in  his  pride. 

Enter  with  John  Talbot,  born. 

Serv.  O,  my  dear  Lord,  loe  where  your  Son  is  born. 

TVz.Thou  antick  Death,  which  laugh'ft  us  here  to  fcoriiy 
Anon  from  thy  infulting  Tyranny, 

Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 

Two  Talbot s  winged  through  the  lither  Sk'iCj Tn  thy  defpight  ihall  fcapc  Mortality. 
O  thou  whofe  wounds  become  hard  favoured  death, 

P  p  Speak  ~-  ! 
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Speak  to  thy  Father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath  , 
Brave  death  by  fpcaking,  whether  he  will  or  no  : 
Imagine  him  a  ¥ renc A-man, a^d  thy  Foe. 

Poor  Boy,  he  fmilcs,  mc  thinks,  as  w'ho  fhould  fay, 
Had  Death  been  French,  then  L>eath  had  died  to  day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  Fathers  armcs , 
My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  hanncs. 
Soiildiers  adieu  :  I  have  what  I  would  liave, 

Now  my  old  armes  are  young  John  Talbot s  grave.  Dies, 

qJBhs  Quint  us.  Scetia  Prima, 

Enter  Charles,  Alanfon,  Burgundy,  Baftard, 
and  Pu&ell. 

Char.  Had  Tork^  and  Sommerfet  brought  refcue  in, 
We  fhould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Baft.  How  the  young  whelp  oiTalbots  raging  wood, 
Did  flefh  his  puny-fword  in  French-mr.ns  blood. 

Puz..  Once  1  encountred  him,  and  thus  i  faid  : 

Thou  Maiden  youth,  be  vancjuifht  by  a  Maid. 
But  with  a  proud  Majefticall  high  fcorn 

He  anfwer'd  thus  :  Young  Talbot  was  not  born 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  Giglot  Wench, 
He  left  mc  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtleffe  he  would  have  m;  de  a  noble  Knight : 
See  where  he  lies  inhearfed  in  the  armes 

Of  the  moff  bloody  Niirfer  of  his  harmes. 

Baft.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder, 
Whofe  life  was  Englands  glory,  GallUes  wonder. 

Char.  Oh  no  forbear  :  For  that  which  we  have  fled 

During  the  Jife,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. Enter  Lucy. 

Lu.  Herald,  conduct  me  to  the  Dolphins  Tent, 

To  know  who  hath  ohcain'd  the^lory  of  the  day. 
Char.  On  what  fubmiifive  meffage  art  thou  fent? 

Lucy.  Submilfton,  Dolphin? 'Tis  a  meer  French  word: 
We  Englijb  Warriours  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  Prifoners  thou  haft  tane, 

And  to  fm'vey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

char.  For  p'  ifoners  ask'ft  thou  ?  Hell  our  piifonis. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft  ? 

Luc.  Bu:  whei  e's  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field, 
Vaiiant  Lo\dTalbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  } 
Created  for  his  rare  fucceffe  in  A  r  es  , 
Great  Earl  of  fVafhford,  Wat  erf  or  d,  and  Valence, 

Lord  Talbot  of  Goodr'ig  and  Urchlnfield , 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Loid  V erdon  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  wlvgfield,Loxd  Furnival  of  Shejfelld, 

The  thrice  victorious  Lord  off '  alconbrldge, 
Knight  of  the  Noble  Order  of  S.  George, 
Worthy  S.  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Fleece, 
Great  Marfhall  to  our  King  Henry  the  fixt , 
Of  all  his  Wars  within  the  Realm  of  France. 

Puz,.  Here's  a  filly  {lately  ftile  indeed  : 
The  Turk  that  two  and  Fifty  Kingdomes  hath, 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  Stileas  this. 

Hun  that  thou  magnifi'ft  with  all  thefe  Titles, 
St  nkingand  Aye-blown  lies  here  at  our  feet, 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  {lain,  the  French-mcm  only  Scourge, 
Your  Kingdomes  terrour,  and  black  Nemejis  ? 

Oh  were  mine  eye-balls  into  Bullets  turn'd, 
That  I  in  rage  might  fhoot  them  at  your  faces. 

Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  Realm  of  France. 
Were  but  his  Picture  left  amonglt  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  Bodies,  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 
And  give  them  Burial],  asbefeems  their  worth. 

Paz,.  I  think  this  upftart  is  old  Talbot's  Ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  fpirit : 
For  Gods  fake  let  him  have  him :  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  ftink,  and  putrifie  the  aire. 

Char.  Go  take  their  Bodies  hence. 
Lucy.  Tie  bear  them  hence :  but  from  their  afhes  fhall 

berear'd 
A  Phoenix  that  fhall  make  all  France  affear'd.  (wilt. Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  them  what  thou 
And  now  to  Paris  in  this  conquering  vein, 

All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  T albot's  {lain.  Exit. 

Scena  Secuncfa. 

Enter  King,  Glocefter,  and  Exeter. 

King.  Have  you  perus'd  the  Letters  from  the  Pope, 
TheEmperour,  and  the  Earl  of  Armlnackj> 

Glo.  I  have,  my  Lord,  and  their  intent  is  this, 
They  humbly  fue  unto  your  Excellence  , 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  Realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

King.  How  doth  your  Grace  affect  their  motion  ? 
Glo.  Well  (my  good  Lord)  andas  the  onely  means 

To  flop  effufion  of  our  Chriftian  blood, 
And  ftablifh  quietnefle  on  every  fide. 

King.  I  marry,  Unckle,  for  I  alwayes  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnaturall, 
That  fuch  immanity  and  bloody  ftrife 

Should  raign  among  Profeflors  of  one  Faith, 
Glo.  Befide,  my  Lord,  the  fooner  to  effect, 

And  furer  bind  this  knot  of  amity  , 

The  Earl  of  Arminac^ntzv  knit  to  charlts, 

A  man  of  great  Authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  onely  Daughter  to  your  Grace, 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  Dowry. 

King.  Marriage,  Unckle  ?  Alafs  my  yeares  are  young : 
And  fictet  is  my  itudy,  and  my  Books, 
\  han  wanton  dalliance  with  a  Paramour. 

Yet  call  th'EmbafTadours,  and  as  you  pleafe, 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  every  one  : 
I  fha  Jl  be  well  content  with  any  choyce 

Tends  to  Gods  glory,  and  my  Countreysweal. 

Enter  wlnchefter,  and  three  a/fmbajfadours. 

Exet.  What,  is  my  Lord  of  Wlnchefter  inftall'd, 
And  call'd  unto  a  Cardinalls  degree  ? 
Then  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verefied 
Henry  the  Fift  did  Tdmetime  prophefie. 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardinall , 

He'Jl  make  his  Cap  cocquall  with  the  Crown. 
King.  My  Lords  AmbafTadors,  your  feverall  fuits 

Have  bin  confider'd  and  debated  on, 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable: 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd , 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace  , 

Jr  Which  I 
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Winch  by  oov  Lord  of  Winchester  we  mean 
Snail  be  tranfport^d  prefemly  w  France. 

Glo.  And  for  the  pn  fferofmy  Lqrd  y'oUi  Mafter, 
I  have  inform'd  his  Highncffc  fo  at  fajge, 
As  liking  of  the  Ladies  vr".r~  s  gifts, 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  hei  Do  we-, 
He  doth  intend  fhe  fhall  be  England;  Q/^n  , 

i    Kixg.  In  arginrnt  and  :  rx>i  cfwKicn  contra £V  , 

'  Bear  her  this  Jewell,  pledge  of  my  2  rF. :oi  mi  . 
And  fo,my  Lo.d  P  ot.ct  v,fce  trajrn  gi  ■  i  '  <L 
And  fafely  oroi'ght  to  Ifover,  wherein  Ini-Pf  4 
Commie  ;h:m  tb  hr  fo-rrn 1  ot  me  Sc.  Exeunt. 

win.  Stay,  my  Loid  Legate,  ybu  iTiall  fi.ft  receive 
The  fumme  of  monv  which  I  promiied 
Should  he  dehve^d  tc  1  is  Hoi  peff  , 

For  c loathing  me  in  thefe  giave  O  narrents. 

Le^at,  I  will 'nttend  npcn  ycui Lordlhips  hi  lire.. 
Win.  Now  Wincf"fer  \<i\\  \\ct  fubmit,  I  trow,     j  , 

O.'  be  mferibur~rorhe  p  oucf  ft  Peer. 

Humphrey  of  C't  fler,  :hou  fhalc  well  perceive, 
Thac  n  f:tlu'r  in  J*ch,  o>  for  amhpt  ky, 

rhe  Biftiop  will  be  over-;  orn  ry  the*  : 
Tie  either  rrike  the  ft->-p,  and  bend  thy  Tmrr, 
0.  fack  this  Country  ̂ i.h  a  mutiny.  Ertunt. 

Enter  Charles,  Burgundy,  ̂ 4lanfs»yBafiardt 
Rcignier,  and  Joan. 

Chart.  This  newes  (my  Lords)  may  cheer  bur  droop- 

ing fpirks  : 
'Tisfaid,t^  (tou:  Farifians  do  revolt, 
And  reru  n  -orin  un:o  the  wa  like  Frenc h. 

Alan.  Tn*.n  march  to  ParisRoyvV  charlesot France. 

And  keep  not  back  your  power  in  dalliance. 
Puz..  Peace  be  am^ngrt  them  if  they  turn  to  us, 

Elfe  iuine  combat wkh  their  Prilaces. 
Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  S.iecefle  unco  our  valiancGenerall, 

And  happin  (Tc  to  his  acc^mnlices. 
Char.  What  tidings  fend  rur  Scouts?  I  p*rthee  fpeak, 
Scout,  The  Englifh  Army  thard  vioed  was 

■into  two  parties,  s  now  conpyn'd  in  one, 
And  means  to^give  you  B<mell  pi  efently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  f"dden  Si  s,  the  war-  i  >g  is, 
But  we  will  piefendy  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  t-'ufr  theGhoft  oiTalbot  is  not  the  c  : 
Now  he  is  gon%my  Lord,  yo"  need  no:  fear. 

Puz,.  Of  all  bafepaffions.  Fear  is  moft.  accuvft. 
Command  the  Conqueft  tharlesy  it  ihall  be  thine  : 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char,  Then  on  my  Lords,  and  trance  be  fortunate. 
Exeunt.  ^Alarum.  Excurfons. 

Enter  Joan  de  Puzell. 

Puz,.  The  Regent  conqiiers,and  thz  French-men  flye. 
Now  help  ye  chaining  Spells  and  Periapts, 
Andyechoyfe  lpirits  that  admoivfhme, 
I And  give  me  figns  of  fuure  accidents.  Thunder. 
You  fpeedy  helpers,  thet  are  SubfHtutes 

Under  cru  Loidiy  M^na  chof  tlu  North, 

Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize. Enter  Fiends.  .  \ 

This  fpeedy  and  q-ick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  yotfi  accrfto.n'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now  ye  fa.uil iar  Spi  i  s,  that  are  ctll'd 
O  tof  the  dowc,  HI  R  ̂ ions  UficL-i  earth. 

H.!p  me  this  once,  thac  France fimy  get  the  field*. 7  key  rvalkj,  and  fpeal^  not. 
Oh  hold  me  not  with  filenceovrr  long: 
Where  i  w:s  wont  u\  reed  you  with  my  blood, 
!\e.Iop  a  member,  off,  and  give  it  you 
It  ea.neft  of  at'irther  ienerit 

So  you  do  condefe'end  to  help  me  now. 
They  hang  their  heads. 

No  hope  to  pave  redrefle  ?  My  body  fhad 

Pay  lLComp'nce,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit. 
7  hey  (hake  their  head;. 

Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-facrifice, 
Intieat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  mv  foul ;  n>y  bod  /.,  foul,  and  all4 
B.fore  that  England  yve  the  French  the  foyl. 

They  depart. 
S?e,  th?y  forfake  me.  Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  F'ance  mrft  vail  her  lofiy  punned  Cieftj, 
And  it.  her  head  fall  into  Englands  lap. 

My  ancient  Incantac  ons  a  e  too  weak, 
And  h-rll  too  lirong  for  me  to  hi  ckle  with  ? 
Now  France  thy  glory  droopcth  to  the  duft.  Exit. 

Excursions.  Burgundy  and  Tork^  fight  hand  to hand.  Trench  flye. 

Tork^.  Dnmfellcf  France^,  think  I  have  you  fail, 
Unchain  your  fpi  i.s  now  with  fpelling  Charrnes, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. 

A  goodly  priz?,fit  for  the  Devi's  grace. S  .  e  h<  w  the  u?iv  VWch  doth  bend  her  hrows, 

As  if .  i;h  Ctrcfy  ihe  vyould  ch?n2°  m;  Hupe. 
Puk,.  Chany  d  6  a  wifri  fltapc  thou  canft  not  be. 

Tor.  Oh,  C h  tries  :»ie  D'Vp  li  isap;o-e  mm, 
No  (V»ape  hue  r is  can  p!f?fe  yo.  j  dainty 

Puz,.  A  plaguing  mjfoij  f  \'v;ht  on  Charles  ar»c|  tnse^j  t 
And  Jiiay  ye  b  th  L»e  ndiJ»n!y  fuib  ..'i 
B/  hi  >  dy  hands, 'n  H  ;epi  ig  on  your  beds. 

Ttrk.  F  .H  banning  Ht{i,  Ii.chantrdfv  i.r!d  'hy 

Pttz,.  I  p  erhcgiv:  me  lc've  tocu  fea  while. 

Tor.  Curie  Mucreant,  when  thou  com'ft  to  eke  il-ke 

..Exeur.t. 
Alarum.  Enter  Estfjlk^  poith  Margaret  in  his  lund. 

Suf.  B:  what  thou  wilt,  t:  ou  art  my  prifoner. G.:z,es  on  her. 

Oh  far  cf}  Beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  flye  : 
For  I  vmII  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  handss 

I  k  fle  thefe  fingers  for  etei  nail  peace, 
And  lay  thtm  gently  on  thy  tende.  fide. 
Who  art  thou,  lay  ?  that  I  imy  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret 'my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  King,  ; 
The  King  of  Naples,  who  fo  ere  thou  a:t. 

Suf.  And  tart  1  am,  and  Sw^fV^am  1  c^Il'd. Be  not  offended,  Natures  miracle, 
Thou  art  alotted  to  be  tane  by  me  : 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  Cigncts  fave  , 

P  p  z  Keep= 
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Keeping  them  pviloners  underneath  her  viiigs : 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Sufolkj  friend.    She  is  going. 
Oh  Hay  :  I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafle, 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fayesno. 
As  playes  the  Sun  upon  the  glaffie  ftreams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes, 
Fain  would  I  wooe  her,  yet  I  dire  not  fpeak : 
Pie  call  for  Pen  and  Ink,  and  write  my  mind  : 
Fie  De  la  Pole,  difable  not  thy  felf : 

Hail:  not  a  Tongue  ?  Is  fhe  not  here  thy  prifoner  .? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  Womans  fight  ? 
I  .-Beauties  Princely  Majefty  is fi  ch, 
Confounds  the  Tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say  Earl  of  Suff-j'k^  :f  thy  name  be  fo, 
What  lanfome  muft  I  pay  before  I  palte  ? 

For  I  perceive  lam  thy  pi  ifoner.  ■ 

Suf '.  Howcnnft  thou,  cell  fhc  will  deny  tbyfuit, 
Before  thou  make  a  triall  of  her  love  ?  (pay  ? 

M.  Why  fpcak'ft  thou  not?  What  ranfome  mufti 
Suf. She's  beautifull ;  and  therefore  to  be  Wooed : 

She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  to  be  wonne. 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfome,  yea  or  no  ? 
Sw/.Fond  man,  remember  that  thou  haft  a  wife , 

Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  Paramour  ? 
Mar.  I  were  beft  tb  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf.  There  all  is  marred  :  there  lies  a  cooling' card. Mar.  He  talks  at  randome :  fare  the  man  is  mid. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  difpenfatioh  may  be  had. 
Mar.  -  And.  yet  I  would  that  vou  would  anfwer  me  : 
Suf.  Pie  win  this  Lady  Margaret.  For  whom  ? 

Why  for  my  King  :  Tiifh,  thars  a  wooden  thing. 
Mar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  It  is  fome  Carpenter. 

Suf.  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  latisfied, 
And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  Realms. 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too : 

Foi  though  her  Father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Mam,  yet  is  he  poor, 

And  our  No.  i! icy  will  (corn  the  match. 
Mar.  Hear  ye  Captain  ?  are  you  not  at  leifure  ? 

Suf.  It  fhall  be  fo,  difdaih  they  ne're  fo  much  : 
Henry  is  youtbfull,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  1  have  a  fecrct  to  reveal. 

Mar  What  though  i  be  inthrall'd,he  feems  a  Knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  difhonourme. 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  liftcn  what  I  fay. 

Mar.  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  refcu'd  by  the  frencbt And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  curtefie. 

Suf  .  Sweet  Madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe. 
Mar.  Tufh,  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 
Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  Quid  for  Quo. 
Suf.  Say  gentle  Piinccfle,  would  you  not  fuppofc 

Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  maete  a  Qjeen  ? 
Mar.  To  be  a  Queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile, 

Than  is  a  {lave,  in  bale  fewility  : 
For  Princes  fhould  be  free. 

Suf.  And  fo  fhall  you, 

If  happy  Englands  Royall  King  be  free. 
Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedome  unto  me  ? 

Suf.  Vie  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  Queen, 
To  puta. Golden  Scepter  in  thy  hand, 
Andfct  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  head, 
If  thou  wilt  condcfccnd  to  be  my  

Mar.  What? 

Suf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 
Suf.  No,  gentle  Madam,  I  unworthy  am 

To  wooe  fofair  a  Dame  to  be  his  wife, 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choyce  my  felf. 

How  fay  you,  Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 
Mar.  And  if  my  Father  pleafe,  I  am  content. 
Suf.  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  Colours  forth, 

And  Madam,  at  your  Fa ;hets  Caftle  walls, 

We'll  crave  a  parley  to  conferre  with  him. 
Sound.     Enter  Reignier  on  the  fValls. 

See  Reignier  fee,  thy  daughter  prifoner. 

%1'g.  To  whom  ? Suf.  Tome. 

Reig.  Shffolkj  what  remedy  > 
lama  Souldier,  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  exclaim  on  Fortunes  ficklensffe. 

Sfif.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough  my  Lord, 
Content,  arieffo-  thy  Honour  give  confent, 
Thy  Daughter  fhall  be  wedded  to  my  King  , 

Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto : 
And  this  her  eafie  held  imprifonment, 

Hath  gain'd  thy  Daughter  Princely  liberty. 
Reig>  Speaks  Stiff  otitis  he  thinks  f 
Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 

Thar  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  fain. 

Reig.  Upon  thy  Princely  warrant,  I  defcend, 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy.  y  ft  demand. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  ext  eft  thy  cemming. 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Reignier. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  Territories, 
Command  i/i  Anjou  what  your  Honour  plcafes. 

Suf.  Thanks  Reignier ,  happy  for  fofweeta  Child, 
Fit  to  be  made  Companion  with  a  King  : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit  > 

Reig.  Since  thou  doft  daign  to  wooe  her  little  worth, 
To  be  the  Princely  Bride  of  fucha  Lord  : 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 

Enjoy  mine  own,  the  Country  Main  and  Anjtn, 
Free  from  oppreffion,  or  the  ftroke  of  War, 

My  Daughter  fhall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 
Suf.  That  is  her  ranfome,  I  deliver  her,- 

And  thofe  two  Counties  I  will  undertake 
Your  Grace  fhall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again  in  Henry's  Royall  name, 
As  Deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 

Give  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  pl'ghted  faith. 
Suf.  Reignier  of  Trance,  I  ̂ive  thee  Kingly  thanks,  | 

Becaufe  this  is  in  Traffick  of  a  King. 

And  yet  me  thinks  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  Attumey  in  this  cafe. 
Tie  over  then  to  England  with  this  newes, 

And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folcmniz'd  : 
So  farewell  Reignier,  fet  this  Diamond  fafc 

In  golden  Pallaces  as  it  becomes. 
Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 

The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Henry  were  he  here. 
/W-ar.Farewell  my  Lord,good  wifhes,praife,&  prayers, 

Shall  Sujfolk^ever  have  of  Margaret.        She  is  going. 
Suf.  Farewell  fwcet  Madam :  but  heaik  you  Margaret, 

No  Princely  commendations  to  my  King  ? 
Mar.  Such  commendations  as  becomes  a  Maid  , 

A  Viiginand  his  Servant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  plac'd.,  and  modeftly  directed,  • 
But 
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jB'Jt,  Madam,  I. mult  com  k  you  again, 
•No  hiving  Token  to  his  Mijefty  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  unfpottcd  heart, 
iN-ver  yet  taint  with  love,  I  tend  the  King. 

I    Suf'.  Arid  this  withall.  Kijfe  her 
»    Mar.  That  for  thy  felf,  I  will  not  fo  prcfumr, 
Totendfuch  pccvilTi  Tokens  to  a  King. 

Suf.  Oh  wcrt  thou  for  my  felf:  but  Stfjfj/l^thy  , 
Thou  mayeft  not  wander  in  that  Labyrinth, 
These  Mmotsuis,  and  ugly  Treafons  kuk. 
Solicite  Henry  with  her  wondrous  ptaifr, 
Bethink  thee  on  her  Virtues  that  furmount, 
M:de  naturall  Graces  that  extinguish  Art, 
Repeat  their  lembhnce  often  on  the  Seas, 

That  when  rhou  com'it  to  kneel  at  Hearfs  fecr, 
Thou  mayeft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  Exit. 

Enter  Tork^  Warwick^  Shepherd,  Puzel. 

Tor.  Bring  forth  that  Soicercffe condemn'd  to  burn. 
Shep.  Ah,  joan,  this  kills  thy  Fathers  heart  out-right, 

Have  I  fought  every  Countrey  far  and  near, 

And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  ti  e:  o'.'t, 

Muft  I  behold  thy  ti'rrjelcffj  cruell  death  : 
Ah  Join,  fwcet  Daughter,  Tie  die  with  the1!. 

*pu%>.  Decrepit  Mifer,hafe  ignore  Wretch, 
lam  defcend'd  of  a  gentler  hlood. 
Thou  art  no  Fathei,  nor  no  Friend  of  m:ne. 

Shep.  Ojt,out :  My  Lords,nnd  plcife  you,  'tis  not  fo, 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  Paiilh  knows : 
Her  Mother  liveth  vet,  can  teftifie 

She  was  the  firft  fruit  of  my  Batch'lor-fhip, 
War.  Graccleffe,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  Parentage  ? 
Tor.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been  , 

Wicked  and  vile,  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacle  : 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collopof  my  flefh  , 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  fried  many  a  tear  : 

Deny  me  not,  I  p  ay  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

f  hz,.  Pezant  avant,  you  have  fuborn'd  this  man 
Of  purpofe,  to  obfeure  my  Noble  binh. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  Noble  to  the  Pricft, The  morn  that  I  was  Wedded  to  her  Mother. 

Kneel  down  and  take  my  blcffing,  good  my  Girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  ftoop  >  Now  curled  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  :  I  would  the  Milk 

Thy  Mother  gave  thee  when  thcu  fuck'dft  herbrcft, 
Had  bin  a  little  Ratsbane  for  thy  fake. 
Or  elfe,  when  thou  didft  keep  my  Lambs  a  field, 
I  wilh  fomc  ravenous  Wolf  had  eaten  thee. 

Doll  thou  deny  thy  Father,  curfed  Drab  > 

0  burn  her,  bum  her,  hanging  is  too  good.  Exit. 

Tor.  Take  her  away,  for  lhe  ha  th  Jiv'd  too  long, 
To  fill  chc  world  with  vicious  qualities.  •  i 

Pttz,,  Fnft  Ice  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemn'd, 
Not  me,  begotten  of  a  Shcpheard  Swain  , 
But  iflued  from  the  Progeny  of  Kings. 
Virtuous  and  Holy,  chofen  from  above, 
By  infpiration  of  Celcftiall  Grace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 

1  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  Spirits, 
But  you  that  arc  polluted  with  your  lufts, 

Srain'd  with  the  guiltleffe  blood  of  Innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  Vices  : 

Becaufe  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 

You  judge  it  ftraight  a  thing  impofhble 
To  compalTe  Wonders,  but  by  help  of  Devils. 

No  mfrconce'fvcd,  jo^noi  Aire  hatfi  cccn 
A  Vugin  frckfiner  tender  inrancyi 

Chaftc,  and  immaculate,  in  vciy  thought1, 
Whofc  Maiden-blood  thus  rigoroufly  effiis'sl- 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  ac  the  Gates  of -heaven. 

Tor.  J,  I  :  away  with  her  to  execution. 
War.  And  heask  ye  fi  s :  becaufe  (he  is  a  Maidj 

Spare  for  no  Faggots,  c:  theie  be  enow  : 
Place  Barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  /take, 
That  fo  her  torture  may  be  fhoitned. 

Paz,.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ? 
Then  Joan  difcover  thine  infirmity, 
That  warranteth  by  Law,  to  be  thy  priviledge. 
I  am  with  Child,  ye  bloody  Homicides  : 

Murthcr  not  then  the  Ft*uit  within  my  Womb  , 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

Tor.  Now  heaven  forfend,  the  holy  Maid  with  Child? 
War.  The  great:  ft  miracle  that  eie  ye  wrought: 

Is  all  your  ft'i'ftS  pfecifcfieiffe  come  to  this  ? 
Tor.  She  and  the  Dolphin  have  b:n  j"g'ing, 

I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War.  Well,  go  to,  we  will  have  no  Boards  live, 

Efpecially  ntichcharles  muft  Father  it. 

Tnz,.  You  are  decei  v'd,  my  child  isnoneofhiSj 
It  was  Alan f on  that  enjoy 'd  my  love. 

Tor.  Ala;  Jon,  that  notor.'ous  Machevile  ? 
It  dies,  and  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 

Puz,.  Oh  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you, 

'Twas  neither  Charles, n^v  yet  the  Duke  I  nam'd, 

But  Re'ignler  King  of  Naples  that  picvail'd. 
War.  A  married  man  !  thatN  moft  mtolle: able.  ,-' 
Tor.  Why  here's  a  Girl :  I  think  (lie  knows  not  well 

(There  were  fo  many)  whom  fhe  may  accufe. 

War.  It's  a  fign  flic  had  been  liberal!  and  free. 
Tor.  And  yet  forfceth  (he  is  a  Virgin  pure. 

Strumpet,  thy  wojds  condemn  thy  B.at,  and  thee. 
Life  no  intteaty,for  it  is  in  vain. 

Pu.  Then  le  d  me  hence  :  with  whom  I  leave  my  curfc. 

May  never  glorious  Sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  Country  where  you  imke  abode  : 
But  darkneffe,  and  the  gloomy  fhadejof  death 

Inviron  you,  till  Mifchief  and  Deipair,  .  , 
Drive  you  to  break  you  necks,  or  hang  your  felves.  Exit. 

Enter  C  rd'nalt. 
Tor.  Break  th;:u  in  pieces,  and  confumc  to  affies. 

You  foulaecurfed  mimfter  of  Hell. 

Car.  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  Lctteis  of  GommifTion  from  the  KihgC 

For  know  my  Lords,  the  States  of  Chnftend  >me' 
Mov'd  wi.h  rcmoifc  rf  thefe  outiagiris  oroyies, »' 
Have  earnellly  implor'd  a  general!  peace, 
Betwixt  our  Naciomnnd  th'afpiring  trench  ; 
And  here  at  hand, the  Dolphin  and  his  Train 

Approacheth,  to  conferrc-  about  fomc  matte-.s. 

Tor.  Is  all  our  travcll  turn'd  to  this  crFcdt ,  ' 
After  the  flaughterof  fo  many  Peers, 

So  many  Captains,  Gentlemen,  and  Souldiers, 

That  in  this  quarre'll  have  been  overthrown, 
And  fold  their  Bodies  for  th,  ir  Countries  benefit,, 
Shall  we  at  laft  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lo/c  ttioft  part  of  all  the  Towns, 
By  treafon,fallhood,and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  Progcnitois  had  conquered  ?  I 
Oh  Warwick^  Warwick^  I  forelec  with  grief 
The  utter  loffe  of  all  the  Realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient  Tork^  if  we  conclude  a  Peace,' 

Pp  1      1  "  It 
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It  ilia II  be  wkh  luch  ftri"$t  and  tcvere  Covenants, 
As  liccle  fhall  chc  French-men  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Altnfon,  Baflard,  Reign ier. 

Char.  Since  Lords  of  England.,  it  is  thus  agreed, 

That  pfacf full  truce  fhall  be  proclaim'd  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  felvcs, 

What  the  condit:o  is  of  tha:  lc.iguc  mi  ft  be. 
Tor.  Speak  WincheBer,  for  boyling  choller  chokes 

The  hollow  paflage  of  my  poyfon*d  voyce, 
By  fight  of  thofe  our  balefull  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  and  the  reft,  it  is  enacted  thus  : 

Th;  t  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confent, 
Of  oieer  companion,  and  of  lenjty, 
To  cafe  your  Country  of  diftreftcfull  War, 
And  f uffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful!  peace, 
Youfhnll  become  true  Liegemen  to  his  Crown. 
\nd  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 

To  pay  him  tribute,  and  l'ubmitthy  felf, 
Thou  fhalt  be  plsc'd  as  Viceroy  under  him, 
And  ftiil  enjoy  thy  Rtgall  dignity. 

Alan,.  Muft  he  be  th<  n  as  .fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Adorn  his  Temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  fubftance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  piiviiedge  of  a  private  man? 
This  proffer  is  abfuid,  and  reafonltfT:. 

Char.  'Tis  known  already  that  I  am  poffcfi: 
With  more  then  half  the  Gallian  Territories, 

And  therein  revcrene'd  for  th<  i  r  Jawf.il  King. 
Shall  I  for  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanqiufht , 
Dctiact  fo  much  from  that  prerogative, 

As  to  be  call'd  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  Lord  Ambaftadour,  Tie  rather  ke?p 
That  which  I  have,  than  coveting  for  more, 
Becaft  from  poffibility  of  all. 

Tor.  Intuiting  rharles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 

Us'd  interceffion  to  obtain  a  league , 
^nd  now  the  rhattei  grb/jys  tocompiemizc, 

Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  Companfon. 
Either  accept  the  Title  thou  ufurp'ft, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  ou;  King, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  Defers 

Or  we  will  plague  tb  :e  wftfa  inceiTmt  War  res. 
Reig.  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well,  in  obftinacy 

To  cavill  in  the  courfe  of  this  Gmtiact  : 

If  once  it  benefited, ten  to  one 

We  fhall  not  find  like  opportunity. 
Alan,  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 

To  lave  your  Subjects  from  fuch  rm  fiacre 
And  ruthleflc  daughters  as  are  daily  lcen 

By  our  piocecding  in  Hoftiiity.  . 

And  therefore  take  this  contract  of  "a  Truce, 
Although  you  brer' k  it,  when  your  plealure  ferves, 

War.  How  fay'ft  thou  Charles  ? Shall  our  Condition  ftand  ? 

Char.  It  fhall  : 

Onely  refc:  v'd,  you  claim  no  intereft 
in  any  of  our  Towns  of  Garrifon. 

Tor.  Then  fwear  Allegiance  to  his  Majefty, 
As  thou  a.t  Knight,  never  to  dilbbcy, 
Nor  be  Rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  England, 
Thou  nor  thy  Nobles,  to  the  Crown  of  England. 

So,  now  difmifle  your  Aimy  when  y<~  plcafp  : 
Hang  up  your  Enfigns,  let  your  D.i  ummes  be  ftilJ, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  peace.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Suffolk,  in  conference  with  the  King, 
Glocejler,  and  Exeter. 

King.  Your  wondrous  rare  dcfcrip;ion  (noble  Earl) 
Of  beautious  Margaret  hath  aftonifh'd  me  : 
Her  virtue.s  graced  with  externall  gifts, 
Do  biecd  Loves  fettled  paftions  in  my  heart , 
And  like  as  rigour  with  tempeftuous  gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieft  Hulk  againft  the  tide, 
So  am  1  diiven  by  breath  of  her  Renown, 
Either  to  fufter  ShipWrack,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  Love. 

Srf.  TulTi,  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperficiall  tale , 
Is  but  a  peface  to  her  worthy  praife : 
1  he  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  Dame, 
(H.td  I  fufficient  skill  to  utter  them) 
W ould  make  a  volume  of  inticing  lines , 
Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And  which  is  more,  fhcis  net  fo  Divine, 
So  full  repleat  with  choyce  of  all  delights, 
But  with  as  humble  lowLnefle  of  mind, 

She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  : 
Command  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chafte  intents, 

To  love,  and  honour  Henry  as  her  Lord. 

King.  And  otherwife,  will  Henry  nt'xe  prefume  : 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Protector,  give  confent, 
That  Margaret  may  be  Englands  Royall  Queen. 

Glo.  So  fhould  1  give  confent  to  flatter  fin, 

You  know  (my  Lord)  your  Highnefle  is  betroth'd Unto  another  Lady  of  efteem, 

How  fhall  we  then  difpence  with  that  contract, 
And  not  deface  your  Honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  Ruler  with  unlawfull  Oathes, 

Or  one  that  at  a  Triumph,  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrcngth,  forlaketh  yet  the  Lifts 
By  reafon  of  h's  Adverfanes  oddes, 

A  poor  Earl's  Daughteris  unequal]  oddes, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Ghu.  Why,  what  (I  pray)  is  Margaret  more  tha 
Her  Father  is  no  better  than  an  Eavi, 

Although  in  glorious  Titles  he  excell. 

Suf.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  her  Father  is  a  King. 
The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerufalem, 
And  of  fuch  great  authority  in  France  , 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace  , 

And  keep  the  French -men  in  Allegiance. 
Glo,  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armlnack^xmy  do, 

Becaufe  he  is  near  Kinfmrn  unto  Charles. 

Exet.  B(  fide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberall  dower 
lAThere  Reignter  )  boner  will  receive  than  give. . 

Suf.  A  Dower, my  Lords  ?  difgrace  not  fo  your  King. 
Thar  he  fhoidd  be  fo  abject,  bafe,  and  poor, 

To  choofe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  Love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Qacen, 

And  not  to  feck  a  Q^een  to  make  him  rich  r ' 
So  worthleffc  Pezauts  bargain  for  their  Wives, 
^s      ket-  m  n  for  Oxen,  Sbe<  p,  or  Horfe. 
But  marriage  s  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Then  to  be  dealt  in  by  Atr.urney-fhip  : 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Giace  affects, 

Mvft  be  companion  of  his  Nuptiall  bed. 
And  therefore,  Lords,  fince  he  affects  her  moft, 
Moft  of  all  thefe  realbns  bjndeth  us, 

In  our  opinions  fhe  fhould  be  preferr'd, 
For  what  is  Wedlock  foi  ced,  but  a  Hell, 

An  age  of  «!ifcord  and  concinuall  ftafc  ? 

Whereas 
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J  Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliile, 
!  Ami  isa  pattern  of  Celeftiall  peace. 
jWhom  fhould  we  much  wi;h  Henry,  being  a  King, 

i  B'Jt  Margaret,  that  is  Daughter  to  a  King  ? 

•Her  peerlefTe  feature,  joyned  with  her  birth, 
Approves  her  lit  for  none,  but  for  a  King. 
Hsr  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpiut, 

(M->re  then  in  women  commonly  is  ften) 
Will  anfwer  our  hope  in  itfue  of  a  King  : 

For  Henry,  Son  u-iro  a  Conquerour  , 
,  Is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors, 

If  with  a  L^dy  of  fo  high  vefo've  , 

(As  is  fair  Margaret)  he  re  link'd  in  Love. 
Then  yield  my  Lords,and  here  conclude  with  me, 
Thst  Margaret  fhall  be  Queen,  and. none  Luc  llie. 

King,  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report. 
My  Noble  Lo>  d  of  Suffolk^  ?  Or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  .attaint 
With  any  pafTion  of  inflaming  Love  , 

T  cannot  tell :  but  this  I  am  aflur'd  , 
I  feel  fuch  fliarp  dilfemion  in  my  bread, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  H>pe  and  Fear, 
As  I  am  lick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 

Take  c^ici ef ore*fhipp*ng,  pofr,  my  Lord,  to  France, 
Agree  to  any  covenants,  and  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 
To  crofle  the  Seas  to  and  he  Grown'd 
King  Wcnr'fs  fairJifull  and  annointcd  Queen. 
For  your  expences  and  diffident  charge, 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth 
Be  gone  I  fay,  for  till  you  do  return  , 
I  reft  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  Cares. 
And  you  (good  Unckle)  banilli  all  offence  : 
If  yoa  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execucion  of  my  will. 
Andfo  conducTme,  wheiefrom  company, 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  orief.  Sxit. 

Gto.  I,  grief  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  laft. Exit  Glocejier. 

Srf.  Thus  Sttfo/k^hzth  prevail'd,  and  thus  he  goes 
As  did  the  youthfuil  Paris  once  to  Greece , 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 

But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did  : 
Margaret  liSall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King :  . 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,. the  King,  and  Realm.  Exit. 

I     N    I  Sc 
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With  the  Death  of  the  good  Duke 
H  u  m  p  h  r  e  y, 

<i/.  hu8  Kk rimits.  Seen  a  Tr/ma. 

Flourish  of  Trumpets  :  Then  Hub^es. 

Enter  King,  Duke  Humfrey,  Salisbury,  Warwick^  and 
Bexuford  on  the  one  fide. 

The  Queen,  Suffolk^,  Torkj,  Sommerfet,  and  Bucking- 
ham on  the  other, 

Suffolk 

S  by  your  high  Imperial]  Mojefty, 
1  had  in  chaige  at  my  depart  from  France, 
As  Piccurator  to  youi  Excellence, 

To  marry  Princes  Margaret  for  your  Grace; 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  City,  Tomes, 

In  prcfencc  of  the  Kings  of  France,  and  Slclll, 
The  Dukes  of  Orleance,Calaber,  Brltalgne,  Alanfon, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  &  twenty  reverend  Bifhops 

I  have  perform'd  my  Taske,  and  was  cfpous'd, 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 

fn  fight  of  England,  and  her  Lordly  Peers, 
Deliver  up  my  Title  in  the  Qjceu 
To  your  moll  gracious  hand,  that  arc  the  Subftance 
Of  that  great  Shadow  I  did  reprefent : 

The  happieft  Gift,  that  ever  Marqucfle  gave, 

The  Fairefl      "en  that  ever  King  receiv'd. 
King.  Suffolk^zni".  Welcome  Queen  Margaret, 

I  can  expreffe  no  kinder  fign  of  Love 
Then  this  kind  Kifle    O  Lord,  that  lends  me  life  , 

Lend  me  a  heart  rcplcat  with  thankfulncfle  : 
For  thou  nalt  given  me  111  this  beauteous  Face 
A  world  of  earthly  blefllngs  to  my  foul, 

If  fympathy  of  Love  unite  our  thoughts; 

Que.  Great  King  of  England, -\x\6.  my  gracious  Lord, 
The  mutuall  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had  , 

By  day,  by  night ;  waking,  and  in  n.y  dreams, 
In  Courtly  company,  or  at  my  Beads, 
With  you  mine  Aider  Hefefi  Sovereign  , 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  fa  lute  my  King, 
With  ruder  tcrmes,  fuch  as  my  wit  affoords  , 

And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 
King.  Her  fight  did  r*  villi,  but  her  grace  in  Speech, 

Her  words  yclad  with  wifdomes  Majefty  , 
Make  mefiom  wondring,fall  to  weeping  Joyes, 
Such  is  thefulncfleof  my  hearts  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful!  voyce,  welcome  my  Love. 

All  ̂ w/.Long  live  C\Margaret,Englands  happines. 

Qnee.  We  thank  you  all.  Flour l(h. 

]    Suf.  My  Lord  Protector,  fo  ifplcafe  your  Grace, 
jHcrearc  the  Articles  of  contracted  peace, 
IBetwecn  our  Soveraign,  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  moneths  conclud  d  by  confent. 

Glo.  Reads.  Imp.  mis,  his  agreed  between  the  French 
King  Charles  ,  and  William  de  la  Pole,  Marqnffe  of 
Suffolk  ,  zAmbcffador  for  Henry  Kino  af  England, 
That  the  fald  Henry  {hall  efpoufe  the  Lady  Margaret, 
Daughter  unto  Relgnler  King  of  Naples,  Slciflla,and 
Jerufalem,  and  Crown  her  Queen  of  England,  ere  the 
thirtieth  of  May  next  crfulng. 

Item,  That  the  Dutchy  of  Aniou,  and  the  County  efi 
A4am,fhall  be  releafed  cr  delivered  to  the  K.  her  father. 

King.  Unckle,  how  now  ? 
Glo.  Pardon  me  gracious  Lord, 

Some  ludden  qualm  hath  ft  ruck  me  at  the  heart, 

And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 
King.  Unckle  of  Winchefter,  I  pray  read  on. 
win.  Item,  It  is  further  agreed  between  them,Tl_ 

the  Dutchejfe  of  Anjou  and  Main,  (hall  be  releafed  and 
delivered  over  to  the  King  her  Father,  and  fhe  fent  ever 

of  the  King  of  Englands  own  proper  Cofi  and  Charges, without  having  any  Dowry. 

/C/ag-.They  pleafe  us  well- Lord  Marquefs  kneel  down, We  here  create  thee  the  fii  ft  Duke  of  Suffolk,, 

And  girt  thee  with  the  Sword.  Coufin  of 
We  here  d:fchargeyour  Grace  from  being  Regent 

1  'th  parts  of  France,  till  terme  of  eighteen  Moneths 
Be  full  expir'd.  Thanks  Unckle  wlnchefler, 
Glofler,  Torkj  Buckingham,  and  Sommerfet, 
Salisbury, and  Warwick^, 

We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  Princely  Queen. 

Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpecd  provide 

To  fee  her  Coronation  be  perform'd. 
Etceunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk^ 

Mmnt  the  rejl. 

Glo.  B:  ave  Peers  of  England,  Pillars  of  the  State  , 

To  you  Duke  Humphrey -'muft  unload  his  grief : 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  Land. 
What  ?  did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  his  youth, 

His  Valour,  Coyn,  and  People  in  the  Wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 

In  Winters  cold,  and  Summers  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  Brother  Bedford  toyl  his  wits , 

To 
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j  Have  you  your  fclvcs,  Sommerjet,  Buckingham  y 

!  Brave  T 'ork^,  Salts bur y,  and  victorious  Warwick^ 
\  Receiv'd  deep  lcarrcs  in  France  and  Normandy  : 
I'Or  hath  mine  Uncklc  Beauford,  and  my  fdf, 
i  Wich  all  the  Learned  Council  of  the  Realm, 

S:u<iied  lb  long,  fat  in  the  Council-houfr, 
Early  and  lace,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  French-mtw  might  be  kept  in  awe, 
And  hath  his  Higncffe  in  his  infancy, 
Crowned  in  Paris  in  defpight  of  foes  , 
And  fhail  thefe  Labours,and  thefe. Honouis;die  ? 

Shall  Henry's  Conqueft,  Bedfords  vigilance, 
Your  Deeds  of  War,  and  all  our  Counfell  die  I 

0  Peers  of  England,  fhamefull  is  this  League, 
Fatall  this  Marriage,  cancelling  your  Fame, 
Blotting  your  names  f  om  Books  of  memory  , 
Racing  the  Characters  of  your  Renown, 

De:a:ing  Monuments  of  Conquer'd  trance) 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  bin. 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  paflionate  difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumftance  : 

Fo>  France,  'tis  ours  ;  and  we  will  keep  it  ftill. 
Glo.  I,  Unckle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can  : 

Buc  now  it  is  impolfille  we  fhou'd. 
Suffolk,,  the  new  made  Duke  that  rules  the  roft, 
Hath  given  the  Ducchy  of  ttAujou  and  Main, 
1  Unto  the  poor  King  Reignier,  white  large  ftyle 

'Agrees  not  with  the  lcannelYe  of  his  purfe. 

Sal.  Now  by  the  death  of  him  tint  di'd  for  all, 
Thefe  Counties  were  the  Kcyes  of  Normandy  : 

But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick^  my  valiant  fon  ?  / 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  p.' ft  recovery. 
■For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again,  i 
My  fword  fhould  fhed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  teares. 
Anjou  and  Main  ?  My  felf  did  win  them  both  : 
Thofe  Provinces,  thefe  Armes  of  mine  did  conquer, 
i  And  are  the  Cities  that  I  got  wkh  wounds, 

Deliver  d  up  again  with  peacefull  words  ?  ,  - 
^Mort  Diert. 

Tor.  For  Sh folks  Duke,  may  he  be  fufFocate, 
That  dimmcs  the  Honour  of  this  Warlike  Ifle : 

\France  fhouid  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart* 

'Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  League. 
I  never  read  but  Englands  Kings  have  had 

■Large  fummes  of  Gold,  and  Dowries  with  their  wiv-es, 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Hftm.  A  proper  jeft,and  never  heard  before, 
That  SujfolkJhoxAd  demand  a  whole  Fifteenth, 
ForCofts  and  Charges  in  tranfporting  her: 

She  fhould  have  ftaidin  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France Before  

.  Car.  My  Lord  of  Glofier,  now  ye  grow  too  hot, 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 

Hum.  My  Lord  of  fVincbefier,  I  know  your  mind, 
Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  rwiflike  : 

"ut  'cis  my  prclencc  that  doth  trouble  ye,  4 
ncour  will  out,  proud  Prelate,  in  thy  face 

[  fee  thy  fury  :  If  I  longer  ftay, 
vVe  fhall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings  : 

-ordings  farewell,  and  fay  when  I  am  gone, 
•  prophelied,  France  will  be  loft  ere  long.  Exit  Humph. 

Car.  So,  there  go'es  our  Protector  in  a  rage  : 
Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy: 
^ay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all , 

And  no  great  friend,  1  fear  me,  to  the  King  ; 
Confider  Lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood, 

And  heir-apparant  zoihe  Englijh  Crown  : 

Had  Henry  got  an  Empire  by  his  marriage,  • 
And  all  the  wealthy  Kingdomes  of  the  Weft, 

There's  reafon  he  fhould  be  difpleas'd  at  it  : 
Look  to  it  Lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts,  be  wife  an  circumfpect. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Calling  him,  Humphrey  the  good  Duke  of  Ghfler, 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voyce, 
Jefu  maintain  your  Royall  Excellence, 
With  God  preferve  the  good  Duke  Humphrey. 
I  fear  me,  Lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloile, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  Protector. 

Buc.  Why  fhould  he  then  protect  our  SoYeraign  ? 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf. 
Coufin  of  Sommerfet,  joyn  you  with  me. 
And  altogether  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 

We'll  quickly  hoyfe  Duke  Humphrey  from  his  feat. 
Car.  This  weighty  bufinefle  will  not  brook  delay, 

Tie  to  thfrDuke  of  ̂'ajlfo/^prefently.      Sxit  Cardinal. Som.  Coufin  of  Buckingham f. hough  Humphreys  pride 
And  greatnefle  of  his, place  be  grief  to. us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinall  ̂  
His  infokn,ce  is  more  intolerable 
Then  all  the  Princes  in  the  Land  befide , 

If  Glofier  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  Protector. 
Buc.  Oi  thou,  or  I  j  Sommerfet,  will  be  Protector, 

Defpight  Duke  Humphrey,  or  the  Cardinall.  . 
Exit  Buckingham,  and  Sommerfet. 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  Ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  Realm. 

I  never  faw  but  Humphrey  Duke  of  Glofiert 
Did  bear  him  like  a  Noble  Gentleman  j 

Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinally 

More  like  a  Souldier  then  a  man,o'ch  Church,' 
As  ftout  and  proud  as  he  were  Lord  of  all  , 
Swear  like  a  Ruffian, and  demean  h  mfelf 
Unlike  the  Ruler  of  a  Common- weah 
Warwick^my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  j 

Thy  deeds,  thy  plainneflc,  and  thy  houfe-keeping  j 
Hath  won  the  greatcft  favour  of  the  Commons, 
Excepting  none  but  good  Duke  Humphrey. 
And  Brother  York.,  thy  acts  in  Ireland , 

In  bringing  them  to  civil  Difcipline: 
Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France^ 
When  thou  wert  Regent  for  our  Soveraign , 

Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  people^ 
Joyn  we  together  for  the  publick  good, 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefle  , 

The  pride  of  Suffolk^,  and  the  Cardinall, 
With  Sommerfets2vd  iuckinghams  ambition, 
And  as  we  may,  chevifh  Duke  Humphreys deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  Land.  . 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick^  as  he  loves  the  Land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  Country. 

Tor.  And  fo  fayes  Tork^ 

For  he  hath  greateft  caufe. 
Sal.  Then  lets  make  hafte  away, 

And  look  unto  the  main  ? 
Warw.  Vnto  the  main  ? 

Oh  Father,  Main  is  loft, 

That  Main,  which  by  main  force  Warwick^  did  win 

And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft : 

Main 
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Mam-chanCe  F.unev  yoa  nic'viit,  >ut  l  m;,nu  Main, 
Which  I  will  win  from  Trance,  or  elfc  be  fla'n. 

Exit  War )V:ci^and  Salisbury.  Mmet  Torl^. 
Tot\.  An'OH  and  M.r.i  aregivm  to  the  French, 

Pari;  is  loft,  the  ftftfc  i  i  Normandy 

Stands  on  a  tickle  p-dnc,  no  vthey  are  gone  : 
Sptff/l\  concluded  on  the  Ameses, 

The  Pccts  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleased, 

To  change-,  two  D'ikvd  -m-stor"  a  Duke's  f.ii  Daughter. 
I  cannot  hi  am:  them  all,  what  is'c  tor.cm  > 

:  '  Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  thei>  own. 
'  Pirates  may  ma\e  cheap  penni  vorrhs  >f  tWHf  pillage, 
:   And  purchne  Friends,  and  g^v  to  Curr.ez.ms, 

Still  revelling  like  Lo  ds  iffl  all  he  gone. 
While  as  the  (illy  owner  ©f  fhe  k&Seh 

\Vceps  o've.  them,  and  wrings  his  h.ml-rffe  Hands,- 
^d  i  "hakes  his  head,  and  ;rem  mn.;  .'rands  aloof, 
•  Vhile  all  is  flvir'd,  an  J  Wl  is  bo.  n  away, 

Ready  to     •  v  a  d  dai  c  n-oc  roue'',  Ivs  own. 
«o  T^i-mH}  fit,  and -f.et,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
WbUi  his -oA'n  Lands  are  ba'gain'd  for,  and  fold  : 
Me  things  the  Realms  ot  England,  trance,  trhd  Ireland, 

H  -ar  that  p-Oportion  to  my'-flelh  and  blttod,  ~" 
As  did  the  f'tal  brand  AltheaWxx,      "    3  f) Unto  the  Pnnas  heart  of  CaMon  : 

1  Anion  and  Main  both  g'iven  unto  the  French  *' 
\  Cold  newesforcriv?  j  for  I  Wad'hope  of  France , 
i  Even  as  I  have  of  renile  Enf lands  foil. 

A  ; ay  will  com°,  when  rf^fhall  claiiri  hfso^n,  '  ' 

And  the  ef-;re  I  will  take  thtNevi'll..  prrts, 
And  ma;ke  a- (hew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphrey, 

I  And  when  I  fpye  advantage,  da<"m  the  Crown, 
;  For  that's  tbeg'Hert  MftlR  ffeek  to  h:t: 
J  Nor  fhall  p-o  id  Ldnczsttr  ufurp  my  right, 
\  Nor  hold  the  Scepte;  in  his  ehildifh  Fdt, 

'>  Nor  wear  the  Diadem  npon  his  head, 
i  Whofe  Chui  cl  -like  humm 's  fits  not  for  a  Crown. 
Then  Torkjjc  (till  a  w  ,ile  ciiltine  do'feive: 

Watch  thou,  and  wak'e  when  others  be  aflecp  ,':  '  ' 
To  prie  into  the-t' cr^'s  of  the  State, 
Till  Henry  fin  f  ,'tting-i s  j  >ves  of  hve, 

■  Wi  h  his.  new  % fd : ,  and  England?  dear  bought  Q^een, 
And  Humphrey  with  the  Pe-eis  be  rain  atjarres. 

;  Then  wilH  taiie  ahr't  ;hf  Milk-whi  e  R  >fc, 
i  With  whofe  fwet  lmell  the  aire  (h  il  be  pe  fum'd, 

;  A"d  t'n  my  Standard  bear  the  Arm  s  nfTorkj, 
;  To  grapnle  with  the  houfe  Bf  Lanctjler , 

1  And  force  perforce  Tie  m"ke  him  yield  the  Crown, 

,  Whofe  Bookifh  Rule  Haffl  pull'd  fair  England  down. Exit  Tork^. 

Enter  Dukj  Humphrey,  and  his  Wife  Ellanor. 

Etta.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  ove:-iipen'd  Corn, 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres  plenteous  lo  <d  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows  , 
As  frowning  at  the  Favours  of  the  World  ? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fixt  to  the  fullen  earth, 
dazing  on  that  which  feems  to  dimme  thy  fight  > 

What  ie  ft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry's  Diadem, 
nehae'd  with  all  the  Honours  of  the  World  ? 

If  fo,gaze  on,  and  grovellon  thy  face, 
Untill  thy  head  be  ci'ded  with  the  feme. 
Pat  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  Gold. 

What,  is't  too  fliort  ?  Tie  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
Wee'il  ooth  together  nft  o"r  head's  t  ?  heaven, 
Aad  never  more  abafe  our  fight  fo  low, 

As  co  vouchlafe  one  glance  upon  the  ground. 
Hum  .  O  Nell,  fwect  Nell,  if  thou  dolt  love  thy  Lord 

Banilli  the  Canker  of  ambitious  thoughts  r 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 

Againft  my  King  and  Nephew,  virtuous  Henry% 
Re  my  laft  breathing  in  this  mortall  world. 
My  troublous  dreames  this  night,  doth  make  me  fad. 

Eh,  What  dream'd  my  Led,  tell  me,  and  I'le requiti 
With"  tweet  rehearfall  of  my  mornings  dream  ?  (it 
Hum.  Me  thought  this  ftaffe,  mine  Office  badge  it 

Court, 

Was  broke  in  twain  :  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 

But  as  T  think,  it  was  by  th'  Card  nail, 
And  on  the  pixes  of  the  broken  Wand 

Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmond  Duke  of  Sommerfey And  William  de  la  Pole  fi  ft  Duke  of  Sufol^. 
This  was  the  dies  m,  what  it  doth  bode  God  knows. 

Ell.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  a'gument, 
That  he  that  breaks  a  ftick  of  Clatters  Grove , 
Shall  lofe  his  head  for  hispiefnmpt  on. 

But  lift  to  me,my  Humphrey  my  iwectDuke  : 
Me  thought  1  fate  in  feat  of  M  jefty, 

In  the  Cathediall  Church  of  Weflm'nfier, 
And  in  that  Chair  where  Kinos&        ns  were  Crown 

Where  Henry  and  Dim:  Margaret  knee^'d  to  me, 
And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  Diadem. 

Hum.  Nay  Ellanor,  thenm1  ft  I  chide  out-right : 
Prefumptuo'.is  Dame,  iil-nurtur\1  Ellanor, 
Art  thou  not  fecond  Woman  in  the  Realm1? 

And  the  P.ote£rors  wife  belov'd  of  him  t 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  plealure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compaiTe  of  thy  thought  ? 

And  wile  thou  ftill  be  hamme:ing  treache-  y, 
To  tumble  down  thy  husband,  and  thy  Lif, 

From  top  of  Honour,  to  Difgvaces  feet  ? 
A  way  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Ella.  What,  what,my  Lord,  are  you  fo  choIJerick  I 
With  Sliamr,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 

Next  time  i'le  keep  my  dreams  unto  my  felf, 

And  not  be  check'd. 

Hum.  Nay  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. Enter  LMtffenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  Protector,  'tis  his  HighnefTc  pleafur< 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  S.  Albans, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  Hawk. 

K«.  I  gorCome  iW/,thou  wilt  ride  with  us?  Ex,Hm 

Ella.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'le  follow  presently. Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 

While  Glefter  Dears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  Man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 

I  would  remove  the'fe  tedious  {tumbling  blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefle  necks. 
And  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 

To  play  my  part  in  Fortunes  Pageant. 
Where  aie  you  there  ?  Sir  John  ;  nay  fear  not  man, 

We  are  ajone,  here's  none  but  thee  and  I.  Enter  Hunn^ Hume.  Jefus  preferve  your  Royall  Majcfty. 

£11.  What  faift  thou  ?  Ma  jefty  :  1  am  but  Grace. 

Hume.  But  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Humes  advice 
Your  Graces  Title  fhall  be  multioU'd. 

Ella.  What  faift  thou  Man  ?  Haft  thou  as  yet  confer'* With  Margery  Jordan  the  cunning  Wuch, 
With  Roger  Bulllngbrookjhz  Conjurer  ? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

H ume, .This  they  have  promifed,to  fhew  your  Highnef 
A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground, 

Tha 
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|Tn3C  fhall  make  anfwer  to  Rich  Qjeftions , 
|  As  by  vour  Grace  fhall  be  propounded  him. 

Ellanor.  Ic  is  enough,I'le  think  upon  the  Q^eftions : 
jWhen  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make  return  ; 

j We'll  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
•Hii  e  Hume,take  this  reward,  make  merry  man 
With  thy  Confederates  irt  this  weighty  caufe. 

Exit  Ellanor. 
Hum.  Hume  mull  make  merry  with  the  Dutcheffc 

Marry  and  lha  11:  but  how  now,Sir  fojon  Hume}  (Gold: 
Seal  up  your  Lips,  and  give  no  words  but  Mum  , 
The  bufinefle  asketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Eiianor  wives  Gold,  to  bring,  the  Witch  : 
Gold  cannot  come  amifte,  were  fhe  a  Devil. 
Yet  have  ISG  old  flies  from  another  Coaft  : 

I  dare  not  fay,  from  the  rich  Cardinall , 
And  from  the  great  and  ne  w-made  Duke  of  Suffolk^ ; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  Co  :  for  to  be  plain , 

BThey  (knowing  Dome  Ellanors  humour) 
Have  hired  me  to  under-mine  the  Dutcheffe, 
And  buzze  thefe  Conjurations  in  her  braia. 

ffhey  fay,  a  crafty  Knave  do's  need  no  Broker. 
Sfet  ami  Srffolkjmd  the  Cardinalls  B  okcr. 

flume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  fliall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  Knaves. 
[Veil,  fo  it  (lands :  and  thus  1  fear  at  laft. 

Humes  Knavery  will  be  the  Dutchcff- Wrack » 
fend  her  attainture  will  be  Humphreys  fall : 
>ort  how  it  will,  I  fhall  have  Gold  for  all.  Exit . 

Enter  three  or  four  petitioners,  the  Armorers 
Man  being  one, 

1.  Pet.  My  M^fters,  let's  ftand  clofe,  my  Lord  Pro- 
testor will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may 

Ichverour  Supplications  in  the  QmiII. 

2.  Pet.  Marry  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 

man,  Jcl'u  bleffe  hkn.  I 

Enter  Suffolk^  and  Queen 

Peter.  Here  a  comes  me  thinks,  a>nd  the  Queen  with 
liim  :  Fie  be  the  firft  fure. 

2.  Pet.  Come  back  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 

^rnd  n^rmy  Lord  Protector. 

Suff  How  now  fellow  :  would'ftany  thing  with  me? 
i .  Pet .  I  pray,  my  Lord,  pardon  me,  I  took  ye  for  my 

[Lord  proteclor. 
Qnee.  To  my  Lord  Proteclor  f  are  your  Supplicati- 

ons to  hisLordfhip  ?  let  me  fee  them :  what  is  thine  ? 

1 .  Pett  Mine  is,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  John 
Goodman ,  my  Lord  Cardinals  Man ,  for  keeping  my 
Houfe,  and  Lands,  and  Wife  and  all  from  mc. 

Suff.  Thy  Wife  too  ?  that's  fome  Wrong  indeed. 
What's  yours?  what's  here  ?  againft  the  Duke  of  Suf- 

folk* for  endofing  the  Commons  of  Melford.  How  now, 
Sir  Knave  ? 

2.  Pet.  Alafs,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  Petitioner  of  our 
whole  Townfhip. 

Peti  Againft  my  Mafter  Thomas  Horner,  for  faying, 
That  the  Duke  of  Torl^  was  rightfull  Heir  to  the 
Crown. 

Quee.  What  fay 'ft  thou  ?  Did  the  Duke  of  TV^fay, 
he  was  rightfull  Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 

*Pet .  That  my  Miftreffe  was  ?  No  forfooth  :  my  Ma  - 
fter  fa-id,  that  he  was ;  and  that  the  King  was  an  Ufurper. 

Suf.  Who  is  there  ? Enter  Servant. 

Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend  for  his  Mafter  with  a  Pur- 

fevant  prefently  ••  we'll  hear  more  of  your  matter  before 
the  Kino.  Exit. 

Quee.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  cur  Proteclors  Grace,  > 

Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 
Tear  the  Supplication. 

Away,  bafe  Cullions :  Suffolk^,  let  them  go. 

All,  Come,  let's  be  gone. 

Exit. 

Quee.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^,  fay,  is  this  the  guife  ? 
Is  this  the  Fafhions  in  the  Court  of  England  ? 

Is  this  the  Government  of  Brltains  I'le  ? 
And  this  the  Royalty  of  Alblons  King  ? 
What,  fhall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupill  ftill, 
Under  tha  furly  G loiters  Governance  ? 
And  I  a  Queen  in  Title  and  in  Stile, 

And  miift  be  made  a  Subject  to  a  Duke  ? 
I  tell  thee  Pool,  when  in  the  City  Tours 

Thou  rann'fta  tilt  in  honour  of  my  Love, 
And  ftoFft  away  the  Ladies  heai  ts  of  France; 

I  thought  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee, 
In  Courage,  Courtfhip,and  Proportion : 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holineffe  , 
To  number  Ave-<JMaries  on  his  Beads: 

His  Champions,  are  the  Prophets  and  Apoftles  , 

His  Weapons,  holy  Sawsoffacred  Writ, 
His  Study  is  his  Tilt-yard,  and  his  Loves 

Are  brazen  Images  of  Canon;zed  Saints.  I 
I  would  the  Colledge  of  the  Cardinalls 
Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome , 

And  fet  the  Triple  Crown  upon  his  head  ; 
That  were  a  State  fit  for  his  Holineffe. 

Suff.  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  caufe 
Your  Highneff  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  yoar  Graces  full  content. 

Quee.  Befide  the  haught  Proteclor,have  we  Beauford 
Theimperions  Church-man  ;  Sommerfet,  Buckingham^ 

And  grumbling  Torkj.  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe  , 
But  can  do  more  in  England  then  the  King. 

Suf.  And  he  of  thefe  that  can  do  moft  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  then  the  Nevills : 
Salisbury  and  Warwick,  are  no  fimple  Peers. 

Quee.  Not  all  thefe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much, 

As  that  proud  Dame,  the  Lord  Proteclo;  's  Wife: 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troups  of  Ladies, 
More  like  an  Empreffe,  then  Duke  Humphreys  Wife  : 

Strangeisin  Court,  do  take  her  for  the  Queen: 
She  bears  a  Dukes  revenues  on  her  back  , 
And  in  her  heart  fhe  fcorns  our  Poverty  : 

Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her? 
Contemptuous  bafe-torn  Callot  as  fhe  is  , 

She  vaunted  'mongft  her  Minions  'tother  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  word  wearing  Gown, 
Was  better  worth  then  all  my  Fathers  Lands, 

Till  Suff'jlk^°*vz  two  Dukedomes  for  his  Daughter. 

Suff.  Madam,  my  felf  have  lim'd  a  Bufh  for  her , 
And  plac't  a  Quier  of  fuch  enticing  Birds, 

1  That  flie  will  li°ht  to  liften  to  the  Layes , 
,  And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
!  So  let  her  reft :  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me, 

J  For  I  am  bold  to  counfeli  you  in  this  ; 

!  Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinall, 
Yet  muft  we  joyn  with  him,  and  with  the  Lords, 

Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphrey'xn  difgrace. A 

i 
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As  for  the  Dukc  of  York,  this  late  Complaint 
Will  r»ake  but  little  for  his  benefit  : 

So  one  by  one  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft, 

And  you  your  l'elf  (hall  ftccr  the  happy  Helm. 

Exit. 

Enter  the  King,  Duke  Humphrey  Cardins.ll,  Bucking- 
ham, Torkj,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  And 

the  Dutcheffe. 

King.  For  my  part,  Noble  Lords,  I  care  hot  which, 

Or  Sommerfet,  or  York*  all's  one  to  me. 
Tor.  If  Torl^  have  ill  demean'd  himlclfin  France, 

Thcnkc  him  be  denay'd  the  Regcnt-fhip. 
Som.  If  Sommerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  Place, 

Let  York^  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 
Warw.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 

Difpute  not  that,  Torkjs  the  worthier. 

Card.  Ambitious  Warwick^  let  thy  betters  fpeak. 

Warw.  The  Gardinall's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 
Buck.  All  in  this  prefenceare  thy  betters,  Warwick^ 
War.  Wartvlckjmy  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all. 

Peace  Son,and  fhew  fome  rea Ton  Buckingham , 

Why  Sommerfet  fhould  be  preferr'd  in  this  ? 
Quee.  Becaufe  the  King  forfooth  will  have  it  fo. 

Hum.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
•To  give  his  Cenfure  :  Thefe  are  no  Worncns  matters. 

Quee.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 
To  be  Protector  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Humph.  Madam,  I  ai,i  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And  at  his  pkafure  wiii  refign  my  Place. 

Suff.  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
Since  thou  wert  King,  as  who  is  King,  but  thou  ? 
Th:  Common-wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wrack, 

The  Dolphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  Seas, 
And  all  the  Prevs  and  Nobles  of  the  Realm 

Have  been  as  Bond-men  to  thy  Sovcraignty. 
Car.  The  Commons  haft  thou  rackt,  the  Clergies  Bags 

Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  Extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  Buildings,  and  thy  Wives  Attire 
Have  coft  a  maffe  of  publick  Treafure. 

Buck.  Thy  Cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  Offenders,  hath  exceeded  Law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  Law. 

Quee.  Thy  fale  of  Offices  and  Towns  in.  trance, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpect  is  great , 
Would  make  the  quickly  hop  without  thy  Head. Exit  Humphrey. 

Give  me  my  Fan :  what,  Minion,  can  ye  not  ? 

She  gives  the  Dutcheffe  a  box  on  the  ear, 

I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam  :  was  it  you  ? 

Dutch.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,proud  French-woman: 
Could  I  come  near  your  Beauty  with  my  Nails, 
I  could  fetmy  ten  Commandements  in  your  face. 

King.  Sweet  Aunt  be  quiet,  'twas  againft  her  will. 
Dutch.  Againft  her  will,good  King  ?  lookto'tin  time, 

She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  Baby  : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Maftcr  wears  no  Breeches, 

She  fhall  not  ftrike  Dame  Elianor  unreveng'd. Exit  Elianor , 

Buck^j  Lord  Cardinall,  I  will  follow  Elianor, 

And  liften  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds : 

She's  tickled  now,  her  Fume  can  need  no  fpurres, 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  deftruction. 

Exit  Buckingham. 

Enter  Humphrey. 

H umph.  Now,  Lords,  my  Choller  being  over-blown 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  Common-wealth  Affaires. 
As  for  your  fpightfull  falfe  Objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  Law : 
But  God  in  mercy  fo  deal  with  my  Sou], 
As  I  in  Duty  love  my  King  and  Countrey. 
But  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 

I  fay,  my  Soveiaign,  Yorkjs  meeteftman 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France. 

Sujf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  fhew  fome  reafon,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  moft  unmeet  of  any  man. 

York,  Tie  tell  thee, Suffolk,, why  lam  unmeet. 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  Pride.- 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  Lord  of  Sommerfet  will  keep  me  here , 
Without  Difcharge,  Money,  or  Furniture  , 

Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dolphin's  hands. 
Laft  time  I  danc't  attendance  on  his  will, 
Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  famifht,  and  loft. 

Warw.  That  can  I  witnefle,  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  Tray  tor  in  the  Land  commit. 

Suff.  Peace  head-ftrong  Warwick^. 
Warw.  Image  of  Pride,  why  lhould  I  hold  my  peace  I 

i  .         "      ■  c flf Enter  Armorer  and  his  Man. 

Sujf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  Treafon, 
Pray  God  the  Duke  of  7"or^,excufe  himfelf. 

'York.  Doth  any  one  accufe  York,  for  a  Traytor  ? . 

King.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Suffolk}  tell  me,whatar 
thefe  ? 

Suff.  Pleafc  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accufe  his  Mafter  of  High  Treafon  ; 
His  words  were  thefe  :  That  Richard,  Duke  of  Yorkj 
Was  rightfull  Heir  unto  the  Englijh  Crown, 

And  that  you  Majefty  was  an  Ulurper. 

King.  Say  man,  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 
Armo.  And't  fhall  pleafe  your  Ma  jefty»  I  never  faid 

nor  thought  any  fuch  matter  :  God  is  my  witnefle,  lam 

falfly  accus'd  by  the  Villain. 
Peter.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  Lords,  he  did  fpeak 

them  to  me  in  the  Garret  one  Night,  as  we  were  fcow- 

ring  my  Lord  of  Yorl£s  Armour. 
York.  Bale  Dunghill  Villain,  and  Mechanical!, 

Tie  have  thy  Head  for  this  thy  Traytors  fpeech: 
I  do  befeech  your  Royall  Majefty, 

Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  Law. 

Ar.  Ala(s,my  Lord,hang  me  if  ever  I  fpake  the  words: 
my  accufer  is  my  Prentice,  and  when  1  did  correit  him 
for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  Knees  W 
would  be  even  with  me:  I  have  good  witnefle  of  this  J 
therefore  I  befeech  your  Majefty,  do  not  caft  away  an 
honeft  man  for  a  Villains  accufation. 

King.  Unckle,  what  fhall  we  fay  to  this  in  Law  ?r! 

Humph.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  judge :.  *\ 
Let  Sommerfet  be  Regent  o'le  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fnfpition  : 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  theni 
For  fingle  Combat,  in  convenient  place, 
For  he  hath  witnefle  of  his  fervants  malice  : 

This  is  the  Lawrand  this  Duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

Som 
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Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  Royal  Majefty. 
t/frntow er .  And  I  accept  the  Combate  willingly. 
Peter.  Alas,  my  Lord  ,1  cannot  fight;  for  God  s  fake 

pitie  my  cafe  :  the  fpight  of  my  man  preyaileth  againft 

'mc.  O  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  ,  I  fhall  never  be  able 
[to  fieh:  a  blow  :  O  Lord  my  heart. 

jiumf.  Sin  ha,  or  you  mutt  fight,  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 
King.  Away  with  them  to  Prifon :  and  the  day  of 

Combat ,  fhall  be  the  laft  of  the  nexc  moneth.  Come 
S$merfetyviQ\\  fee  thee  lent  away. 

Flourifh.  Exeunt. 

,  E nber  the  Witch ,  the  two  Priests,  and  Bullingbrookj, 

Hume,  Come ,  my  Maftcrs ,  the  Duchefs  I  tell  you 

Jexpecls  performance  of  your  promifes. 
Bulling.  Malkr  Hume ,  we  are  therefore  provided  : 

>vtili  her  Ladifhip  behold  and  hear  our  Exorcifmes  ? 
Hume.  I,  what  elfe  ?  fear  you  not  her  courage. 
Bulling.  1  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  Woman  of 

an  invincible  fpirit :  but  it  (hall  be  convenient ,  Matter 

Hume  ,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft ,  while  we  be  bufie  be- 

low ;  and  fo  I  pray  you  go  in  God's  Name,and  leave  us. Exit  Hume. 

Mother  Jordan  ,  be  you  proftrate  ,  and  grovel  on  the 
Earth  j  John  Southwell  read  you,and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Elianor  aloft. 

Elian.  Well  faid,  my  Matters, and  welcome  all:  To 
thisgeer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Bui.  Patience,good  Lady,Wizardsknow  their  times  : 
Peep  Nighc,  dark  Night,  the  filent  of  the  Night, 
The  time  of  Night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  fire, 
The  times  when  Screech-owls  cry,  and  Bandogs  howle ; 
And  Spirits  walk,  and  Ghofls  break  up  their  Graves ; 
That  time  fits  beft  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not :  whom  we  raife, 

We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow' d  Verse.* 

Here  doe  the  Ceremonies  belonging ,and  make  the  Circle, 
Bullingbrook^  or  Southwell  reads  ,  Conjuro  te,  &c. 

It  Thunders  and  Lightens  terribly  : 
then  the  Sprit  rifeth. 

Spirit.  Adfupt. 

Witch.  A/math,  by  the  eternal  God, 
Whofe  name  and  power  thou  trcmbleft  at, 
Anfwer  that  I  ask  :  for  till  thou  fpeak, 
Thou  fhaltnot  pafs  from  hence. 

Sprit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt ;  that  I  had  faid  ,  and 
done. 

Bulling,  Fii  ft  of  the  King :  What  fhall  of  him  be- 
come ? 

Spirit.  The  Duke  yetlives,  that  Henry  fhall  depofe : 

But  him  out-live,  and  dye  a  violent  death. 
,    Bull.  What  Fates  await  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^? 

Spirit.       Water  fhall  he  dye,  and  take  his  end. 
Bull.  What  fhall  befall  the  Duke  of  Somerset  ? 
Spirit.  Let  him  (hun  Catties. 

Safer  fhall  he  be  upon  the  fandie  Plaines, 
Then  where  Catties  mounted  ftand. 

Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 
Bull.  Defcend  to  Darknefs,  and  the  burning  Lake  : 

Falfe  fiend  avoid. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Exit  Spirit. 

\  ;  

Enter  the  Duke  of  Torlg^  ,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
■with  their  Guard,  and  break,  in. 

Tork^Lay  hands  upon  thefe  Tray  tors,  and  their  trafh  j 
Beldame  I  think  we  watcht  you  at  an  inch. 

What  Madam,  are  you  therefche  King  and  Common- 
Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains;  (weale 
My  Lord  ProtecAor  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 
Sl'ian.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  chine  to  England's  King, 

Injurious  Dukc,that  thrcaten'ft  where's  no  caufe. 
Buck.  True  Madam ,  none  at  all :  what  call  you  this? 

Away  with  them ,  let  them  be  clapt  up  clofe, 

And  kept  afunder :  you  Madam  fhall  with  us. 

Stafford  take  her  to  thee. 

We'll  fee  your  Trinkets  here  all  foith-comming. 
All  away.  Exit. 

York.  Lord  Buckingham,  me  thinks  you  watcht  her 

A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofen  to  build  upon.  (well. 

Now  pray  my  Lord,  let  fee  the  Devil's  Writ. What  have  we  here  ?  Reads. 

The'Dukj  yet  lives,  that  Henry  fhall  depofe  : 
But  him  out-live,  and  dye  a  violent  death. 

Why  this  is  juft:  zA'io  zAiacide  Romano  s  vine  ere  pofie. Well,  to  the  reft : 
Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk.} 

By  Water  (hall  he  dye,  and  take  his  end. 
What  fhall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  f 
Let  him  (hun  Caftles, 

Safer  (hall  he  be  upon  the  fandie  Plaines, 
Then  where  Castles  mounted  ftand. 

Come,  come,  my  Lords, 

Thefe  Oracles  are  hardly  attain'd, 
And  hardly  underttood. 
The  King  is  now  in  progreffe  towards  Saint  Albans  ? 
With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  Lady : 
Thither  goes  thefe  Newes, 
As  faft  as  horfc  can  carry  them  : 

A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  Lord  Proteclor. 
Buc.  Your  Grace  fhall  give  me  leave,my  Lord  of  Tork^, 

To  be  the  Pofte,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 
York..  At  your  pleafurc,  my  good  Lord. 

Who's  within  there,  hoe  ? 

Enter  a  Serving- man. 
Invite  my  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick. 
To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  Night.  Away. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  ,  Queen ,  Protetlor,  Cardinal,  and 

Suffolk,,w'rthF aulkners  hollawing. 

Queen.  Believe  me  Lords,  for  flying  at  the  Brook, 

I  faw  not  better  fport  thefe  feven  year's  day  ; 
Yet  by  your  leave ,  the  winde  was  very  high, 
And  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

King.  But  what  a  point,  my  Lord,your  Faulcon  made 
And  what  a  pitch  fhe  flew  above  the  reft  : 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  Creatures  works, 
Yea  Man  and  Birds  aie  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Stiff.  No  marvel,  and  it  like  yourMajetty, 

My  Lord  Potcdtor's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well, 
They  know  their  Matter  loves  to  be  aloft,  j 

And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  Pitch. 
Glos~t.  My  Lord,  'cis  but  a  bale  ignoble  minde, 

That  mounts  no  higher  then  a  Bird  can  foar. 

Q/q  Card, 



462
 

The  fecondTart  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Card.  I  thought  as  much,  he  would  be  above  the 
Clouds. 

Clofl.  I  my  Loid  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that  ? 
Were  it  not  good  your  Grace  could  flie  to  Heaven  ? 

King.  TheTreafuvy  of  cverlafting  Joy. 
Card.  Thy  heaven  is  on  Earth,thine  Eyes  and  Thoughts 

Beat  on  a  Crown,  the  Treafure  of  thy  heart, 
Pernicious  Protedtor,  dangerous  Peer, 

That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Commonweal. 
Gloft.  What  Cardinal  ? 

Is  your  Prielt- hood  grown  peremptory  ? 
Tantane  animis  faletftibtts  ir<et  Church-men  fo  hot  ? 
Good  Uncle  hide  fuch  Malice: 

With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  do  it  ? 
Stiff.  No  malice  Sir,  no  more  then  well  becomes 

So  good  a  Quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 
Gloft.  As  who ,  my  Lord  ? 
Suff.  Why,  as  you,  my  Lord, 

An't  like  your  lordlv  Lords  Prote&orfhip. 
Gloft.  Why  Suffolk  England  knows  thine  irifolence. 
Queen.  And  thy  Ambition,  Glofter. 
King.  I  prethee  peace,  good  Queen, 

And  whet  not  on  thefe  too-too-furious  Peers, 
For  bleffed  are  the  Peace-makers  on  Earth 

Card.  Let  me  be  bleffed  for  the  Peace  I  make 

Againft  this  proud  Protector  with  my  Sword. 

Gloft.  Faith  holy  Uncle,  would't  were  come  to  that. 
Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 
Gloft .  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the  matter, 

In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufe. 

Card.  I,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep : 
And  if  thou  dar'ft  ,  this  Evening, On  the  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lords  ? 
Card.  Believe  me,  Coufin  GloBer, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  Foul  fo  fuddenly, 
We  had  had  more  fport. 
Come  with  thy  two-hand  Sword. 

Gloft.  True  Uncle,  are  ye  advis'd  ? The  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove : 

Cardinal,  I  am  with  you. 
King  Why  how  now,  Uncle  Glofter  ? 

Cfloft.  Talking  of  Hawking ;  nothing  elfe^  my  Lord, 
Now  by  Gods  Mother,  Prieft, 

I'Icfhave  your  Crowne  for  this, 
Or  all  my  Fence  fhall  fail. 

Car.  Mediceteipfum,  Protector  fee  to' t  well ,  protect 
your  felf. 

King.  The  Winds  grow  high, 
So  do  your  Stomacks  Lords  : 

How  irkfome  is  this  Mufick  to  my  heart  ? 
When  fuch  Strings  jarre,  what  hope  of  Harmony  ? 
I  pray  my  Lords  let  me  compound  thisftiife. 

Enter  one  crying  a  ̂Miracle. 

Gloft.  What  means  this  noife  ? 

Fellow,  what  Miracle  do'ft  thou  proclaim  ? 
One.  A  Miracle, a  Miracle. 

Suffolk^.  Come  to  the  King ,  and  tell  him  what  Mi- racle. 

One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  Saint  Alban"%  Shrine, 
Within  this  half  hour  hath  receiv'd  his  fight, 
A  man  that  ne're  faw  in  his  life  before. 

King.Now  God  be  prais'd,thatto  believing  Soules 
Gives  Light  in  Darknefs,  Comfort  in  Defpair. 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  Saint  Albans,  and  hit 
B ret hr endearing  the  man  between 

two  in  a  Chair. 

Card.  Here  comes  the  Towns-men  on  proceffion , 

To  prefent  your  Highneis  with  the  man. 
King.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  Earthly  Vaie, 

Although  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  multiplyed. 

Gloft. Stand  by,  my  Matters ,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

King.  Good-fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorihe  the  Lord. 

What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd  ? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
wife.  I  indeed  was  he. 

Suff.  What  Woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  Wife,  and't  like  your  Worfhip. 
Gloft.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  Mother  ,  thou  could'ft have  better  told. 

King,  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simpc.  At  Barwick  in  the  North ,  and't  like  yoflr Grace. 

King.  Poor  foul  i 

God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great  to  thee : 
Let  never  Day  or  Night  unhallowed  pafs  i 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Queen.  Tell  me,  good -fellow,  • 
Cam'ft  thou  here  by  Chance,or  of  Devotion, To  this  holy  Shrine  ? 

Simpc.  God  knows  of  pure  Devotion, 

Being  call'da  hundred  times,  and  oftner, 

In  my  deep,  by  good  Saint  Alban  : Who  faid  ;  Simon,  come :  come  offer  at  my  Shrine  , 
And  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Mofttrue,  forfooth: 
And  many  a  time  and  oft  my  felf  have  heard  a  Voice , 
To  call  him  fo. 

Card.  What,  art  thou  lame  > 
Simp.  I ,  God  Almighty  help  me. 

Suff.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo  ? Simp.  A  fall  off  £  Tree. 
Wife.  A  Plum-tree,  Mafter. 

Gloft.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  > 
Simpc.  O  born  fo,  Mafter. 

Gloft.  What,  and  would'ft  climb  a  Tree  ? 
Simpc.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 
Wife.  Too  true  ,and  bought  his  cli  mbing  very  dear. 

Gloft.  'Mafs,  thou  lov'dft 'Plummcs  well,  that  would'ft 
venture  fo. 

Simp.  Alas ,  good  Mafter ,  my  Wife  defired  fome 
Damfons,  and  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my 

Life. 

Gloft.  A  fubtil  Knave,  but  yet  it  fhall  notferve  : 
Let  me  fee  thine  Eyes ;  wink  now,  now  open  them, 
In  my  opinion ,  yet  thou  fetft  not  well. 

Simpc.  Yes  Mafter  ,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  God  and Saint  Alban. 

Gloft,  Say'ft  thou  rhefo:  what  Colour  is  this  Cloak 

of? 

Simpc.  Red  Mafter,  Red  as  bloud. 

Gloft.  Why  that's  well  faid:  What  Colour  is  my 
Gown  of? 

Simpc.  Black  forfooth,  Coal-black,  as  Jet. 

King.  Why  then  ,  thou  know'ft  what  Colour  Jet  is 

of? 

Suff.  And  yet  I  think,  Jet  he  did  never  fee. 

Ghfl. 
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Glofl.  But  Cloakcs  and  Gowncs,  before  this  day  ,  a 
many. 

Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

Glofl.  Tell  me  Sirrha,  what's  my  Name  ? 
Simpc.  Alas  Matter,  I  know  not. 

GloiT.  What's  his  Name  ? 
Simpc.  I  know  not. 
Glojl.  Nor  his  t 
Simpc.  No  indeed,  Mafter. 

Glofl.  What's  thine  own  Name  ? 
Simpc. Saunder  Simpcoxe,  and  if  it  pleafe  you,  Mafter. 
Glojl.  Then  Saunder  y  fit  there, 

The  Jying'ft  Knave  in  Chriftendome. If  thou  had  ft  been  bom  blind, 

Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  known  all  our  Names, 
As  thus  to  name  the  feveral  Colours  we  do^wear. 

Sight  may  diftinguilh  Colours :  < 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all, 
It  is  impoflible. 

My  Lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  Miracle  : 

And  would  ye  not  think  it,  Cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  reftore  this  Cripple  to  his  Legges  again  ? 

Simpc.  O  Mafter ,  that  you  could  ? 

Glojl.  My  Mafters  of  Saint  Album , 
Have  yoonot  Beadles  in  your  Town , 

And  things  call'd  Whippes  ? 
Mayor.  Yes,  my  LokJs,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Glofl.  Then  fend  for  one  presently.         - 1 
Mapr.  Sirrha,  go  fetch  the  Beadle  hither  ftraight. •  Exit. 

Glofl.  Now  fetch  mc  a  Stool  hither  by  and  by. 

Now  Sirrha  ,  if  you  mean  to  fave  yourfelf  from  Whip- 

ping, leap  me  over  this  Stool,  and  run  away. 

f  Simfc.  Alas  Mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone: 
You  so  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  with  Whiles. 

Glofl.  Well  Sir ,  we  muft  have  you  find  your  Legges, 

Sirrha  Beadle  ,  whip  him  'tjll  he  leap  over  that  fame Stool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  Lord, 
Come  on  Sirrha,  off  with  your  Doublet,  quickly. 
Simfc.  Alas  Mafter ,  what  (hall  I  do  f  I  am  not  able 

to  ftand. 

After  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  oncey  he  leaps  over 
the  Stool ,  and  rmnesaway :  and  they 

follow,  and  cry ,  A  Miracle. 
King.  O  God,  feeft  chou  this,  and  beareft  fo  long  ; 
Queen.  It  made  me  laugh ,  to  fee  the  Villain  run. 
Glofl.  Follow  the  Knave,  and  take  this  Drab  away.; 

Wife.  Alas  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Glofl.  Let  him  be  whipt  through  every  Market  Town 

"Till  they  come  to  Barwick,  from  whence  they  camej Sxit. 

(^ard.  Duke  Humfrey  ha's  done  a  Miracle  to  day. 
Suff.  True,  made  the  Lame  to  leap,  and  flie  away. 
Glofl.  But  you  have  done  more  Miracles  then  I : 

You  made  in  a  day,  my  Lord,  whole  Towns  to  flie. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

King.  What  Tidings  with  our  Coufin  Buckingham  ? 
Buckj  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold :  J 

A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  lewdly  bent,  I 
Under  the  Countenance  and  Confederacy 

Of  Lady  £/iaxorythe  Protector's  wife, 
The  Ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  Rout, 

Have  practis'd  dangeroufly  againftyour  State, 
Dealing  with  Witches  and  wich  Conjurers, 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  m  the  Fact, 

Railing  up  wicked  Spirits  ftom  under  ground, 

Demanding  of  King  Henrie 1  s  Life  and  Death, 
And  other  of  youi  Highnels  privy  Conned, 

As  more  at  large  your  Grace  {hall  underftand. 
Card.  And  fo  my  Loid  Protector,  by  this  means 

Your  Lady  is  forth -coding,  yet  at  London. 

This  newes  I  think  hath  turn'd  your  Weapon's  edge  ; 
'Tisl:ke,my  Lord, you  will  not  keep  your  hour.  ■ 

<j/cy?.AmbitiousChurch-man,leave  to  afflict  my  heart  : 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquiiht  all  my  powers ; 
And  vanquiiht  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee* 
Or  to  the  meaneft  Groom. 

King.  O  God,what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked  ones  ? 
Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby. 

Queen.  G/osler,  fee  here  the  Taincture  of  thy  Neft, 
And  look  thy  felf  be  faultlefs ,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glofl.  Madam,  for  my  felf,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal, 

How  I  have  lov'd  my  King,  and  Common-weal : 
And  for  my  Wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftandSj 
Sorry  am  I  to  hear,  what  I  have  heard. 
Noble  fhe  is :  but  if  fhe  have  forgot 

Honour  and  Virtue,  and  convers't  with  fuch, 
As  like  to  Pitch,  defile  Nobilty  ; 
I  banifh  her  my  Bed,  and  Company, 

And  give  her  as  a  Prey  to  Law  and  Shame, 

That  hath  dis-honoUred  Glofter's  honeft  name. 
King.  Well,  for  this  Night  we  will  repofe  us  here  : 

To  morrow  toward  London,  back  again, 
To  look  into  this  BufineTs  thorowly , 
And  call  thefe  foul  Offendors  to  their  anfwers ; 

And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice  equal  Scale-? , 
Whofe  Beam  ftandsfure,  whofe  rightfull  caufe  prevails. Exeunt. 

Enter  Tork^ ,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick.. 

TV^Now  my  goodrLords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
Our  fimple  Supper  ended,  give  me  leave, 
In  this  clofe  Walk,  to  fatisfie  my  felf, 

In  craving  yotrr  opinion  of  my  Title, 

Which  is  infallible  to  England's  Crown. 
Salisb.  My  Lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 
fVarvo.  Sweet  Tork^  begin  :  and  if  thy  claim  be  good, 

The  Nevillszxt  thy  Subjects  to  command'. 
Tork.  Then  thus  ■ 

Edward  the  third,  my  Lords,  had  feven  Sonnes : 
The  firft,  Edward  the-  Black-Prince,  Prince  of  Wales; 
The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield  ;  and  the  third, 
L/o»f/,Duke  of  Clarence  :  next  to  whom, 

Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancafler  ; 

The  fifth,  was  Edward  Langley,V>akt  of  Torl^~ 
The  (\xt\Thomas  oi  Woodftoc^  Duke  of  Gloflery 
William  of  Windfor,  was  the  feventh,  and  laft. 
Edward  the  Black-Piince  dyed  before  his  Father, 
And  left  behind  him  Richardy\\\s  only  Son, 

Who  after  Edward  the  third's  death  ,  raign'd  King, 
Till  Henry  Bullingbroo^  Duke  of  Lancafler  , 
The  eldcft  Son  and  Heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Crown'd  by  the  Name  of  Henry  the  fourth, " 
Seiz'd  on  the  Realm,  depos'd  the  rightfullKing,      .  - 
Sent  his  poor  Q^een  to  France ,  from  whence  fhe  came, 
•  C^q  2  And 
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And  him  to  Pomfret  ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlcfs  King  Richard  was  furthered  traiteroufiy. 

Warw.  Facricr,  che  Duke  hach  told  the  truth  ; 

Thus  got  the  Houie  of  hancafier  the  Crown. 
TV/^. Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right: 

For  Richard)  the  fir  ft  Sonnes  Heir,  being  dead, 

The  iflue  of  the  next  Son  fhould  have  reign'd. 
Salts.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dyed  without  an  Heir. 
York,.  The  third  Son,  Duke  Clarence, 

From  whole  Line  I  claim  the  Crown, 
Had  ilfue  Philip,  a  Daughter, 
Who  married  Edmond  (^Mortimer,  Earl  of  March  : 

Edmond  had  iflue,  Roger  Earl  of  March  ; 
Roger  had  \^>xt, Edmond,  Anne,zt\d  Elinnor. 

Sails.  This  Edmond,  in  the  Reign  oiBullingbroik^, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claime  unto  the  Crown , 

And,butfor  Owen  Glendour,hzd  been  King  ; 
Who  kept  him  in  Captivity,  till  he  dyed. 
But,  to  the  reft. 

York.  His  cldcft  Sifter,  Anne, 

My  Mother,  being  Heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Married  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
Who  was  to  Edmond  Langlej, 

Edward  the  third's  fift  Son's  fon ; 
By  her  I  claim  the  Kingdome  : 
She  then  was  Heir  to  Roger,  Earl  of  March,  t 
Who  was  the  Son  of  Edmond  Mortimer  y  \ 

Who  married  Philip,  fole  Daughter 
Unto  Lyonel,Dvkt  of  £larencc. 
So,  if  the  iflue  of  the  elder  Son  •  ,  I 
Succeed  before  the  younger,I  am  King. 

JVarw.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  then  this? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  john  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  Son,  York,  claims  it  from- the  third  :  - 

'Till  LyoneTs  iflue  fails,  his  fhould  not  Reign. 
It  fails  not  yet,  butflourifhes  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  Sonnes,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  Stock, 
Then  Father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft, 
That  fhall  faluce  ourrightfull  Sovcraign 
With  honour  of  his  Birth-right  to  the  Crown. 

Both.  Long  live  our  Soveraign  Richard ,  England's King. 

York.  We  thank  you  Lords : 

But  I  am  not  your  King,  'till  I  be  Crown'd,  , 
And  that  my  Sword  be  ftain'd 
With  heart-bloud  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier  : 

And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'di 

But  with  advice  and  'filent  fecrecy. 
Do  you  as  I  do  in  thefe  dangerous  dayes, 
Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk s  infolence, 

At  Beatiford's  Pride ,  at  Somerfet's  ambition, 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  Crew  of  them, 

'Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  Shepheard  of  the  Flock, 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humfrey  : 

°Tis  that  they  feek ;  and  they,  in  feeking  that, 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York_czn  prophefie. 

Salisb.  My  Lord ,  break  we  oft;  we  know  your 
mind  at  full. 

Warm.  My  heart  afliires  me,  that  the  Ea.t[  of  Warwick., 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  York,*  King. 

York..  And  Nev'il,  this  I  do  aflure  my  felf. 
Richard  fhall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick. 

Thegreateft  man  in  England,  but  the  King. 
Exeunt. 

Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  the  King  and  State 
-  with  Guard,  to  banijh  the 

Duchefi. 

King.  Stand  forth  Dame  Elianor  Cobhant 

Glofier'sWik: In  fight  of  God,and  us,  your  guilt  is  great, 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  Law  for  fin, 

Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudged  to  death. 
You  four  from  hence  to  Prifon,  back  again. 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  Execution  ; 
The  Witch  in  Smithfield  fhall  be  burnt  toafhes, 
And  you  three  fhall  be  ftrangled  on  the  Gallows, 
You  Madam,  for  you  are  more  Nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  Honour  in  your  life, 
Shall,  after  three  days  open  Penance  done, 

Live  in  your  Countrey  here,  in  Banifhment, 

With  Sir  John  Stanly,~m  the  He  of  Man. Elian.  Welcome  is  Banifhment ,  welcome  were  my Death. 

Glofi.  Elianor ,  the  Law  tlpu  feeft  hath  judged  thee, 
I  cannot  juftifie  whom  the  Law  condemns. 
Mines  eyes  are  full  of  teares,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah  Humfrey,  this  difhonour  in  thine  age, 

Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground, 
I  befeech  your  Majefty  give  me  leave  to  goe ; 
Sorrow  would  folace  ,and  mine  Age  would  ceafe. 

King.  Stay  HumfreyjDiike  oiGlofier, 
E're  thou  go,  give  up  thy  Staff, 
Henry  will  to  himfelf  Protector  be, 
And  God  fhall  be  my  hope,  my  ftay,  my  guide, 

And  fimhorn  to  my  feet :  *J 

And  go  in  peace,  Humfrey,  no  lefs  belov'd, Then  when  thou  wert  Protector  to  thy  King. 

Queen.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  yeares 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  Child  ; 

God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  Realm  : 
Give  up  your  Staff,  Sir,  and  the  King  his  Realm. 

Glofi.  My  Staff  ?  Here,  Noble  Henry,  is  my  Staff : 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 

As  e're  thy  Father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 

Farewell  good  King  :  when  I  am  dead  and  gone , 
May  honourable  Peace  attend  thy  Throne. 

Exit  GloSler. 

Qtee.'Why  now  is  Henry  King,and  Margaret  Queen, 
And  Humfrey,  Duke  of  Glofler ,  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  fhrewd  a  maim :  two  Pulls  at  once ; 

His  Lady  banifht,  and  a  limb  lopt  off", This  Staff  of  Honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand, 

Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,in  Henrie's  hand. 
Suff.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  Pine,and  hangs  his  fprayes, 

Thus  Elianor 's  Pride  dyes  in  her  younger  dayes. 
York.  Lords,  let  him  go.  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 

This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  Combat, 
And  ready  are  the  Appellant  and  Defendant, 
The  Armourer  and  his  Man,  to  enter  the  Lifts, 

So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

Queen.  I,  good  my  Lord :  for  purpofely  therefore 

Left  I  the  Court,  to  fee  this  Quarrel  try'd. 

King.  A  God's  Name  fee  the  Lifts  and  all  things  fit, Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right. 
York.  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beftead, 

Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  then  is  the  Appellant, 
The  fervant  of  this  Armourer,  my  Lords. Inter 



Thefecond'Tart  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth.  $6$ 

Enter  at  one  Door  the  Armourer  and  his  Neighbours, 

drinking  to  him  fo  much  J  hat  he  is  dru*\  \  and  he  en- 

ters with  a  Drumme  before  him  ,  and  his  Staff"  with  a 
Sand-bag  fafiened  to  it  :  and  at  the  other  Door  his 
Man,  with  a  Drumme  and  Sand-bag  ,  and  Prentices 
drinking  to  him. 

i.  Neighbour.  Here  Neighbour  Horner  ,  I  di ink  to 
you  in  a  Cup  of  Sack  ;  and  fear  not  Neighbour,  you  fhall 
do  well  enough. 

a.  Neighbour.  And  here  Neighbour,  here's  a  Cup  of Charneco. 

5.  Neighbour.  And  here's  a  Pot  of  good  Double- 
Beer  Neighbour  :  drink,  and  fear  not  your  Man. 

Armourer.  Let  it  come  yfaith  ,  and  Tie  pledge  you 
all,  and  a  figge  for  Peter. 

1 .  Pren.  Here  Peter ,  I  drink  to  thee  ,  and  be  not  a- 
fraid. 

2.  Pren.  Be  merry  Teter  ,  and  fear  not  thy  Mafter  ; 
Fight  for  the  credit  of  the  Prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all:  drink,  and  pray  for  me,I  pray 

you  ,  for  1  think  I  have  taken  my  laft  Draught  in  this 
World.  Here  Robin^and  if  I  dye,  1  give  thee  my  Aporn; 
and  Willy  thou  fhalt  have  my  Hammer :  and  here  Torn, 
take  all  the  Money  that  I  have.  O  Lord  blefs  me ,  I  pray 

God  ,  for'  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  Mafter  ,  he 
hath  learnt  fomuch  to  fence  already. 

Salts.  Come,  leave  your  drinking  >  and  fall  to  blowes. 

Sirrha,  what's  thy  Name  ? 
Peter.  Teter  forfooth. 
Salis.  Peter  ?  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 
Salis.  Thump}  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  Mafter 

well. 

Armourer.  Mafters,  lam  come  hither  as  it  were  upon 

my  Man's  inftigation,tx>  prove  him  a  Knave  ,and  my  felf 
an  honeft  man  :  and  touching  the  Duke  of  York. ,  I  will 
take  my  death,  I  never  meant  him  any  ill  ,  nor  the  King, 
nor  the  Queen  ,  and  therefore  Peter  have  at  thee  with  a 

down-right  blow. 
r<?tt^.Difpatch,this  Knaves  tongue  begins  to  double. 

Sound  Trumpets  ,  Alarum  to  the  Combatants. 
Theyfighty  and  Peter  firikjs  him  down. 

^Armourer.  Hold  Peter ,  hold ,  I  confefs  ,  I  confefs 
Treafon. 

Torkj.  Take  away  his  Weapon  :  Fellow  thank  God, 

and  the  good  Wine  in  thy  Matter's  way. 
Peter.  OGod,  have  I  overcome  mine  Enemie  in  this 

prefence?  O  Peter y  thou  haft  prevail'd  in  right. 
King.  Goe,  take  hence  that  Tray  tor  from  our  fight, 

For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt, 

And  God  in  Juftice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 

Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murther'd  wrongfully. 
Come  fellow  ,  follow  us  for  thy  Reward.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke  Humfrey  and  his  Men 
in  Mourning  Cloaks, 

Glofi.  Thus  fometimes  hath  the  brighteft  day  a  Cloud 
And  after  Summer,  evermore  fucceeds 

Barren  Winter,  with  his  wrathfull  nipping  Cold ; 
So  Cares  and  Joyes  abound,  as  Seafons  fleet. 

Sirs,  what's  a  Clock  ? 
Serv.  Ten,  my  Lord, 

Glofi.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  mc, 
To  watch  the  corning  of  my  punifht  Duchcls  : 
Unneath  may  fhc  endure  the  Flinty  Streets, 
To  treid  them  with  her  tendcr-fe?ling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  Noble  Mind  a-brook 
The  abject  People,  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  Looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  fhame, 

That  erft  did  follow  thy  proud  Chariot- Wheels, 
When  thou  didft  ride  in  triumph  through  the  lireets, 

But  foft,  I  think  fhe  comes,  and  l'le  prepare 
My  tcar-ftain'd  eyes,  to  fee  her  Miferies. 

Enter  t^e  Duchefs  in  a  white  Sheet ,  and  a  Taper 
burning  in  her  hand,  with  the  Sheriff 

and  Officers. 

Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Gmce  ,  we'll  take  her  from  the Sheriff. 

Glofier.  No ,  ftirre  not  for  your  lives  ,  let  her  paflc 

Elian.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  fhame  ? 

Now  thoudo'ft  Penance  too.  Look  how  they  gaze, 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee. 
Ah  Glofier y  hide  thee  from  their  hatefull  looks, 
And  in  thy  Clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fhame, 
And  banne  thine  Enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glofi.  Be  patient ,  gentle  Nelly  forget  this  grief, 
Elian.  Ah  Glofier ,  teach  me  to  forget  my  felf ; 

Forwhiieft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  Wife, 
And  thou  a  Prince,  Protector  of  this  Land  : 
Me  thinks  I  fhould  not  thusbe  led  along, 
MaiPd  up  in  (hame,  with  Papers  on  my  back, 

And  foljow'd  with  a  Rabble,  thatrejoyce 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  xleep-fet  groans. 
The  ruthlefs  Flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet, 
And  when  I  ftart,  the  envious  people  laugh, 

And  bid  me  beadvifed  how  I  tread.  ' 
Ah  Humfrey y  can  I  bear  this  fhameful  yoak  ? 

Troweft  thou,  that  e're  Tie  look  upon  the  W o'rld  s 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoyes  the  Sun  f 
No  :  Dark  fhall  be  my  Light,  and  Night  my  Day. 

To  think  upon  my  Pomp,  fhall  be  my  Hell. 

Sometime  l'le  fay,  I  am  Duke  Humfrey's  Wife, 
And  he  a  Piince,and  Ruler  of  the  Land  : 

Yet  fo  he  Rul'd,  and  fitch  a  Prince  he  was, 
As  he  ftood  by,  whileft  I,  his  forlorn  Duchefs. 
Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing  frock,. 

To  every  idle  Rafcal  follower. 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  fhamCj 

Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  till  the  Axe  of  Death 
Hang  over  thee,  as  fure  it  fhortly  will. 

For  Suffolk^  he  that  can  do  all  in  air 
With  her,  that  hateth  thee, and  hates  us  all, 
And  Tork^  and  impious  Beaufordyth&t  falfe  P.ieftj 

Have  all  lym'd  Bullies  to  betray  thy' Wings, 
And  fliethou  how  thou  canft,  they'le  tangle  thec 

But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd, 

Nor  ever  fcek  prevention  of  thy' foes.' 
Glofi.  Ah  Nell,  forbear  :  thou  aimefi  all  awry, 

I  muff  offend,  before  I  be  attainted  :  . 

And  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  foes,  • 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 

So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 

Would 'ft  have  mc  rclcue  thee  from  this  Reproach  f  - 
  Q.q  3        '  Why 
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Why  yet  thy  fcanJal  were  not  wip't  away 
Bat  1  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  Law. 

Thy  greateft  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell  • 
j  1  pray  thee  fort  thy  heart  to  patience, 

'  Thefefcw  dayes  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. Enter  a  Herald. 

Her, I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Ma  jefties  Parliament 
Holden  atifor^thefirltof  this  next  Moneth, 

Glofl,  And  my  confent  ne're  ask'd  herein  before  ? 
This  is  clofe  dealing.  Well ,  I  will  be  there. 

My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave;  and  Maftcr  Sheriff, 

Let  not  her  Penance  exceed  the  King's  Commillion. 
Sher.  And'c  pleaic  your  Grace  ,  heremy  Commiffion 

And  Sir  John  Stanly  is  appointed  now  t  (ftayes : 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  lie  of  Man. 

Gloft.  Muft  you,  Sir  J<w&»,  protect  my  Lady  here  ? 

Stanly.  So  am  Igiren  infthaige,  may't  pleafe  your G.ace. 

Ghfl.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well :  the  World.may  laugh  again, 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if  you  do  it  her. 
And  fo  Sir  John,  farewell. 

Elian.  What,  gone  my  Lord  , and  bid  me  not  fare- 

well? 
Glofl.  Witnefs  my  teares,  I  cannot  flay  to  fpeak. 

Exit  GloRer. 

Elian.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  all  comfort  go  with  thee, 
For  none  abides  with  me :  my  Joy,  is  Death  : 

Death,  at  whofeName  I  oft  have  been  afear'd, . 
Becaufe  I  wifh'd  this  World's  eternity. 
Stanly,  I  prethee  goe,  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour ; 

Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 
Stan.  Why,  Madam,  that  is  to  the  lie  of  Man, 

There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  State. 

Elian.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach  : 
And  fhall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stan,  Like  to  a  Duchefs,  and  Duke  Humfrfs  Lady, 

According  to  that  State  you  (hall  be  us'd. 
Elian.  Sheriff  farewell,  and  better  then  I  fare, 

Although  thou  haft  been  Conduct  of  my  fhame. 
Sher.  It  is  my  Office,  and  Madam  pardon  me. 

Elian.  I,  T,  farewell,  thy  Office  is  difcharg'd  : 
Come  Stanley,  fhall  we  goe  ? 

Stan.  Madam  ,  your  Penance  done, 
Throw  off  this  Sheet , 

And  goe  we  to  attire  you  for  our  Journey. 
Elian.  My  fhame  will  not  be  fhifted  with  my  Sheet : 

No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  Robes, 
And  fhew  it  felf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 

Goe,  lead  the  way ,  I  long  to  fee  my  Prifon.  Exeunt, 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk^,  Torl^, 
Buckingham,Salubury^  and  fVarwickj, 

to  the  Parliament. 

King.  I  mufe  my  Lord  of  Glofler  is  not  come : 

'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
What  e're  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

Qneeu,  Can  you  not  fee  ?  or  will  ye  not  obferve 

j  The  ftrangenefs  of  hisalter'd  Countenance  > 
J  With  what  a  Majefty  hebeares  himfelf, 
I  How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become, 

Tow  proud,  how  peremptory,  and  unlike  himfelf. 
We  know  the  time  fince  he  was  milde  and  affable, 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  Look, 

;  Immediately  he  was  upon  his  Knee, 

That  all  the  Court  admir'd  him  for  fubmifiion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  Morn , 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  Brow,  and  fhews  an  angry  Eye , 
And  paffeth  by  withftiff  unbowed  Knee, 
Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  Curres  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin, 
But  great  men  tremble  when  the  Lyon  roars, 
And  Humfrey  is  no  little  Man  in  England. 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent, 
And  fhould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  Policy, 

Refpe6ting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deccafe, 
That  he  fhould  come  about  your  Royal  Perfon, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs  councel. 

By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  Commons  hearts : 
And  when  he  pleafe  to  make  Commotion, 

Tisto  befear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  Spring,  and  Weeds  are  fha How-rooted  , 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o're-grow  the  Garden, 
And.  choak  the  Herbs  for  want  of  husbandry, 
The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord* 
Made  me  collecl:  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke. 

If  it  be  fond  ,  call  it  a  Woman's  fear  • 
Which  fear,  if  better  Reafons  can  fupplanr, 

I  will  fubferibe,  and  lay  I  wrong'd  the  Djke. 
My  Lord  of  Suffolk  Buckingham  ,and  York.. 

Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can, 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suff.  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke : 
And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  fhould  have  told  your  Graces  Tale. 
The  Duchels,  by  his  fubornation, 

Upon  my  Life  began  her  devillifh  pra&ifes  t 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  Faults, 

Yet  by  reputingof  his  high  defcent, 
As  next  the  King,  he  was  fucceffive  Heir, 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  Nobility, 

Did  inftigate  the  Bedlam  brain-lick  Duchefs, 

By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Soveraign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  Water  where  the  Brook  is  deep, 
And  in  his  firnple  fhew  he  harbours  Treafon. 
The  Fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  fteal  the  Lamb. 

No,  no,  my  Soveraign,  Glofler  is  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

C ard.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  Lawr 
Devife  ftrange  deaths,  for  fmall  offences  done  ? 

York.-  And  did  he  not,  in  his  Proteftorihip, 

Levy  great  fummes  of  Money  through  the  Realm, 
For  Souldieis  pay  in  France,  and  never  fent  it  f 
By  means  whereof  the  Towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buc\,  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown, 
Wh.eh  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmoothDuke  Humfrey. 

King.  My  Lords  at  once :  the  care  you  have  of  us, 
To  mow  down  Thorns  that  would  annoy  our  Foor, 
Is  worrhy  piaife  :  but  fhall  I  fpeak,  my  conference, 
OurKiniman  Glofler  is  as  innocent, 

Prom  meaning  Treafon  to  our  Royal  Perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  Lamb,  or  harrnlefs  Dove  : 
The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given, 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

Que  .Ah  what's  more  dangerous,then  this  find  affiance? 
Seems  he  a  Dove  }  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd 
For  he's  difpofed  as  thehatefull  Raven. 
Is  he  a  Lamb?  his  Skin  is  furelylent  him, 

J  For 
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For  he's  enclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  Wolves. 
Who  cannot  ttcal  a  fhape,  that  means  deceit  ? 

Take  heed,  my  Lord,  the  welfare  of  us  all , 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  fhort  that  fraudfull  man. 

Enter  SoT.er[et. 

Stm.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  Soveraign. 
King.  Welcome  Lord  Somerfet :  What  Newesfrom 

f  ranee  > 

Som.  That  all  your  Ihtereft  in  thofe  Territories, 

Is  utterly  bereft  you  :  all  is  loft. 

King.  Cold  NeweSj Lord  Somerset  -.but  God's  will be  done. 

Torl^.  Cold  Newes  for  me:  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  aremyBlofTonis  Waited  in  the  Bud^ 
And  Caterpillars  eat  my  Leaves  away  : 

But  I  will  remedy  this  geare  e're  long, 
Or  fell  my  Tide  for  a  glorious  Grave. 

Enter  Glocefier. 

Glocefi.  AH  happinefs  ;imo  my  Lord  the  King  : 

Pardon,  my  Liege,that  I  have  ftay'd  fo  long. 
Stiff.  Nay  Glofter,  know  that  thou  art  come  too  foon, 

Unlets  thou  wer't  moie  loyal  then  thou  art : 
I  do  arrcft  thee  or  high  Treafon  here. 

Cj loft .Well  Suffolk^,  yet  thou  ("halt  not  fee  me  blufh', 
Nor  change  my  Countenance  for  this  Arrelt : 
A  heart  unfpotted,  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  Spring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud,  i  i  . 
As  I  am  clear  from  Treafon  to  my  Soveraign.  ? 
Who  can  accufe  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

Torkj  Tis  thought,  my  Lord, 
That  you  took  Bribes  of  France, 

And  being  Protector,  ftay'd  the  Souldiers  pay, 
By  means  whereof,  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France.  . 

Gloft.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ? 

What  are  they  that  tfrnk  it  ?  .    .     ,  > 

I  never  rob'd  the  Souldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  Bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watcht  the  Night, 
I,  Night  by  Night,  in  ftudying  good  for  England. 

That  Doit  that  e're  I  wiefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  Groat  I  hoorded  to  my  ufe,  1 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  Trial  day. 
No:  many  a  Pound  of  mine  own  proper  ftore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  Commons, 
Have  I  difpurfed  to  theGarnfons, 

And  never  ask'd  for  reftitution. 
Card.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord ,  to  fay  fo  much. 
Gloft.  I  fay  no  more  then  truth,  fo  help  me  God. 

Torl^.  In  your  P  otedto'fhip,  you  did  devife 
Strange  Tortures  for  Offendois,  never  heard  of, 

That  England  was  defam'd  by  Tyranny. 
Cjloft.  Why  'tis  well  known ,  that  whiles  I  was  Pro- 

Pitie  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me :  (te<Stor, 

For  I  fhould  melt  at  an  Offendor's  teares, 
And  lowly  words  were  Ranfomefor  their  fault : 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bl<>udy  Murtherer  , 

Or  foul  felonious  Thief,  that  fleee'd  poor  paflengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punifhment. 

Murther  indeed,  that  bloudy  fin,  I  tortui'd 
Above  the  Felon,  or  what  Trelpals  elfe. 

Suf.  My  Lord,thefe  faults  are  eafie,quickly  anfwer'd  : 
But  mightier  Crimes  are  lay'd  unto  your  charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  your  felf. 

I  

I  doarreft  you  in  his  Highnefs  Name, 

And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 

To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  Tryal. 

King.  My  Lord  of  Glocefter,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope  , 
That  you  will  clear  your  felf  from  all  fufpence, 
My  Confcience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Gloft.  Ah  gracious  Lord ,  thefe  dayes  are  dangerous  „• 

Virtue  is  choak't  with  foul  Ambiton, 

And  Charity  chas'd  hence  by  Rancour's  hand  ; 
Foul  Subornation  is  predominant, 

And  Equitie  exii'd  your  Highnefs  Land. 
I  know,  their  Complot  is  to  have  my  Life  t 
And  if'roy  death  might  make  this  Iland  happy, 
And  prove  the  Period  of  their  Tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  wilhngnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  Prologue  to  their  Play  : 
For  thoufands  more,  that  yetfufpe£t  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  Tragedy. 

Beauford's  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 
And  Sujfoll£s  cloudy  Brow  his  ftormy  hate ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthenswith  his  tongue, 
The  envious  Load  that  lyes  upon  his  heart: 

And  dogged  Tork^ ,  that  reaches  at  the  Moon, 
Whole  over-weening  Arme  I  have  pluckt  back, 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 

And  you,  my  Soveraign  Lady,  with  the  red, 

Caufelefshave  lay'd  difgraces  on  my  head, 

And  with  your  beft  endeavour  haveftirr'd  up 
My  liefeft  Liege  to  be  mine  Enemy  : 

I,  all  of  you  have  lay'd  your  heads  together, 
My  felf  had  notice  of  your  Conventicles, 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  life. 
I  fhall  not  want  falfe  Witnefs,  to  condemn  m% 
Nor  ftore  of  Tre&fons,  to  augment  my  guilt : 
The  ancient  Proverb  will  be  well  effected, 
A  Staff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  Dog. 

Card.  My  Liege  y  his  railing  is  intolerable. 
If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  Royal  Perfon 

From  Treafon's  fecret  Knife ,  and  Tray  tor  s  Rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided ,  chid,  and  rated  at, 
And  the  Offender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Grace. 

Suff.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  Soveraign  Lady  here 
With  ignominious  words,  though  Clarkly  coucht? 
As  if  fhe  had  fuborhed  fome  to  fwear 

Falfe  allegations,  too'rethrow  his  ftate. 
Queen.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 
Gloft .  Far  truer  fpoke  then  meant :  I  lofe  indeed, 

Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play 'd  me  falfe, 
And  well  fuch  lofcis  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

BhcI^.  He'll  wreft  the  fence,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  Prifoner. 

Card.  Sirs,  takes  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  furr, 

Gloft.  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  thiowsaway  his  Crutch 
Before  his  Legges  be  fi  rm  to  bear  his  body, 
Thus  is  the  Shepheard  be2ten  from  thy  fide, 

And  Wolves  are  gnarling,  who  fhall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah  that  my  fear  were  falfe^  ah  that  it  were  ; 

For  good  King  Henry  y  thy  decay  I  fear.  Exit  Glocefter. 

King.  My  Lords,  what  to  your  wii'domes  iee.neth  beft, Doe,  or  undoe,  as  if  our  felf  were  here. 

Queen .  What ,  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Parlia- 
ment > 

King.  I  Margaret :  my  heart  is  drown'd  with  grief, 
Whofe  floud  begins  toflow  within  mine  eyes ; 

My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery  : 

For 
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For  what's  more  miLcrable  then  Difcontent  ? 
Ah  Uncle  Humfrey,  in  thy  fad  face  I  fee 
The  Map  of  Honour,  Truth, and  Loyalty: 
And  yet,  good  Humfrey,  is  the  hour  to  come, 

That  e're  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith, 
j  What  lowring  Star  now  envies  thy  eftate  ? 
i  That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 

|  Do  feek  fubverhon  of  thy  harmlefs  Life. 

Thou  never  did'ft  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong  : 
And  as  the  Butcher  takes  away  the  Calf, 
And  binds  the  Wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrayes, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloudy  Slaughter-houfe  ; 
Evenlo  reinorfelels  have  they  borne  him  hence  : 
And  as  the  Damme  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one  went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  Darlings  lofs ; 
Even  fo  my  felf  bewails  good  Glojfe/s  cafe 

With  fad  unhelpfulltearts,and  with  dimn'd  eyes; 
Look  after  hiin,and  cannot  do  him  good  : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  Enemies. 

His  fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  twixt  each  groan, 

Say,  who's  a  Tray  tor  j  Ghfler  he  is  none.  Exit. Queen.  Free  Lords : 

Cold  Snow  melts  with  the  Sun's  hot  Beames: 
Henry ,  my  Loid,  is  cold  in  great  Affairs, 

Too  full  of  foolifh  pitie :  and  Glafter's  fhew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournfull  Crocodile 

With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paffengers  ;  " 
Or  as  the  Snake,  roll'd  in  a  flowiing  Bank, 
With  Aiming  checker'd  Hough  doth  ftingaChild, 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 

Believe  me  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  then  I, 
And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  Wit  good  ;  J 
This  Glofier  fhould  be  quickly  rid  the  World, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Card.  That  he  fhould  dye,  isworthy  policy, 
But  yet  we  want  a  Colour  for  his  death  : 

JTis  meet  he  be  condemn'd  by  eourfe  of  Law. 
Sujf.  But  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy  ' 

The  King  will  labour  {till  to  fa ve  his  Life,      '     nd  1 
The  Commons  haply  j  ife,  to  fave  his  Life ; 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument,  i 
More  then  miftruft,  that  fhews  him  worthy  death. 

Tork..  So  that  by  this ,  you  would  not  have  him  dye. 
Sujf.  Ah  Yorkj,  no  man  alive,  fo  fain  as  I. 

Tork^.  'Tis7V^that  hath  more  reafonfor'his  death. 
But  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you  my  L*>rdof  Suffolk^, 
Say  as  you  think ,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  Soules  i 

Wer'tnot  all  one  ,an  empty  Eagle  were  fet, 
To  guard  the  Chick  from  a  hungry  Kite, 

As  place  Duke  Humfrey  for  the  King's  Pi  oteftor  ? 
Queen.  So  the  poor  Chicken  fhould  be  fure  of  death. 

Suff.  Madam  'tis  true  :  and  wer't  not  madnefs  then  , 
To  make  the  Fox  furveyor  of  the  Fold  ? 

Who  being  accus'd  a  crafcy  Murtherer, 
His  guilt  fhould  be  but  idly  ported  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No  :  let  him  dye,  in  that  he  is  a  Fox, 

By  nature  prov'd  an  Enemy  to  the  Flock, 
Before  his  Chaps  be  ftain'd  with  Crimfon  bloud, 

As  Humfrey  prov'd  by  Reafons  to  my  Liege. 
And  do  not  ftand  on  Quillets  how  to  flay  him  : 
Be  it  by  Ginnes,  by  Snares,  by  Subtilty, 

Sleeping, or  Waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead  ;  for  that  is  good  deceit. 

jWbich  mates  him  fu ft, that  fuft  intends  deceit. I 

Queen.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk^,  'tis  refolutely  fpoke.  -I 
Sujf.  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done, 

For  things  are  often  fpoke  ,and  feldome  meant,  .  I'm But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 

And  to  preferve  my  Soveraign  from  his  Foe , 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  Prieft. 

ford.hut  I  would  have  him  dead,my  Lord  of  Suffolk^ 

E're  you  can  take  due  Orders  for  a  Prieft  : 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed , 
And  Fie  provide  his  Executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege.  • 

Suff.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 
Queen.  And  fo  fay  I. 

Terk^.  And  I :  and  now  wc  three  have  fpoke  it , 
It  skills  not  greatly  who  impugnes  our  doom.  I 

Enter  a  Pofte. 

Poft.  Great  Lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  fignifie,  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 

And  put  the  Englifhmen  unto  the  Sword ; 
Send  Succours  (Lords )  and  flop  the  Rage  berime, 
Before  the  Wound  do  grow  incurable  ; 

For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 
Card.  A  Breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  ftop. 

What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 
Torkj  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither : 

'Tis  meet  the  luckie  Ruler  be  imploy'd, 
Witncfs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

Som.  If  Tor^  with  all  his  far-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there,  in  ftead  of  me, 

He  never  would  have  flay 'din  France  folong. 
Torkj.  No,  not  ro  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done. 

I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  Betimes, 

Then  bring  a  burthen  of  dis-honour  home, 

By  ftaying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  skar,  character' d  on  thy  skin. 
Men'sflefh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldome  win. 

Queen.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
If  Wind  and  Fuel  be  brought,  t6  feed  it  with  : 

No  more,  good  Torl^;  fweet  Somerfet  be  ftill. 

Thy  fortune ,  Tor^y  had'ft  thou  been  Regent  there, 
Might  haply  have  prov'd  far  worfe  then  his. 

Torkj.  What,  worfe  then' naught  ?  nay,  then  a  fhame take  all. 

Somerfet.  And  in  the  number ,  thee  ,  that  wifheft' fhame. 
Card.  My  Lord  of  7V/^,  try  what  your  fortune  is, 

Th'nncivil  Kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  Armes, 

And  temper  Clay  with  bloud  of  Englifhmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  Band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  County  fome, 

And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Irifhmen  ? 
Tork.  I  will,  my  Lord,fo  pleafe  his  Majefty. 

Sujf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  confent,  . 
And  what  we  do  eftablifh ,  he  confirms ;  ' 
Then,  Noble  Tork.  ,  take  thou  this  Task  in  hand. 

Tork^.  I  am  content:  Provide  me  Souldiers,  Lords. 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affaires. 

Suf.  A  charge,  Lord  York.*  that  I  will  fee  perform'd. But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humfrey. 
Card.  No  more  of  him :  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 

That  henceforth  he  fhall  trouble  us  no  more  : 

And  fo  break  off,  the  day  is  almoft  fpent, 

Lord  Suffolk  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  thateven:. 

Terk^  My 



Tbefecond'Part  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth. 
York.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^,  within  fourteen  dayes 

Ac  Briftow  I  expect  my  Souldiers, 

For  there  I'lc  i"hip  chem  all  for  Ireland. 
Stiff.  I'lc  fee  i:  cruiy  done,  my  Lord  oiTork.  Exeunt. Ma-net  Tork^. 

Tork..  Now  Tork^ ,  or  never,  fieel  thy  fearfull  thoughts, 

And  change  mit'doubt  to  refolution  ; 
Be  chat  thou  hop'U  to  be,  or  what  thou  art ; 
Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'cnjoying  : 
Let  pale-fac't  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in. a  Royal  heart. 
Falter  then  Spring-tims  fhowrcs ,  comes  thought  on 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  Dignity.     (  thought, 
My  brain,  more  bufie  then  the  labouring  Spider, 
Weaves  tedious  Snares  to  trap  mine  Enemies. 

Well  Nobles,  well :  'tis  politickly  done, 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  Hoaft  of  men  : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 

Who  cherifh't  in  your  breafts,  will  fting  your  hearts, 
'Twas  Men  1  lack't,  and  you  will  give  them  me  ; 
I  take  it  kindly  :  yet  be  well  affur'd , 

You  put  fharp  Weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  Band, 
I  will  fiir  up  in  England,  fomc  black  Storm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  Soules  to  hea-yen  or  hell : 

And  this  fell  Tempeft  fhall  not  ceafe  to  rage, 
Until  the  Golden  Circuit  on  my  head, 

Like  to  the  glorious  Sun's  tranfparent  Beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  Flawe. 
And  for  a  minifter  of  my  intent, 

I  have  fedue'da  head-ftrong  Kentifhman, 
John  Cade  or  Afhford, 
To  make  Commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 

Under  the  Title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  himfelf  again  a  troop  of  Kernes, 
And  fought  fo  long,  till  that  his  thighes  with  Darts 

Were  almoft  likeaiharp-quili'd  P«>rpentine: 
And  in  the  end  being  refcued,  I  have  feen 
Him  caper  upright ,  like  a  wild  Morifco, 
Shaking  the  bloudy  Darrs,  as  he  his  Bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  fhag-hair'd  crafty  Kerni 
Hath  he  converfed  with  the  Enemy^ . 

And  undifcover'd,  come  to  me  again, 
And  given  me  notice  of  their  Villanies. 
This  devil  here  (hall  be  my  fubftitute, 
For  that  John  Mortimer ,  which  now  is  dead, 
In  face,  in  gate ,  in  fpeech  he  doth  refemble. 
By  this,  I  ihall  perceive  the  Commons  mind, 
How  they  affect  the  Houfe  and  Claim  of  Tork^. 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack':,  and  tortured  ; 
I  know,  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  Armcs. 
Say  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will, 
Why  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  ftrength, 

And  reap  theHarveft  which  that  Rafcal  fow'di 
For  Humfrey  being  dead  ,  as  he  fhall  be, 

And  Henry  put  a-part :  the  next  for  me.  Exit. 

Enter  two  or  three  running  over  the  Stagefrom  the 
Murther  of  Duke  Humfrey. 

I.  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^,:  let  him  know 
We  have  difpatcht  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 

3.  Oh,  that  it  were  to  doe  ;  what  have  we  done  ? 

Did'ff.  ever  hear  a  man  fo  penitent  ?        Enter  Suffolk. 
i .  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

wy-
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Suf.  Now  Sirs,  have  you  difpatcht  this  thing  ? 

I.  J,  my  good  Lord,  he's  dead. 
Suff.  Why  that's  well  faid.  Go  ,  get  you  to  my  houfe, I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed  : 

The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand. 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  Bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

I .  'Tis,  my  good  Lord. 
Suff.  Away,  be  gone.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  ,  the  Queen,  Cardinal^  Suffolk., 
Somerfety  with  Attendants. 

King.  Go  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  ftraight : 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day, 

If  he  be  guilty,  as  'as  publilhed. 
Suff.  Tie  call  him  prefently,  my  Noble  Lord.  Exit. 
King.  Lords  take  your  places ;  and  I  pray  you  all 

Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainft  our  Uncle  Gloflery Then  from  true  evidence,  of  good  efteem, 

He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 
Queen.  God  forbid  any  malice  fhould  prevail, 

That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Noble  man : 

Pray  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpition. 
King.  I  thank  thee  Nell ,  thefe  words  content  me much. 

Enter  Suffolk^ 

How  now  ?  why  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  why  trembleft  thou  ? 
Where  is  our  Uncle  ?  what's  the  matter ,  Suffolk^} 

Suff.  Dead  in  his  Bed,  my  Lord  :  Gfafter  is  dead. 
Queen.  Marry  God  forfend. 

Card.  God's  fecret  Judgement :  I  did  dream  to  night, The  Duke  was  dumb,and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

King  founds. 
Queen.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  Help  Lords,the  King  is 

dead. 
Som.  Rear  up  his  Body,  wring  him  by  the  Nofc. 

Queen.  Run,  go,  help,  help:  Oh  Henry  ope  thine  eyes. 
Suff.  He  doth  revive  again,  Madam  be  patient. 
King.  Oh  heavenly  God  / 
Queen.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord  ? 
Suff.  Comfort  my  Soveraign  ,  gracious  Henry  com- fort. 

King.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffol^comion  me  ? 

Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  Raven's  Note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  Vital  powres  : 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  Wren, 

By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  bread , 
Can  chafe  away  the  fi i  ft  conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugi  ed  words, 

.  Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  :  forbear  I  fay, 

Theirtouch  affrights  me  as  a  Serpent's  (ting. 
Thou  balefull  Mefienger,  out  of  my  fight : 

Upon  thy  eye-balls,  murderous  Tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  Majefty,  to  fright  the  World. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  ; 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;  come  Bafilisk. 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight : 
For  in  the  (hade  of  death, I  fhall  find  joy  ; 

In  life,  but  double  death,  now  GUfter'sd&d 
Queen.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffelk^tUus  ? 

Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  molt  Chriflian-likc  laments  his  death  j 
And  for  my  felf,  Foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

Might  liquid  tearcs,  or  heart-offending  groans, 
Or  bloud-confuming  fighes  recall  his  life  ; 

I  would 
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I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  Tick  with  groans, 

Look  pale  as  Prim-rofe  with  bloud-drinking  liglics, 
And  all  to  have  the  Noble  Duke  alive. 

What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  .s  known  we  were  but  hollow  Friends : 

It  may  bejudg  d  I  made  the  Duke  away. 

So  lhall  my  name  with  Slander's  tongue  be  wounded, 

And  Princes  Ccurcs  be  fill'd  with  my  reproach  : 
This  get  1  by  his  death:  aye  me  unhappy, 

To  be  a  Qncen,  and  Crown 'd  with  infamy. 
JCing.  Ah  woe  is  me  for  Cjlofter,  wretched  man. 
Queen.  Be  woe  for  me ,  more  wretched  then  he  is. 

What,  Do'ft  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face  ? 
I  am  no  loathfome  Leper,  look  on  me. 
What  ?  art  thou  like  the  Adder  waxen  deaf  ? 

Be  poyfonous  too, and  kilUhy  forlorn  Queen. 

Is  all  thy  comfort  (hut  in  GIojhr'sToinbe  ? 
Why  then  Dame  Slianor  wasne're  thy  joy. 
Erect  his  Statue,  andworffnp  it, 

And  make  my  image  but  an  Aie-houle  fign. 

Was  I  for  this  nigh  wrack'd  upon  the  fea, 

And  twice  by  aukward  wind  from  England's  bank 
Diove  back  again  unto  my  Native  Clime. 
What  boaded  this  ?  but  well  fore-warning  wind 

Did  feem  to  lay,  feek  not  a  fcorpion's  Nell, Nor  let  no  footing  on  this  unkind  fhoar. 
What  did  I  then  ?  butcurft  the  gentle  gufts, 

And  he  that  loos'd  them  fiom  their  Brazen  Caves , 

And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  bleffed  fhoar, 
Oi  turn  our  Stern  upon  a  dreadfull  Rock  : 
Yet  es£olx*  wouid  not  be  a  murthcrer, 
But  left  that  hatefuil  office  unto  thee. 

The  pretty  vaulting  fea  lefus'd  to  drown  me, 
Knowing  that  thou  would'ft  have  me  drown'd  on  (hoar 
With  teaies  as  fait  as  fea,  through  thy  unkindnefs. 

The  fplitting  Rocks  cowr'd  in  the  finking  fands , 
And  would  not  dafh  me  with  their  ragged  fides, 

Bccaufe  thy  flinty  heart  more  hard  then  they, 
Might  in  thy  Pailace  pcrifh  Elianor: 

As  fa-  as  I  coiiid  ken  thy  Chalky  Cliffs, 
When  from  thy  fhoar,  the  Tempeft  beat  us  back, 

I  (food  "pon  the  Huches  in  the  (form  : 
And  when  the  desky  sky»  began  to  rob 

My  earnelt-gaping-fighc  of  the  Land's  view, 
I  took  a  coftly  Jewel  f  om  my  neck, 
A  Heart  it  wps  bound  in  with  Diamonds, 

And  threw  it  towards  thy  Land  :  the  Sea  rcceiv'd  it, 
And  fo  I  wifh'd  thy  body  might  my  Heart : 
And  even  wichthis,I  loft  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart, 

.rtnd  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  Spectacles, 
For  loofing  ken  of  Albion  s  wifhed  Coaft. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) 
To  fit  and  watch  me,  as  Afcanim  did, 

When  he  to  madding  'Dido  would  unfold 

His  Father's  Acts,  commene'd  in  burning  Troy, Am  I  not  witcht  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Aye  me,  I  can  no  more  :  Dye  Elinor, 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  do'ft  live  fo  long. 

Noifs  within.  Enter  Warwick^  And  many 
Commons. 

Warn.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Soveraign, 
That  good  T>\\YzHnmfrey  Traiteroufly  is  murthered 

j  By  Suffolk  and  the  Cardinal  Beauford's  means: Tne  Commons  like  an  angry  hive  of  Bees 
That  want  their  Leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 

And  care  not  who  they  fting  in  his  revenge. 

My  felf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenfull  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

King.  That  he  is  dead  good  Warwick^,  'tis  too  true, 
But  how  he  dyed>  God  knows,  not  Henry : 
Enter  his  Chamber,  vie//  his  breathlefs  Corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

JVarw,  That  fhall  I  do  my  Liege :  flay  Salisbury 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

King.  O  thou  that  judgeff  all  things,  flay  my  thoughts : 
My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfwade  my  fouJ, 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Hamfrefs  life : 

If  my  fufpect  be  falfe,  forgive  me  God, 
For  judgement  only  doth  belong  to  thee  : 
Fain  would  I  goe  to  chafe  his  paly  lips, 

With  twenty  thoufand  kifles,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  Ocean  of  fait  teares, 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand,  unfeeling : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  Obfequies, 

Bed  pttt  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  Image  : 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  forrow  greater  ? 

JVarw.  Come  hither  gracious  Soveraign ,  view  this 

body. 

King.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made, 
For  with  his  loul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace ; 

For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 
JVarw.  As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 

With  that  dread  King  that  took  our  Rate  upon  him, 

To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathft dl  curfe, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 

Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke. 
Stiff .  A  dreadfull  Oath,  fwoi  n  with  a  folemn  tongue : 

What  inftance  gives  Lord  fVarmcl^ior  his  vow  ? 
JVarw.  Sec  how  the  bloud  is  fetled  in  his  face. 

Oft  have  I  feen  a  cimely-parted  Ghoft , 

Of  afhy  femblance,  meager,  pale,and  bloudlefs, 
Being  all  d.efcended  to  the  laoouring  heart, 
Who  in  the  Conflict  that  it  holds  wifh  death, 
Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  gainft  the  enemy, 

Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne're  returneth, 
To  blufh  and  beautifie  the  Cheek  again. 

But  fee,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  bloud  : 
His  eye-balls  further  out,  than  when  he  lived, 

Staring  full  gaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  man  : 

His  hair  up-rear'd,  his  noftnls  ftretcht  with  ftrugling : 
His  hands  abroad  difplay'd ,  as  one  that  grafpt 
And  tugg'd  for  Life,  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdude. 
Look  on  the  Sheets,  his  hair  (  you  fee  )  is  flicking, 

His  well-proportion 'd  Beard,  made  ruffe  and  rugg'd, 
Like  to  the  Summer's  Co:  n  by  Tempeft  lodged : 
It  cannot  be  but  he  was  murdred  here , 

The  lea  ft  of  all  thefe  figncs  were  probable. 

Stiff.  Why  JVarw  ic^ho  fhould  do  the  Duke  to  death? 
My  felf  and  Beaptford  had  him  in  protection, 

And  we,  I  hope  Sir,  are  no  murtherers.  (death. 
JVarw.  But  both  of  you  have  vowed  Duke  Humfreys 

And  you  (forfooth)  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep  : 
'Tislike  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  friend, 
And  'tis  well  feen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

Qjteett.  Then  you  belike  fufpect  thefe  Noble  men, 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humfrefs  timelefs  death. 

fVarw. 
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tVarw.  Who  rinds  the  Heifer  dead,and  bleeding  frefh, 
And  ices  fart- by,  a  Butcher  with  an  Axe, 

But  will  fufpecft,  'twas  he  that  made  the  (laughter  ? 
Who  finds  the  Partridge  in  the  Puttocks  Neft, 

B  it  may  imagine,  how  the  Bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  Kite  foar  with  un-bloucied  Beak  ? 
Even  fo  fufpicious  is  this  Tragedy. 

0#.Are  you  the  Butcher,S#jlf0/£j>  where's  your  Knife? 
Is  Beauford  tcrm'd  a  Kite  ?  where  are  his  Tallons  ? 

Snff.  I  wear  no  Knife,  to  (laughter  ileeping  men, 

But  here's  a  'vengefull  Sword,  rufted  with  eafe, That  (hall  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  heart. 

That  (landers  me  with  Murther's  Crimfon  Badge. 

Say,  if  thou  dar'lt,  proud  Lord  of  Warwicklhire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humfreys  death. 

fVarw.  What  dares  not  Warwick^  if  falfe  Suffolk^&zxe 
him  ? 

Queen.Ht  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  fpirit, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  Controller, 
Though  Sujfolk^dzve  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 
Warn.  Madam  be  (till :  with  reverence  may  I  fay 

For  every  word  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  dander  to  your  Royal  Dignity. 

Stiff.  Blunt-witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanor, 

If  ever  Lady  wrong'd  her  Lord  fo  much, 
Thy  Mother  took  into  her  blamefull  Bed, 

Some  (tern  un-tutor'd  Churl;  and  Noble  Stock 
Was  graft  with  Crab-tree  (lip,,  whofe  Fruit  thou  art, 
And  never  of  the  Nevils  Noble  Race. 

.  Warrv.  But  that  the  guilt  of  Murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  fhould  rob  the  Deaths-man  of  his  Fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  ihames, 

And  that  my  Soveraigns  prefence  makes  me  mild,  c' 
I  would,  falfe  murd'rous  Coward,  on  thy  Knee  I 
.Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  parted  fpeech,  I 

And  fay,  it  was  thy  Mother  that  thou  meant'ft. 
That  thou  thy  felf  waft  born  in  Baftardy  ; 
And  after  all  this  fearfbll  Homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire*  and  thy  Soul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  bloud-fucker  of  deeping  men. 

Suff.  Thou  (halt  be  waking ,  while  I  fhed  thy  bloud. 

If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 
Warn.  Away  even  now$  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence , 

Unworthy  though  thou  art,  l  it  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Duke  Humfrefs  Ghoft. 

Exeunt. 

■Kj'tfjf.What  ftronger  Breart-plate  then  a  heart  untainted? 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  Quarrel  juft  ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lockt  up  in  Steel, 
Whole  confeience  with  injuftice  is  corrupted. 

A  »oife  within. 
Q^een.  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Suffolk^  and  fVarwlc^  with  their 
fVeapons  drawn. 

King.  Why  how  now  Lords  ? 
Your  wrathfull  Weapons  drawn, 
Here  in  our  prefence  ?  Dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 
Why  what  Tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

S uff  The  trayt'rous^nWc/^  with  the  men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Soveraign. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Salu>\  Sirs  ftand  a-part ,  the  King  (hall  know  your 
mind. 
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Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me  , 
Unlcfs  Lord  £#j^/^(traight  be  done  to  death, 

Or  banifhedfair  England's  Territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Pallace, 
And  torture  him  with  giievous  lingi  ing  death. 

They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humfrey  dy'd  : 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs  death  ; 
And  mere  inftinct  of  Love  and  Loyalty, 
Free  from  a  (tubborn  oppofitc  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Banifhment. 

They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moft  Royal  Perfony 
That  if  your  HighneCs  fliould  intend  to  deep, 
And  charge,  that  no  man  fhould  difturb  your  Reft, 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death; 
Yet  notwithftanding  fucha  (trait  Edi6t, 
Were  there  a  Serpent  feen,  with  forked  Tongue? 
That  fly ly  glided  towards  your  Majefty, 

It  were  but  neceflary  you  were  wak't : 
Left  being  fuffer'd  in  that  harmlefs  (lumber, 
The  mortal  Worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal, 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 
That  they  will  guard  you,  where  you  will,  or  no, 
Fromfuch  fell  Serpents  as  falfe  .Sa^/^ is ; 
With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  (ting, 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 

They  fay  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  life. 
Commons  within.  An  Anfwer  from  the  King,my  Lord of  Salisbury. 

Suff.  Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolifht  hinds, 
Could  fend  fuch  Meffage  to  their  Soveraign : 

But  vou,  my  Lord,  were  glad  to  be  imploy'd, 
To  (hew  tiow  queint  an  Orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  Honour  Salisbury  hath  wonne , 
Is,  that  he  was  the  Lord  Embaflador, 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  Tinkers  to  the  King. 

Within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King ,  or  wc  will  all 
break  in.  .  , 

King.  Go  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  ; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 

Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  intreat  : 
Forfure,my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefic, 
Mifchance  unto  my  State  by  Sujfoll^s  means,, 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefty  I  fwear, 
Whofe  far-un-worthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  fhall  not  breed  infection  in  this  air, 

But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death.  - 
Quee.OU  Henry ,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk^. 
King.  Ungentle  Queen, to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk^ 

Vo  more  I  fay  :  if  thou  do'ft  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  butaddincreafe  unto  my  Wrath, 

-lad  1  but  faid,I  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But  when  I  fwear,  it  is  irrevocable  »••„> 

ff  after  three  days  fpace  thou  here  be'ft  found, 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  Ruler  of, 
The  World  fhall  not  be  Ranlomefor  thy  Lifd. 
Come  Warwick^  come  good  fVarwick^y  go  with  me, 
( have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee.  Exit. 

Queen.  Mifchance  and  Sorrow  go  along  with  you, 
Hearts  Difcontent,  and  fowr  Affliction, 

Beplay-fellowstokecp  you  company  : 

There's  two  of  you,  the  Devil  made  a  . third,  I 
And  three-fold  Vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps, 

Suff.  Ceafe, gentle  Queen,  theic  Execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffoll^tzkz  his  heavy  leave. 

Queen 



The  fecondTart  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Oueen.  1  ie  Coward  woman,  and  loft-hearted  wretch, 

Hail  chou  noc  fpirit  tocurfe  thine  Enemy  ? 

Sujf.  A  plague  upon  them  :  wherefore  fliould  I  curfe them  ? 

Would  curfes  kill ,  as  doth  the  Mandrakes  gvoan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  Searching  termes, 
As  enrft,  as  harfh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 

Deliver'd  fttongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
With  full'as  many  fignes  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lcan-fac'd  envy  in  her  loathfome  cave. 
My  tongue  fliould  ftumble  in  mine  earned:  words, 
Mine  eyes  fliould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  Flint, 
Mine  hair  be  fixt  an  end,  asonediftraft  : 

I,  every  joynt  fliould  feem  to  curie  and  ban, 

And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break 
Should  I  not  curie  them.  Poifon  be  their  drink, 

GalljWorfc  then  Gall, the  daintieft  that  they  tafte  : 
Their  fweetcft  fliade,a  grove  of  Cyprefs  Trees : 

Their  chiefett  Ptofpe6t,  murd'ring  Bafilisks  : 
Their  fofceft  Touch,  as  fmart  as  Lizards  flings :  . 

Their  Mufick,  frightfull  as  the  Serpents  hifs, 
And  boading  Screech-Owls,  make  the  Confort  full. 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-feated  hell — — - 

Queen. Enough  fweet  Suffolk,  thou  torment' ft  thy  felf, 
And  thefe  dread  curfes  like  the  Sun  'gainft  glafs, 
Or  like  an  over-charged  Gun,  recoil, 
And  turns  the  force  of  them  upon  thy  felf. 

Sujf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  w;ll  you  bid  me  leave  ? 

Now  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banifli'd  from, 
Well  could  1  curfe  away  a  Winters  nighr,  a 

Though  ftanding  naked  on  a  Mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

Queen.  Oh,let  me  intreat  thee  ceafe,giveme  thy  hand, 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournfull  teares  ;  i 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 

To  waftiaway  my  wofull  Monuments. 
Oh,  could  thiskifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand, 

That  thou  might'ft  thinfc  upon  thefe  by  the  Seal, 

Through  whom  a  thoufand  fighes  are  breath'd  for  thee. 
So  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief  , 

'Tis  but  furmiz'd,  whiles  thou  art  ftanding  by, 
As  one  that  luifets,  thinking  on  a  want : 

I  will  repeal  thee,  or  be  well  aftin'd, 
Adventure  to  be  baniflied  my  felf : 
And  baniflied  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 

Goe,  fpeak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone,       1 1 

Oh  goe  not  yet.  Even  thus,  two  friends  condemn'd Embrace,  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  then  dye ; 
Yet  now  farewell,  and  farewell  life  with  thee. 

Sujf.  Thus  is  poor  Sufolk^ttn  times  baniflied, 
Once  by  the  King,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 

'Tis  not  the  Land  I  care  for,  wet't  thou  hence, 
A  Wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  SuffolkJnzA  thy  heavenly  company  : 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  it  felf, 

With  every  feveral  pleafure  in  the  World  : 
And  where  thou  art  v\o%  Defolation. 

I  can  no  more  :  Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ; 

My  felf  no  joy  in  ought,  but  that  thou  liv'ft. 

Enter  Vaux. 

Queen.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fofaft?  what  newes  I 
prethee  ? 

V dux.  To  fignifie  unto  his  Majefty , 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  is  at  the  point  of  death  : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 

That  makes  him  gafp,  and  ftarc,and  catch  the  air, 
Blafpheming  God,  and  curfing  men  on  earth. 
Sometime  he  talks ,  as  if  Duke  Humfrefs  Ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide :  fometime,  he  calls  the  King, 
And  whifpersto  his  Pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrcts  of  his  over-charged  foul, 
And.  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majefty, 

That  even  now  he  cryes  aloud  for  him. 

Quee.  Go  tell  this  heavy  Meflage  to  the  King.  Exit: 
Aye  me  »  What  is  this  World  ?  What  newes  are  thefe  f 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  houres  poor  lofs, 

Omitting  Sujfoll^s  exile,  my  loule's  Treafure  ? 
Why  onely  Sujfolkjmouxn  I  not  for  thee  ? 
And  with  the  Southern  clouds,  contend  in  teares  ? 

Theirs  for  the  Earth's  increafe;  mine  for  my  forrows;  • 

Now  get  thee  hence,  the  King  thou  know'ft  is  comming ' If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 
Sujf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live, 

And  in  thy  fight  to  dye,  what  were  it  elfe, 
But  like  a  pleafant  flumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  1  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air, 
As  milde  and  gentle  as  the  Cradle-babe, 

Dying  with  mother's  dugge  between  it's  lips. 
Where  from  thy  fight,  I  fliould  be  raging  mad  : 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes : 
To  have  thee  with  thy  Iippes  to  flop  my  mouth: 
So  ftiould'ft,eithcr  turn  my  flying  foul, 
Or  I  fliould  breath  it  fo  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  lives  in  fweet  Elizium. 

To  dye  by  thee,  were  but  to  dye  in  jeft, 
From  thee  to  dye,  were  torture  more  then  death : 
Oh  let  me  ftay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

Queen.  Away  :  though  parting  be  a  frctfull  corrofive, 
It  is  applyed  to  a  deathfnll  wound. 
To  France  fweet  Suffolk^ :  Let  me  hear  from  thee : 

For  wherefoever  thou  art  in  this  world's  Globe, Tie  have  an  Iris  that  fhall  find  thee  out. 

Suff.  I  goe. 
Queen.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suff.  A  Jewel  lockt  into  the  wofuPft  Cask, 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth, 
Even  as  a  fplitted  Bark,  fo  funder  we : 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

Queen.  This  way  for  me.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King,,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick^,  to  the 

(Cardinal  in  bed. 

King.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  Speak  Beauford  to  thy Soveraign. 

Car.  If  thou  beeft  death,  I'lc  give  thee  6  ngfxxds  Trea- 
Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  Ifland,  (fare? 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

King.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible. 
War.  Beauford ,  it  is  thy  Soveraign  fpeaks  to  thee. 
Beau.   Bring  me  unto  my  Trial  when  you^vill. 

Di'de  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  Where  fliould  he  dye  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live  wfitere  they  will  or  no  ? 
Oh  torture  me  n«  more  ,  I  will  confefs. 

Alive  again  ?  Then  flicw  me  where  he  isr 
Tie  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him, 
He  hath  no  eves,  the  duft  hath  blinded  them. 3  '  Combe 
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Combe  down  his  hair ;  look,  look,  it  ftands  upright, 

Like  Lime-twi^s  fet  to  catch  ir.y  winged  foul  : 
Giv:  mc  fomc  d:  ink,  and  bid  the  Apothecary 
Brin?  the  ftrong  poyfon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

King.  O  thou  eternall  moover  of  the  heavens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  Wretch, 
Oh  beat  away  the  bufie  medling  Fiend, 
That  Iaycs  ftrong  ficge  unto  this  wretches  foul, 
And  from  his  bofome  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.  Sec  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin. 
Sal.  Difturb  him  not,  let  him  paffe  peaceably. 
King.  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  Gods  good  pleafure  be. 

Lord  Card'nall,  it  thou  think'ft  on  heavens  blifTe, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  (ignall  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies  and  makes  no  figne  :  Oh  God  forgive  him, 
War.  St  bad,  a  death,  argttes  a  monflrous  life. 
King.  Forbear  to  j'.dgc,  for  we  are  finneis  all. 

Clofe-up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  Meditation.  Exeunt. 

Alarum. Fight  at  Sea. 
Ordenance  goes  off. 

Enter  Lieutenant,  Suffolk^,  aud  others. 

Lieu.  The  gaudy  blabbing -and  rcmoiiefull  day, 
Is  crept  into  the  bofome  of  the  Sea: 

And  now  loud  howling  Wolves  arouze  the  Jades 
That  drag  the  Tragick  melancholy  night : 
Who  with  their  drowfie»  flow,  and  flagging  wings 
Cleapdead-mens  graves ;  and  from  their  mifty  Jaws, 
Breath  foul  contagious  darkneffe  in  the  air : 
Therefore  bring  fo;th  the  Souldiers  of  our  prize, 

For  wh;l'ft  our  Pinnace  Anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  iliall  they  make  their  ranfome  on  the  fand, 
Or  with  their  bloud  flain  this  difcoloured  fhore. 

Matter,  this  Prifoner  freely  give  I  thee. 
And  thou  that  art  his  Mate,  make  boot  of  this: 
The  other  Walter  whitmore  is  thy  fhare. 

I .  Gent.  What  is  my  ranfome  Maftcr,  let  me  know. 
Ma.  A  thoufand  Crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  head. 
Mate.  And  fo  much  fhall  you  give  ,  or  off  goes  yours. 
Lieu.  What  think  you  much  to  pay  ioco.  Crowns, 

And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  Gentlemen  ? 
Cut  both  the  Villains  throats,  for  die  you  fhall  j 
The  lives  of  thofe  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 

Be  counter-poys'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 
1.  Gent.  He  give  it,  fir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life. 
2.  Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  firaight. 
Whitm.  I  loft  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 

And  therefore  to  revenue  it,  fhalt  thou  die, 
And  fo  fliould  thefc,  If  I  might  have  my  will. 

Lit  it.  Be  not  fo  rafh,  take  ranfome,  let  him  live. 

Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  Gentleman, 

Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  fhalt  be  paid. 
Whit.  And  foam  I:  my  name  is  Walter  whitmore. 

How  now  ?  why  ftartft  thou  ?  what  doth  death  aft,  ight  ? 
Suf.  Thy  name  affrights  me ,  in  whofe  found  is  death : 

A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  Birth, 
And  told  me  that  by  Water  I  fhould  die : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloudy-mindcd, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  G ual tier  or  Walter,  which  it  is  I  care  not, 
Never  yet  did  bafe  difhonour  blur  our  name, 

But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  Merchant-like  I  fell  revenge, 

Broke  be  my  fword,  my  Armes  torn  and  defae'd, 
And  I  proclaim*  d  a  Coward  through  the  world, 

Suf.  Stay  Whit  more,  for  thy  Prifoner  is  a  Prince, 
The  Duke  oiSufoll^,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk^,  muffled  up  in  rags? 

Suf.  I,  but  thefc  rags  are  no  part  of  the  'Duke. 
Lieu.  But  Jove  was  never  flain  as  thou  fhalt  be, 

Obfcure  and  lowfie  Swain,  King  Henries  bloud. 
Suf,  The  honorable  blond  of  Lancafler 

Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  Groom  : 
Haft  thou  not  kift  thy  hand,  and  held  my  ftirrop  } 

Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  Mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  (hook  my  head. 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 

Fed  from  my  Trenchc,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board, 
When  I  have  feafted  with  Qneen  Margaret  > 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  Creft-faln, 

I,  and  alay  this  thy  abortive  Pride : 
How  in  our  voiding  Lobby  haft  thou  ftood, 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  thine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
And  therefore  fhall  it  charme  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit.  Speak  Captain,  fhall  I  (tab  the  forlorn  Swain  ? 
Lie u.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Suf.  Bafe  flave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thou. 
Lieu.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long  boats  fide, 

Strike  off  his  head.      Suf.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 
Lit tt.  Poole,  Sir  Poole  ?  Lord  ? 

I,  kenncll,  puddle,  fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt  : 
Troubles  the  filver  Spring,  where  England  drinks : 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 

For  f Wallowing  up  the  Treafurc  of  the  Realm. 
Thy  lips  that  kift  the  Queen,  fhall  fweep  the  ground : 
And  thou  that  fmiPdft  at  good  Duke  Humfries  death, 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  winds  fhalt  grin  in  vain, 
Who  in  contempt  fhall  hifsat  thee  again. 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  Hags  of  hell, 
For  daring  to  affye  a  mighty  Lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 

Having  neither  Subject;,  Wealth,  nor  Diadem  3 
;  By  devilifh  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 

And  like  ambitious  SyUa  over-gor'd, 
With  gobbets  of  thy  Mother-bleeding  heart. 
By  thee  Aniou  and  Main  were  fold  to  Trance. 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans  thorough  thee, 
Difdain  to  callus  Lord, and  Piccardie 

Hath  flain  their  Governors,  furpriz'd  our  Forts, 
And  fentthe  ragged  Souldiers  wounded  home: 
The  Princely  Warwick  and  the  Nevils  all, 
Whofe  dreadfull  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain, 

As  hating  thee,  and  rifing  up  in  Armes. 
And  now  the  Houfe  of  7V^thruft  from  the  Crown, 
By  fhamcfull  murthcr  of  a  guiltlefs  King, 
And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny, 

Burns  with  revenging  fire,  whofe  hopefull  colours 

Advance  our  half-fac'd  Sun,  ftriving  to  fhine  ; 

Under  the  which  is  writ,  tnvitis  n'ubiltus. 

The  commons  here  in  Kent  axe  up  in  armcs,' And  to  con  dude,  Reproach  and  Bcggery, 

Is  crept  into  the  Pallace  of  our  King, 
And  all  by  thee  :  away  convey  himfhtnce. 

Suf.  6  that  I  were  a  God,  to  fhoot  forth  thunder 

Upon  thefe  paltry,  fervile,abje£t  Drudges: 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud.  This  Villain  here, 

Being  Captain  of  a  Pinnace,  threatens  more 
Then  Bargulttt  the  ftrong  Illjrian  pirate. 
Drones  fuck^  not  Eagles  bloud,  but  rob  Bee-hives. 
It  is  Impoffiblethat  I  fhould  die 
.  Rr  _B, 
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Byfuch  a  lowly  Vafiall  as  cliy  felt'. Thy  wo.ds  move  Rage,  and  not  rcmorfe  in  me: 
I  go  of  Meflage  from  the  Queen  co  France  i 

'  I  chargrcfccK  waft  me  fafely  c:oiie  the  Channell. 
Lieu.  Water :  W.  Come  Suffolk  I  mult  wafc  thee 

.  to  thy  death. 

\     Saf.  Cjelitius  timor  occupat dr/7#,  it  is  thee  I  fear. 
W.il.  Thou  lhalt  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 

What,aye  ye  daunted  now?  will  you  (loop? 
1  .Gent.  Mv  gracious  Lord  intreat  him;  fpeak  him  fair. 
Suf.  Sufolkj  Imperiall  tongue  is  (tern  and  rough  : 

Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  ihculd  honour  fuch  as  thefc 
With  humble  fuit:  no,  rather  let  my  head 

Stoop  to  the  block,  then  thefc  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  heaven;  and  to  my  King: 
And  fooncr  dance  upon  a  bloudy  pole, 

Then  ftand  uncover'd  to  the  Vulgar  Groom. 
True  Nobility,  is  exempt  from  fear  : 
More  can  I  bear,  then  you  dare  execute. 

Lieu.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  : 
Come  Souldiers,  flicw  what  cruelty  ye  can. 

Suf.  That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vilde  Bezonians. 
A  Roman  Swoider,and  Bahdetto  (lave 

Murder'd  fwcet  Tully.  Brutus  Baftard  hand 

Stab'd  Julius  C*far-  Savage  Ilhndcrs 
Psmpey  the  Great,  and  Sujfoll^dks  by  Pytars.  1 

Exit  Walter  with  Suffolk 

Lieu.  And  as  for  thefe  whofe  ranfome  we  havc/fcr, 

It  is  our  pleafurc  one  of  them  depart :      '       r  <:qil 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

£xit  Lieutenvnt,  and  therejl. 

Manet  the  firfi  Gent.      Enter  Walter  with  the  body. 
Wat.  There  let  his  head,  a nd.lt veleffe  body  he, 

Untill  the  Queen  his  Miftris  bury  it.         Exit  Walter. 

i.Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloudy  fpedh'clc,  ...  i  1 His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  Friends,; 

So  will  the  Queen,  that  living  hel'&him  dear.  Exit. 
'      i.  •  ?!  i-:"  f  ol/  Vti    i  Q  IX>& '''  )'P 

Enter  Bevis,  andjvhn  Holland.' 

Bevis.  Come  and  get  thee  a  fyord,  though  made  of  a 
Lath,  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  dayes. 

Hoi.  They  have  the  more  need  to' deep  now  then. 
Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack^Cade  the  Cloathier,.  rjscans  to 

drcfle  the  Common-wealth  and  turn  it  ,  and  let  a  new 

nap  upon  it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need  ,  'tis  thred-bare.  Well ,  I  fay, 
it  was  never  merry  world  in  England ,  fince  Gentlemen 
tame  up. 

Bivis.  O  miferable  Age:  Vcretue  is  not  regarded  in 

Handy-crafts  men. 
Hoi.  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  Leather 

Aprons.       %'  '-UJ3t*t»vX./ 
Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  Kings  Councell  are  no  good 

Workmen. 

Hoi.  Tiue:  and  yet  it  is  fa  id  ,  Labour  in  thy  Voca- 
tion :  which  isas  much  as  to  fay,  let  the  Magiftratcs  be  la- 

bouring men,  and  therefore  fhould  we  be  Magiftratcs, 

Bevis.  Thou  haft  hit  it  :  for  there's  no  better  figne  of 
a  brave  mind,  then  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi.  I  fee  them ,  I  fee  them  :  There's  Beits  Son  ,  the 

Tanner  of  Wmgha'm. Bevis.  He  Hull  have  the  skinns  of  our  enemies ,  to 

make  Dogs  Leather  of. 
Hoi.  And  Z>/Y£jhe  Butcher. 
Bevis.  Then  is  fin  ftruck  down  like  an  Oxe,  and  ini 

quities  throat  cut  like  a  Calf. 
Hoi.  And  Smith  the  Weaver. 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thrcd  of  life  is  fpun. 

Hoi.  Come,  Come,  let's  fall  in  with  thera. 

Drum.  Enter  Cade,  7)ick^  Butcher,  Smith  the  Weavsri 
and  a  Sawyer,  with  infinite  numbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade  ,  fo  term'd  of  our  fupoofed  Fa 
ther. 

But.  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  Cade  of  Herrings. 
Cade.  For  our  enemies  fhall  fail  before  us ,  infpire 

with  the  fpirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes.  Com mand  filence. 
But.  Silence. 

Cade,  My  Father  was  a  Mortimer. 
But.  He  was  an  boneft  man,  and  a  good  Bricklayer. 
Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet. 
But.  I  knew  her  well,  fhe  was  a  Midwife. 

Cade,  My  wife  defended  of  the  Lasies. 
But.  She  was  indeed  a  Pedlcrs  daughter,and  fold  ma 

ny  Laces. 
Weaver.  But  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travell  with  he 

furr'd  Pack,  fhe  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 
Cade  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honorable  houfe. 

But.  I  by  my  faith  the  field  is  honorable  ,  and  ther 
was  he  born  ,  under  a  hedge :  for  his  Father  had  never houfe  but  a  Cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Weaver.  A  muff  needs,  for  beggcry  is  valiant. 
Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

But.  No  queft ion  of  that :  for  I  have  feen  hira  whip 
three  Market  dayes  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither,  fword  nor  fire. 
Weav.  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  Coat  is  o 

proof. 
But.  But  me  thinks  he  fhould  ftand  in  fear  of  fife ,  be 

inl  burnt  i'ch  hand  for  ftealing  of  Sheep. 
Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  Brave,  an 

Vows  Reformation.  There  fhall  be  in  England  ,  feven 

half  penny  Loaves  fuld  for  a  penny  :  the  three  hoop'd  pot, 
fhall  have  ten  hoops ,  and  will  make  it  Fellony  to  drink 
fmall  Beer.  All  the  Realm  fhall  be  in  Common  ,and  in 

Cheapfide  fhall  my  Palfrey  go  to  grade  :  and  when  lam 
K  ng,  as  King  I  will  be. 

All.  God  fave  your  Majefty. 

Cade.  I  thank  you  good  people.  There  fhall  be  no 
money  ,  all  fhall  cat  and  drink  on  my  (core  ,  and  I  will 
appareHthem  all  in  one  Livery,  that  they  may  agree  like 
Brothers,  and  worfhip  me  their  Lord. 

But,  The  firft  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  Lawyeis. 
.  Cade.i  Nay  ,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  la-men 

table  thing  ,  that  the  skin  of  an  innocent  Lamb  fhould 

be  made  Paichment ;  that  Paichmcnt  being  fcribcld  o're* 
fhould  undo  a  man.  Some  fay  the  Bee  Jlings ,  but  I  fay , 

'tis  Bees  wax:  for.  I  did  but  fcal  once  to  a  thing  ,  a 

I  was  never  my  own  man  fincc.  How  now?  Who's -theft' 
Enter  a  Clearly 

Weaver.  The  Cleark  of  Qhattam  :  he  can  write  andj 
read,  and  caft  accompt. 

Cade.  O  monftrous  > 

Weav.  We  took  him  fctting  boyes  Copies. 
CrJel 
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Cade.  Here's  a  Villain. 

tVeav.  Hi's  a  Book  in  his  pocket  with  red  Letters  in'c 
Cade.  Nay  then  he  is  a  Conjmer. 

But.  Nay,  he  can  make  Obligations,  and  write  Court 
hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't :  The  man  is  a  proper  man  of 
mine  Honour  :  unlefs  I  find  him  guilty  ,  he  fhall  not  die 
Come  hither  firrah  ,  I  muft  examine  thee  :  What  is  thy 
name  ? 

ficark.  Emanuell. 

But.  Theyufeto  wiite  it  on  the  top  of  Letters:  'Twill 
go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone :  Do'ft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  name? 
Or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thy  fclf ,  like  an  honeft  plain 
dealing  man  ? 

Clerks  Sir  I  thank  God ,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 

up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  eonfeft :  away  with  him  :  he  is  a  Villain 
and  a  Traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him  I  fay  :  Hang  him  with  his  Pen 
and  Ink-horn  about  his  neck. 

Exit  one  with  the  Clearly 
Enter  Mlchacll. 

Mich.  Where  is  our  Generall  ? 

Cade.  Here  I  am  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly ,fly,fly,  Sir  Humfrey  Stafford  and  his  bro- 
ther are  hard  by,  with  the  Kings  Forces. 

Cade.  Stand  villain ,  ftand  or  Tie  fell  thee  down  :  he 

ftiall  be  encountred  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf.  He 
is  but  a  Knight ,  is  a  ? 

tjiilch.  No. 

Cade.  To  equall  him  I  will  make  my  felf  a  knight  pre- 
fently;  Rife  up  Sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have  at  him. 

Enter  Sir  Humfrey  Stafford,  and  hit  Brother, 
with  Drum  and  Souldiers. 

Staf.  Rebellious  Hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kent, 

Mark'd  for  the  Gallows ;  Lay  your  Weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  Cottages :  forfake  this  Groom. 

The  King  is  mcrcifull,  if  you  revolt. 

Bro.  But  angry,  wrathfull,  and  inclin'd  to  bloud, 
If  you  go  forward  :  therefore  yield  or  die. 

(^ade.  As  for  thefe  fvlken-coated  flaves  I  paffe  not, 
It  is  to  you  good  people,  that  I  fpeak, 
Over  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign : 

For  I  am  rightfullheir  unto  the  Crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  Father  was  a  <Plalfterer, 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  Shearman  ,  art  thou  not  ? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  Gardiner. 
Bro.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry ,t\\\s  Edmond  Mortimer  Earle  of  March, 
married  the  Duke  of  Clarence  daughter,  did  he  not  ? 

Stafford.  I  fir. 
Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  Children  at  one  birth, 
Br».  That's  falfe. 

Cade.  I,  there's  the  queflion ;  But  I  fay,  'tis  true ! 
The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nurfe, 

Was  by  a  begger-woman  ftoln  away, 
And  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  Bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age. 
Hisfon  am  I,  deny  it  if  you  can. 

But.  Nay,  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  fhall  be  King. 
Weav.  Sir,  he  made  a  Chimney  in  my  Fathers  houfe, 

and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftifie  it :  there- 
fore deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  ycu  credit  this  bale  Diudges  Words, 
that  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what? 

All.  I  marry  will  we,  therefore  get  you  gone. 
Bro.  Jack^fode,  the  D.  of  TV^hath  taught  you  this. 
Cade.  He  lyes, for  1  invented  it  my  felf.  Go  too  Sir- 

rah, tell  the  King  from  me,  that  for  his  Fathers  fake  Hen- 

ry the  fifth,  (in  whofe  time  boyes  went  to  Span-counter 
for  French  Crowns)  I  am  content  he  fhall  reign,  but  Tie 
be  Protector  over  him. 

But  And  further  more  we'll  have  the  Lord  Sayes  head, 
for  felling  the  Dukcdome  of  Main. 

Cade.  And  good  reafonrfor  thereby  is  England  main'd. 
And  fain  to  go  with  a  ftaffe,  but  that  my  puiffance  holds 

it  up  ,  Fellow-Kings ,  I  tell  you ,  that  Lord  Say  hath 
gelded  the  Commonwealth,and  made  it  an  Eunuch :  and 
more  then  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is a  Traitor. 

Staf.  O  groffe  and  miferablc  ignorance. 
Cade,  Nay  anfwer  if  you  can  :  The  Frenchmen  are 

our  enemies :  go  too  then  :  I  ask  but  this :  Can  he  that 
fpeaks  with  the  tong  of  an  enemy,  be  a  good  Councellor, 
or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  Head. 
Bro.  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 

Aflayle  them  with  the  Army  of  the  King. 
Staf.  Herauld  away,  and  throughout  every  Town, 

Proclaim  them  Traitors  that  arc  up  with  Cade, 
That  thofe  which  flye  before  the  battell  ends, 

May  even  in  their  wives  and  Childrens  fight, 

Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors : 
And  you  that  be  the  Kings  friends  follow  me.  Exit. 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  Commons  follow  me; 

Now  fhew  your  felves  men,  'tis  for  Liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  Gentleman : 

Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoon, 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeft  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  daie  not)  take  our  parts. 

But .  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 
Cade .  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moft  out 

of  order.  Come,  march  forward. 

Alarums  to  the  fight,  wherein  both  the  St  affords  are /lain. 
Enter  Cade  and  the  reft. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick.,  the  Butcher  of  AJhford  ? But.  Here  fir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  Sheep  and  Oxen,and 

thou  behaved'ft  thy  felf,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  in  thine 
own  Slaughter-houfe  :  Therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee, 
the  Lent  fhall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is,and  thoU  fhalt  have 
a  Licenfc  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

But.  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'ft  no  lelfe. 
This  Monument  of  the  Victory  will  I  bear,  and  the  bo- 

dies fhall  be  dragg'd  at  my  horfes  heelsj  till  I  do  come  to 
London,where  we  will  have  the  Maiors  fword  borne  be- 

fore us. 

But .  If  we  mean  to  thrive  ,  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  Goals,  and  let  out  the  Pi  ifoncrs. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that  I  warrant  thee.  Come,let's  march 
towards  London.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  with  a  Supplleat'ion,and  the  Qgeen  with 
Suffolkj  head,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the Lord  Say. 

Queen.  Oft  have  1  heard  that  grief  foftens  the  mind, 
R  r  2  And 



476 
And  makes  ic  fearfull  and  degenerate, 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafc  to  weep,  and  look  on  this, 
Here  may  his  head  lyc  throbbing  on  my  breft  : 

But  where's  the  body  that  I  fhould  imbrace? 
Buc.  What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  Rcbells 

Supplication  ? 

King.  I'le  fend  fome  holy  Bifhop  to  intrcat : 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  fouls 

Should  perifh  by  the  Sword.  And  I  my  felf, 
Rather  then  bloudy  war  iliall  cut  them  fhort, 

Will  parly  with  Jack.  Cade  their  Generall. 

But  ftay,  I'le  read  it  over  once  again. 
Qu.  Ah  barbarous  villains:  Hath  this  lovely  face, 

Rul'd  like  a  wandring  Plannet  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

King.  Lord  Say,  Jack^Cade  hath  fworn  to  have  thy 
head. 

Say.  I,  but  I  hope  your  Highneffe  fhall  have  his. 
King.  How  now  Madam  ? 

Still  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolkj  death? 
I  fear  me  (Love)  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 

Thou  would'ft  not  half  have  mouin'd  fo  much  for  me. 
Que.  No  my  Love ,  I  fhould  not  mourn,  but  dye  for 

thee. 

Enter  a  (Jttejfenger. 

King.  How  now  ?  What  news  ?  Why  com'ft  thou  in fuch  hafte? 

Mef.  The  Rebels  are  in  Southwarke :  Flye  ray  Lord: 
Jack^Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence  houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  Ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  Crown  himfelf  in  Weftminftcr. 

His  Army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  Hinds  and  Pezants,  rude  and  rrrercileffe  : 

Sir  Humfrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brothers  death, 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed : 
All  Schollers,  Lawyers,  Courtiers,  Gentlemen, 

The.'  call  falfe  Caterpillers,  and  intend  their  death. 
King.  O  gracelefs  men :  they  know  not  what  they  do. 
Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,retire  to  Killiugworth, 

Untill  a  power  berais'd  to  put  them  down. 
Qu.  Ah  were  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^novi  alive, 

Thsfe  Kentifh  Rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeas'd. 
King.  Lord  Say,  the  Traitors  hate  thee, 

Therefore  away  with  us  to  Ki/lingworth. 
Say.  So  might  your  Graces  perfon  be  in  danger : 

The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes : 
And  therefore  in  this  City  will  I  ftay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Jack.  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge, 
The  Citizens  flye  him  and  fot  fake  their  houfes : 

The  Rafcall  people  thirfting  after  prey, 
Joyn  with  the  Traitor,  and  they  joyntly  fwear 
To  fpoyle  the  City,  and  your  Royall  Court. 

Buc.  Then  linger  not  my  Lord,  away,  take  horfe. 
King.  Come  Margaret, Qod  our  hope  will  fuccour  us. 
Qu.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk,  is  deceaft. 
King.  Farewell  my  Lord,  truft  not  to  Kentifh  Rebels. 
Buc.  Truft  no  body  for  fear  you  be  bctraid. 
Say.  The  truft  I  have,  is  in  mine  innocence, 

And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  Relolutc.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tower  walking.  Then  enters, 
two  or  three  Citizens  below. 

Scales.  How  now  ?  Is  Jack.  Cade  {lain  ? 

i .  Cit.  No  my  Lord,  nor  likely  to  be  (lain : 
For  they  have  won  the  Bridge, 
Killing  all  thofe  that  withftand  them : 

The  L.  Maior  craves  aid  of  your  Honor  from  the  Tower1 
To  defend  the  City  from  the  Rebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare  you  fhall  command, 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  felf. 

The  Rebels  have  affay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  and  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Goffe. 

Fight  for  your  King,  your  Countrey, and  your  Lives, 
And  fo  farewell,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  Exeunt^ 

E  nter  Jack.  Ca^e  a»*l  the  rift,  and fir  ikes  hit 

fiaffe  on  London  ftone. 
Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  City, 

And  here  fitting  upon  London  Stone, 
I  charge  and  command,  that  of  the  Cities  coft  . 

The  pining  Conduit  run  nothing  but  Claret  Wine 
The  firft  year  of  our  reign. 

And  now  henceforward  it  fhall  be  treafon  for  any,  •  J 
That  calls  me  other  then  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Souldier  rnnntng. 

Soul.  Jack^Cade,  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  Knock  hirn  down  there.  They  kjll  him 

But.  Jf  thisfdlbw  be  wife  ,  He'll  never  call  ye  Jad^ 
Cade  more,  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

E>ick_.  My  Lord ,  there's  an  Army  gathered  together in  Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come,  then  let's  go  fight  with  them  : 
But  firft,  go  and  fet  London  Bridge  on  fire, 
And  if  you  can>  burn  down  the  Tower  too. 

Come,  let's  away.  Exemt  omnes. 

Alarums.  Mat  hew  Gcffe  it  flain,  and  all  the  reft. 
Then  enter  Jack.  Cade, with  his  Company. 

Cade.  So  fiis:  now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Savoj: 

Others  to'th  Inns  of  Court,  down  with  them  all. 
But.  I  have  afuit  untoyourLordfhip. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordfhip,thou  (halt  have  it  for  that  word. 
But.  Onely  that  the  Laws  of  England  may  come  out 

of  your  mouth. 

John.  Mafle  'twill  be  fore  Law  then,  for  he  was  thruft 
in  the  mouth  with  a  Spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay  John  ,  it  will  be  ft  inking  Law ,  for  his 
breath  ftinks'with  tofted  Cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it ,  ic  fhall  be  fo.  Away, 
bum  all  the  Records  of  the  Realm  ,  my  mouth  ihall  be 
the  Parliament  of  England. 

Joh.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  Statutes, 

Unleffe  his  teeth  be  pall'd  out. 
Cade.  And  hence-forward  all  things  iliall  be  in  Com- 

mon. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize,  here's  the  Lord  Say, which  fold  the  Towns  in  France  ,  He  that  made  us  pay 

one  and  twenty  Fifteens,  and  one  fhilling  to  the  pound, the  laft  Subfidie. 

Enter 
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Ester  George  with  the  Lord  S>ty, 

Cade.  Well,  he  fhari  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times: 

Ah  thou  Say,  thou  Surge,  nay  thou  Buckram  Lord,  now 
art  thou  wichin  point-blank  of  our  Jiinfdiclion  Regall. 
What  canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  ,  forgiving  up  of 
Normandy  unto  Mounfieur  Bafimecu  ,  the  Dolphin  of 
France  ?  Be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefence,  even 
theprefence  of  Lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  Beefome 
that  mult  fweep  the  Court  clean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou 
art  :  Thou  halt  raoft  traiteroufly  corrupted  the  youth  of 

the  Realm  ,  in  erecting  a  Giammar  School :  and  where- 
as before,  our  Fore-fathers  had  no  other  Books  but  the 

Score  and  the  Tally,  thou  half  caufed  printing  to  be  us'd, 
and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  Crown,  and  Dignity,  thou 
haft  built  a  Paper-Mi!l.  It  will  be  proved  to  thy  Face, 
that  thou  haft  men  about  thee  ,  that  ufually  talk  of  a 
Noun  and  a  Verb ,  and  fuch  abominable  words  ,  as 

no  Chriftian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appoint- 
ed Juftices  of  Peace,  to  call  poor  men  before  them ,  a- 

bout  matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover , 
thou  haft  put  them  in  piifon,  and  becaufe  they  could  not 

read,thou  haft  hang'd  them,  w  hen  ( indeed  )  only  for 
that  cattfer  they  have  been  moft  worthy  to  live.  Thou 

do'ft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth,  do'ft  thou  not  ? 
Say.  What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  horfe  wear 
a  Cloak  ,  when  honefter  men  then  thou  go  in  their  Hofe 
and  Doublets. 

Dlck^.  And  work  in  their  fhirt  too ,  as  my  felffor 
example,  that  am  a  Butcher. 

Say.  You  men  of  Kent. 

Dlck^.  What  fay  you  of  Kent. 

Say.  Nothing  but  this:  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gens. 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpeaks  La- 

tine. 

Say.  Heare  mc  but  fpeak  ,  and  beare  me  where'  you will : 

Kent  in  the  Commentaries  C<efar  writ, 

Is  term'd  the  civel'ft  place  of  all  this  Ifle : 
Sweet  is  the  Country,  becaufe  full  of  Riches, 
The  People  Liberal,  Valiant,  Active,  Wealthy, 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  piety. 
I  fold  not  Maim,  I  loft  not  Normandy, 
Yet  to  recover  them  would  lofe  my  life : 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  alwayesdone, 

Prayers  and  Tears  have  mov'd  me,  Gifts  could  never ; 
When  have  I  ought  exacted  at  your  hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  Realm  and  you, 

Large  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  Clearks, 
Becaufe  my  Book  preferr'd  mc  to  the  King. 
And  feeing  Ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  Wing  wherewith  we  flye  to- heaven, 
Unlefle  you  bepofleft  with  devilifh  fpirits, 
You  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me : 

This  Tongue  hath  parlied  unto  Forraign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

.  Ca^e»  Tut,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  blow  in  the  field? 
Say.  Great  men  have  teaching  hands:  oft  have  I  ftruck 

Thofe  that  I  never  faw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 
Geo.  O  monftrous  Coward  •  What ,  to  come  b;hinde 

Folks  > 

£*j.Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your  good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th'ear,  and  that  Will  make'em 
red  again.  " 

Say.  Long  htting  to  determine  poor  mens  caul'cs, Hath  made  me  full  of  fickntfle  and  difcafes. 

Cade.  Ye  (hall  have  a  hempen  Candle  then ,  and  the 
help  of  a  hacchet. 

Dici^.  Why  do'ft  chou  quiver  man  ? 
Say.  The  Pallie,  and  not  fear  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay  he  nodds  at  us,  as  who  fhould  fay ,  I'le  be 
even  with  you.  Tie  fee  if  his  head  will  ftand  fteddier  on 

a  pole,  or  no  :  Take  him  away  and  behead  him. 
Say.  Tell  me :  wherein  have  I  offended  moft  > 

Have  I  affected  Wealth,  or  honor  ?  Speak. 

Are  my  Chefts  filled  up  with  extorted  Gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuousto  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  jui'd,  that  ye  leek  my  death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefTe  bloudfhcddingj 
This  breft  from  harbouring  foul  dcccitfull  thoughts. O  let  me  live. 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  my  felf  with  his  words :  but 

I'le  bridle  it :  he  fhall  dye,  and  be  it  but  for  pleading  fo 
well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him  ,  he  ha's  a  Familiar 
under  his  Tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  a  Gods  name.  Go,  take 

him  away  I  fay  ,  and  ftrike  oft" his  head  prefently ,  and then  break  into  his  Son  in  Laws  houfe,  Sir  James  Cromer, 
and  ftrike  off  his  head  ,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two 

poles  hither. All.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah  Countrimen  ;  if  when  you  make  your  prai'rs, 
God  fhould  be  fo  obdurate  as  your  fclves : 

How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye  :  the 
proudeft  Peer  of  the  Realm ,  fhall  not  wear  a  head  on 

his  fhouldcrs,  unlefle  he  pay  me  tribute  :  there  fhall  not 
a  maid  be  married  ,  but  fhe  fhall  pay  me  her  Maiden- 

head ere  they  have  it :  Men  fhall  hold  of  me  in  Capite. 
And  we  charge  and  command,  that  their  wives  be  as  free 
as  heart  can  wifh,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dlckj  My  Lord, 

When  fhall  we  go  to  Cheapjtde,  and  take  up  commodities 

upon  our  bills  ? 
Cade.  Marry  prefently. 

O  brave. 

Enter  6ne  with  the  heads. 

fade.  But  is  not  this  braver : 

Let  them  kifle  one  another :  For  they  lov'd  well 
When  they  were  alive.  Now  part  them  again, 
Leaft  they  confult  about  the  giving  up 
Of  fome  more  Towns  in  France.  Souldiers, 

Defer  the  (poyl  of  the  City  untill  night ; 
For  with  thefe  borne  before  us,  in  ftead  of  MaceSj 

Will  we  ride  through  the  ftreets,at  every  Corner 
Have  them  kifle.  Away.  ^  Exit. 

Alarntn,and  Retreat.  Enter  again  Cadet 
and  all  his  rabblement. 

Cade.  Up  Fifh-ftreet ;  down  Saint  Magncs  corner , 

kill  and  knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames : 

Sound  a  Tarley. 

What  noyfe  is  this  I  hear  ? 
Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  Retreat  or  Parley 
When  I  command  them  kill? 

R  r  3  Enter 
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Enter  Buckingham,  and  old  Clifford. 
Buc.  I  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  dillurb  thec: 

Know  Cade,  we  come  Ambalfadois  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons  whom  thou  halt  milled, 

And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  foi  lake  thec,  and  go  home  in  pejee. 

C/if.  What  fay  yc  Coumrimcn,  will  ye  relent 

And  yield  to  mercy,  whil'ft  'tis  offered  you, 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths. 
Who  loves  the  King, and  will  imbrace  his  pardon, 

Fling  up  his  cap  and  foy,God  fave  his  Majefiy  ; 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honors  not  his  Father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  vs,  and  paffe  by. 

All.  God  fave  the  K'i,g,God  f«ve  the  Kivg. 
Cade.  What  Buckjnghammd  Cliff Ware  ye  fo  brave? 

And  youbafe  Pezants, do  ye  believe  him,  willyouneeds 

be  hang'd  with  your  Pardons  about  your  necks?  Hath 
my  fword  therefore  broke  through  London  gates ,  that 
you  fhould  leave  me  at  the  white-heart  in  Southwarke. 
I  thought  ye  would  never  have  given  out  thefe  Armes  till 
you  had  recovered  your  ancient  Freedome :  but  you  are 
all  Recreants  and  Daftards,  and  delight  to  live  in  flavery 

to  the  Nobility.  Let  them  break  your  backs  with  bur- 
thens, take  your  houfes  over  your  heads,  ravifh  your 

Wives  and  Daughters  before  your  faces.  For  me ,  1  will 
make  fliift  for  one ,  and  fo  Gods  Curfe  light  upon  you all. 

All.  We'll  followed. 
We'll  follow  Cade. 

(flif.  Is  Cade  thefonof  Henry  the  fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you  11  go  with  him. 
Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Eat  Is  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home, no  place  to  flye  to : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoyle, 
Unleflfe  by  robbing  of  your  Friends,  and  us. 

Wer'tnot  a  fhame,that  whil'ft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  feartull  French,  whom  you  late  vanquifhed  o 

Should  make  a  ftart  o're  feas,and  vanquilh  you  ? 
Me  thinks  already  in  this  civill  broyl, 
I  fee  them  Lording  it  in  London  ftrects, 

Crying  ViUiaga  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 
Then  you  fhould  ftoop  unto  a  Frenchmans  mercy. 
To  France  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  loft ; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  Native  Cesft : 
Henry  hath  mony,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly : 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  Victory. 

All.  A  Clifford^  Clifford, 

We'll  follow  the  King  and  Clifford. 
Cade.  Was  ever  Feather  fo  lightly  blown  too  and  fro 

as  this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry  the  fifth,  hales  then 
to  an  hundred  mifchiefs ,  and  makes  them  leave  me  dc 

folate.    I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  furprize 
me.    My  fwoi  d  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  flaying: 

in  defpightof  the  dcvills  and  hell,  have  through  the  very 
middeft  of  ycu,and  heavens  and  honour  be  witneffe,  that 
no  want  of  rcfolution  in  me ,  but  only  my  Followers 
bafe  and  ignominous  treafons,  make  me  betake  me  to 
my  heels.  Exit. 

Buck,  what,  is  he  fled  ?  Go  fome  and  follow  him, 
And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  athouland  Crowns  for  his  reward. 

Exeunt  fome  of  them. 

Follow  me  iouldiers,  we'll  devife  a  mean, 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  King.        Exeunt  omnes. 

Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  King,  Queen,  and 

Somerf  :t  on  the  7 'arras. 

King.  Was  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  earthly  Throne, And  could  command  no  more  content  then  I? 
No  fooner  was  1  crept  out  of  my  Cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old: 
Was  never  fubjec^  long  to  be  a  King, 
As  1  do  long  and  and  wiih  to  be  a  Subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 

Buc.  Health  and  glad  tydings  to  your  Majcfty. 

King, Why  Buckingham,?*  the  Traitor  Cade  furpris'd? 
Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong  ? 

Enter  Multitudes  rrith  Halters  about  their 
Necks. 

Clif.  He  is  fled  my  Lord,  and  all  his  powers  do  yield, 
And  numbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks, 

Expect  your  Highnefsdoomof  life  or  death. 
King.  Then  heaven  fet  ope  thy  cverlatting  gates, 

To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife. 

Souldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
And  ihew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country  :j Continue  (till  in  this  fo  good  a  mind. 
And  Henry  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
AlTure  your  felves  will  never  be  unkind : 
And  fo  with  thanks  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  dodifmiffe  you  to  your  feverall  Countries. 

All.  God  fave  the  King,  God  fave  the  King. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  i:  your  Gracetobeadvertifed, 
The  Duke  of  2V^is  newly  come  from  Ireland, 
And  with  a  puifTant  and  mighty  power 

Of  Gallow-glaffes  and  (tout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array, 
And  ftill  proclaimeth  as  he  comes  along, 
His  Armies  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerf et,  whom  he  tcrmes  a  Traitor. 

King.  Thus  ftands  my  ftate,  'twixt  Cade  and  T»rk>: 
dittreft, 

T  ike  toa  Ship,  that  having  fcap'd  a  Tempeft, 
Is  ftraightway  claim'dand  boarded  with  a  Pyrate, 

now  is  (fade  driven  back,  his  men  difpiere'd, 
h-nd  now  is  TorJ^'m  armes  to  fecond  him. 
pray  thec  Buckingham  go  and  meet  him, 

And  ask  him  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  Armes : 
Tell  him,  Tie  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower, 
And  Somerfet  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 

Until!  his  Army  be  difmift  from  him. 
Somer.  My  Lord, 

lie  yield  my  Calf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  umo  dc.-ub,  to  do  my  Country  good. 

King.  In  any  cafe,  be  not  to  rough  in  termes, 
For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  Language. 

Buck.  I  will  my  Lord,  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  (hall  redound  unto  your  good. 

King.  Come  Wife,lct's  in,and  learn  to  govern  better, 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign. 

Exeunt. 
Enter. 
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Enter  Jack^  Cade. 

■  Cade.  Fie  on  Ambition  :  fie  on  my  fclf  ,  that  have  a 
fword, arid  vet  am  ready  to  familh.Thefe  five  dayeshave 
I  hid  me  in  thefe  Woods,  and  duift  not  peep  out ,  for  all 
the  Country  is  laid  for  me  :  but  now  am  I  hungry ,  that 
if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life  for  a  thoufand  years,  I 
coilld  ftay  no  longer.  Wherefore  on  a  Biick  wall  have 

1  climb'd  into  this  Garden,  to  fee  if  I  can  cat  Graffe,  or 
pick  a  Sallct  another  while  ,  which  is  not  amifTe  to  cool 
a  mans  ftomack  this  hot  weather :  and  I  think  this  word 

Sallet  was  born  to  do  me  good  ;  for  many  a  time  but  for 
a  Saliet,my  brain-pan  had  been  clefc  with  a  brown  Bill; 
and  many  a  time  when  I  have  been  dry,  &  bravely  mat- 

ching ,  it  hathferv'd  me  inftead  of  a  quart  pot  to  drink in :  and  now  the  word  Sallet  muft  ferve  mc  to  feed  on. 

Enter  I  din. 

Iden.  Lord  who  would  live  turmoyled  in  the  Court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe  ? 
Thisfmall  inheritance  my  Father  left  me, 
Contcnteth  me,  and  worth  a  Monarchy. 

I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others  warning, 
Or  gather  wealth  I  care  not  with  what  envy : 
Sufficcth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  ftate, 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  Lord  of  the  foile  come  to  feize  me 
for  a  ftray,tor  cntring  his  Fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah 
Villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me  ,  and  get  a  icoo.  Crowns 
of  the  King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him  ,  but  Tie  make 
thee  eat  Iron  like  an  Ofiridge  ,  and  fwallow  my  Sword 
like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Iden.  Why  rude  Companion,  whatfoere  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not,  why  then  fhould  I  betray  thee  ? 

Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  Garden, 
And  like  a  thief  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds : 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  Owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcie  tearms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  I  by  the  beft  bloud  that  ever  was 

braach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well ,  I  have 
eat  no  meat  thefe  five  dayes ,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men ,  and  If  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  door  hail, 
I  pray  God  I  may  never  eat  graffe  more. 

Iden.  Nay,it  (hall  ne're  be  laid,  while  England  ftands, 
That  Alexander  Iden  an  Efquire  of  Rent, 
Took  odds  to  combate  a  poor  familnt  man. 
Oppofe  thy  ftedfaft  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
See  if  thoucanft  out-face  me  with  thy  looks : 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  leffcr : 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fift, 
Thy  leg  a  flick  compared  with  this  Truncheon,  . 
My  foot  fhall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft, 
And  if  mine  armc  be  heaved  in  the  aire, 

Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth : 
As  for  words,.whofe  greatneffe  anfwers  words , 
Let  this  my  fword  report  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  Valour :  the  moft  compleat  Champion 
that  ever  I  heard.  Steel ,  if  thou  turn  the  edge ,  or,  cut 

not  out  the  burly  bon'd  Clown  in  chines  of  Beef ,  ere 
'  thou  flcep  in  thy  Sheath  ,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  knees 
i  thou  may  ft  be  turnd  to  Hobnaiis. 

Here  they  fight. 

|0 1  am  ftain,Famine  and  no  other  hath  (lain  me,  let  ten 

thoul'and  devilis  come  agamft  me,  and  give  me  but  the 
ten  meals  I  have  loft,  and  1'de'dcfie  them  all.  Wither 
Garden,  and  be  henceforth  a  burying  place  to  all  that  doi 
dwell  in  this  houfe  ,  becaufe  the  unconqucred  foul  of  I C4f  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  llain,that  monftious traitor? 
Sword,  I  will  hollow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 

And  hang  thee  o'remy  Tomb,  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne're  fliall  this  bloud  be  wiped  from  thy  point, 
But  thou  flialt  wear  it  as  a  Heralds qoat, 
To  emblaze  the  Honor  thy  Mafter  got. 

Cade.  Iden  farewell,and  be  proud  of  thy  victory  ■  Tell 
Kent  from  me,  One  hath  loft  her  beft  man  ,  and  exhort  all 
the  World  to  be  Cowards  :  for  I  that  never  feared  any, 
am  vanquished  by  famine,  not  by  Valour.  Dies. 

Id.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,heaven  be  my  judge ; 
Die  damned  Wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword, 
So  wiih  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  fhall  be  thy  grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  King, 

Leaving  thy  trunk  for  Crows  to  feed  upon.       ,  Sxit. 

Enter  Torf^ ,  and  his  Army  of  Irijh,  with 
Drum  and  Colours. 

Tor.  From  Ireland  thus  comes  Torh^  to  claim  his  right, 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Henries  head; 
Ring,  Bells  aloud,  burn  Bonfires  clear  and  bright 
To  entertain  great  Snglands  lawfull  King. 
Ah  S  anil  a  JMajefias  ?  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  obey,  that  knows  not  how  to  Rule. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  Gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words, 
Except  a  Sword  or  Scepter  ballance  it. 

A  Scepter  {hall it  have-,  have  I  a  foul,         "  ■■ 
On  which  Tie  toffe  the  Elonrj-4&,bkie  of  France* 

Enter  Buckingham' 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  difturb me ? 
The  King  hathfent  him  fure  :  Imuft  diffcmble. 

Buc.  T»rk^  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greec  thee  well. 
Tor.  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,!  accjpt  thy  greeting. 

Art  thou  a  Meffenger,  or  come  of  pleafure. 
Bnc,  A  Meffenger  from  Henry ̂   our  dread  Liege, 

To  know  the  tea  foil  of  thefe  Armes  in  peace. 
Or  why,  thou  being  a  Subject,  as  I  am, 

Againft  thy  Oath,  and  true  Allegeance  fworn,  \ 
Should  rahe  fo  great  a  power  witnout  his  leave  ? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  Force  fo  near  the  Cjurt  ? 

Tor.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  C  holer  is  fo  great. 
Oh  I  could  hew  up  Rocks,  and  fight  with  Flint, 

I  am  fo  angry  at  chefc  abje£t  termes. 
And  now  like  dAjaxTeUmomns, 
On  Sheep  or  Oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury. 

I  am  far  better  born  then  is  the  King : 
More  like  a  King,  more  Kingly  in  my  thoughts. 
But  I  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 
Till  Henrybdmore  weak, and  I  more  ftrong. 
O  Bnckjnghamyl  prethce  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  given  no  anfwer  all  this  while : 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  Melancholly.  * 
Thecaute  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 
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Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace,  and  the  State. 

Buc.  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part : 
But  if  thy  Armes  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand : 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 

York,.  Upon  thine  Honor  is  he  Prifoner  ? 
Buc.  Upon  mine  Honor  he  is  Prifoner  ? 
York,.  Then  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifTe  my  Powers. 

Souldiers  I  thank  you  all :  difperfe  your  felves : 
Meet  me  to  morrow  in  S.  Georges  field, 
You  fhall  have  pay,  and  every  thing  you  wifh. 
And  let  my  Sovcraign,  vcrtuous  Henry , 
Command  my  eldcrt  fon,  nay  all  my  fons, 

As  pledges  of  my  Feaky  and  Love, 
Tie  fend  thera  all  as  willing  as  I  live : 

Lands,  Goods,  Horfe,  Armor,any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buri^.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiflion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefle  Tent. 

Enter  King  and  Attendants. 

King.  Buckjngham,doih  Yorl^ intend  no  harme  to  us, 
That  thus  he  marchcth  with  thee  Arme  in  Arme  ? 

York..  In  all  fubmilfion  and  humility, 

Yerk^dotb  prcfent  himfelf  unto  your  Highneffc. 
Kin.  Then  what  intends  thefe  forces  thou  doft  bring? 
Yor.  To  have  the  Traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 

And  fight  againft  that  monftrous  Rebell  Cadey 
Whom  fince  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Iden  with  Cades  head. 

Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition 

May  paffe  into  the  prefence  of  a  King  : 
Loe,  I  prefent  your  Grace  a  Traitors  head) 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  flew. 

King.Thz  head  of  C<i^?Great  God,how  juft  art  thou? 
O  let  me  view  his  Vilage  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 

Tell  me  my  Friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  flew  him  .? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majcfty. 
King.  How  art  thou  call'd  .?  And  what  is  thy  degree  .? 
Iden.  Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name, 

A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent,  that  love  the  King. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you  my  Lord,  'twere  not  amilTe 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  goodfervice. 

King.  Iden,  kneel  down,  rife  up  a  Knight: 

Wegive-thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  Marks, 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty, 
And  neier  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege. 

Enter  Queen  and  Somerfet t 

K.Stc  Buckingham,  Somerfet,  comes  with  th'  Qjieen> 
Go  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 

Qu.  For  thoufand  Yorkj  he  fhall  not  hide  his  head, 
But  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  face, 

Yor.  How  now?  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then  York,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifoned  thoughts, 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  cquall  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  ? 
Falfe  King,  why  hsft  thou  broken  faith  with  me, 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  1  call  thee  .?  no,  thou  art  no  King : 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  durlt  not,  no  nor  canft  not  rule  a  Traitor. 

That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown : 

Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafpe  a  Palmers  ttaffe, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awfull  Princely  Scepter. 
That  Gold,  muft  round  engirt  the  brows  of  mine, 
Whofc  fmile  and  frown,  like  Achilles  Spear 
Is  able  with  the  change,  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  Scepter  up, 

And  with  the  fame  to  act  controlling  Laws : 
Give  place :  by  hraven  thou  (halt  ruleno  more 

O're  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  Ruler. 
Som.  O  monftrous  Traitor »  I  arreft  thee  York. 

Of  Capitall  Treafon  'gainft  the  King  and  Crown : 
Obey  audacious  Traitor,  kneel  for  Crace. 

Yor.  Would'ft  have  me  kneel?  Firfl  let  me  ask  of  thee, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man : 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail  : 
I  know  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward, 

They'l  pawn  their  fwords  for  thy  infranchifement. 
Qu.  Call  hichcr  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amain, 

To  fay,  if  that  the  Baftard  boyes  of  York. 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  Traitor  Father. 

York..  O  bloud-befpotted  Neapolitan, 
Out-caft  of  Naples,  Englands  bloudy  Scourge: 
The  fons  of  York,,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  Fathers  Bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 

That  for  my  Surety  will  refuCe  the  Boyes. 
Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 

See  where  they  come,  Tie  war  ?nt  they'l  make  it  good. Enter  Clifford. 

Qu.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their  bail. 
Clif.  Health  and  all  happmefsto  my  Lord  the  King. 
Yor.  I  thank  thee  Clifford.  Say,  what  news  with  thee? 

Nay,  do  not  fright  me  with  an  angry  look : 
We  are  thy  Soveraign  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 

For  thy  miftaking  fo,  We  pardon  thee. 
Clif.  This  is  my  King,  York*  I  do  not  mittake, 

But  thou  mittakeft  me  much  to  think  I  do, 

To  Bedlem  with  him,  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 
King.  I  Clifford,  a  Bedlem  and  ambitious  humor 

Makes  him  oppofe  himfelf  againft  his  King. 
Clif.  He  is  a  Traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower, 

And  crop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 
Qu.  He  is  arretted,  but  will  not  obey : 

His  fons  (he  fayes)  fhall  give  their  words  for  him. 
Yor.  Will  you  not  fons  ? 
Edm.  I  Noble  Father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 

Rich.  And  if  words  willnot»  then  our  Weapons  rhall. 

Clif.  Why  what  a  brood  of  Traitors  have  we  here? 
Yor.  Look  in  a  Glaf$,and  call  thy  Image  fo. 

I  am  the  King,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  Traitor : 
Call  hither  to  the  ftake  my  two  brave  Bears, 
That  with  the  very  fhaking  of  their  Chains, 

They  may  aftonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  Currs:  * 
Bid  Salisbury  and  fVarwick.comz  to  me. 

Enter  the  Earls  of  tFarwick^txd 
Salisbury. 

CUf.  Are  thefe  thy  Bears?  We'll  bait  thy  Bears  to  death, And  manacle  theBearardin  their  Chains, 

If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting  place. 
Rich.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  ore- weening  Cur, 

Run  back  and  the,  becaufe  he  was  with-held, 

Who  being  fufter'd  with  the  Bears  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  tail,  becween  his  legs  and  ende, 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
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It'  you  tuppole  your  felves  to  match  L01  d  Warwick,. 
Cllf.  Hence  heap  of  wrath,  foui  indigefted  lump, 

As  crooked  in  thy  manners,  as  thy  ihape. 
Tork^  Nay  we  fliallhcat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

C///".Take  heed  Ieaft  by  your  heat  you  burn  your  felves, 
King. Why  Warwick^  hath  rhy  knee  foigot  to  bow? 

Old  Salisbury,  fhameto  thy  fiivcrhafr, 
Thou  mad  miflcader  of  thy  brain-tick  ion, 

What  wilt  thou  on  thy  deaih-bed  play  the  Ruffian  ? 
And  leek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpedtacles  > 
Oh  where  is  Faith?  Oh  where  is  Loyalty  ? 

If.it  be  banifh'd  from  the  frofty  head, Where  fhall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 

Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  War, 

And  fhame  thine  honourable  age  with  blo'.'d  ? 

Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  doeft  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft  it  f 
For  fhame  in  duty  bend. thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  milky  age. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  with  my  felf 
The  Title  of  this  moft  renowned  Duke, 

And  in  my  confeience^  do  repute  his  grace 
The  lightfull  heir  to  Englands  Royal  fear. 

King.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  Allegeance  unto  me  ? 
Sal.  I  have.. 

.K7«. Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heaven  for  fuch  an  oath? 
Sal.  It  is  great  fin,  to  fwear  unto  a  fin : 

But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  finfull  oath : 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  Vow 

J  To  do  a  murd'rous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
I  To  force  a  fpotleffe  Virgins  Chaftky,  . 
To  reave  the  Orphan  of  his  Patrimony, 

iTo  wring  the  Widow  fiom  her  cuftom'd  right^ 
[And  have  no  other  rcafon  for  this  wrong, 

[But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ?  ! 
Qu.  AfubtleTraitornecds  no  Sophifter. 

[..  King.  Call  Bucklngham,znA  bid  him  arme  himfelf. 
Torkj  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  halt, 

I  am  refolv'd  for  death  and  dignity. 
Old  Cllf.  The  firft  I  warrant  thee,if  dreams  prove  true. 
War.  You  were  beft  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream  again, 

To  keep  thee  from  the  Tempcft  of  the  field. 

Old  Cllf.  I  .am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm, 
Then  any  thou  canft  conjureup  today : 
And  that  Tie  write  upon  thy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  houfes  Badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  Fathers  badge,  old  Nevlls  Creft, 

The  rampant  Bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  ftaff, 
This  day  Tie  wear  aloft  my  Bvirgonet, 

As  on  a  Mountain  jop,  the  Cedar  (hews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm, 
Even  fo  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Cllf.  And  from  thy  Burgonet  Tie  rend  thy  Bear, 
And  tread  it  underfoot  with  all  contempt, 
Dcfpight  the  Bearard,  that  protects  the  Bear. 

To.Clif.  And  fo  to  Armes  viftouious  noble  Father, 
.To  quell  the  Rebells,  and  their  Complices. 

Rich.  Fie,  Charity  tor  fhame, (peak  not  in  fpight, 
For  you  (hall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to  night. 

To.  cllf.  Foul  ftigmatick ,  that's  more  then  thou  canft tell. 

T^ch.  If  not  in  hcavcn,you'l  furely  fup  in  hell.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Warwick^. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick^ calls: 
And  if  thou  do'ft  not  hide  thee  from  the  Bear, 

I  Now  when  the  angi  y  Trumpet  founds  alarum, 
j  And  dead  mens  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, 

j  Clifford  1  fay,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me*  \ 
Proud  Northern  Lo:d,  Clifford  of  Cumber land, 
Warwlck^\%  hoaife  widi  calling  thee  to  armes. 

Enter  fork,. 

War.  How  now  my  Noble  Lord  ?  What  alla-foot. 
Tork^.  The  deadly  handed  Clifford  (lew  rny  fteed : 

But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him, 

And  made  a  prey  for  Carrion  Kytes  and  Grows 

Even  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. 
Enter  Clifford.    -  . 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  coirie. 
Tor.  Hold  Warwick :  feek  thee  out  fome  other  chafe, 

|  For  I  my  felf  muft  hunt  this  Deer  to  death. 

!    War.  Then  nobly  Tork,,  'tis  for  a  Crown  thou  fight'ft: 1  As  I  intend  yCllfford,  to  thrive  to  day, 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  UnafTajl'd,      Exit  War. 

Cllf.  What  feeft  thou  in  me  Tork.  ? 

Why  do'ft  thou  paufe  ? 
Tork,  With  thy  brave  bearing  (hould  I  be  in  love, 

But  that  thou  art  fo  faft  mine  enemy. 

flif.  Nor  (hould  thy  prowefs  want  praifs  and  efteem. 
But  that  'tis  (hewn  ignobly*  and  in  Treafon. 

Tor^.  So  let  it  help  me  againft  thy,fword, 
As  I  in  juftice,  and  true  right  exprefTe  it, 

Cllf.  My  foul  and  body  on  the  action  both.  - 
Torl^,  A  drcadfull  day,  addrefle  thee  inftantly.  . 
Cllf.  La  fin  Ccrronne  Jts  oevres.  Dlesc 
To r^.Thus  War  hath  given  thee  peacc,for  thou  art  ftill, 

Peace  with  his  foul,  heaven  if  it  be  thy  will. 
Enter  young  Clifford. 

Cltf.  Shame  and  confufion  all  is  on  the  routj 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  diforder  wounds 
Where  it  (hould  guard.  O  War  thou  fon  of  hells 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minifter, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofomesof  our  part, 
Hot  Coals  of  Vengeance.  Let  no  Souldiers  flye. 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  War, 
Hath  no  felf-love  :  nor  he  that  loves  himfslf, 
Hath  not  eflentially,  but  by  circumftance 
The  name  of  Valour.  O  let  the  vile  world  end* 
And  the  premifed  Flames  of  the  laft  day, 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together. 
Now  let  the  genera  11  Trumpet  blow  his  blaft, 
Particularities,  arid  petty  founds 

To  ceafe.  Was't  thou  ordained  (O  dear  Father) 
To  lofe  thy  youth  in  peace, and  to  atchieve 
The  Stiver  Livery  of  advifed  Age, 

And  in  thy~Revererice,  and  thy  Chair-dayes,  thus 
To  die  in  Ruffian  battel!  ?  Even  at  this  fight, 

My  heart  is  turn'd  to  ftone :  and  while  'tis  mine, 
It  fhall  be  ftony.  Tork,,  not  our  old  men  (pares : 
No  more  will  1  their  Babes,  Tears  Virginall, 
Shall  be  to  mc,  even  as  the  Dew  to  Fire, 

And  Beauty,  that  the  Tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath,  be  Oyleand  Flax: 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  piety, 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  houfe  of  Torkj, 

Into  as  many  gobbit  will  I  cut  its 
As  wilde  Medea,  voung  zsfbjirtis  did. 
In  cruelty,  will  1  leek  ouc  my  Fam% 

Come  thou  new  mine  of  old  C^jf"7"^  houfe  : 
As  did  zALneat  old  zAnchlfes  bear, 

So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  fhoulders  .- 
But  then  1  ̂yEneM  bare  a  living  load  ; 

Nothing 
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Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

Enter  Richard,  and  Somerf  tt  to  fight. 

j     Rich.  So  lie  thou  there : 
;  For  underneath  an  Ale-houfe  paltry  ligne, 
The  Caftle  in  S.  Albans,  Somerf et 
Hath  made  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  death : 

Sword,  hold  thy  temper ;  Heart,  be  wrathfull  ftill : 
Priefts  pray  for  enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 

Bight.  Excurfons. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  and  others. 

Qu.  Away  my  Lord,  you  are  flow,  for  fliame  away. 

King.  Can  we  out-run  the  Heavens  ?  Good  miar- 
garet  ftay. 

Qu.  What  arc  you  made  of?  You'll  not  fight  nor  flye: 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdome,  and  defence, 

To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  flye. 

Alarum  afar  of. 

If  you  be  tane,  we  then  Should  fee  the  bottome 
Of  all  our  Fortunes :  but  if  we  haply  fcape, 

(  As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglecl ) 

We  rhall  to  London  get,  where  you  are  lov'd,, And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  fortunes  made 

May  readily  be  ftopt.  '* 

Enter  Clifford. 
lv  •     h  .«  •- 

Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy  e're  bid  you  flye :  ( 
But  flye  you  muft :  Uncureable  difcomfite 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  parts. 
Away  for  your  relief,  and  we  toilllivc 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  Fortune  give.  i 

Away  my  LorcLaway.  Exeunt. 

Alarum.  "Retreat.  Enter  Tork^,  Richard,  Warwick^ 
and  Souldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 

York..  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him, 
That  winter  Lyon,  who  in  rage  forgets 

Aged  contufions,  and  all  brufh  off  Time  : 
■And  like  a  Gallant,  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  with  Occafion.  This  happy  day 
Is  not  it  felfc,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salisbury  be  loft. 

Rich.  My  Noble  Father : 
Three  times  to  day  I  hope  him  to  his  horfe, 

Three  times  beftri'd  him :  Thrice  I  led  him  oft^ 
Perfwaded  him  from  any  further  a£t  : 
But  ftill  where  danger  was,  ftill  there  I  met  him, 
And  like  rich  hangings  in  an  homely  houfe, 
So  was  his  will,  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But  Noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. '  Enter  Salisbury. 

S al.  Now  by  my  Sword,  well  halt  thou  fought  to  da 
By'th'Mafle  fo  did  we  all".  I  thank  you  rRichard. 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  : 

And  it  hath  plcss'd  him  that  three  times  to  day You  have  defended  me  from  eminent  death. 
Well  Lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have> 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  oppofites  of  luch  repairing  Nature. 

Torl^.  I  know  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them, 
For  (as  I  hear)  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Parliament. 

Let  us  purfuehim  e're  the  Writsgo  forth. 
What  fayes  Lord  Warwick^,  fhall  we  after  them  > 

War.  After  them  J  nay  before  them  if  we  can : 

Now  by  my  hand  (Lords)  'twas  a  glorious  day. Saint  Albans  battellwon  by  famous Tork^, 

Shall  we  be  eterniz'd  in  all  Age  to  come. 
Sound  Drum  and  Trumpets,  and  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  dayes  as  thefe,  to  us  befall.  Exeunt 

r 
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with  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  YORK. 

zAUus  Primm.  Scena  Trima* 

itAlarum. 

Enter  cPlantage/tet,  Edward,  Norfolk^,  Mounta- 
gue,  Warwick^,  and  Souldiers* 

fegrfrf*  Wonder  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands  ? 
IS  HI  /'/.While  we  purfu'd  the  Horfmen  of  the  N< 

Nortli, 

^.^t  He  flily  ftole  away,  and  left  his  men  : 

Whereat  the  great  Lord  of  Northumberland ', 
whofe  Wnlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 

Chear'd  up  the  drooping  Anny,and  himfelf. 
fprd  Clffordznd  Lord  Stafford  all  a-breaft 

•rfci'g'd  our"  main  Battclls  Front :  and  breaking  in, 
■ere  by  the'Swords  of  Common  Souldiers  flain. 
I  Edw.  Lord  St  affords  Father,  Duke  of 'Buckingham, leicher  flain  or  wornded  dangerous, 

fefcfc  his  Beaver- with  a  down-right  blow : 
that  this  is  true  (Father)  behold  hisbloud. 

P  Mount.  And  Brother  ,  here's  the  Earle  of  wiltfhires 
whom  T  encountred  as  the  Battclls  joyn'd.  (bloud 
•  Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

k  Plan.  ""Richard  hath  befi  deferv'd  of  all  my  fons : 
But  is  your  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Somerfet? 
Nor.  Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt. 
Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  fhake  King  Henrieshzad. 

I  fVarrv.  And  fodo  I,  viflorious  Prince  of  Torl^. 
before  I  lee  thee  fcated  in  the  Throne, 
Which  now  the  Houfe  of  Lancafler  ufurps, 
t  vow  by  Heaven,  thefe  eyes  ilia  11  never  clofe.  - 
This  is  the  Pailace  of  the  fcarfull  King, 

^nd  this  the  Regall  Seat :  poffefle  it  TorJ^, 
"or  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henries  Heirs. 

Plant.  A  Tilt  me  then,fweet  Warwick^,  and  I  will, 

:or  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  afTiftyou:  he  that  flyes  (hall  die. 
Plant.  Thanks  gentle  Norfolk  ftay  by  me  my  Lords, 

ind  Souldiers  ftay  and  lodge  by  me  this  Night. 
They  go  up. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,offcT  him  no  violence, 
inlcfTe  he  fcek  to  thiuft  you  out  perforce. 
Plant .  The  Queen  this  day  here  holds  her  Parliament, 

•Ut  little  thinks  we  ihall  be  of  her  counfell, 
»y  vvords  or  blows  here  let  us  win  our  tight. 

%!ch.  Arm'd  as  we  are ,  let's  ftay  within  this  Houfc. 
War.  The  bloudy  Parliam  nt  fhall  this  be  cali'd, 

(nlefle  Plant agenet,  Duke  of  York^,  be  King, 
T 

And  bafhfull  Henry  depos'd,  whofe  Cowardize 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

Plant.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  Lords  be  refolute, 
I  mean  to  take  pofleffion  of  my  right. 

War.  Neither  the  King,  nor  he  that  loves  him  beft, 
Theproudeft  he  that  holds  up  Lancafler, 

Dares  ftir  a  Wing,  if  Wartvicl^fhakz  his  Bells. 

Tie  plant  I  ant  age  net,  root  him  up  who  dares: 
Refolve  thee  Richard,  claim  the  Englifh  Crown. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland y 
IVeftmerland,  Exeter,  and  the  reft. 

Hen.  My  Lords,  look  where  the  fturdy  Rebcll  fits, 
Even  in  the  Chair  of  State:  belike  he  means, 

Backtby  the  power  otWarwick^,  that  falfe  Peer, 
To  afpire  unto  the  Crown,  and  reign  as  King, 
Earle  of  Northumberland,  he  flew  thy  Father,, 

And  thine, Lord  £7'j^Wv/,&  you  both  have  vow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  ions,  his  favorites,  and  his  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  Heavens  be  reveng'cj  on  me. 
Clifford.  The  hope  thereof,  makes  Clifford  mourn  in 

Steel. 

Weft.  What,  fhall  we  fuffcr  this?  let's  pluck  him  down, 
My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

Henry.  Be  patient,'  gentle  Earle  of  WeftmerUnd. 
Clifford.  Patience  is  for  Poultroones,  and  fuch  is  he : 

He  duift  not  fit  there  had  your  Father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  Lord,  here  in  the  Parliament 
Let  us  affayl  the  Family  of  Torl^. 

North.  Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  Coufin  be  it  fo. 

H enry.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  City  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  Souldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Weftm*  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain  ,  they'll  quickly 

jflye. 1    Henry.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henries  heart. 
To  make  a  fhamblcs  cf  the  Parliament  Houfe. 

Coufin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 

Shall  be  the  War  that  He-try  means  to  ufc  : 
Thou  factious  Duke  of  Tork^,  defcend  my  Throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet, 
lam  thy  Soveraign. 

Yorkj  I  am  thine.  . 
Exet.  Farfhanic  come  down  ,  he  made  thee  Duke  of 

I  ork-       :  anpj .       1.1  me  mth to  zr\  IT  lvxi\\.  • 
Torl^.  It  was  my  Inheritance,  as  the  Earldome  was. 

Exet.  Thy 
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I  Thv  Father  was  a  Traitor  to  the  Crown. 

.'     War.  Exeter  thou  art  a  Traitor  to  the  Crown. 
1  In  following  this  ufurpihg  Henry. 
j     Clifford.  Whom  fliould  he  follow,  but  his  naturall 

:  King  ? 

War.  True  Clifford^nd  that's  Richard  Duke  of  York\_. 
Henry.  And  fhall  I  ftand,and  thou  lit  in  my  Throne? 
Torkj  It  muft  and  {hall  be  fo,  content  thy  felf. 
Warw.  Be  Duke  of  Lancafter,\tx,  him  be  King. 

Weftm.  He  is  both  King,  and  Duke  of  Lancaster , 
And  that  the  Lord  of  Weftmerland  fhall  maintain. 

War.  And  Wttrmc\ irrall duprove iit.  You  forget, 

That  we  are  thofe  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  flew  your  Fathers,  and  with  Colours  fpread 

March'd  through  the  City  to  the  Pallace  Gates. 
North.  Yes  Warwick^,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief. 

And  by  his  Soul,  thou  and  thy  Houfe  fhall  rue  it. 

Weft.  Plant  agenet,  of  thee  and  thefe  thy  Sons, 
Thy  Kinfmen,  and  thy  Friends,  Fie  have  more  lives 
Then  drops  of  bloud  were  in  my  Fathers  Veins. 

CI  ff.  Urge  it  no  more,  left  that  inftead  of  words 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick^,  fuch  a  MefTenger, 
As  fhall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  ftir. 

Warw.  Poor  Clifford ,  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefle 
Threats. 

Plant.  Will  you  we  fhew  our  Title  to  the  Crown  ? 
If  not,  our  Swords  (hall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

Henry.  What  Tiile  halt  thou  Traitor  to  the  Crown  ? 
My  Father  was  as  thou  art,  Duke  of  York^, 

Thy  Grandfather  Roger  Afort  imer, Eultoi March. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dolphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 

And  feiz'd  upon  their  Towns  and  Provinces. 
Warw.  Talk  not  of  Trance,  fith  thou  haft  loft  it  all. 
Henry.  The  Lord  Protestor  loft  it,  and  not  I: 

When  I  was  crown'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

"Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now, 
And  yet  me  thinks  you  lofe  : 
Father  tear  the  Crown  from  the  Ufurpers  Head. 

Edward.*:,Sweet  Father  do  fo,fet  it  on  your  Head. 
CHomt.  Good  Brother, 

As  thou  lov'ft  and  honoreft  Armes, 
Let's  fipht  it  out,  and  notftand  cavilling;  thus. 

Richard.  Sound  Diumsand  Trumpets  i  and  the  King 
will  flye. 

Plant.  Sons  peace. 

Henry.  Peace  thou  ,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to 

fpeak. 
Warw.  Plant  agenet  fhall  fpeak  fir  ft :  Hear  him  Lords, 

And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too, 
For  he  that  interrupts  him,  {hall  not  live. 

Hen.  Think'ft  thou,that  I  will  leave  my  Kingly  Throne, 
Wherein  my  Grandfire  and  my  Father  fat  ? 
No :  firft  fhall  War  unpeople  this  my  Realm  j 
I,  and  their  Colours  often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  hearts  great  forroWj 

Shall  be  my  Winding-fhcet.  Why  faint  you  Lords  ? 

My  Title's  good,  and  better  far  then  his. 
Warw.  But  prove  it  Henry,  and  thou  fhalt  be  King. 
Hen.  Henry  the  Fourth  by  Conqueft  got  the  Crown. 

'Plant.  'Twas  by  rebellion  againft  his  King. 

Hen.  I  know  not  what  ro  fay,  my  Title's  weak : 
Tell,  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  Heir  ? 

Plant.  What  then  ? 

Plant.  If  he  may,  then  am  I  lawfull  King : 

For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  Lords, 

-     "    '■      _ 

Refign'd  the  Crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Heir  my  Father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

Plant.  He  rofe  againft  him,  being  his  Soveraign, 
And  made  him  to  refign  his  Crown  perforce. 

Warw.  Suppofe,  my  Lords,  he  did  it  unconftrain'd, 
Think  you 'twere  prejudiciall  to  his  Crown  ? 

Exet .  No :  for  he  could  not  fo  refign  his  Crown, 
But  that  the  next  Heir  fhould  fucceed  and  reign. 

Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  Duke  of  Exeter  } 
Exet.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

Plant.  Why  whifper  you,  my  Lords,  and  anfwer  not? 
exit.  My  Conscience  tells  me  he  is  lawfull  King. 
Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.  Plant  agenet, {ox  all  the  Claim  thou  lay'ft, 

Think  not,  that  Henry  fhall  be  fo  depos'd. 
Warw.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be  in  defpight  of  all. 
Northnmb.  Thou  art  deceiv'd  : 

'Tis  not  thy  Southern  power 

Of  Ejfex,  Norfolk^,  Suffolk^ ,  nor  of  Kent, 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud, 
Can  fet  the  Duke  up  in  defpight  of  me. 

Cliff.  King  Henry,  be  thy  Title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive ; 
Where  I  /hall  kneel  to  him  that  flew  my  Fathen 

Hen.  Oh  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  heart. 
Plant .  Henry  ofEancafter,  refign  thy  Crown : 

What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you  Lords  ? 
W*rw.  Do  right  unto  tbis  Princely  Duke  of  York.-, 

Or  I  will  fill  the  houfe  with  armed  men, 

And  o're  the  Chair  of  State,  where  now  he  fits, 
Write  up  his  Title  with  ufurping  bloud. 

He  ftamps  -with  his  foot,  and  the  SouUU. 

jhew  themselves Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^,  hear  me  but  one  wor 
Let  me  for  this  time  reign  as  King. 

Plant.  Confirm  the  Crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  Heir! 

And  thou  fhalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 
Hen.  Iam  content :  Richard  Plant  age  net 

Enjoy  the  Kingdome  after  my  deceafe. 

Clifford.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince ,  your Son  ? 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  nimfclf  ? 
Weftm.  Bafe,fcarfull,and  defpairing  Henry. 

Cliff.  How  haft  thou  in  jur'd  both  thy  felf  and  us  f 
Weftm.  I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  chefe  Articles. 
Northumb.  Nor  I 

Clifford.  ComeCoufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe News.. 

Weft.  Farewell  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  King, 
In  whofe  cold  bloud  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  Houfe' of  York^ And  die  in  Bands,  for  this  unmanly  deed. 

Cliff.  In  dreadfull  War  may'ft  thou  be  overcome, 
Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  defpis'd. 

Warw.  Turn  this  way  Henry,  and  tegard  them  not. 

Exeter.  They  feck  revenge  ,  and  therefore  will  not 

yield. 

Henry.  Ah  Exeter. 
Warw.  Why  fhould  you  figh  my  Lord  } 
Hen.  Not  for  my  felf  Lord  Warwick,  but  my  Son, 

Whom  I  unnaturally  fhall  dif-inherit 
But  be  it  as  it  may  :  I  here  entayle 
The  Crown  to  thee  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever, 

Conditionally,  that  here  you  take  an  Oath, 

To  ceafe  this  Civill  War :  and  whil'ft  I  live, 
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|  To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Soveraign  : 
j  Neither  by  Xreafon  nor  Hoftility, 
ITofeek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thy  felf. 

Plant.  This  Oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 
I    War. Long  live  King  Henry.?  I  ant  a  genet  embrace  him. 

Henry.  And  bng  live  thou,  &  thefe  thy  forward  Sons. 

PLtnt.  N  >w  Tsr£_  and  Lancafter  are  reconeil'd. 
Exet.  Accuift  be  he  that-  fecks  to  make  them  foes. 

Sonet.  Here  they  come  down. 

Plant.  Farewell  my  gracious  Lord, I 'le  to  my  Caftle. 
War.  And  Pie  keep  London  with  my  Souldjers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  ?/or/<?/^with  my  followers. 
Mount.  AndT  unto  the  Sea,  from  whence!  came; 

Hen.  And  I  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  Court* 

Enter  the  Queen. .-ism  f: 

Exet.  Here  comes  the  Queen, 

Whofe  looks  bewray  her  anger 

I'lefteal  away. 
Henry,  itxettr,  fo  will  I. 

Queen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me,  I  will  follow  thee. 

Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftayi. 
Quee.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extreanies  ? 

Ah  wretched  man,  would  I  had  di'd  a  Maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  born  thee  Son,. 

Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  founnaturall  a  Father. 
Hath  he  deferv'd  to  lofe  his  Birth-right  thus  >  ( 
Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  well  as  I, 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourifht  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ; 

Thou  would'ft  have  left  thy  deareft-  heart-blood  there* 
Rather  then  made  that  fa  vage  Duke  thine  Heir, 
And  dif-inherited  thine  only  Son. 

Prln.  Father, you  cannot  dif-inherit  mc:  i 
If  you  be  King,  why  fhould  not  I  fucceed  ? 

Hen.  Pardon  me,  (JWargaret,  pardon  me,  fweet  Son, 

The  Earl  of  Warwlc&nd  the  Duke  enforc't  mc. 

Que.  Enforc't  thee?art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be  fore't  ? 
Iifhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak :  ahtimoreus  Wretch, 
Thou  haft  undone  thy  felf,  thy  Son,  and  me  , 

And  given  unto  the  houfe  of  7"or^fuch  head , 
^sthou  (halt  raign  but  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entaile  him  and  his  Heirs  unto  the  Crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  Sepulcher, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warrvick^h  Chancellour,  and  the  Lord  of  Callicef 
Stern  Falconbrldge  commands  the  Narrow  Seas, 
The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  Realm, 
And  yet  fhalt  thou  be  fafe  ?  fuch  fafety  finds 
The  trembling  Lamb,  invironed  with  Wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  Woman, 

The  Souldiers  fhould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  Pikes, 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  A6t. 

But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  Life  before  thine  honour. 
And  feeing  thou  do'ft,  I  here  divorce  my  felf, 
Both  from  thy  Table,  Henry,  and  thy  Bed* 
Untill  that  Aft  of  Parliament  be  repealed. 

Whsreby  my  Son  is  dif-inherited. 
TheNorthern  Lords,  that  haveforfworn  thy  Colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  : 
And  fpread  they  fhall  be,  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 
And  utter  ruineof  the  Houfe  diTork^. 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee  :  Come  Sort,  let's  away, 
Our  Army  is  ready,  come,  we'll  after  them, 

Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret ,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Queen.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already :  get  thee 

gone 

Hen.  Gentle  Son  Sdrvard,  thou  wilt  ftay  with  me  ? 

Qu  e.  I,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies. 
Prln.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 

1'le  fee  your  Grace  :  till  then  I'le  follow  her. 
Quee.  Come,  Son,  away,  we  may  not  linger  thus. 
Hen.  Poor  Queen  , 

How  love  to  me,  and  to  her  Son , 

Hath  made  her  break  out  into  termes  of  Rage, 

j  Reveng'd  may  fhe  be  on  that  hatefull  Duke, 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
Will  coft  my  Crown,  and  like  an  empty  Eagle, 
Tyre  on  the  Flefh  of  me,  and  of  my  Son. 
The  loffe  of  thofe  three  Lords  torments  my  heart : 
Pie  write  unto  them,  and  enueat  them  fair  ; 

Come,  Coufin,  you  fhall  be  the  Meffenger. 
Exit.  And  I  hope,  fhall  reconcile  them  alf. 

Exit. 

Enter  Richard,  Edrvard>  and 
Meuntague. 

Richard.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me 

leave.  ■ Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  Orator. 

Moun.  But  I  have  reafons  fttong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  ofTork.. 

Tor.  Why,  how  now  Sons  and  Brothers,  at  a  ftrife  ? 
What  is  your  Quarrell  ?  how  began  it  fi.  ft  ? 

Edrv.  No  Quarrell,  but  a  flight  Contention. 
Tor.  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  G  race  and  us, 
The  Crown  of  England,  Father,  which  is  yours. 

Tor.  Mine, Boy  >  not  untill  King  Henry  be  dead. 
Rich.  Your  Right  depends  no;  on  his  life,  or  death. 
Edw.  Now  you  are  Heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 

By  giving  the  Houfe  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-ruri  you,  Father,  in  the  end. 

Tor.  I  took  an  Oath,  that  he  fhould  quietly  reign. 
Edrv.  But  for  a  Kingdome  any  Oath  may  be  broken : 

I  would  break  thoufand  Oathes  to  reign  one  year. 
Richard.  No  :  God  forbid,  your  Grace  fhould  be  for- fworn. 

Tor.  I  fhall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  War. 

Richard.  I'le  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'l  Hear  me 

fpeak. 
Tor.  Thou  canft  not,  Son,  'tis  impoffible. 
Rich.  An  Oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 

Before  a  true  and  lawfull  Magiftrate, 
That  hath  authority  over  him  thatfweares^ 

Henry  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 

Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe , 

Your  Oath,  my  Lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. " Therefore  to  Amies :  and,  Father, do  but  think  * 

How  fwecta  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  Crown  , 
Within  whofe  Circuit  is  EllzAum , 
And  all  that  Poets  fain  of  Bliffe  and  Joy. 

'  Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft, 

i  Untill  the  White  Rofe  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
!  Even  in  theluke-warm  blood  of  Henrfs  heart. 

|    Tor.  Richard,  enough  :  I  will  be  King,  or  die; 
j  Brother,  thou  fhalt  to  London  prcfently , 
{And  whet  on  Warwick,  to  this  Enterprife. 

Sf 

Thou 
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Thou,  Richard,  (hale  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolkj, 
And  cell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward,  fhall  unto  my  Lord  Cobham, 

With  whom  the  K~enti(h-mc\\  will  willingly  rife. In  them  I  truft  ;  for  they  are  Souldicrs , 
Witty,  courteous,  liberal!,  full  offpirit. 

While  you  are  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more  , 
But  that  I  feek  occafton  how  to  rife? 

And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift, 

Nor  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Laneafter. 

Enter  Gabriel. 

But  ftay ,  what  NeWcs  ?  why  comm'ft  thou  in  fuch 

pofte  ?  • Gabriel.  The  Queen, 
With  all  the  Northern  Earls  and  Lords, 

Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  yourCaftle. 
She  is  hard  by,  with  twenty  thoufand  men  : 
And  therefore  fonifie  your  hold,,  my  Lord, 

Tor.  I,  with  my  Sword. 

What  ?  think' ft  thou,  that  we  fear  them  ? 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  fhall  ftay  with  me, 

My  Brother  Mount  ague  fhall  pofte  to  London-. 
Let  noble  Warwick^,  Cobham,  and  the  reft  ?  • 
Whom  we  have  left  Protectors  of  theJ  King. 
With  powerfull  Policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  truft  not  fimple  Henry,  nor  his  Oathes. 

Moun.  Brother,  I  go  :  I'le  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

Exit  Mount  ague, 

Snter  Mortimer,  and  his  Brother. 

Tor.  Sir  John,znd  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer, mine  Unckles, 

You  are  come  to  Sandall'm  a  happy  hour. 
The  Army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

John.  She  fhall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  field. 
Ter.  What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ? 
Rich.  I,  with  five  hundred,  Father, for  a  need. 

A  Woman's  Generall :  what  fhould  we  fear  ? 
A  Marcli  afar  of. 

Edvr.  I  hear  their  Drummes : 

Let's  fet  our  men  in  order  , 
And  ifliie  forth,  and  bid  them  Battel!  ftraight. 

Tor.  Five  men  to  twenty  :  though  the  oddes  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  Uncklc,  of  our  Victory. 
Many  a  Battell  have  I  won  in  Trance, 
When  as  the  Enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  t 
Why  fhould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefle  ? 

Alarum.  Exit. 

Enter  Rutland,  and  his  Tutor. 

Rutl.  Ah,  whether  fhall  I  flye,  to  fcape  their  hands  ? 
Ab,  Tutor,  look  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clifford.  Chaplain ,  away ,  thy  Priefthood  faves  thy  I 
As  for  the  Brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke,  (life,  I 
Whofe  Father  flew  my  Father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor.  Andl,my  Lord,will  bear  him  company. 
Cliff.  Souldiers,  away  with  him. 
Tutor.  Ah  Clifford,  murther  not  this  innocent  Child,  j 

Lcaft  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  Man.  Exit. ' 

Clifford.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ? 
Or  is  it  fear  that  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ? 
Tie  open  them. 

Rutl.  So  looks  the  pent-up  Lyon  o're  the  wretch, That  trembles  under  his  devouring  Paws : 
And  fo  he  walks,  infulting  o're  his  Prey, 
And  fo  he  comes  to  rend  his  Limbs  afunder. 

Ah,  gentle  Clifford,hll  me  with  thy  Sword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  crnell  threatning  Look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  fpeak,  before  I  die  : 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubjedt  for  thy  wrath, 

Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 
Cliff.  In  vain  thou  fpeak' ft,  poor  Boy  : 

My  Fathers  blood  hath  ftopt  the  paffage 
Where  thy  words  fhould  enter. 

Rutl.  Then  let  my  Fathers  blood  open  it  again, 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him, 

Cli.  Had  I  thy  Brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fuffkient  for  me  : 

No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  fore-fathers  Graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  Coffins  up  in  Chains  , 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  cafe  my  heart  . 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
Is  as  a  Fury  to  torment  my  Soul  i 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  Line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hel). 
Therefore  

Rutl.  Oh  let  me  pray,  before  I  take  my  death  : 
To  thee  I  pray  ;  fweet  Clifford,  pitty  me. 

Clifford.  Such  pitty  as  my  Rapiers  point  affoords. 
Rat.  I  never  did  thee  harm  :  why  wilt  thou  fla 

me  >  .  '  ■   -  f;mn  in  :ort' 
Clif.  thy  Father  hath. 
Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 

Thou  haft  one  Son,  for  his  fake  pitty  me, 

Leaft  in  revenge  thereof,  fith  God  is  juft, 
He  be  as  miferably  {lain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  Prifon  all  my  dayes, 

And  when  I  give  occafion  of  offence , 

Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Cliff.  No  caufe  ?  thy  Father  flew  my  Father :  there, fore  die. 

%utl.  Dii  faciant  laudis f nmma ft  ifla  tua . 

Cli.  ̂ plantAgenet,  I  come  Tlantagenet : 
And  this  thy  Sons  blood  cleaving  to  my  Blade, 

Shall  ruft  upon  my  Weapon,  till  thy  blood 

Congeal'd  with  this ,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.  Exit. 

Alarum.    Enter  Richard,  Duke  of  Torh^. 

Tor.  The  Army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  field  : 
My  Unckles  both  are  flain  inrefcuing  me, 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

Turn  back,  and  flye,  like  Ships  before  the  wind, 

Or  Lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger- ftarved  Wolves. 
My  Sons,  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them  : 

But  this  I  know,  they  have  derwean'd  themfelves 
Like  men  born  to  Renown,  by  Life  or  Death. 
Three  times  did  %tchard  make  a  Lane  to  me  , 

And  thrice  cri'd,  Courage  Father,  fight  it  out : 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide , 

With  purple  Faulchion,  painted  to  the  Hilt, 
In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encountred  him  : 

And  when  the  hardteft  Warriours  did  retire, 

Richard  cii'd,  Charge,  and  give  no  foot  of  ground , 
And  cri'd,  A  Crown,  or  elfc  a  glorious  Tombe , 
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[Wi:h  this  we  charg'd  again  :  but  out  alafs, 
IWe  bodg'd  again  :  as  I  have  feen  a  Swan 
j  With  bootlefle  labour  fwim  againft  the  Tide, 
And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  over-matching  waves. 

A  jbort  alarum  within. 
Ah  heark,the  fatall  followers  do  purfue, 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  flye  their  fury. 
And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury. 

The  Sands  are  nurhbred,  that  makeup  my  life, 
Here  muft  I  ftay,  and  here  my  life  muft  end. 

[  r&uoO  saiibtg  sth  rfjiw  bojcuLrpl  30V! 

Enter  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberlandythe 

young  Prince  ,  and  Souldiers 
.sl'jsicivn:  -wgs^J  moo!  bV  .  v  ̂ 3 

Come  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberland^ 

I  dare  your  quenchlefle  fury  to-more  rage  : 

I  am  your  But,  and  1  abide  your  foot. 
North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plant  age  net. 

Clif.  I,  to  fuch  mercy,  as  his  ruthleffe  Arme 

[With  down-right  payment,  ftiew'd  unto  my  Father. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  hi-s  Carre  , 
And  made  an  Evening  at  the  Noon-tide  Prick. 

Tor.  My  afties,  as  the  Phoenix  may  bring  forth 
A  Bird,  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 

Scorning  what  ere  you  can  afflict  me  with.  ' 
Why  come  you  not }  what  ?  multitudes,  and  fear  ? 

fl!f.  So  Cowards  fight,when  they  can  flye  no  further, 
So  Doves  do  peck  the  Falcons  piercing  Tallons, 
So  defperate  Thieves,  all  hopelefle  of  their  Lives, 

Breathe  out  invectives  'gainft  the  Officers. 
Tor.  Oh  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 

And  in  thy"  thought  o' re-run  my  former  time  : 
{And  if  thou  canft,  for  blufhing,  view  this  face, 

And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  (landers  him  with  Cowardice. 

.Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  flye  ere  tfhl's.  i 

Clif.  I  wiltflcft  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word,' But  buckler  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one. 

Quee.  Hold,  valiant  Olfor^->  ̂ or  a-thoufand  ctfufe? 

I  would  prolong  a  while  the  Traytois  Life  : 

Wrath  makes  him  deaf  ;  {peak-  thou  Northumberland. 
North.  Hold,  Clifford,  do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 

To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  Curre  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thrift  his  Hand  between  his  Teeth, 

When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his'foot  away  ? 
It  is  Wars  prize,  to  take  all  vantages, 
And  ten  to  one,  is  no  impeach  of  Valour. 

Clifford.  I ,  I  ,  fo  drives  the  Woodcock  with  the 

Gynne. 
Northumberland.  So  doth  the  Cony  ftruggle  in  the 

Net. 

Tor.  So  triumph  Thieves  upon  their  conquerd  Booty, 

So  true  men  yield,  with  Robbeis  fo  o're-matcbt. 
North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him 

now  > 

Quee.  Brave  \\Tarxiors,C  I  ifford  and  Northumberland, 
Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  Mole-hill  here , 

That  caught  at  Mountains  with  out-ftretched  Armrs, 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. 
What,  was  it  you  that  would  be  Englands  King  ? 

Was't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  Parliament, 
And  made  a  Preachment  of  your  high  Defcent  > 
Where  arc  your  mefTe  of  Sons  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lufty  George  > 

And  where's  that  valiant  Crook-back  Prodigy, 
Dickj,  your  Boy,  that  with  his  grumbling-voyce 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  Dad  in  Mutinies  ? 

Or  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  Darling,  Rutland  > 

Look  To rkj,  I  ftain'd  this  Napkin  with"the  blood That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  Rapiers  point, 
Made  iflfue  from  the  bofetyie  pf  the  Boy, 
And  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  Death, 

I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  Cheeks  with  all. 
Alafs  poor  Tork_,  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly , 
I  fhould  lament  thy  miferable  ftate. 
I  prethee  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  Torf^. 

What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  fo  parch t  thine  entrails, 

That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  Death  ? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  fhould'ft  be  mad ; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 

Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  fingand  dance. 

Thou  would'ft  be  fee'd,I  fee,  to  make  mefport  : 
7V£_cannot  fpeak,  unleffe  he  wear  a  Crown. 
A  Crown  for  Tork^.;  and  Lords  bow  low. to  him 

Hold  you  -his  hands,  whileft  I  do  fet  it  on. 
I  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King : 
I,  this  is  he  thateook  King  tlent/s  Chair, 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  Heir. 

But  how  is  it,'  that  great  PUntagenet 

Is  Crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  "Oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  mc,  yon  fhould  not  be  King, 

Till  our  King  Henry  had  fhook  hands  with  Death, 

And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  Glory, 
And  rob  his  Temples  of  the  Diadem , 

'Now  in  his  Life  againft  your  holy  Oath  > 
Oh  'cisa  fault  too  too  unpardonable. 
Off  with  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown,  his  Head, 
And  whil  ft  we  breathe  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

>    Clifford.  That  is  my  Office,  for  my  Fathers  fakc0 

Queen.  Nay  ftay  ,  let's  I  hear  the  Orizons  hi i  makes. 

%prk\  She-Wolf  of  France, 
But  woffij'then  Wolves  of  France, 

Whofe  Tongue  more  poyfons  then  the  Adders  Tooth  % 
How  ilUbefeem-ing  is  it  in  thy  Stx  , 

To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  Trull, 
Upon  their  Woes,  whom  Fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  Face  is  Vizard-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  life  of  evil  deeds , 

I  would  aflay,  proud  Quceiv,  to  make  thee  blufh. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whomderiv'd^ 
Were  fhame  enough  to  (name  thee, 

Wert  thou  riot  flian  e'effe^ 
Thy  Father  bears  the  type  of  King  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  feruf  tlem, 

Yet  not  fp  wealthy  as  an  Englifh  Yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  Monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  Queen, 

Unleife  the  Adage  muft  be  verefi'd , 
That  Beggars  mounted,  run  their  Hovfe  to  death. 

'Tis  Beauty  that  doth  oft  make  Women  proud, 
But  God  he  knows,  thy  fhare  thereof  is  imall. 

'Tis  Virtue  that  doth  make  them  moll  admir'd, 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wondred  at. 
'Tis  Government  that  makes  thernfeem  Divine, 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 
Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 
Or  as  the  South  to  the  Septentrion^ 

Oh  Tigres  Heart,  wrapt  in  a  Womans  Hide, 

Sf  2  Ko-.v 
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How  could' ft  thou  drain  che  Life-blood  of  the  Child, 
To  bid  the  Father  wipe  his  eyes  withall, 
And  yet  be  feen  to  bear  a  Womans  face  ? 
Women  are  loft,  mild,  pittifull,  and  flexible  ; 
Thou  ftein,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfeleffe, 
B:dft  thou  me  rage  ?,  why  now  thou  haft  thy  wifh. 

Would'ft  have  me  weep  ?  whyjftow  thou  haft  thy  will. 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  inceflant  fhowers, 
And  when  the  Rage  allayes,  the  Rain  begins. 
Thcfc  Tcares  are  my  fweet  Rutlands  Obfequies, 

And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 

'Gainft  thee,fell  Clifford,u\d  thee,falfe  French-woman. 
Northumb.  Belhrew  me,but  his  paffions  move  me  fo, 

That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  Teares. 
Tor.  That  face  of  his, 

The  hungry  Caniballs  would  not  have  toucht, 

Would  not  have  ftain'd  the  Rofes  juft  with  blood  : 
But  you  are  more  inhumane,  more  inexorable, 
Oh,  ten  times  more  then  Tygers  of  Hyrcavi*. 
See,  ruthleffe  Queen,  a  hapleffe  Fathers  teares  : 

This  Cloth  thou  dip'dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  Boy, 
And  I  with  teares  do  wafh  the  blood  away. 

Keep  thou  the  Napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this  ,  j, 

And  if  thou  tell'ft  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  Soul,  the  hearers  will  fhed  Teares : 
Yea,  even  my  Foes  will  fhed  faft-falliag  Teares, 
And  fay,  alafs,  it  was  a  pittious  deed. 
There,  take  the  Crown,  and  with  the  Crown,  my  Curfe. 
And  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruell  hand.  j  < 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  World, 
My  Soul  to  Heaven,  my  Blood  upon  your  Heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  (laughter-man  to  all  my  Kin, 
I  fhould  not  for  my  Life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  Soul. 

Quet.  What,weeping  ripe,my  Lord  Northumberland^ 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  be  did  us  all,     ;  ,-, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  Teares.. 

Clifford*  Here's  for  my  Oath,  here's  for  my  Fathers Death. 

Quee.  And  here's  to  right  pur  gentle-hearted 
KinS*  

, 

Tor.  Open  thy  Gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God. 
My  Soul  flyes  through  thefc  wounds,  to  feek  out  thee. 

Quee.  Off  with  his  Head,  and  fet  it  on  ?>r/^Gatcs, 

So  7"cr^may  over-look  the  Town  of  Tork.. Exeunt. 

ji  March.        Enter  Edward,  'Richard^ 
And  their  power. 

Edw.  I  wonder  how  our  Princely  Father  fcap't : 
Or  whether  he  be  fcap't  away,  or  no  , 
From  Cliffords  and  Northumberland*  purfutt  ? 
Had  he  been  tane>  we  fhould  have  heard  the  newes . 

Had  he  been  flian,we  fhould  have  heard  the  newes : 

Or  had  he  fcap't,  me  thinks  we  fhould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  Brother  }  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

"Rjch.  I  cannot  joy  untill  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  Father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  Battell  range  about, 
And  watcht  him  how  he  fingled  Clifford  forth, 
Me  thought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  troup, 
As  doth  a  Lyon  in  a  Heard  of  Neat, 

Or  as  a  Bear  encompafs'd  round  with  Dogs : 

\  Who  having  pincht  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
]  The  reft  ftand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  Father  with  his  Enemies, 
So  fled  his  Enemies,  my  Warlike  Father  : 

Me  thinks  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  Son. 
See  how  the  Morning  opesher  golden  Gates, 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  Sun. 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  Youth, 

Trimm'd  like  a  Yonker,  prancing  to  his  Love  ? 
Ed.  Dazle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  fee  three  Suns  ? 
Rich.  Three  glorious  Suns,  each  one  a  perfect  Sun, 

Not  fcparated  with  the  racking  Clouds, 

But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-fhining  skie. 
See,  fee  they  joyn,  embrace,  and  feem  to  kiffe, 

As  if  they  vow'd  fome  League  inviolable. 
Now  are  they  but  one  Lamp,  one  Light,  one  Sun  : 
In  this,  the  Heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Edw.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange, 
The  like  yet  never  heard  of. 
I  think  it  cites  us  (Brother)  to  the  field, 

That  we,  the  Sons  of  brave  ePlantagentti 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds , 
Should  notwithstanding  joyn  our  Lights  together, 
And  over-fhine  the  Earth,  as  this  the  World. 

What  e're  it  bodes,  hence-foiward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  Target  three  fair  fhtning  Suns. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  Daughters  : 

By  your  leave,  I  fpeake  L, 
You  love  the  Breeder  better  then  the  Male. 

Enter  one  blowing. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  Looks  fore.tell 
Some  dreadfull  ftory  hanging  on  thy  Tongue  ? 

Meffe.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  wofull  looker  on,, 
When  as  the  Noble  Duke  of  7^;-^  was  {lain, 
Your  Princely  Father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Edward.  Oh  fpeak  no  more,  for  I  have  heard  too much. 

Rich.  Say  how  he  di'd,for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Mejf.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes, 

And  ftood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 

Againft  the  <]  reeks,  that  would  have  entred  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muft  yield  to  oddes: 

And  many  ftroaks,  though  with  a  little  Axe, 

Hewes  down  and  fells  the  hardeft-timber'd  Oakc, 

By  many  hands  your  Father  was  fubdu'd, 
But  oncly  flaughter'd  by  the  irefull  Arme 
Of  un-relenting  Cliff  or  d^xxA.  the  Queen : 

Who  crown'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpight, 

Laugh'd  in  his  face :  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthleffe  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  Cheek, 

A  Napkin,  ftceped  in  the  harmleffe  blood 
Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  (lain  : 
And  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 

They  took  his  Head,  and  on  the  Gates  of  Tork^ 
They  fet  the  fame,  and  there  it  doth  remain, 

The  faddeft  fpe&acle  that  e're  I  view'd. 
Edw.  Sweet  Duke  of  Tor^onx  Prop  to  lean  upon, 

Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  Staffe,  no  Stay. 

Oh  Clifford,  boyft'rous  Clifford,  thou  haft  flain The  flower  of  Europe,  for  his  Chcvalry, 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquifht  him, 

For  hand  to  hand  he  would  have  vanquifht  thee. 
Now  my  Souls  Palace  is  become  a  Prifon  : 

Ah,  would  flae  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body ."'  Might 
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Might  in  chc  ground  be  cbfcd  up  in  reft: 
For  never  henceforch  {hall  I  joy  again  : 
Never,  oh  never  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot,  weep  :  for  all  my  bodies  moifture 

Scarce  fervesto  quench  my  Furnace-burning  heart : 
Nor  Can  my  tongue  unload  my  hearts  great  burthen, 

:or  felf-fanie  winde  that  I  fhould  fpeak  vyithall , 
Is  kindling  coales  that  fires  up  all  my  breft, 
And  burns  me  up  with  flames,  that  tearcs  would  quench. 
To  weep,  i$  to  make  lelfe  the  depth  of  grief  i 
Teares  then  for  Babes  ;  Blowes,  and  Revenge  for  me. 

i  Richard,!  bear  thy  name,  Tie  venge  thy  Death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Ed.  His  name  that  Valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee: 

His  Dukedome,  and  his  Chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  ifthoubethat  Princely  Eagles  Bird, 

Shew  thy  defcent  by  gazing  'gainft  the  Sun  : 
For  Chair  and  Dukedome,  Throne  and  Kingdome  fay, 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.    Enter  Warwick^,  LMarqueffe  Mount  acute, 
and  their  Army. 

Warwick,  How  now,  fair  Lords  >  what  fare  ?  what 
newes  abroad } 

Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick^,  if  we  fhould  recount 
Our  balefull  newes,  and  at  each  words  deliverance 
Stab  Poniards  in  our  flefh,  till  all  were  told. 

The  words  would  adde  more  anguifh  then  the  wounds. 
O,  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Tork,  is  (la in. 
Edw.  O,  Warwick^-,  Warwick,,  that  Plantagenet, 

Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  Souls  Redemption , 
Is  by  the  ftern  Lord  Clifford  done  to  death. 

War.  Ten  dayes  ago  I  drown*d  thefe  newes  in  teares, 
And  now  to  adde  more  meafure  to  your  woes , 
I  come  to  tell  you  things  fith  then  befaln. 
After  the  bloody  Fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 

Where. your  brave  Father  breath'd  his  lateft  gasp, 
Tidings, as  fwiftly  as  the  Pofts  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  your  lofle,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  King , 

Mufter'd  my  Souldiers,  gathered  flocks  of  Friends, 
Marcht  toward  S.  Album,  to  intercept  the  Queen, 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along : 
For  by  my  Scouts,  I  was  advertifed 
That  fhc  was  cemming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dafh  our  late  Decree  in  Parliament, 

Touching  King  Henry's  Oath,  and  your  Succeflion : 
Short  Tale  to  make,  we  at  S.  Albans  met, 

Our  Battells  joyn'd,and  both  fides  fiercely  fought : 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefleof  the  King, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  War-like  Queen , 
That  robb'd  my  Souldiers  of  their  heated  Spleen. 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fucceffe, 
Or  more  then  common  fax  of  Cliffords  Rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  Captives,  Blood  and  Death, 
1  cannot  judge:  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  Weapons  like  to  Lightning,  came  and  went : 

9ur  Souldiers  like  the  Night'Owles  lazy  flight, 
like  a  lazy  Threfher  with  a  Flayle, 

Pell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  friends. 

'  fa  er'd  them  up  with  juftice  of  our  Caufe. 
With  promife  of  high  pay,  and  great  Reward  : 

But  all  in  vain,  they  had  no  heart  to  fight,- 
\nd  we  (in  them)  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
I  k>  that  we  fled :  the  King  unto  the  Queen, 

-ord  George,  your  Brother  Norfolk.,  and  my  felf, 

In  halte,  poft-haltc,  are  come  to  joyn  with  you  .* 
For  in  the  Marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  Head,  to  fight  again. 

Ed.  Where  is  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  gentle  Warwick* 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  } 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  the  Soldiers; 
And  for  your  Brother  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  Aunt,Dutche(feof  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  Souldiers  to  this  needfull  Warre. 

Rich.  'Twas  oddes  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick  Acd; Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifesjn  purfuit  i 

But  ne're  till  now,  his  fcandall  of  Retire. 
War.  Nor  now  my  fcandaIl,j^£cW</,  doft  thou  hear  : 

For  thou  (hale  know  this  ftrong  right  hand  of  mine  , 

Can  pluck  the  Diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head, 
And  wring  the  awfull  Scepter  from  his  Fift, 
Were  he  as  famous,  and  as  bold  in  warre, 

As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildneife,  peace,  and  prayer. Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick^  blame  me  not 

'Tis  love  I  bear  thy  glories  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  Coats  of  Steele, 
And  wrap  our  Bodies  in  black  mourning  Gowns, 

Numb'ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  Beads  ? 
Or  fhall  we  on  the  Helmets  of  our  foes, 
Tell  our  Devotion  with  revengefull  Armesf 

If  for  the  laft,  fay  I, and  to  it  Lords. 
War.  Why  therefore  Warwicl^czmt  to  feek  you  out, 

And  therefore  comes  my  Brother  Mountague  : 
Attend  me  Lords,  the  proud  infulting  Queen, 

With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  Feather,  many  moe  proud  Birds, 
Have  wrought  the  eafie-melting  King,  like  Wax, 
He  fwore  confent  to  your  fucceflion  , 
His  Oath  enrolled  in  the  Parliament. 

And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone$ 
To  fruftrate  both  his  Oath,and  what  befide 

May  make  againft  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

Their  power(I  think)  is  thirty  thoufand  ftrong  * 
Now,  if  the  help  of  T^orfolky  and  my  felf, 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou  brave  Earl  of  March , 

Among'ft  the  loving  Welch-vatn  canft  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand , 

Why  Via,  to  London  will  we  march, 
And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  Steeds, 
And  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  foes, 
But  never  once  again  turn  back  and  flye. 

Rich.  I,  now  me  thinks  I  hear  great  Warwick^  fpeak ; 

Ne're  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun-fhine  day, 
That  cries  Retire,  if  Warwickbid  him  ftay. 

Ed.  Lord  Warwick^,  on  thy  fhoulder  will  I  lean, 

And  when  thou  fail'ft  (as  God  forbid  the  hour) 
Muft  Edward  fall,  which  perill  heaven  forfend. 

War,  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  TVr^,: 

The  next  Degree,  is  England*  Royall  Throne : 

For  King  of  England  fhalt  thou  be  procbim'd 
In  every  Burrough  as  we  pafle  along, 
And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 
Shall  for  the  fault,  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 

King  Edward,  valiant  Richard  Mountague : 
Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  Renown, 
But  found  the  Trumpets,  and  about  our  Task.  i 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  wear  thy  heart  as  hard  as  fteeie, 
As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds , 

I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 
Edw.  Then  ftrike  up  Drums,God  and  S.  George  for  us, 

Sf  ?  War. 
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Enter  a  Meffenger. 
War.  How  now  ?  what  newes  > 

Mef.  The  Duke  of  Norfol fends  you  word  by  me, 
The  Queen  is  comming  with  a  puiflant  Hofte  , 
And  craves  your  company,  for  fpeedv  counfell. 

War.  Why  then  it  forts,  brave  Waniors  let'  away. Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  the  King-,  the  Queen,  Clifford ,  Northumberland 
and  young  Prince,  with  Dr  untrue  and 

Trumpets. 

Quee .Welcome,  my  Lord,to  this  brave  Town  of  T*r\, 

Yonder's  the  head  of  that  Arch-enerwy, 
That  fought  to  bcencompaft  with  your  Crown. 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord. 

K.  I,  tts  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their  wrack, 

To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul  : 

With-hold  revenge  (dear  God)  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infting'd  my  Vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  Liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmfull  pitty  muft  belaid  afide  : 
To  whom  do  Lyons  caft  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  Beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  Den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  Fovreft  Bear  doth  lick  ? 

Not  his  that  fpoyles  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  fcapes  the  lurking  Serpents  mertall  fting  ? 
Not  he  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
Thefmalleft  Worm  will  turn,  being  troden  on, 

And  Doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  Btood. 
Ambitious  Tork,  did  levell  at  thy  Crown, 

Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry'.  Browes. He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  Son  a  King, 
And  raife  his  ilfue  like  a  loving  Sire , 

Thou  being  a  King,  bleft  with  a  goodly  Son, 

Didft  yield  confent  to  dis-inherit  him  • 
Which  argued  thee  a  moft  unloving  Father. 
Unreafonable  CreaturesTeed  their  young , 
And  though  mans  face  be  fearfull  to  their  eyes , 
Yet  in  petfeclion  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  Tiath  not  feen  them  even  with  thofe  wings.. 

Which  fometime  they  have  us'd  with  fearfull  flight, 
Make  Warre  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  neft, 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  youngs  defence  ? 
Forfhame,  my  Liege,  make  them  your  Prefident : 
Were  it  not  pitty  that  this  goodly  Boy 
Should  lofe  his  Birth-right  by  his  Fathers  fault, 
And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  Childe, 
What  my  great  Grandfather,  and  my  Grandfire  got, 
My  carelefle  Father  fondly  gave  away. 
Ah,  what  a  fhame  were  this  Nook  on  the  Boy, 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  prbrnifech 
Succeffefull  Fortune  ftecle  thy  melting  heart, 
To  hold  thine  own, and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

King.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  plaid  the  Orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force  : 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill  got,  had  ever  bad  fuccefle. 
And  happy  alwayes  was  it  for  that  Son  , 
Whofe  Father  forhishoording  went  to  hell  : 
Tie  leave  my  Son  my  virtuous  deeds  behinde, 
And  would  my  Father  had  left  me  no  more  : 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  Rate, 

As  brings  a  thoufand  fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Then  in  poffefiion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
Ah  Coufin  Torkj,  would  thy  belt  friends  did  know, 

How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here. 
Quee  My  Lord,cheerup  your  fpirits,our  foes  are  nigh. 

And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  Followers  faint : 
You  promift  Kn  ghthood  to  our  forward  Son, 
UniTieath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Edward,  kneeledown. 

'King.  Edward  Plantagenet,  arife  a  Knight, And  learn  this  Leflon,  Draw  thy  Sword  in  right. 
Prin.  My  gracious  Father,  by  your  Kingly  leave, 

Tie  draw  it  as  apparant  to  the  Crown , 
And  in  that  Quarrell  ufc  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why  that  isfpoken  like  a  toward  Prince. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  Royall  Commanders,  be  in  readineffe, . 
For  with  a  Band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
Comes  Warwick^  backing  of  the  Duke  of  Tork^ 
And  in  the  Towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaimes  him  King,  and  many  flye  to  him, 

Darraign  your  Battell,  they  are  at  hand. 
Clif.  I  would  your  Highneflc  would  depart  the  field, 

The  Queen  hath  beft  fuccefle  when  you  are  abfent. 
Qu.  I  good  my  Lord, and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

King.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too,therefore  Tie  ftay. North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 
Prin.  My  Royall  Father,  cheer  thefe  Noble  Lords, 

And  hearten  thole  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
UniTieath  your  fword,  good  Father  :cry  S.  (jeorge. 

March.    Enter  Edward,  Warwick^  Richard,Clarenc 
Norfolk^,  Mountague,  and  Souldiers. 

Ed.  Now  perjur'd  Henry,  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace 
And  let  thy  Diadem  upon  my  head  .? 
Or  bide  the  mortall  fortune  of  the  field. 

Qu.  Go  rate  thy  Minions,  proud  infulting  Boy  , 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terra es , 

Before  thy  Soveraign,  and  thy  lawfull  King  ? 
Ed.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  fhould  bow  his  knee  ; 

I  was  adopted  Heir  by  his  confent. 
Since  when,  his  Oath  is  broke  t  for  as  I  hear , 

You  that  are  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  Crown, 

Have  caus'd  him  by  new  Act  of  Parliament, 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  Son  in. 

Clif.  And  reafon  too : 
Who  fhould  fucceed  the  Father,  but  the  Son  ? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  Butcher  ?  O,  I  cannot  fpeak. 
Clif,  I  Crook  back,  here  I  Hand  to  anfwer  thee, 

Or  any  he,  theproudeft  of  thy  fort. 

7^VA.'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,was  it  not? 
Clif.  I,  and  old  Tork^,  and  yet  not  fatisfied. 
Rich.  For  Gods  fake,  Lords,  give  fignall  to  the  fight. 
War,  What  fay'ft  thou,  Henry  , 

Wilt  thou  yield  the  Crown  ?  (you  fpe 

Quee.  Why  how  now,  Iong-tongu'd  Warwick.,  d 
VVIicn  you  and  I  met  at  S.  Albans]^, 

Your  legges  did  better  fervice  then  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  flye,  and  now  'tis  thine 
Clif.  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

War. 'Turns  not  your  valour, C7/j^W,  drove  me  thence 
Nor.  No,nor  your  manhood  that  duift  make  you  ftay 
Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently, 

Break  offthe  parley,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 

Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruell  Child-killer. 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  Father,  call'ft  thou  him  a  Child  ? 

Rich 
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Rich.  1  1  ke  a,Daftardyand  a  treacherous  Cowa 

As  thou  didft  kill  our  tender  Brother  Rutland, 
But  e  c  Sjh  fee,  Tie  make  theecurfe  die  deed. 

King.  Have  done  with  words  (my  Lords)  and  hear 
me  fpeak. 

Qu.  Dene  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  lips. 
King.  I  pred.ee  give  no  hmits  to  my  Tongue, 

H  am  a  King,  and  priviledg'd  to  fpeak. 
C//f.My  Liege,  the  wound  that  bred  this  meeting  here, 

Cannot  he  cur'd  by  words,  therefore  be  (till. 

R  'uhy  Then,  Executioner,  unlheath  thy  fword  : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refalv'd, 

That  Cliffard's  Manhood  lycsupon  his  tongue. 
Ed.  Say  Henry,  fhall  I  have  my  fight,  or  no  : 

A  thoufand  men  have  broke  their  Falls  to  day, 

That  ne're  fhall  dine,  unleflc  thou  yield  the  Gown. 
War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head. 

For  7>r^in  jufiice  puts  his  A.mouron. 
Pr.  Ed.  If  that  be  right,which  Warwick^  fayes  is  right, 

There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 
War.  Who  ever  got  thee,  there  thy  Mother  ftands, 

jForwell  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  Mothers  tongue. 
Qh.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  Sire  nor  Damme, 

But  like  afoul  mifhapen  Sdgmatick, 

Mark'd  by  the  Drftinics  to  be  avoided, 
As  venome  Toads,  or  Lizards  dreadfull  flings. 

Rich.  Iron  oi  Naples,  hid  with  Englijh  gilt, 
Whofe  Father  beares  the  Title  of  a  King, 

(As  if  a  Channcll  fhould  be  calPd  the  Sea) 

Sham'ft  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extrat:ght ,  1 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart. 

£d.  A  wifp  of  draw  were  worth  a  thoufand  Crowns, 
To  make  this  fhamehfle  Callct  know  her  fclf. 

Hellen  of  Greece  was  fairer  farre  then  thou, 

Although  thy  Husband  may  be  Menelaus; 

And  ne're  was  Agamemnon's  Brother  wrong'd 
By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 

His  Father  revell'd  in  th  heart  of  France^ 

And  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dolphin  (loop  j 
And  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  State, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 
But  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 

And  grae'd  thy  poor  Sire  with  his  Bridall  day  , 
Even  then  that  Sun-fhine  brew'da  fhowerfor  him, 
That  wafht  his  Fathers  fortunes  forth  of  France, 

And  heap'd  Sedition  on  his  Crown  at  home  : 
For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult  but  thy  Pride  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  Title  ftill  had  flept, 
And  we  in  piety  of  the  Gentle  King , 
Had  flipt  our  Claim  untill  another  Age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  faw,our  Sunfhine  made  thy  Spring, 
And  that  thy  Summer  bred  us  no  encreafe, 
We  fet  the  Axe  to  thy  ufurping  Root : 
And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  our  fclvcs, 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  ttrike, 

We'll  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 

Or  bath'd  thy  growing,  with  our  heated  bloods. 
Sd.  And  in  this  resolution,  1  defie  thee, 

Not  willing  any  longer  Conference , 

Since  thou  deni'dft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  Trumpets,  let  our  bloody  Colours  wave, 
And  either  Victory,  or  elfe  a  Grave. 

Qtt.  Stay,  Edward. 

Ed.  No,  wrangling  Woman,  we'll  no  longer  ftay, 
Thefc  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

lAlarnm.    Excurfions.      Enter  Warwick^ 

War.  Fore-fpent  with  toyle,  as  Runners  with  a  Race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 

For  ftrokes  recciv'J,  and  many  blowes  repaid, 
Have  robb'dnny  Wrong  knitfinewes  of  their  {trench, 
And  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running. 

Ed.  Smile,  gentle  heaven,  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death, 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  Sun  is  clouded. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord,  what  hap?  what  hope  of 

*    good  ? 

Enter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofle,  our  hope  but  fad  defpaire, 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruine  follows  us. 
What  counfell  give  you  ?  whether  fhall  we  flye  ? 

Ed.  Bootleffe  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings, 
And  weak  we  arc,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 

Enter  Richard. 

Rich.Ah  Warwick^nhy  halt  thow  withdrawn  thy  fe]f> 
Thy  Brotheis  blood  the  thirfty  Earth  hath  drunk, 
Broach'd  with  the  fieelly  point  of  Cliffords  Launce: 
And  in  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cri'd, 
Like  to  a  difmall  Clangor  heard  from  farre, 
Warwick  revenge  ;  Brother,  revenge  my  death. 
So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  Steeds, 

That  ftain'd  their  Fetlocks  in  his  fmoaking  blood, The  Noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  ghoft. 
War.  Then  let  the  Earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood  : 

,I'le  kill  my  Horfe  becaufe  I  will  not  flye : 
Why  (land  we  like  foft-hearted  women  here , 
Wailing  our  lofTes,  whiles  the  Foe  doth  rage, 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  Tragedy 

Were  plaid  in  jeft,  by  counterfeiting  A&ors. 
Here  on  my  knee,  1  vow  to  God  above, 
Tic  never  pawfe  again,  never  ftand  ftill , 

Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Or  fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Ed.  O  Warwick^.  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine, 
And  in  this  vow  do  qhain  my  foul  to  thine. 
And  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  Earths  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee, 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  pluckcrdown  of  Kings, 
Befcech  thee  (if  with  thy  will  it  ftands) 
That  to  my  Foes  this  body  muft  be  prey , 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope, 
And  give  fweet  paffagc  to  my  finfull  foule. 
Now  Lords,  take  leave  untill  we  meet  again, 

Where  e're  it  be,  fn  heaven,  or  in  the  earth. Rich.  Brother, 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  gentle  Warwick^ 

Lc,  t  mc  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  amies  • 
I  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  Winter  fhould  cut  off  our  Spring-tirne  fo. 

War.  Away, away: 

Once  more,  fweet  Lords,  farewell. 
Qla.  Yet  let  us  altogether  to  our  Troops. 

And  give  them  leave  to  flye  that  will  not  ftay  : 
And  rail  them  Pillars  that  will  ftand  co  us  : 

And  if  we  thrive,  promifc  them  fuch  rewards 
As  Victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  Games. 

This  may  plant  Courage  in  their  quailing  breaHs, 
For  yet  is  hope  of  Life  and  Victory  : 

For 
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Fore-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.  Exeunt. 

Excarftons.    Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 
Rich.  Now  Clifford,  I  have  finglcd  thee  alone, 

Suppofe  this  arme  is  for  the  Duke  o£Tork, 
And  this  for  Rutland,  both  bound  to  revenge* 
Wert  thou  inviron'd  with  a  Brazen  wall. 

CUf.  Now  Richard,  lam  with  thee  here  alone, 

This  is  the  hand  that  ftabb'd  thy  Father  7V^, 
And  this  the  hand  that  flew  thy  Brother  Rutland , 

And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheeres  thefe  hands  that  flew  thy  Sire  and  Brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thy  fclf , 
And  fohave  at  thee. 

Thy  fight,  JVarmcl^comes,  pi  ford  flies. 
Rich.  Nay  fVarrvick^  (ingle  out  fomc  other  Chace, 

For  I  my  felf  will  hunt  this  Woif  to^teath.  Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry  alent. 

Hen.  This  Battell  fares  like  to  the  mornings  Warre, 
When  dying  Clouds  contend  with  growing  Light, 
What  time  the  Shepheard  blowing  of  his  nailes, 
Can  neither  call  it  peife&day,  nor  night. 
Now  fwayes  ic  this  way,  like  a  mighty  Sea, 

Forc'd  by  the  Tide  to  combat  with  the  Wind  : 
Now  fwayes  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  Sea  , 

Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  Winde. 
Sometime,  the  Flood  prevails ;  and  then  the  Winde  : 
Now,  one  the  better,  then  another  beft  ; 
Both  tugging  to  be  Vi&ors,  breft  to  breft  : 
Yet  neither  Conqueror,  nor  conquered. 
So  is  the  equall  poize  of  this  fell  Warre. 
Here  on  this  Mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down, 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  : 
For  Margaret  my  Queen,  and  Clifford  too. 
Have  chid  me  from  the  Battell ;  Swearing  both, 
They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
Would  I  were  dead,  if  Gods  good  will  were  fo : 
For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe. 
Oh  God  !  me  thinks  it  were  a  happy  life, 
To  be  no  better  then  a  homely  Swain, 
To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 
To  carve  out  Dialls  queintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  fee  the  Minutes  how  they  run : 
How  many  makes  the  Hour  full  compleat, 
How  many  houres  bring  about  the  day , 
How  many  dayes  will  finifh  up  the  year, 
How  many  yeares  a  mortall  Man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  Times : 

So  many  houres  muft  I  tend  my  Flock  ; 
So  many  houres  muft  I  take  my  reft  : 
So  many  houres  muft  I  contemplate : 
So  many  houres  muft  I  fport  my  felf : 
So  many  dayes  my  Ewes  have  been  with  young : 
So  many  dayes  ere  the  poor  Fools  will  Ean : 
So  many  yeares  ere  I  (hall  fheer  the  Fleece  : 
So  minutes,  houres,  dayes,  moneths,and  yeares, 
Paft  over  to  the  end  they  were  created^ 

Would  bring  white  haires  unto  a  quiet  Grave. 
Ah  i  what  a  life  were  this  ?  how  fweet,  how  lovely  ? 
Gives  not  the  Haw-thorn  bufh  a  fwceter  (hade 

To  Shepheards,  looking  on  their  filly  fheep, 

Then  doth  a  rich  embroider' d  Canopy 
To  Kings,  that  fear  their  Subjects  treachery  > 
Oh  yes,  it  doth, a  thoufand  fold  it  doth. 

And  to  conclude,  the  Shepheards  homely  Curds, 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  Leather  Bottle, 
His  wonted  fleep,  under  a  frefh  Trees  fhade, 
All  which  fecure,  and  fweetly  he  en  joyes, 
Is  farre  beyond  a  Princes  Delicates  : 
His  Viands  fparkling  in  a  Golden  Cup, 
His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  Care,  Miftruft,  and  Treafons  waits  on  him. 

s/flarum.    Enter  a  Son  that  hath  kjll'd  his  Father 
at  one  doort  and  a  Father  that  hdth  k}W4  his  Son 

at  another  doon 

Son.  1*11  blowes  the  winde  that  profits  no  body, 
This  man  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 

May  be  poflefled  with  fome  ftoreof  Crowns, 
And  I  that  (haply)  take  them  from  him  now , 

May  yet  (ere  night)  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. 

Who's  this  ?  Oh  God  •  it  is  my  Fathers  face, 

Whom  in  this  Conflict,  I  (unwares)  have  kill'd : 
Oh  heavy  times »  begetting  fuch  events. 
From  London,  by  the  King  was  I  preft  forth, 
My  Father  being  the  Earl  of  Warme)£*  Man, 
Came  on  the  part  of  Torkj,  preft  by  his  Mafter  t 

And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  hot  what  I  did  t 

And  pardon,  Father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 
My  teares  (hall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks : 

And  no  more  words,  till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 
King .  O  pittious  fpectacle »  O  bloody  Times ! 

Whiles  Lyons  warre,  and  Battell  for  their  Dennes, 
Poor  harmlefle  Lambs  abide  their  enmity. 

Weep,  wretched  man,  I'le  aid  thee  Tear  for  Tear, 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  Civil  Warre, 

Be  blinde  with  teares,  and  break  o're-charg'd  with  grief. 
Enter  Father,  hearing  of  his  Son, 

Fa.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refifted  me, 

Give  me  thy  Gold,  if  thou  haft  any  Gold  : 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blowes. 

But  let  me  fee :  is  this  our  foe-man's  face  ? 
Ah, no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  onely  Son. 
Ah  Boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  eye ;  fee,  fee,  what  fhowers  arife, 
Blown  with  the  windy  Tempeft  of  my  heart, 

Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kills  mine  eye,  and  heart. 
O  pitty  God, this  miferable  Age  1 
What  ftratagems  ?  how  fell  ?  how  butcherly  ? 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnaturall, 

This  deadly  quarrell  daily  doth  beget  ? 

O  Boy  I  thyFather  gave  thee  life  too  foon, 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late. 

Ki.  Woe  above  woe  :  grief,  more  then  common  grief ; 
O  that  my  death  would  ftay  thefe  ruefull  deeds: 
O  pitty, pitty,  gentle  heaven,  pitty. 
The  Red  Rofeand  the  White  arc  on  his  face, 

The  fatall  Colours  of  our  ftriving  Houfes  : 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles, 
The  other  his  pale  Cheeks  (me  thinks)  prefenteth : 
Wither  one  Rofe,and  let  the  other  flourifh : 

If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  muft  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  Mother,  for  a  Father's  death 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne're  be  fatisfi'd  ? 

Fa.  How  will  my  Wife,  for  flaughter  of  my  Son, 

Shed  feas  of  Teares,  and  ne're  be  fatisfi'd  ? 

King .  How  will  the  Country,  for  the  wofull  chances, 

Mis-think 
' 
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Mis- chink  the  King,  and  noc  be  fatisfied  ? 

Sen.  Was  ever  Son  fo  rew'd  a  Fathers  death  ? 
Fath.  Was  ever  Father  fo  bemoan'd  his  Son? 

Hen.  Was  ever  King  fo  griev'd  for  Subjects  woe  ? 
Much  is  your  forrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  Tie  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 
Fath. Thefearmesof  mine  fhall  be  thy  winding-fheet: 

My  heart  (fweet  Boy)  fhall  be  thy  Sepulcher 

For  from  my  heart  thine  Image  ne're  fhall  go. 
My  fighing  breft  fhall  be  thy  Funerall  bell  ; 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  Father  be, 
Men  for  the  loffe  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  rpriam  was  for  all  his  valiant  Sons, 
Tie  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 

For  1  have  murther'd  where  I  fhould  not  kill.  Exit. 
Hen.  Sad-hearted  men*  much  over-gone  with  Care ; 

Here  fits  a  King,  more  wofull  then  you  are. 

Alarums.    Excurfions.    Enter  the  Queen,  the 
Prince,  and  Exeter. 

Prin.  Fly  Father,  flye  :  for  all  your  Friends  are  fled. 
And  Warwick,  rages  like  a  chafed  Bull : 
Away,  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit. 

Quee.  Mount  you  my  Lord,  towards  Barwick  port 
amain  : 

Edward  and  Richard  like  a  brace  of  Grey-hounds, 
Having  the  fearfull  flying  Hare  in  fight , 
With  fiery  eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  fteele  grafpt  in  their  ireful!  hands,  * 
Are  at  our  backs,  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exet .  Away :  for  vengeance  come  along  with  them. 
Nay,  flay  not  to  expoftulate^  makefpeed, 
Orelfe  come  after,  Tie  away  before. 

Hen.  Nay  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet  Exeter  : 
Not  that  I  fear  to  Hay,  but  love  to  go 
Whether  the  Queen  iatends.  Forward,  away.  Exeunt. 

A  loud  Alarum.    Enter  Clifford  wounded. 

Clif.  Here  burns  my  Candle  out ;  I,  here  it  dies^ 
Which  whiles  it  lafted,gave  King  Henry  light. 
O  Lancafler  !  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 

More  then  my  Bodies  parting  with  my  Soul  : 

My  Love  and  Fear  glew'd  many  Friends  to  thee. 
And  now  I  fall.  Thy  tough  Commixtures  melt, 

Impairing  Henryi  ftrengthning  mis.proud  York.', 
And  whether  flye  the  Gnats,  but  to  the  Sun  ? 

And  who  fhines  now,  but  Henry's  Enemies  ? 
0,  Fhosbtu !  hadft  thou  never  given  confent, 
That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fiery  Steds, 
Thy  burning  Carre  never  had  fcorch  d  the  earth. 

And  Henry,  hadft  thou  fWay'd  as  Kings  fhould  do? 
Or  as  thy  Father,  and  his  Father  did, 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  Houfeof  York, 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  Summer  Flyes  : 
1,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  luckleff:  Realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  Widows  for  our  death, 
And  thou  this  day,  hadft  kept  thyChairein  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherrifh  Weeds,  but  gentle  aire  ? 
And  what  makes  Robbers  bold,  but  too  ranch  lenity  > 
Bootleffe  are  Plaints,  and  Cureleffe  are  my  Wounds  ? 
No  way  to  flye,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight : 
The  Foe  is  mercileffe,  and  will  not  pitty  : 

Tor  at  their  hands  I  havedeferv'd  no  pitty. 
The  aire  hath  got  into  my  deadly  Wounds, 

f  And  much  effufeof  blood  doch  make  me  faint : 

j  Come  York.,  and  Richard,  Warwick^,  and  the  reft, 

I  I  ftabb'd  your  Fathers  bofomes ;  Split  my  breft. 

!  -  •• \  Alarum  &  Retreat.  Enter  Edward  ,Warwick,Ri  chard, 

and  Souldiers,  Adountague,  and  Clarence. 
Ed.Now  breathe  we  Loids,good  fortune  bids  us  pawfe, 

And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  War,  with  peacefull  looks : 
Some  Troups  purfue  the  bloody-minded  Queen, 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 

As  doth  a  Saile,  fill'd  with  a  fretting  guft, 
Command  an  Argofie  to  ftemme  the  Waves : 

But  think  you  (Lords)  that  Clifford  fled  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  impoflible  he  fhould  efcapc  : 
(For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word) 
Your  Brother  %ichari markt  him  for  the  Grave. 

And  wherefoe're  he  is,  he's  furely  dead.   Clifford gr ones. 
Rich.  Whofe  Soul  is  that  which  takes  her  heavy  leave? 

A  deadly  grone,  like  life-and  deaths  departing. 
Sec  who  it  is. 

Ed.  And  now  the  Battel's  ended, 
If  Friend  or  Foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rith.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mc;cy,  for  'cis  Clifford., 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  Branch 
In  hewing  Rutland,  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 

But  fet  his  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  Root, 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring  , 
I  mean  our  Princely  Father,  Duke  of7v£. 

War.  From  off  the  gates  of  Yorkjetch  down  the  head, 
Your  Fathers  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there  : 
In  ftead  whereof,  let  thisfupply  the  room, 
Meafure  for  mcafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

€d.  Bring  forth  that  fatall  Schreech-owl  to  our  houfe, 
That  nothing  fung  but  death,  to  us  and  ours : 
Now  death  fhall  flop  his  difmall  threatning  found, 

And  his  ill-boading  tongue,  no  more  fhall  fpeak. 
War.  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft  : 

Speak  Clifford,  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  ? 

Dark  cloudy  death  o're-fhadeshis  beames  of  life, 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  heares  us,  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O  would  he  did,  and  fo  (perhaps)  he  doth, 

'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Bccaufe  he  would  avoid  fnch  bitter  taunts 

VVhichin  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  Father. 

Cla.  If  fo  thou  think'ft, 
Vex  him  with  eager  words. 

Rich.  Clifford,  aske  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

£d.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootleffe  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,(te.y\{t  excufes  for  thy  faults. 
Cla,  While  we  devife  fell  Tortures  for  thy  faults. 
Rich.  Thou  didft  love  York,,  and  I  am  Son  to  York.. 

Edw.  Thou  pittied'ft  Rutland,  I  will  pitry  thee. 

Cla  .Where's  Captain  Margaret, \o  fence  you  now? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford, 

Swear  as  thou  waft  wont. 

Ric.  What,  not  an  Oath  ?  nay  the  world  go's  hard, 
When  Clifford  cannot  fparehis  friends  an  oath  : 

I  know  by  that  he's  dead,  and  by  my  Soul^ 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  houres  life, 
That  I  (in  alldefpight)  might  rail  at  him , 
This  hand  fhould  chop  it  off  r  and  with  the  iffuing  blood 
Stifle  the  Villain^  whofe  unftanched  thirft 

YorkyZnd  young  Rutland,  could  not  fatisfic^ 
War.  I,  but  he's  dead.  Off  with  the  Traytors  head, 

And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  Fathcis  ftand, 
And  now  to  Londonmth  triumphant  march, 

There 
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There  Co  be  Crowned  England's  Royall  King  ■ 
From  whence  fhall  Warwick<\K  the  Sea  to  France, 
And  askc  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen  : 
So  lhalt  thou  (mow  both  thefe  Lands  together, 
And  having  France  thy  Friend,  thou  {halt  not  dread 

The  fcatter'd  Foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again  : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fting  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz  to  offend  thine  ears. 

Fii  ft  will  I  fee  the  Coronation, 

And  then  to  Brit  any  Tie  crofle  the  Sea, 
To  effect  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  Lord; 

Sdw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick^  let  it  be  : 

For  on  thy  fhoulder  do  I  build  my  Seat  ; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thins 

Wherein  thy  counfell  and  confent  is  wanting  : 
RlchardytvtiW  create  thee  Duke  of  Gloce-Sier , 
And  George  of  Clarence  ;  Warwick^zs  our  Self, 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  himpleafeth  beft. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence,  George  of  Glefier, : 

For  Glofter's  Dukcdome  is  too  ominous. 
War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolifh  obfervation  • 

Richard,  be  Duke  of  Gfafter  :  Now  to  London^ 
To  fee  thele  honours  in  poffeffion.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sinkjo,  and  Humphrey,  with  Crojf i-bowes 
in  their  hands. 

(our  felvcs : 
Sink^  Under  this  thick  grown  brake  we'll  ihrowd 

For  through  this  Laund  anon  the  Deer  will  coirie, 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  Stand, 

Culling  the  principall  of  all  the  Deer. 

Hum.  I'le  ftay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  fhoot , 
Sink.*  That  cannot  be,  the  noyfc  of  thy  Croffe-bow 

Will  fcarc  the  Heard,  and  fo  my  (hoot  is  loft  : 
Here  Hand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft  : 
And  for  the  time  ihall  not  Teem  tedious , 

Pie  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day , 

In  this  feif-place,  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Sink-  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  till  he  be  paft : 
Enter  the  King  with  a  Prayer-Bbok. 

Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftoln  even  of  pure  love, 

To  greet  mine  own  Land  with  my  wifhfull  fight : 

No  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  Land  of  thine , 

Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  Scepter-wrung  from  thee, 
Thy  Balm  wafht  off  wherewith  thou  waft  annointed  : 
No  bending  Knee  will  call  thee  Cafar  now , 
No  humble  futorspreffe  to  fpeak  for  right : 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefTe  of  thee  : 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  my  felf  ? 

Sin.  I,  here's  a  Deer,  whofe  skin's  a  Keepers  Fee  : 
This  is  the  quondam  King  ;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

Hen.  Let  me  embrace  the  fowre  adverfaries , 

For  wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 
Hum.  Why  linger  we  >  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sinkj  Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 
Hen.  My  Queen  and  Son  are  gon  to  France  for  aid : 

And  (as  I  hear)  the  great  Commanding  Warwick. 

Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  Frenc h  King's  Sifter 
To  wife  for  Edward.  If  this  ncwes  be  true , 

Poor  Qneen,  and  Son,  your  labour  is  but  left : 
For  Warwick,  is  a  fubtle  Orator  : 

And  Lewis,  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words: 
By  this  account  then  Margaret  may  win  him, 

For  fhe's  a  woman  to  be  pittied  much  : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breft, 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  Marble  heart : 

The  Tyger  will  Le  mild,  whiles  (lie  doth'  mourn ; And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 
To  hear  and  fee  her  plaints,  her  Brinifh  Teares. 

I,  but  flie's  come  to  beg,  Warwick,!®  give: 
She  on  his  left  fide  ,craving  aid  for  Henry  • 
He  on  his  right, asking  a  wife  for  Edward. 

She  weeps,  and  fayes,  her  Henry  is  depos'd  : 
He  fmiles,  and  fayes,  his  Edward  is  inftall'd  ; 
That  {he (poor  wretch)  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more : 
Whiles  Warwick,  tells  his  Title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  ftrength, 
And  in  condufion  wins  the  King  from  her , 
With  promife  of  his  Sifter,  and  whatelfe, 

To  ftrengthen  and  fupport  King  Edwards  place. 
O Margaret,  thus  'twill  be,  and  thou  (poor  foul) 
Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

/iW.Say,whacart  thou  talk'ft  of  Kings  and  Queens; 
King,  More  then  I  feem,  and  leffe  then  I  was  born  to 

A  man  at  lea  ft,  for  leffe  I  fhould  not  be : 
And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I  > 

Hum.  I,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King. 
K'ng.  Why  fo  Tarn  (in  Mind) and  that's  fnocsh. 
Hum,  Bu:  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  G'own  ? 
King.  My  Cvown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  : 

Nor  deck'd  wich  Diamonds,  and  Indian  ftones : 

Nor  to  be  feen :  my  Crown  is  call'd  Content , 
A  Crown  it  is  that  feldome  Kings  eni^y. 

Hum.  Wei!,  if  you  be  a  King  crown 'd  with  Content 
Your  Cjown  Content,  and  you,  muft  be  contented 
To  get  along  with  us.  For  (as  we  think) 

Yofc  are  the  K  ing,  King  Edward  hath  depos'd  : 
And  we  hisfubjeits,  fworn  in  all  Allegiance, 

Will  apprehend  you  as  his  Enemy. 

King.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  Oath. 
Hum.  No,  never  fuch  an  Oath,  nor  will  not  now. 

•KV«£.Where  did  you-dwell  when  I  was  K.of  Englan 
Hum.  Here  in  this  Country,  where  we  now  remain. 
King .  I  was  annointed  King  at  nine  moneths  old, 

My  Father,  and  my  Grandfather  were  Kings: 
And  you  were  fworn  true  Subjects  unto  me : 
And  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  Oathes  ? 

Si.  No,for  we  were  Subje&s,but  while  you  were  King. 

King.  Why  ?  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  Breathe  a  Man  ? 
Ah  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear  : 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  Feather  from  my  Face, 
And  as  the  aire  blows  it  to  me  again, 

Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow  , 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  alwayes  by  the  greater  guft  : 
Such  is  the  lightneffe  of  vou  common  men. 

But  do  not  break  your  Oath,  for  of  that  fin  , 
My  mild  irttreaty  fhallnot  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  King  fhall  be  commanded, 

And  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'le  obey. Sink.  We  are  true  Subjects  to  the  King, 

King  Edward. 
King.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry  , 

If  he  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is. 

Sink^.  We  change  you  in  Gods  name  and  the  Kings, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  Officers. 

King.  In  Gods  name  lead,your  Kings  name  be  obey'<J> And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  King  perform  , 

And  what  he  will, I  humbly  yield  unto.  Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Glojler,  Clarence,  Lady  Gray. 

King.  Brother  of  Gl?fter,nS.  Albans  field 
This 
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_  —  .  5 
'  This  Ladies  Husband,  Sir  Richard  Grey,  was  (lain  , 

f  His  Land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  Conqueror, 
I  Her  fuit  is  now,  to  rcpoffeffe  thofe  Lands, 
(Which  we  in  Juftice  cannot  well  deny, 
I  B:caufe  in  Qjarrell  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
'The  worthy  Gentleman  did  lofe  his  Life. 

Rich.  Your  Highneffe  fhall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit : 
It  were  difhonour  to  deny  it  her. 

King.  It  were  no  leffe,  but  yet  Tie  make  a  pawfe. 
Rich.  Yea,  is  it  fo  : 

I  fee  the  Lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Cla.  He  knows  the  Game,  how  true  he  keeps  the 
wind  ? 

Rich.  Silence.  - 
King .  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuit, 

And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Wii.  Right  gracious  Lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay  , 
May  it  pleafe  your  Highneffe  torefolve  me  now, 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  fhall  fatisfic  me. 

Rich.  I  VVidow:then  Tie  warrant  you  all  your  Lands, 
And  if  what  pleafeshim,  fhall  pleafe  you  : 

Fight  clofer,  or  good  faith  you'll  catch  a  blow. 
Cla.  I  fear  her  not,  unleffe  fhe  chance  to  fail. 

Rich.  God  forbid,  for  he'll  take  vantages. 
King.  How  many  Children  haft  thou,  Widow  ?  tell me. 

Cla.  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  Child  of  her. 

Rich.  Nay  then  whip  me :  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 
wii.  Three,  my  moft  gracious  Lord. 

~  Rich.  You  fhall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 
King.  'Twere  piety  they  fhould  lofe  their  Fathers Lands. 

wii.  Be  pittifull,  dread  Lord,  and  grant  it  then. 

King.  Lords  give  us  leave,  I'lc  trye  this  Widows wit. 

Rich.  I,  good  leave  have  you,  for  you  will  have  leave, 
Till  Youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  Crucb. 

King.  Now  telLme,  Madam,  do  you  love  your 
Children  > 

wii.  I,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  my  felf. 
King,  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them 

good  ? 
wii.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  fome 

harm.  ' King.  Then  get  your  Husbands  Lands,  to  do  them 

wii.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 

King.  I'le  tell  you  how  thefe  Lands  are  to  be  got." Wii.  So  fhall  you  bind  me  to  your  Highneffe  fervice. 
King.  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  them  ? 
wiiy  What  you  command,  that  refts  in  me  to  do. 
King.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  Boon. 
Wii.  No,  gracious  Lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
King.  I,  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  ask. 

Wii.  Why  then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  com- 
mands. 

Rich.  He  plies  her  hard,  and  much  Rain  wears  the 
Marble. 

CUr.  As  red  as  fire  ?  nay  then,  her  Wax  will  melt. 

Wii.  Why  flops  my  Lord?  fhall  I  not  hear  my 
Task? 

King.  An  eafie  Task,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Wii,  That's  foon  perform'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  Subject. 
King.  Why  then,  thy  Husbands  Lands  I  freely  give 

thee. 

Wii,  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Rich.  The  Match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  Curtfie. 

King.  But  flay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 
wii.  The  fruits  of  Love,  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 
King.  I,  but  1  fear  me  in  another  fence. 

What  Love,  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get  ? 
widMy  love  till  death,my  humble  thanks,my  prayers, 

That  love  which  Virtue  begs,  and  Virtue  grants. 

King.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  love. 
Wii.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 
King.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 
wii.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 

Your  Highneffe  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 
King.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 
wii.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lye  in  Prifon. 
King.  Why  then  thou  fhalt  not  have  thy  Husbands Lands. 

Wii.  Why  then  mine  Honefty  fhall  be  my  Dower  , 
For  by  that  loffc  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

King.  Therein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  Children  mightily. 
wii.  Herein  your  Highneffe  wrongs  both  them  &  me  : 

But  mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadneffe  of  my  fuit : 

Pleafe  you  difmifie  me,  either  with  I,  or  No. 
King.  I,  if  thou  wilt  fay  I  to  my  requeft : 

No,  if  thou  do'ft  fay  No  to  my  demand. 
wii.  Then  No,  my  Lord  :  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 

"Rich.  The  Widow  likes  him  not,  fhe  knits  her Brows. 

Clarence.  He.  is  the  blunteft  Wooer  in  Chriften- dome. 

King,  Her  looks  do  argue  her  repleat  with  modefty, 
Her  words  do  fhew  her  wit  incomparable. 

All  her  perfections  challenge  Sovereignty, 
One  way  or  other,  fhe  is  for  a  King, 

And  fhe  fhall  be  my  Love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 

Say,  that  King  Siwari  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Wii.  'Tis  better  faid  then  done,  my  gracious  Lord  : 
I  am  a  fubjeel:  fit  to  jeaft  withall, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovevaign. 

King.  Sweet  Widow,  by  my  State  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  then  what  my  foul  intends, 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  Love. 

Wii.  And  that  is  more  then  I  will  yield  uato : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen  , 

And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  Concubine. 
King.  You  cavill,  Widow,  I  did  mean  my  Queen. 

Wii.  'Twill  grieve  your  Grace,  my  Sons  fh ould  call 

you  Father. King.  No  more,  then  when  my  Daughters 
Call  thee  Mother. 

Thou  art  a  Widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  Children^ 

And  by  Gods  Mother,  I  being  but  a  Batchelor, 

Have  other-fome.  Why,  'tis  a  happy  thing, 
To  be  the  Father  unto  many  Sons : 

Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  fhalt  be  my  Queen. 

Rich.  The  Ghoftly  Father  now  hath  done  his  Shrift. 

Cla.  When  he  was  made  a  Shriver, 'twas  for  a  fhift. 
King.  Brothers,  you  mufe  what  Chat  we  two  have had. 

Richari.  The  Widow  likes  it  not,  for  fhe  looks fad. 

King.  You'ld  think  it  ftrange*  if  I  fhould  nany 
her. 

Cla,  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  Why  Clarence,  to  my  felf. 

Rich. 
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Rich.   1  hat  would  be  ten  daycs  wonder  at  the  leatt. 

CUr.  That's  a  day  longer  then  a  Wonder  lafts. 
Rich,  By  fo  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 

King .  Well,  jeaft  on  Brothers  I  can  tell  you  both  , 
Her  [ilk  is  granted  for  her  Husbands  Lands. 

Enter  a  Noble  man. 

Nob.  My  gracious  Lord,  Henry  your  Foe  is  taken , 
And  brought  your  Prifoner  to  your  Palace  Gate. 

King.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower  * 
And  go  we,  Brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him. 
To  quefHon  of  hisapprehenfion. 

Widow,  go  you  along  :  Lords  ufe  her  honourably. Exeunt 

Manet  rRichard. 
Rich.  I,  Edward  will  ufe  Women  honourably. 

Would  he  were  wafted,  Marrow,  Bones,  and  all, 

That  from  his  Loyns  no  hopefull  Branch  may  fpring, 
To  croffe  me  from  the  Golden  time  I  look  for : 

And  yet,  between  my  Souls  define,  and  me, 

The  luftfull  Edward's  Title  buried, 
Is  Clarence ,  Henry,  and  his  Son  young  Edward, 

And  all  the  unlook'd-for  llfue  of  their  Bodies. 
To  take  their  Rooms,  ere  I  can  place  my  felf : 

A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe. 
Why  then  1  do  but  dream  on  Soveiaignty, 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  Promontory, 
And  fpies  a  far-off  fhore,  where  he  would  tread  , 
Wifh  ng  his  foot  were  equall  with  his  eye, 
And  chides  the  Sea,  that  funders  him  from  thence, 

Saying  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way  : 
So  do  I  wifh  the  Crown,  being  fo  far  off, 
And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keeps  me  from  it , 

And  fo  (I  fay)  Tie  cut  the  Caufes  off, 
Flattering  me  with  impoffibilines : 

My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o're- weens  too  much, 
Unleffc  my  Hand  and  Strength  could  equall  them. 

Well,  fay  there  is  no  Kingdome  then  for  Richard : 
What  other  pleafurecan  the  World  affoord  ? 

I'le  make  my  Heaven  in  a  Ladies  Lap ,  j 
And  deck  my  Body  in  gay  Ornaments, 

And  'witch  fweet  Ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 
Oh  mi ferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 
Then  to  accomplifh  twenty  Golden  Crowns. 
Why  Love  forfwore  me  in  my  Mothers  Womb : 
And  for  I  (liould  not  deal  in  her  foft  Laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  Bribe, 

To  flirink  mine  Arm  up  like  a  wither'd  llirub , 
To  make  an  envious  Mountain  on  my  back, 
Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  body  ; 
Tofhape  my  Legs  of  an  unequall  fize  , 
To  difproportion  me  in  every  part : 

Like  to  a  Chaos,  or  unlick'd  Bear-whelp, 
That  carries,no  impreflion  like  the  Damme. 

And  ami  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  ? 
Oh  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought. 
Then  fince  this  Earth  affoords  no  Joy  to  me, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o're-bear  fuch, 
As  are  of  better  Perfon  then  my  felf : 

'lemake  my  Heaven,  to  dream  upon  the  Crown, 
And  whiles  I  live,  t'account  this  world  but  Hell, 
Untill  this  mis-fhap'd  Trunk  that  bears  this  Head, 
Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  Crown. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  Crown, 
For  many  Lives  ftand  between  me  and  home  \ 

And  I,  like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  Wood, 
That  rents  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftraying  from  the  way , 
Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  aire, 
But  toyling  defperately  to  find  it  out , 
Torment  my  felf  to  catch  the  English  Crown  : 
And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  my  felf, 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  Axe. 
Why  I  can  fmile,  and  murther  whiles  I  fmile, 
And  cry,  Content 9  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart, 
And  wet  my  Checks  with  artificiall  tears, 
And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions. 

I'le  drown  more  Sailors  then  the  Mermaid  frail, 
I'le  flay  more  gazers  then  the  Bafilislc, 
I'le  play  the  Orator  as  well  as  Neftor , 
Deceive  more  flyly  then  ttlijfes  could, 

And  like  zSinon,  take  another  Troy. 
I  can  adde  Colours  to  the  (jamelion, 

Change  fhapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 
And  fet  the  murthef ous  Machevill  to  School. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  Crown  > 

Tut,  were  it  farther  off,  I'le  pluck  it  down.  Exit 
Flourijh. 

Enter  Lewis  the  King,  his  Sifter  Bona,  his  Admi- 

ral!, call'd  Bourbon,  Prince  Edward,  Queen 
Margaret,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  Lewis 

fits,  and  rifeth  up  again. 

Lewis.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret,  I 
Sit  down  with  us :  it  ill  befits  thy  State , 

And  Birth,that  thou  fhould'ftftand,while  Lewis  dothfitj 
Mar.  No,  mighty  King  of  France :  now  Margaret  A 

Muft  ftrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve, 
Where  Kings  command.  I  was  (I  muft  confeffe) 

Great  Albion's  Queen,  in  Golden  dayes  : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  Title  down, 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground, 
Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune, 

And  to  my  humble  feat  conform  my  felf, 
lewis.  Why  fay,  fair  Queen  ,  whence  fprings  this 

deep  defpair  ? 
Mar.  From  fuch  a  caufe,as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears, 

And  ftops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in  cares. Lew.  What  ere  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thy  felf, 

And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.  Seats  her  bj  him. 
Yield  not  thy  neck  to  Fortunes  yonk, 

But  let  thy  dauntieffc  mind  ftill  ride-in  triumph  , 
Over  all  mifchance. 

Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief, 

It  fhall  be  eas'd,  it  France  can  yield  relief. 
Mar.  Thofe  gracious  words 

Revive  my  drooping  thoughts, 

And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  Noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry,  fole  poffeffor  of  my  Love, 

Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifht  man, 
And  fore'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  Forlorne  ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Sdwardt  Duke  of  York,, 

U  turps  the  Regal  Title,  and  the  Seat 
Of  Englandstxut  anointed  lawful  King. 
This  is  the  caufe  that  I,  poor  Margaret, 

With  this  my  Son  Prince  Edward,  Henry's  Heir, 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawfull  aid  : 
And  if  thou  fail  Us,  all  our  hope  is  done. 
Scotland  hath  Will  to  help,but  cannot  hdp: Our 
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I  )ur  people,  and  our  Peers,  are  both  ims-led, 

)ar  Ticauire  fciz'd,  our  Souldicrs  put  co  flight, 
■  md  (as  thou  fee/t)  our  felves  in  heavy  plight. 
Lev,  Renowned  Q  iecn, 

Viih  patience  calme  the  Storme, 
Vhile  we  bethink  a  means  to  bicak  it  off. 

I  Marg.  Tiie  more  we  ftay ,  the  ftronger  growes  our 1  ;oe. 

Lew.  The  more  I  ftav,  the  more  Tie  fuccour  thee. 

Marg.  O,  but  impatience  waiceth  on  true  forrow. 
Ktid  Ice  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

Enter  Warwick^. 

Lew.  What's  he  approacheth  boldly  to  onr  prefence  > 
Marg,  Our  Earle  of  Warwick, ,  Edwards  greateft 

'riend. 

Lewis.  Welcome  brave  Warwick^,  what  brings  thee 
to  France  > 

He  descends'.        She  arlfeth, 
Marg.  I,  now  begins  a  fecend  Storm  to  rife, 

Dt^Br  this  is  he  that  moves  both  Wind  and  Tyde. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion, 
My  Lord  and  Soveraign,  and  thy  vowed  Fuend, 
I  come  ( in  Kindntfle,  and  unfeined  Love) 
Firft,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  RoyallPerfon, 
And  then  to  crave  a  League  of  Amity  : 
And  lattly,  co  confirm  that  Amity 
With  Nuptiall  Knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  vcrtuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  Sifter, 
To  Englands  King  in  lawfull  Marriage. 
Marg.  If  that  go  forward,  Henries  hope  is  done. 

Warw.  And  gracious  Madam,       Speakjngto  Bon*. 
In  our  Kings  behalf, 
lam  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 

Humbly  tokifle  your  Hand,  and  with  my  Tongue 
To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  Soveraigns  Heart ; 
Where  Fame,  late  cntring  at  his  hecdfull  Ears, 

Hath  plac'd  thy  beauties  Jmage,and  thy  Vertue. 
Marg.  King  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 

Before  you  anfwer  Warwick^.  His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edwards  well-meant  honeft  Love, 
But  from  Deceit,  bred  by  Necedity  : 
Sor  how  can  Tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 

Unkffe  abroad  they  purchafc  great allyance  > 
To  prove  him  Tyrant,  this  reafon  may  fuflke, 
That  Henry  liveth  ftill :  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  Prince  Edward  ftands,  King  HenriesSon. 

Look  therefore  Lewis ,  that  by  this  League  and  Marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  Danger,  and  Di(-honor : 
For  though  Ufurpersfway  the  rule  a  while, 

Yet  Heavens  are  juft,  and  Time  fuppreflcth  Wrongs* 
War.  Injurious  Margaret. 
Edw.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 
War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp, 

And  thou  no  more  art  Prince,  then  flie  is  Queen. 

Oxf.  Then ^/-w/V^difanulls  great  Jhon  ot  Gaunt, 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain  ; 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whofe  Wifdome  was  a  Mirror  to  the  wifeft  : 

And  after  that  wife  Prince,  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  by  his  Proweffe  conquered  all  France : 
Frornthefc  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it  in  this  fmooth  difcourfe, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  loft 
All  that,  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten  ; 

Me  thinks  thefe  Pee:s  of  France  lliould  lmileac  that. 
But  for  the  reft  j  you  tell  a  Pedigree 
Of  three  fcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
To  make  prefcription  for  a  Kingdomts  worth. 

Oxf.  Why  Warwlck^cznli  thou  fpeak  againft  my  Liege 
Whom  thou  obeyd'ft  thirty  and  fix  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  Treafon  with  a  blufti  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  che  right 
Now  buckler  falfehood  with  a  Pedigree  ? 

For  fhamc  leave  Henry,  and  call  EdwardK'mg. 
Oxf.  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 

My  elder  Brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  then  fo,  my  Father, 

Even  in  the  down-fall  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  Nature  brought  him  ro  the  door  of  death  ; 
No  Warwick^,  no :  while  Life  upholds  this  Arme, 
This  Arme  upholds  the  Houfe  of  Lancafier. 

War.  And  I  the  houfe  of  TV^. 

Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,zi\d  Oxford 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requeft,  to  ftand  afide, 
While  I  ufe  further  conference  with  Warwick^. 

They  fland  aloof e. 
Mar.  Heavens  grant ,  that  Warwlckj  words  bewitch him  no:. 

Lew.  Now  Warwick^,  tell  me  even  upon  thy  confciencc 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  loth 
To  link  with  him,  that  were  not  lawfull  chofen. 

Warw.  Thereon  1  pawn  my  Credit,  and  mine  Ho- nour. 

Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  peoples  eyes? 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
Lew.  Then  further :  all  diflembling  let  afide, 

Tell  me  for  truth,  the  meafure  of  his  love, 
Unto  our  Sifter  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems, 

As  may  beiecm  a  Monarch  like  himfelf, 
My  felf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  ann  fwear, 
That  this  his  Love  was  an  external  Plane, 

t  Whereof  the  Root  was  fix'd  in  Vcrtuts  ground, 
The  Leaves  and  Fruit  maintain'd  v.ith  Beauties  Sun, 
Exempt  from  Envy,  but  not  from  Difdain, 
Unlefle  the  Lady  Bona  quit  his  pain, 

Lew.  Now  Sift  u;  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 
Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  deny,  (hall  be  mine, 

Yet  I  confefle,  that  often  ere  this  day,      Speaks  to  War. 

When  I  have  heard  your  Kings  defeat  recounted, 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgement  to  defire. 

Lew.  Then  Warwick^ ,  this : 
Our  Sifter  fhall  be  Edwards. 

And  now  forthwith  fhall  Articles  be  drawn, 

Touching  the  Joynture  that  your  King  muft  make, 

Which  with  her  Dowry  fhall  be  counterpoys'd  : 
Draw  near,  Queen  Margaret,  and  be  a  witnefle, 
That  Bona  fhall  be  Wife  to  theEnglifh  King. 

'Prtn.  Edw.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englifh  King. 
Marg.  Deceitfull  Warwick^ ,  it  was  thy  device, 

By  this  alliance  to  make  void  aiy  fuit ; 

Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henries  friend. 
Lew.  And  ftill  is  friend  to  him, and  UWargaret, 

But  if  your  Title  to  the  Crown  be  weak, 

As  may  appear  by  Edwards  good  fucccfle: 
Then  'tis  but  reafon,  that  I  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  all  kindncfle  at  my  hand, 

That  your  eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 
War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  hiseafe ; 

T  t  Where 
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Where  having  no.  hint;,  nothing  can  he  lofc. 
And  as  for  yon  your  fclf  (our  quondam  Queen) 
You  have  a  Father  able  to  maintain  you, 

And  better  'twere,  yen  troubled  him,  then  France. 
Mar.  Peace  impudcnr,and  fhanvlcfs Warwick^,  peace, 

Proud  fetter  up,  and  puller  down  of  Kings, 
I  will  not  h  nee,  till  with  my  Talk  and  Tears 
(Both  full  of  Truth)  1  make  King  Lewis  behold 

Thy  flyc conveyance,  and  thv  Lords  falfe  love. 
Peft  blowing  a  horn  within. 

For  both  of  you  arc  Birds  of  felf-fame  Feather. 
Lew.  Warwick^  this  is  fome  Poft  to  us,  or  thee. 

Enter  a  Tost. 

Post.  My  Lord  Ambaffador, 
Thcfe  Letters  are  for  you.  Speakj  to  Warwick^. 
Sen;  from  your  Brother  Marqucife  Monntagm. 
Thefe  from  our  King,  unto  your  Ma  jefty.       To  Lewis. 
And  Madam,  thefe  for  you,  To  Margaret. 
From  whom,  I  know  not. 

They  all  read  their  Letters. 
Oxf.  Mike  it  well,  that  our  fair  Q^ecn  and  Miftris 

Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick^i>  owns  at  his. 

Prin.Edw.  Nay  m»rk  how  Lewis  ftamps  as  he  were 

netled.  I  hope,  all's  for  the  beft. 
Lew.  Warwick  what  arc  thy  News  ? 

And  youis,  fair  Queen  ? 

Mar.  Mine  iuch  ,  as  fill  my  heart  with  unhop'd  joyes. 
War.  Mine  full  of  forrow,  and  hearts  difconten:. 

Lew.  What  ?  has  your  King  Married  the  Lady  Grey} 
And  now  to  tooth  your  Forgery,  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  Paper  to  pcrfwade  me  Patience  ? 

In  th' Alliance  that  he  fceks  with  France  } 
Dare  he  prefumc,  tofcorn  us  in  this  manner? 

Mar.  I  told  your  Majefty  as  much  before : 
This  provcth  Edwards  Love,  and  Warwickj  honefty. 

War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protcft  in  fight  of  heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  blifle, 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Edwards ; 

No  more  my  King,  for  he  difhonors  me, 
But  moft  hi.Tifclf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fhamc. 

Did  I  torget,  th  it  by  the  houtc  cf  Tork^ 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 

Did  I  let  paffe  th'abufe  done  to  my  Niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  wich  the  Regal  Crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  Native  Right? 

And  3m  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft,  with  Shame? 
Shame  on  himfelf,  for  my  Defert  is  Honor. 
And  to  repair  my  Honor  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry. 

My  Noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  paffe, 
And  henceforth,  I  am  thy  true  Servitour : 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  Lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  hisfoimer  ftatc. 

<_Mar.  Warwick^, 

Thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  Hate,  to  Love, 
And  I  forgive,  and  quite  fotget  old  faults, 

And  joy- that  thou  becom'fr  King  Henries  Friend. 
War.  So  much  his  Friend,  I,  his  unfeigned  Friend, 

That  if  King  Z/rw&f  vouchfafetofurnifh  us 
With  fome  few  Bands  of  chofen  Souldieu, 
Tie  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  Coaft, 

And  force  the  Tyrant  from  his  feat  by  War. 

'Tisnot  his  new-made  Bride  fhall  fuccourhim, 
And  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  Letters  tell  me, 

He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him, 
jFor  matching  more  for  wanton  Lult,then  Honor, 

Oi  then  for  ltrcngth  and  fafety  of  our  Countrcy. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  fhall  Bona  be  reveng'd 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftrelfed  Queen  ?  b 
Mar.  Renowned  Prince,  how  ihall  Poor  Hettrym 

Unkffe  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair? 
Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  Englifh  Queens,  are n 
War.  And  mine  fair  Lady  Bona,  joyns  wich  your; 
Lew.  And  mine,  with  hers,and  thine,and  Margins, 

Therefore  at  laft,  I  firmly  am  refolv'd 
You  fhall  have  aid.  i  k't. 

Mar.  Let  me  gi  ve  humble  thanks  for  all,  at  once. 
Lew.  Then  Englands  Meffenger,  return  in  Poft,  | 

And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 

That  Lewis  of  France,  is  fendng  over  Maskers 
To  revel  it  with  him,  and  his  new  Bride.  . 

Thou  feeft  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withall. 

Bona.TzW  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhoi 
I  wear  the  Willow  Garland  for  his  fake. 

Mar.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds  are  laid afid<  y 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrc  K 

And  therefore  Tie  un-Crown  him,er'c  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward  be  gone.  Exit?  Vr* Lew.  hutWarwick^y 

Thou  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  men 
Shall  croffethe  Seas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battell : 
And  as  occafion  ferves,  this  Noble  Queen 
And  Prince,  fliall  follow  with  a  frefh  fupply, 

Yet  ere  thou  go,  butanfwer  me  one  doubt: 
What  Pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  Loyalty  ? 

War,  This  fhall  affurc  my  conftant  Loyalty, 

That  if  oifr  Queen,  and  this  young  Prince  agree} 
Tie  joyn  my  eldeft  daughter,  and  my  Joy, 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  Wedlock  bands.  I  m 

Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  Motion!  rij 
Son  Edward,  fhe  is  Fair  and  Vertuous, 

Therefoie  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick 
And  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  onely  Warwick*  daughter  ftiall  be  thine. 

Prin.Ed.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  fhe  well  deferves  it,  .. 
And  here  to  pledge  my  Vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

He  gives  his  hand  to  Warwic 
Lew.Why  ftay  we  now?  thefe  fouldiers  ihall  be  levie  >i 

And  thou  Lord  Bourbon,  our  High  AdiBirall 
Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  Royal  Fleet. 

I  long  till  Edward  fall  by  Warrs  mifchance, 

For  mocking  Marriage  with  a  Dame  of  France. 
Exeunt.  Manet  Warma  \ 

War,  I  came  from  JE</»<WasAmbaffador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  Foe : 

Matters  of  Marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
Buc  dreadfull  War  fhall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  ftale  but  me  ? 

Then  none  but  I,  fhall  turn  his  Jeft  to  Sorrow, 

I  was  the  Chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  Crown, 
And  Pie  be  Chief  to  bring  him  down  again : 

Not  that  I  pitty  Henries  mifery, 

But  feek  Revenge  o\\KEdwards  mockery..  Exit  • 

Enter  Richard,  Clarence,  Somerfet  and Mount  ague. 

Rich.  Now  tell  me  Brother  Clarence  ,  what  think  yoi 
Of  this  new  Marriage  with  the  Lady  Gray} 
Hath  not  our  Brother  made  a  worthy  choyce  ? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France, 

How: 
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-  How  could  he  ftay  till  fVarwici^vtiidc  return  ? 
Sow.  My  Lords ,  forbear  this  talk :  here  comes  the 

^King. Flourish. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Lady  Gray,  Pernio  ̂ Staf- 
ford, Hafiings  :  fottrfiand  on  one  fide 

in  and  four  on  the  other. 

Rich.  And  his  well-chofen  Bride. 

Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think; 

King.  Now  Brother  of  Clarence, 
How  like  you  our  Choyce, 
That  you  (land  penfive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

Clar.  As  wfrll  as  Lewis  of  Francei 
Or  cheEatle  of  Warwick 

^  Which  are  fo  weak,  of  courage,  and  in  judgement, 

That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 
King.  Stfppofe  they  cake  offence  without  a  caufe  : 

They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick*  I  am  Edward, 

t0|  Your  King  and  TVarwickj,  and  mutt  have  my  will. 
Rich.  And  fhall  have  your  will,becaule  our  King  f 

Yet  hafty  Marriage  feldome  proveth  well. 
King.  Yes  Brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 

'Rich.  Not  T:  no: 

Cod  forbid,  that  I  fhould  wifh  themfevcr'd, 

jWhom  God  hath  joyn'd  together : 
I,  and  'twere  pitcy,  to  funder  therri, 
That  yoak  fo  well  together. 

King.  Setting  your  skorns,  and  your  miflike  afide, 
Tell  me  fome  reafon,  why  the  Lady  Gray 

'Should  not  become  my  Wife,  and  Englands  Queen  ? 
iAnd  you  too,  Seme rfet  and  Mountagtte, 

jSpeak  freely  what  you  think. 
Clar.  Then  this  is  my  opinion  : 

That  King  Lewis  becomes  your  Enemy, 
For  mocking  him  about  the  Marriage 
Of  the  Lady  Bona. 

Rich.  And  Warwick^,  doing  what  you  gave  in  chaise, 
Is  now  difhonoured  by  this  New  Marriage. 

King.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  tVarwickhz  appeas'd, 
y  fueh  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mount .Yet,to  have  joyn'd  with  France  in  fuch  alliance, 
Would  more  have  ftrength'ned  this  our  Commonwealth 
Gainft  forrain  ttormes,  then  any  home-bred  Marriage. 
Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Mottntague,  chat  of  it  felf, 

ngland  is  fafe,  if  true  within  it  felf  ? 

Af*»//.Yes,but  the  fafer,  when  'cis  back'd  with  France. 
Hajh  'Tis  better ufing  France,  then  trufting  France; 

et  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  Seas, 
Vhich  he  hath  giv'n  for  fence  impregnable, . 
md  with  their  helps,  only  defend  our  felves: 
n  them,  and  in  our  felves,  our  fafcty  lyes. 
Clar.  For  this  one  (pecch,  Lord  Hafiings  well  deferves 

To  have  the  Heir  of  the  Lord  Hmgerford. 
King.  I,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will,  and  grant, 

And  for  this  once,  my  Will  fhall  ftand  for  Law. 
Rich.  And  yet  me  thinks,your  Grace  hath  not  done  Well 

To  give  the  Heir  and  Daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  the  Brother  of  your  loving  Bride  ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me  or  Clarence  : 

But  in  your  Bride  you  bury  Brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftow'd  the  Heir 

Of  the  Lord  Bonv'ill  on  your  new  Wives  Son, 
And  leave  your  Brothers  to  gofpeed  elfewhere 

4  B 
ic<l 

i 

King.  Alas,  poor  Clarence :  is  it  for  a  Wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar.  In  chufing  for  your  felf, 

You  fhew'd  your  judgement : 
Which  being  fhallow,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  Brother  in  mine  own  behalf ; 
And  to  that  end,  I  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

King.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King, 

And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brothers,  will. 

Lady  Gray.  My  Lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Ma  jetty 
Toraife  my  Scare  to  Title  of  a  Queen, 

Do  me  but  right,  and  you  mutt  allconfeffe, 
That  I  Was  nec  ignoble  of  Defccnt, 

And  meaner  then  my  felf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  Tide  honors  me  and  mine, 

So  your  diflikesj  to  whom  I  Would  be  pleafing, 

Dorh  cloud  my  joyeswith  danger,  and  with  forrow. 
King.  My  Love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns  i 

What  danger,  or  what  forrow  can  befall  thee, 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conttant  friend, 
And  their  true  SoVeraign,  whom  they  rauft  obey  f 
Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too4 
Unleffe  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 

Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  fhall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

Rich.  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more,, 

Enter  a  Toft. 

King.  Now  Meffenger ,  what  Letters,  or  what  News 
from  France  ? 

Pofi.  My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  Letters,  and  few  words, 
But  fuch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 
Dare  not  relate. 

King.  Go  too,  we  pardon  thee : 
Therefore,  in  brief,  tell  their  words, 
As  near  as  thou  cantt  gueffe  them. 

What  antwer  makes  King  Le wis,  unto  our  Letters? 

Pofi.  At  my  depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words t 

Go  tell  falfe  Edward,  the  fupporexi'  King, 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  lending  over  Maskers, 

To  revell  ic  v.'ich*  him,  and  his  new  Bride. 

King.  Is  Lewis  i'o  brave  ?  belike  he  thinks  Henry. 
But  what  faid  Lady  Bonato  my  Marriage  ? 

Pofi,  Theie  were  her  words,utt'red  with  mild  difdain : 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  Widower  fhortly, 
I'le  weai  the  Willow  Gailand  for  his  fakf. 

King.  I  blame  not  her,  fhe  could  fay  little  leffe  ; 
She  had  che  wrong-.-  But  what  faid  Henries  Queen  i 
[For  fo  I  heard,  chat  fhe  was  there  in  place. 

<Pofi.  Tell  him  (quoth  fhe); 

My  mourning  Weeds  a. -e  done, 
:And  I  am  ready  to  put  Armor  on. 

King.  Belike  fhe  means  to  play  the  A  mazon. 
But  what  faid  Warwickjio  thefe  injuries  ? 

Post.  He,  more  incens'd  again  ft  your  Ma  jetty, 

Then  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words : 
Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong, 

And  therefore  Tie  uncrown  him,  er't  be  long. 
Kin.  Ha  ?  durft  che  Traitor  breath  outfo  proud  words? 

Well,  I  will  arme  me,  being  thus  fore-warn'd : 
They  fhall  have  Warrs,  and  pay  for  their  preemption. 
But  fay,  is  Warwick^  friends  with  Margaret} 

Pofi.  I,  gracious  Soveraign, 

They  arcfo  Jink'd  in  friendfhip,  ? 
That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick}  Daughter. 

Clar.  Belike,  the  elder  ; 

Clarence  will  have  the  younger. 
   T  t  ■  a    * .  Now- 
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Now  Brother  King  farewell,  and  lie  you  fall, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwickj  other  Daughter, 

That  though  I  want  a  Kingdonie,yet  in  Marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. 
You  chat  love  me,  and  Warwick^,  follow  me. 

Exit  Clarence,  and  Somerfet  follows. 
Rich.  Not  I  : 

My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter : 
I  liay  not  for  the  love    Edward,  but  the  Crown. 

King.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to  Warwickj 

Yet  I  am  arm'cf  agp.inft  the  worft  can  happen : 
And  hade  is  needfull  in  this  defp'rate  cafe. 
Pembrool^and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  War ; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed  : 
My  .felf  in  perfon  will  ftraight  follow  you; 

Exit  Pembrpok^  and  Stafford. 
But  ere  I  go,  Haftings  and  Mount  ague 
Refolve  my  doubt :  you  twain  of  all  the  reft, 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  bloud,  and  by  allyancc : 

Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwich^moxt  then  me  ;  " 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  : 
I  rather  wi(h  you  foes,  then  hollow  friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  meaffurance  withfome  friendly  Vow, 
That  1  may  never  have  you  in  fufpecl. 

Lffloptnt.  So  God  help  OHouutague,  as  he  proves 
true.  !    ::<  I 

Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  favours  Edwards  caufe. 
King.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  ftand  by  us  ? 

"Rjfh.  I,  in  defpight  of  all  that  fhall  withftand  you. 
King.  Why  fo :  then  am  I  fure  of  Victory. 

Now  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  lofe  no  hour, 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  forrain  power. Exettnt. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  Oxford  in  England, 
with  French  Souldiers. 

Warw.  Truft  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well, 
The  common  people  by  numbers  fwarme  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 
But  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  comes: 

Speak  fuddenly,  my  Lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 
Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 
War.  Then  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick^, 

And  welcome  Somerfet :  I  hold  it  cowardize, 
To  reft  miffruftfull,  where  a  Noble  Heart 

Hath  pawn'd  an  open  Hand,  in  fign  of  Love: 
£lfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother, 
Were  but  a  fained  friend  to  our  proceedings : 
But  welcome  fweet  Clarence ,  my  daughter  fhall  be  thine. 
And  now,  what  refts  ?  but  in  Nights  Coverture, 

Thy  Brother  being  careleflely  encamp'd, 
His  Souldicrs  lurking  in  the  town  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  fimple  Guard, 
We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleafure, 
Our  Scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  eafie  : 
That  as  Ulyffes,  and  ftout  Diomede, 
With  Height  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rhefut  Tents, 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatall  Steeds ; 

So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  Nights  black  Mantle, 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edwards  Guard, 
And  feize  himfelf :  I  fay  not,  (laughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  fuiprizc  him. 
You  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 

Applaud  the  Name  of  Henry,  with  youv  Leader. They  ail  cry  Henry. 

Why  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  fort, 
For  Warwick^znd  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  Ge»rge. 

Exen\  i 

Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  KingsTcnt. 

1 .  Watch.Comt  on  my  Mafters,each  man  take  his  ftar 1  I 
The  King  by  this,  is  fet  him  down  to  fleep. 

2.  watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  Bed  ? 
1 .  Watch.  Why,  no :  for  he  hath  made  a  folcmn  VoL 

Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  Reft, 
Till  Warwick^,  or  himfelf,  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2.  Watch.  To  rsorrow  then  belike  fhall  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick^  he  fo  near  as  men  report. 

3 .  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  Noble  man  is  that, 
That  with  the  King  here  refteth  in  his  Tent  ? 

1 .  Watch.  'Tis.the  Lord  Haftings ,  the  Kings  chiefc 
friend. 

3 .  Wat  eh.  O,  is  it  fo?  but  why  commands  the  King>  | 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  Towns  about  him,  I 

While  he  himfelf  keeps  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2 .  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honor,  becaufe  the  more  datll 

gerous. 
3 .  Watch.  I,  but  give  me  worfhip,  and  quietneffe,  || 

I  like  it  better  then  a  dangerous  honor. 

If  WarwickYnew  in  what  f  fiate  he  ftands,- 
'Tisto  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

1 .  Watch.  Unlefte  our  Halberds  did  fhut  up  his  pa 
fagc. 

2 .  Watch.  I :  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  this  Royal  Ten 
But  to  defend  his  Perfon  from  Night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick. ,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet) 
and  French  Sonldiers, filent  alt. 

War.  This  is  his  Tent,  and  fee  where  (rands  his  Guarc 

Courage  my  Mafters :  Honor  now  or  never : 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  fhall  be  ours. 

1 .  Watch.  Who  goe*  there  ? 
2.  Watch.  Stay  or  thou  dyeft. 
Warwick^and  the  reft  cry  all,  Warwick^,  Warwick^ 
and  fet  upon  the  G  uard,who  ftye,crying,Arme,Armt 

Warwich^and  the  reft  following  them- 

The  E*  rum  play  ing,  and  Trumpet  founding. 
Enter  Warwick^,  Somerfet,  and  the  reft,  bringing  thi 

King  out  in  a  gown,  fitting  in  a  Chair  :  Richard 
and  Htftings  fives  over  the  Stage, 

Som.  What  are  they  that  flye  there  ? 
Warw.  Richard  and  Haftings ,  let  them  go ,  here  ii 

the  Duke. 

King  Edw.  The  Duke  ? 
Why  Warwick^,  when  we  parted, 
Thou  calPdft  me  King. 

Warw.  I,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd. 
When  you  difgrace'd  me  in  my  Embaffade, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  King, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  Tor^. 
Alas  how  fhould  you  govern  any  Kingdome, 

That  know  not  how  to  ufe  Embafladois, 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  Wife, 

Nor  how  to  ufe  your  Brothers  brotherly, 

Nor  how  to  ftudy  for  the  Peoples  Welfare, 

Nor  how  to  fhrowd  your  felf  from  Enemies  > 

King  Edw 
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K.  Edw.  Yea,  Brother  of  Clarence, 

ji  Art  thou  here  too  ? 
i  Nay  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  needs  muft  down, 

n.  L  Yet  Warwick^,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance, 

* '    Of  thee  thy  felf,  and  all  thy  Complices, 
fdward  will  alwayes  bear  himfelf  as  King: 

Though  Fortunes  mallicc  overthrow  my  State, 
;  My  mind  exceeds  the  compalTe  of  her  Wheel. 

War;  Then  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England:  Kin£ 

Takes  off  his  Crown. 

But  Henry  now  (hall  wear  the  Englifh  Crown, 
And  be  true  King  indeed  :  thou  but  a  (hadow. 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  at  my  requeft, 

See  that  forthwith  Duke  Edwardbz  convey'd 
Unto  my  Brother  Arch-Bifhop  of  Torh^: 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembrook^,  and  his  fellows, 
Tie  follow  you,  nnd  tell  what  anfwer 
he  wis  and  the  Lady  Bona,  fend  to  him. 
Now  for  a  while  farewell  good  Duke  of  Tork, 

They  lead  him  out  forcibly. 

K.  Ed.  What  Fates  impofe,that  men  muft  needs  abide; 

,1c  boots  not  to  refift  both  wind  and  tide.  Exeunt. 

Oxf.  What  now  remains  my  Lords  for  us  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  Souldiers  ? 

War.  I,  that's  the  fuft  thing  that  we  have  to  do, 
To  free  King  Henry  from  imprifonment, 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  Regal  Throne. Exit. 

Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Lady  Gray. 

i  I 

"Rjv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  change? 
Gray.  Why  Brother  River  s,zxz  you  yet  to  learn 

What  late  misfortune  is  befaln  King  Sdward} 
Riv.  What  ?  lolTe  of  fome  pitchc  battell 

Againft  Warwick^? 
Gra.  No,  but  the  lofleof  his  own  Royal  perfon, 
Riv.  Then  is  my  Soveraign  flain  ? 

Gray.  I  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifonerj 
Either  betrayed  by  falfhood  of  his  Guard, 

Or  by  his  Fere  furpriz'd  at  unawares : And  as  I  further  have  to  underftand. 

Is  new  committed  to  the  Bithop  of  Tork^ 
Fell  fVarwickj  brother,  and  by  that  our  Foe. 

Riv.  Thcfe  News  I  muft  confeiTe  are  full  of  grief, 
Yet  gracieus  Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may, 
fVarwicl^mzy  loofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Gray.  Till  then,  fair  hope  muft  hinder  lives  decay . 
And  I  the  rather  wain  me  from  dcfpair 
For  love  of  Edwards  Off-fpnng.in  my  womb: 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  my  paflfion, 
And  bear  with  Mildneffe  my  misfortunes  croffe : 
I,  I,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  (top  the  rifing  of  bloud-fucking  fighes, 
Leaft  with  my  fighes  or  tears,  I  blaft  or  drown 

King  Edwards  Fruit,  true  heir  to  th'Englifh  Crown. 
%iv.  But  Madam, 

Where  is  Warwick^  then  become  ? 

Gray.  I  am  inform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London, To  fet  the  Crown  once  move  on  Henries  head  : 

Guefle  thou  the  reft,  King  Edwards  hknd  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  Tyrants  violence, 
(Fortruft  not  him  chat  hath  once  broken  faith) 

I'le  hence  forthwith  unto  the  Sanctuary, 

To  lave  (at  leaft)  the  heir  of  Edwards  right  : 
There  (hall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud  : 
Come  therefore  let  us  flye,  while  we  may  flye, 

If  Warwick,  take  us,  we  are  lure  to  dye.  Exeunt. 

Enter  'Richard  ,  Lord  Hafiings  ,  and  Sir JVilliam  Stanley. 

>.  -,'■./, 
Rich.  Now  my  Lord  Hafiings,  and  Sir  will,  Stanley 

Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  tbjs  chicftft  Thicket  of  the  Park. 
Thus  ftands  the  cafe :  you  know  our  King,  my  Brother, 
Is  prifoner  Co  che  Bilhop  here,  ac  whofe  hands 
He  hach  good  ufage,  and  great  liberty, 
And  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 

I  have  advercis'd  him  by  fecret  means, 
That  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 

Under  the  colour  of  his  ufua I  game,  .   '  ?f 
He  Ihall  here  find  his  friends  with  Horfe  and  Men? 
To  fee  him  free  from  his  Captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  HuntfmAH with  him. 

Httnt.  This  way  ray  Lord, 

For  this  way  lies  the  Game. 

King  Edw,  Nay  this  way  man, 
See  where  the  Huntfmen  (land. 

Now  brother  of  Glofier,  Lord  Hafiings,  and  the  reftj 
Stand  you  thusclofe  to  fteal  the  Bilhops  Deer? 

Rich.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe,  requireth  haft, 

Your  horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  Park-corner, 
King  Edw.  But  whither  (hall  we  then  ? 
Hafi.  To  Lyn  my  Lord, 

And  (hip  ftom  thence  to  Glanders. 
Rich.  Well  gueft  believe  me/or  that  was  my  meaning. 

King.  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  require  thy  forwardnefle. 

'Rich.  But  wherefore  ftay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 

King  Edw.  Huntfman,  whatfay'ft  thou? Wilt  thou  go  along  f 

Hunt.  Better  do  fo,  then  tarry  and  be  hahg'd„ 
Rich.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha  no  more  ado. 
King  Edw.  Bifhop  farewell, 

Shield  thee  from  Warwicks  frown, 

And  pray  that  I  may  re-poflefle  the  Crown.  Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Henry  thefixth,  Clarence,  Warwic^ 
Somer fet,  young  Henry,Oxford,  Mount  ague, 

and  Lieutenant. 

King  Hen.  M.  Lieutenant,now  that  God  and  Friends 
Have  lhaken  Edward  from  the  Regal  feat, 

And  turn'd  my  captive  ftatc  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joyes, 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  Fees  ? 

L/V#.Subjec"cs  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  Sov'rains But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail* 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  Majefty. 

King  Hen.  For  what  Lieutenant  ?  For  well  ufing  me  ? 

Nay,  be  thou  fure,  I'le  well  req'ite  thy  kindnede; 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment,  a  pleafure : 
Ii  luch  a  pleafure,  as  meaged  Birds 
Conceive;  when  after  many  moody  Thoughts, 

At  laft,  by  Notes  of  Hotifhold  harmony, 

They  quite  rorget,  their  lofle  of  liberty. 
•      -   Tt-3-   Br* 
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But  Warwick^,  alter  God,  thou  let'ft  n  c  free, 
And  ch  cfly  therefore,  !  thank  God,  and  thccj 
He  wjs  the  Anchor,  thou  the  inftnument. 

Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  Fo'rtunes  fpight, 
Ty  living  low,  where  Fortune  cannot  hurt  me, 
And  that  the  people  of  this  bleffed  Land 
May  not  be  puniiVd  wi  ll  my  thwarting  ftarrs, 
Warwick.,  alchough  my  head  ftill  wear  the  down, 
!  here  refign  my  Government  to  thee, 
?or  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  hath  till]  been  fam'd  for  vertuous, 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  vertuous, 

3y  fpying  and  avoiding  Fortunes  malice, 

*or  few  men  rightly  temper  with,  the  Starrs: 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Grace, 

'For  chufing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. Clar.  No  Warwick  thou  ait  worthy  of  the  fway, 
To  whom  die  Heavens  in  thy  Nativity, 
Adjudg  d  an  Olive  Branch,  and  Lawrcll  Crownj 
As  likely  to  be  bleft  in  Peace  and  War : 
And  therefore  1  yield  thee  my  free  confenf. 

War.  And  I  choofe  Clarence  only  for  Protector. 

King.Warwick^and  Clarence ',givc  me  both  your  hands. 
Now  joyn  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts, 
That  no  diffention  hinder  Government : 

I  make  you  both  Protectors  of  this  Land, 
While  I  my  felf  will  lead  a  private  Life, 

And  in  devotion  fprnd  my  latter  day  es, 
To  fins  rebuke,  and  my  Creators  pralfei 

Warw.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Soveraignes 
will  ? 

Cla.  That  he  confents,  if  Warwick^yidd  coiifent, 
For  on  thy  fo»  tune  1  repofe  my  felf. 

Warw.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  muft  I  be  content: 

We'll  yoak  together,  like  a  double  fhadow 
To  Henries  Body, and  fupply  his  place; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  Government, 
While  he  enjoyesthe  honor,  and  his  cafe. 
And  Clarence,  now  then  is  it  more  then  needfull, 

Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronoune'd  a  Traitor, 
And  all  his  Lands  and  Goods  confiscated. 

Clar.  What  elle  ?  and  that  Succeffion  be  determined. 

War.  I,  therein  flarence  (hull  not  want  his  part. 
King.  But  with  the  fiifr,  of  all  your  chief  affairs, 

Let  me  intreat(for  I  command  no  more) 
That  Margaret  your  Queen,  and  my  Son  Edward, 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from.  France  with  fpeed  : 
For  till  I  fee  them  here,  by  dcubtfull  fear, 

My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 
Clar.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  Soveraign  ,  with  all  fpeed. 
King.  My  Lord  of  Somerset,  what  youth  is  that, 

Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Somer.  My  Liege ,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earle  of  Rich- 
mond. 

King.  Come  hitherj  England*  Hope : 

Layes  his  Hand  'on  his  Head 
If  fecret  Powers  fuggeft  but  truth 
To  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  Lad  will  prove  our  Countries  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peacefuIlMajefly, 

His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  Crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  Scepter,  and  himfelf 

Likely  in  time  to  blefle  a  Regal  Throne  *. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords ;  for  this  is  he 
Muft  help  you  more,  then  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Pofl. 

Warw.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 
Pofl.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  brother 

And  fled  (as  he  hears  fince)  tp  Burgundy. 
Warw.  Unfavory  news :  but  how  made  he  efcape  ? 
Pofl.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard,  Duke  oiGlofier And  the  Lord  Hatting*,  who  attended  him 

In  fecret  ambufh,  on  the  Forreft  fide, 

And  from  the  Bifhdps  Huntfmen  refcu'd  him : 
For  Hunting  was  his  daily  Excrcife. 

War.  My  Brother  was  too  carelcfTe  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  Soveraign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fore,  that  may  betide.  Exeunt 

Manet  Somer fet,  Richmond, and  Oxford. 

Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edwards  : 
For  doubtleffe,  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 

And  we  fhall  have  more  Wans  befor't  be  long. As  Henries  late  prefaging  Prophecy 

Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond: 
So  doth  my  heait  mif-give  me,  in  thefe  Confli^s 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  hai  me  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worft, 

Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Brittany, 
Till  ftormes be  paft  of  Ci vill  Enmity. 

Oxf.  I :  for  if  Edward  re-poffeffe  the  Crown, 
'Tis  like  that  Richmondjmth  the  reft,  fhall  down. 

Som.  It  fhall  be  fo :  he  fhall  to  Brittany. 

Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily.  Exeunt. 

Evter  Edward,  Richard,  Hafi'wgs and  Souldiers. 

Edw.  Now  brother  Richard ,  Lord  Hafiings  and  the 
Yet  thus  far  Fortune  maketh  usamends,  (rc^» 
And  fayes,  that  once  more  I  fhall  entei  change 
My  wained  ftate,  for  Henries  Regal  Crown. 

Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  re-pafs'd  the  Seas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 

What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
.  From  Ravenfpurgh  Haven,  before  the  Gates  of  Terk., 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  Dukedome  ? 

Rich.  The  Gates  made  faft  ? 

Brother,  I  like  not  this. 

For  many  men  that  ftumble  at  the  Threfhold, 

Are  well  fore-told,  that  danger  lurks  within. 
Edw.  Tufti  man,  aboadments  muft  not  now  affright  us  r 

By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muft  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Hast.  My  Liege  ,  Tie  knock  once  more  ,  to  fummon chem. 

Enter  on  the  Walls,the  Mayor  ofTorl^, 
and  his  Brethren. 

Mayor.  My  Lords. 
We  were  fore- warned  of  your  commingj 
And  fhut  the  Gates,  for  fafety  of  our  felvcs; 
For  now  we  owe  al legeance  unto  Henry. 

Edw.  But,  Mafter  Mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King. 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  leaft,  is  Duke  of  York..  / 

t^Mayor.  True ,  my  good  Lord  ,  I  know  you  for  no 
leffe. 

£</B\Why,and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  Dukedome, 
As  being  well  contentent  with  thac  alone. 

Rich. 
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He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  Body  follow. 
Hafl.  Why,  Mafter  Mayor,why  ftand  you  in  a  doubt? 

Open  the  Gates,  we  are  King  Henries  friends. 
Mayor.  I, fay  you  fo  ?  the  Gates  fhall  then  be  opened. 

He  defcends. 

Rich.  A  wifeftout  CaptaTn,  and  foon  perfwaded, 
HaJl.Thc  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  weie  well. 

|i  So  'twere  not  long  of  him  :  but  being  entred, 
f  1  doubt  not  I,  but  we  fhall  foon  pe:  fwade 
i  Both  him,  and  all  hii  Biotheis,  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  A4ayor,and  two  Aldermen. 

Edw.  So,  Mafter  Mayor :  thefe  Gates  muft  notbefhut, 
I  But  in  the  Night,  or  in  the  time  of  War. 
What,  fear  net  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  Keys, 

Takes  his  Keys. 

For  Edward  will  defend  the  Town,  and  thee, 
And  all  thofe  friends,  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

March.  Enter  Montgomery, with  Drum 
and  Souldiers. 

Rich.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  'John  Mountgomeryy 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefle  I  be  deceiv'd. 

Edwar.  Welcome  Sir  John  i  but  why  come  you  in 
Armes  ? 

Monnt.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  ftorm, 

As  every  loyal  Subject  ought  to  do. 
Edw.  Thanks  good  fJMonntgomery  : 

But  we  now  forget  the  title  to  the  Crown, 
And  onely  claim  our  Dukedome, 
Till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft. 

Mount.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again, 
I  came  to  fcrve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke : 

Drummer  ftrike  up,  and  Ictus  march  away. 
The  Drum  begins  to  March.. 

Edw.  Nay  ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while,  and  we'll  debate 
By  what  fafe  means  the  Crown  may  be  recovcr'd. 

Mount.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words, 

If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  your  felf  our  King, 
I'lc  leave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back,  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  fhall  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  Title? 

%[ch.  Why  Brother ,  wherefore  ftand  you  ©n  nice 

points  ? 
I    Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger, 
Then  we'll  make  our  Claim : 

Till  th  n,  'tis  wifdome  to  conceal  our  meaning. 
Hast.  Away  with  fcrupulous  Wit ,  now  Armes  muft 

rule. 

Rich.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  Crowns. 

Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand, 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will :  for  'tis  my  right, 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  Diadem. 

Mount.  I,  now  my  Soveraign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf, 
And  now  will  I  be  Edwards  Champion. 

Hafl. Sound  T\vmpct,Edward  fhall  be  here  proclaim'd: 
Come,  fellow  Souidier,  make  thou  Proclamation. 

Flourish.  Sound. 
Soul.  Edward  the  Fourth,  by  the  Grace  of  God,  King 

of  England  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Mount. And  whofoe're  gamfayes  King  Edwards  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fingle  fight.  1 

Throws  down  his  Gantlet. 

All,  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth. 

Edw.   f  hanks  brave  Montgomery. 
And  thanks  unco  you  all : 
If  foi  tune  fcrve  me,  lie  requite  this  kindneffe. 

Now  for  this  Night,  let's  harbor  here  in  Torl^: 
And  when  the  Morning  Sun  fhall  raife  his  Car- 
Above  the  Border  of  this  Horizon, 

We'll  forward  towards  Warwick^,  and  his  Mates  ; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  Souidier, 
Ah  froward  Clarence,  how  evill  it  befecmsthec, 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  foifake  thy  Brother? 

Yet  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick^, Come  on  brave  Souldiers :  doubt  not  of  the  Day, 
And  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  Pay.  Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King,  Warwick^,  Mount  ague,  Clarence 
Oxford,  andSomerfet. 

War.  What  counfell,  Lords?  Edward  from  Beigla^ 
With  hart  y  Ge>  manes,  and  blunt  Hollanders. 

Hach  pafs'd  infafety  through  the  Narrow  Seas, 
And  with  histroups  doth  march  amain  to  London, 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

King.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. alar.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

Which  being  fufVer'd,  Rivers  cannot  quench. War.  In  Warwickshire  I  have  true-hearted  fiiends 
Not  mutinous  in  Peace,  yet  bold  in  War, 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up  :  and  thou  Son  (Clarence 
Shalt  ftir  up  in  Sufol^,  Norfolk^,  and  in  Kent 
The  Kn  ights  and  Gentlemen,  to  come  with  thee. 
Thou  brother  Msuntague,  and  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Lelcefierfhlre  lhalt  find 

Men  well  indin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command' ft 

And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd,' 
In  Oxfordshire  fhalt  mufter  up  thy  friends. 
My  Soveraign,  with  the  loving  Citizens, 
Like  to  his  Ifland,  giit  with  the  Ocean, 
Or  inodeft  Dvan,  circled  with  her  Nymphs ; 
Shall  reft  in  London,  til!  we  come  to  him  : 
Fair  Lords  take  leave,  and  ftand  not  to  reply. 
Farewell  my  Soveraign. 

King.  Farewell  my  HeBor,am\  my  Troyes  true  hope. 
Clar.  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kiffe  your  Highnefle  hand. 
King.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate. 
Mount.  Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
Oxf.  And  thus  I  feal  my  tiuth,  and  bid  adieu. 

King.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Mount  a^ne^ 
And  all  at  once,  once  m  >re  a  happy  farewell. 

War.  Farewell,  fweet  Lords,  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 
Exeunt. 

King.  Here  at  the  Pallace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  Lordfhip  ? 
Me  thinks,  the  Power  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exet.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  willfeduce  the  reft. 

KlngK  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me  famr: 
I  have  not  ftopt  mineears  to  their  demands, 
N01  pofted  of  their  funs  with  flow  delayes, 

My  piety  ha*h  been  balm  to  heal  their  wou/ids, 
My  n  ildneffe  bath  allayd  their  fwelling  griefs,: 

My  nrrcy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears. I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 

Nor  much  oppreft  them  with  great  fubiidies, 

Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much'err'd.' 
Then  why  fhould  they  love  Edward  mc>re:hcn  me  ?  \ 

No  Exeter  thefe  G  races  challenge  Grace :  1 And 
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And  when  cue  Lion  fawns  upon  che  Lamb, 
The  Lamb  will  never  ccafe  to  follow  him, 

Shout  wit  hi ny  A  Lane  aft  cry  A  Lane  after. 

Exe.  Heaik,  hcark,  my  Loid,  whac  Shouts  arc  thefe  ? 

Enter  Edward  and  his  Souldiers. 

Edw.  Seize  on  the  fhamefae'd  Henry ,  bear  him  hence, 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England. 
You  are  the  Fount,  that  make  fmall  Brooks  to  flow, 

Now  flops  thy  fpring,  my  Sea  fhall  fuck  them  dry, 
And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher,  by  their  ebbe. 
rience  with  him  to  the  Tower,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

Exit  with  King  Henry. 

And  Lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  ourcourle, 

Where  peremptory  Warwick,  now  remains: 
The  Shun  fhincs  hot,  and  if  we  life  delay, 

Cold  biting  Winter  mans  our  hop'd-for  Hay. 
Rich.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  joyn, 

And  take  the  great-grown  Traitor  unawares : 
Brave  Warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Warwick.,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  two 

Mejf '.ngersy  and  others  upon  the  Walls. 

War  .Where  is  the  Poft  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford} 

How  far  hence  is  thy  Lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 
Mef.  i.  By  this  at  Dunfntorey  marching  hitherward. 
War.  How  far  off  is  our  Brother  Mountague  > 

Where  is  the  Poft  that  came  from  Mountague  ? 
Mef.  1.  By  this  at  Daintryy  with  a  puiflant  troop. 

Enter  Somervile. 

War.  Say  SomerviUy  whatfayes  my  loving  Son  ? 
And  by  thy  gueffe,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.  Ac  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces^ 

And  do  expect  him  herefome  two  hours  hence. 
War.  Then  Clarence  s  at  hand,  I  hear  his  Drum. 

Somer.  It  is  not  his,  my  Lord, here  Southam  lies : 
The  Drum  your  Honor  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick^-, 

War.  Who  fhould  that  be  ?  belike  unlook'd  for  friends. 
Somer.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  fhall  quickly  know. 

March.  Flour  ijb.  Enter  Edward,  Richard, 
and  Rouldiers. 

Edw.  Go,  Trumpet,  to  the  Walls,  found  a  Parle. 
Rich.  Se  how  the  furly  Warwick^,  mans  the  Wall. 
War.  Oh  unbid  fpigbt,  is  fportfull  Edward  come  ? 

Where  flept  our  Scouts,  or  how  are  they  fedue'd, 
That  we  could  here  no  news  of  his  repair. 

Edw.  Now  Warwick  wilt  thou  ope  the  City  Gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  Knee, 
Call  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  Mercy, 
And  he  fhall  pardon  thee  thefe  Outrages  ? 

War.  Nay  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
'Confelle  who  fet  thee  up,and  pluckt  thee  down, 
Call  Warwick^  Patron,  and  be  penitent, 
And  thou  fhalt  ftill  remain  the  Duke  of  York,. 

Rich.  I  thought  at  leaft  he  would  have  (aid  the  Kins, 

Or  did  he  make  the  Jeft  againft  his  will  ? 
War.  Is  not  a  Dukedome,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 

Rich.  I,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earle  to  give, 
Tie  do  theefervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

Warw.  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  Kingdome  to  thy  Bro- ther. 

Edw.  Why  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwickj  gift. 

/     War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  pieat  a  wci°ht : 
And  Weakling,  Warwick^  takes  his  gift  again, 

And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warwick^h'is  Subject. Edw.  But  Warwickj  King  is  Edwards  Prifoner : 
And  gallant  Warwick  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  Body,  when  the  head  is  off  ? 

Rich.  Alas,  that  Warwickhzd  no  more  fore-caft 
But  whiles  he  thought  to  fteal  the  fingle  Ten, 

The  King  wasflily  finger'd  from  the  Deck  : 
You  left  poor  Henrys  the  Bifhops  Pallace, 
And  ten  to  one  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

Edw.  'Tis  even  fo,  yet  you  are  Warwick,,  (till. Rich.  Come  Warwick, , 

Take  the  time,  kneel  down,  kneel  down  : 
Nay  when :  ftrike  now,  or  elfethc  Iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other,  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Then  bear  fo  low  a  fay  1,  to  ftrike  to  thee. 

Edw.  Sayl  how  thou  canft, 
Have  Wind  and  Tide  thy  friend, 
This  hand,  faft  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  Sentence  with  thy  bloud, 
Wind-changing  Warwick_novi  can  change  no  more. 

Enter  Oxfcrdy  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  Oh  chcarfull  Colours,  fee  where  Oxford  Comes. 
Oxf.  Oxfordy  Oxfordy  for  Lancafter. 
Rich.  The  Gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
Edw.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs. 

Stand  we  in  good  array:  for  they  no  doubt 
Will  iflue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battel! ; 

If  riot,  the  City  being  but  of  fmall  defence, 

We'll  quickly  rowze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 
War.  Oh  welcome  Oxfordy  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Mountaguey  -with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Mount.  Mountaguey  Mount  ague,  for  Lancafter. 
Rich.  Thou  and  thy  Brother  both  fhall  buy  this  trcafon 

Even  with  the  dcareft  bloud  your  bodies  bear. 

Edw.  The  harder  match'd,the  greater  Viftory, 
My  mind  prefageth  happy  gain,  and  Conqueft. 

Enter  Somerfet,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Som.  Somer f  rt,  Somer f rr,  for  Lancafter. 

%lch.  Two  of  thy  Name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet, 
Have  fold  their  Lives  unto  the  Houfe  of  7V^_, 

And  thou  fhalt  be  the  third ,  if  this  Sword  hold. 

Enter  Clarence, -with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  And  loe,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps  along 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  Battell  : 
With  whom,  an  upright  zeal  to  right,  prevails 
More  then  the  nature  of  a  Brothers  love. 
Come  Clarence,  come :  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick^  call. 

CUr.  Father  of  Warwick^  know  you  what  this  means? 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee: 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  Fathers  Houfe, 
Who  gave  h:s  bloud  to  lyme  the  ftones  together, 

And  fet  up  Lancafter.  Why,  troweft  thou,  Warwick,^ 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harfh,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  War 
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Againft  his  brother, and  his  lawfull  King. 
Perhaps  thou  wile  object  my  holy  Oath  : 
.To  keep  that  Oach,  were  more  impiety, 

j  Then  ]epthahtw\\tn  he  facrifie'd  his  Daughter. 
Iam  fo  forry  for  my  Trefpasmade, 
That  to  defervc  well  a:  my  brothers  hands, 

:  I  I  here  proclaim  my  felfthy  mortal  foe: 

With  refolution,  wherefoe're  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thec,  if  thou  ftir  abroad) 

To  plague  tlaee  for  thy  foul  mis-leading  me. 
And  fo,  proud-hearted  Warwick^*  I  defie  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blufhing  Cheeks. 
,Pardon  me  Edward,!  will  make  amends: 

{And  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconftant. 

Edw.  Now  vvelcome  more,and  ten.  times  more  befov'd 
Then  if  thou  never  had'ft  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Rich.  Welcome  good  Clarence^  diis  is.Brother-like. 

War.  Oh  paffing  Traitor,  perjur'd  and  unjuft. 
Edw.  What  Warwick., 

\  Wilt  thou  leave  the  Town^  and  fight  ? 
jQr  fhall  we  beat  the  Stones  about  thine  Ears  ? 

War*.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  preferitly, 

And  bid  thee-Battell,  Edward,\i thou  dar'ft. 
|    Edw,  Yes  Warwick.,  Edward  dares,and  leads  the  way: 
Lords  to  the  field  :  Saint  George  ,and  Victory.  Exeunt. 

Martch.  Warwick.  And  his  company  follows. 

Alarum,  And  Bxcurjions.  Inter  EdwArd  bringing 
forth  Warwickj»onnded. 

.  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there  :  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear, 

For  Warwick^^s a  Bug  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now  Mount  ague  fit  fa  ft,  I  feek  for  thee, 
That  Warwick*  Bones  may  keep  thine  companie. Exit. 

War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me, friend,  or  foe, 
.And  tclf  me  who  is  Victor,  Toi\,  or  Warwickj  . 

Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  fhews, 

My  bloud,  my  want  of  ftrength,  my  fick  heart  (hews,' 
That  I  muft  yield  my  body  to  the  Earth,  ' 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  Cedar  to  the  Axes  edge, 
Whofe  Armesgave  fhelter  to  the  Princely  Eagle, 
.Under  whofe  fhade  the  ramping  Lion  flept, 

Whofe  top-branch  over-peer'd  Joves  fpreading  tree, 
I  And  kept  low  Shrubs  from  Winters  pow'rfull  wind. 

ThefcEyes,  that  now  are  dim'd  with  Deaths  black  Veyl, 
Have  been  as  pieicingas  the  Mid-day  Sun, 
To  feajxh  the  fecret  Treafons  of  the  world  : 

The  wrindes  in  my  Brows,  now  fill'd  with  blond, 
Were  hk'ned  oft  to  Kingly  Sepulchers  : 
For  who  liv'd  King,  but  I  could  dig  his  Grave  ? 
And  who  durft  fmile,  when  WarwickjozviX.  his  Brow  ? 

Loe,  now  my  Glory  fmear'd  induftand  bloud, 
My  Parks,  my  Walks,  my  Mannors  that  I  had, 
Even  now  forfake  me  ;  and  of  all  my  Lands, 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  bodies  length. 

Why,  what  is  Pomp,  Rule,  Reign,  but  Earth  and  Duft  } 
And  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  muft. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerfet. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick.-,  Warwick.,  wert  thou  as  we  are, 
We  might  recover  all  our  Loffe  again : 
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The  Queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puiifant  power 

Even  now  we  heard  the  news,  ah,  could'it  thouflye. 
Warw.  Why  then  I  would  notflye.  Ah  Mountaguc, 

If  thou  be  there,  Tweet  brother,  take'my  hand, 
And  with  thy  Lips  keep  in  my  foul  awhile. 

Thou  lov'ft  me  not:  for,  brother^  if  thou  didft, 
Thy  tears  would  wafh  this  cold  congealed  bloud, 

That  glews  my  Lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 

Ccm'c  quickly  Mountague,  or  I  am  dead. 
Som:  Ah  Warwick.,  Mount  ague  Vzx\\  breath'd  hislaft, 

And  to  the  lateft  gafpe,cry'd  cut  for  Warwick,: 
And  faid  commend  me  to  my  valiant  Brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid,  and  more  he  fpoke, 
Which  founded  like  a  Cannon Jn  a  Vault, 

That  mought  not  bediftinguifh'd :  but  at  laft, 
I  well  might  hear,  delivered  with  a  groan, 
0  farewell  Warwick^. 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  foul:  \  , 

Flye  Lords,  and  fave  your  felves, 
For  Warwickjoids  you  all  farewell,to  meet  in  heaven., 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  Queens  great  power. 
Here  they  bear  away  his  body.  Exeunt 

Flourifh.  Enter  King  Edward  iv  triumph,  with 

Richard ',  Clarence,  and  the  refi. 
King.  Thus  far  pyr  fortune  keeps  an  upward  courfe, 

And  we  are  grae'd  with  wreaths  of  Victory : 
But  in  the  midft  of  this  bright-fhihingDay, 
1  fpyea  black  fufpicious  threatning  Cloud, 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  Sun, 
'E're  he  attain  his  eafefull  Wcftern  Bed: 

I  mean,  my  Lords,  thofe  powers  that  the  Queen 

Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arrived  our  Coaft, 
And,  as  wc  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar.  A  iittle  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  Cloudy 
And  blow  it  to  the  Source  from  whence  it  came, 

Thy  very  Beams  will  dry  thofe  Vapours  up, 

For  every  Cio'id  engenders  not  a  Storm. 
Rich.  Tiie  Queen  is  valued  thirty  thoufand  ftrong, 

And  Somerfet,vuz\\  Oxford,  fled  to  her  : 

If  fhe  bith  time  to  breath,  be  well  aflur'd 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

King.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends. 
That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  toward  Tewkjbury, 
We  having  now  the  beft  at  Barnet  field, 

Will  thither  ftraight,  for  willingnefle  rids  way,' 
And  as  we  martch,  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented  °. 
,In  every  County  as  we  go  along, 
Strike  up  the  Drum,  cry  courage,  and  away.  Exeunt. 

Match.  Enter  the  Queen,  yomgEdward^ 
Sonterfet,  Oxford,  and 

Souldiers.  -  jj 

O.  Great  Lords,  wife  men  ne're  fit  and  wail  their  loffe 
But  chearly  feek  how  to  redreffe  their  harms. 

What  though  the  Maft  be  now  blown  over-board,, 
The  Cable  broke,  the  holding-Anchor  loft, 

And  half  our  Sailors  fwallow'd  in  thefioud? 

Yet  lives  our  Pilot  ftill.    Is't  meet,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  Helm,  and  like  a  fcarfutl  Lad, 

With  tearfull  Eyes  adde  water  to  the  Sea, 

And  give  more  ftrength  to  that  which  hath  too  much. 
Whiles  in  his  moan,  the  Ship  fplits  on  the  Rock, 

Which  induftry  and  Courage  might  have  fav'd  > 
Ah  what  a  fhame,  ah  what  a  fault  were  this. 

Say  Warwick.wzs  our  Anchor :  what  of  that? 
...  ,      •  And 



506 
The  third  part  of  Kjng  Henry  the  Sixth. 

And  Alottntague  our  cop-Malt :  what  of  him  ? 

Om  fjaijglw'rfd  friends,  the  Tackles  ■  what  of  thefe? 
Why  is  not  Oxford  hei  e ,  another  Anchor  ? 
And  ̂ awf^/Vr,  another,  goodly  Mart  ? 
The  friends  of  France  om  Shrowds  and  Tacklings? 

And  though  unskilful!,  why  not  Ned  and  I, 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful!  Pilots  Charge  ? 
We  will  notfrom  the  Helm,  to  he  and  weep, 
But  keep  our  Com  fc  (though  the  rough  Wind  fay  no) 
From  Shelves  and  Rocks-,  that. threaten  us  with  Wrack. 
As  good  to  chide  the  Waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
And  what  is  Edwttrd,  but  a  ruthleffe  Sea  ? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  Quick- fand  of  Deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  raged  fatal  Rock  ? 
All  thefc,  thC.Encmies  to  our  poor  Bark. 

Say  you  can  fwim,  alas  'tis  but  a  while  : 
Tread  on  the  Sand,  why  there  you  quickly  fink* 
Bcfrride  die  Rock,  the  Tyde  will  walli  you  off, 

Or  elle  you  famifh,  that's  a  three-fold  Death. 
This  lpeak  I  (Lords)  to  let  you  underftand, 
If  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  flye  from  us, 

1  hat  there's  no  hop'd-tor  Mercy  wich  the  Brothers, 
More  then  with  ruthleffe  Waves,  with  Sands  and  Rocks. 

Why  couiagc  then,  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
Twere  childifh  weaknefle  to  lamsnt,  or  fear. 

Prin.  Me  thinks  a.  Woman  of  thisTvaliant  fpirif, 
Should, if  a  Coward  beard  her  fpeak  theie^Words!, 
Infufe  his  Brcaft  with  Magnanimity,  i  >r!j 
And  make  him,  naked,  foyl  a  marl  at  arrncs. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here :  wii 
For  did  I  but  fufpcfl  a  feaifull  man, 
He  fhould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes, 
Leaft  in  our  need  lie  might  infect  another, 
And  make  himof  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 

Is  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid, 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  Children  of  fo  high  a  courage, 

And  Warriors  faint,  why  'cwere  perpetual  fhame, 
Oh  brave  young  Prince:  thy  famous  Grandfather 

Doth  live  again  in  thee  ;  long  ma y'ft  thou  live, 
To  bear  his  Impge,  and  renew  his  Glories.  & 

Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 
Go  home  to  Bed,  and  like  the  Owle  by  day, 
If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wondred  at. 

Que.  Thanks  gentle  Somerset,  fweet  Oxford  thanks. 
Prin.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  clfe. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Prepare  you  Lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Ready  to  fight :  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf.  I  thought  no  leffe  :  it  is  his  Policy, 
To  haft  thus  fall,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readineffe. 
Qu.  This  chears  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forwardncfTe. 
Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  Battell,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

March.  Enter  Edward,  Richard,  Clarence, 
and  Souldiers. 

Edw. Brave  followers,yonder  ftandsthe  thorny  Wood 
Which  by  Heavens  affiftance,  and  your  fticngth, 

Muft  by  the  Roots  be  hew'n  up  yet  ere  Night. 
I  need  not  addc  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 
For  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze, to  burn  them  out: 
Give  fignalto  the  fight,  and  to  it  Lords. 

Qu.  Lords,Knights,and  Gentlemen,  what  fhould  Hay 
My  tears  gain-fay  <  for  every  word  I  fpeak, 
Ye  fee  I  drink  the  water  of  my  eye. 
Therefore  no  more  but  this :  Henry  your  Sovereign 

Is  Prifoner  to  the  Foe,  his  State  uiurp'd, 
His  Realm  a  flaughter-houfe,  his  Subjects  flain, 
His  Statutes  cancel'd,  and  his  Treafure  fpent : 
And  yonder  is  the  Wolf,  that  makes  this  fpoyl. 
You  fight  in  Juftice  >  then  in  Gods  Name,  Lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 

Alarum,  Retreat,  Excursions.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Edward,  Richard,  Queen,  Clarence, 
Oxford,  Somerfet. 

Edw.  Now  here's  a  period  of  tumultuous  Broyls. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hames  Caftle  ftraight  : 
Fofc  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  Head. 
Go  bear,  them  hence,  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 

Oxf.  For  my  part,  Pie  not  trouble  thee  with  wprds* 
Som.  Nor  I ,  but  ftoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune^ 

^  "'  ,  Exeunt. Que.  So  part  we  ladly  in  this  troblous  World, 
To  meet  with  Joy  in  fweet  Jerufalem.  ■ 

Edw.  Is  Proclamation  made, That  who  finds  Edward 
Shall  have-a  high  Reward,  anil  he  his  Life  ? 
•  Mich.  It  is,  and  loe  where  youthfull  Edward  comes. 

■ 

Enter  the  'Prince. 
.  .m  lit* 

Edw.  Bring  forth-the  Gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpeak. 
What  ?  can  fo  young  a  Thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
EdwardjYihzt  fatisfacTion  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  Armes,  for  ftirring  up  my  fuojedb, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  haft  turn'd  me  to  ? 

Prin.  Speak  like  a  SubjecT,  proud  ambitious  York.. 
Suppofe  that  I  am  now  my  Fathers  Mouth, 

Refign  thy  Chair,  and  where  I  ftand  kneel  thou, 
Whil'ftl  propofethe  felf-fame  words  to  thee, 
Which  (Traitor)  thou  would 'ft  have  me  anfwer  to. 

Que.  Ah,  that  thy  Father  had  been  fo  refolv'd. 
'Rich.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  Petticoat, 

And  ne're  have  ftoln  the  Breech  from  Lancafier. 
*Prin.  Let  ts£fof  fable  in  a  Winters  Night, 

His  Currifh  Riddles  forts  not  with  this  place. 
Rich.  By  Heaven  ,  B:at,  Pie  plague  ye  for  that  word. 
Que.  I  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
Rich.  For  Gods  fake,  take  away  this  Captive  Scold. 

Princ.  Nay ,  take  away  this  fcolding  Crook-back , rather. 

Edw.  Peace  wilfull  Boy,  or  I  will  charm  your  tongue. 

Clar.  Untutor'd  Lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 
Prin.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  all  undutifull : 

Lifcivious£</j»><<rrf,and  thou  perjur'd  George, 
And  thou  mif-fhapen  Dicl^,  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  Traitors  as  ye  are. 

And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  Fathers  right  and  mine. 
Edw.  Take  that,  the  likeneffe  of  this  Rayler  here. Stabs  him 

Rich.  Sprawl'ft  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. Rich.  Stabs  him. 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 
Clar.  St  ah  htm. 

Que.  Oh,  kill  me  too. 
Rich.  Marry,  and  fhall.  Offers  to  kill  her. 
Edw,  Hold,  Richard,  hold,for  we  have  done  too  much. 

Rich. 
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%ich.  Why  ihould  we  live ,  to  till  die  World  with 
words  ? 

Ediv.  What  ?  doth  ihe  fwoun  ?  ufe  means  for  her  re- 
covery. 

Rich.  Clarence  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  Brother : 

I'le  hence  to  London  on  a  fcrious  matter, 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  dire  to  hear  tome  news. 

Clar.  What?  what? 
Rich,  Tower,  the  Tower.  ,  Exit. 
Qu.  Oh  Ned ,  fweet  Ned,  fpeak  to  thy  Mother  Boy. 

Can  ft  thou  not  fpeak  ?  O  Traitors ,  Murtherers  • 

They  that  ftabb'd  Cafar,  fried  no  bloud  at  all : 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  Blame, 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  cquall  it. 
He  was  a  Man  ;  this  (in  refpedt)  a  Child, 

And  Men,  ne're  fpend  their  fury  on  a  Child. 
What's  worfe  then  Murtherer,  that  I  may  name  it 
No,  no,  my  heart  will  burft,  and  if  I  fpeak, 
And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  Villains,  bloudy  Canniballs, 
How  fweet  a  Plant  have  you  untimely  cropt : 
You  have  no  children  (Butchers)  if  you  had, 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftir'd  up  remorfe ; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  Child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off. 

As  deathfmen  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  Prince. 
Ki vg.  Away  wkh  her,  go  bear  her  hence  perforce. 
Qu.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here : 

Here  ineath  thy  fword,  I'le  pa:  don  thee  my  death : 
What  ?  wilt  thou  not  ?  Then  Clarence  do  it  thou. 

flar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe. 
Qu.  Good  Clarence  do,  fweet  Clarence  do  thou  it. 
Clar.  Did'ft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it? 
Qu.  I  but  thou  ufeft  to  forfwear  thy  fclf. 

'Twas  fin  before,  but  now  'c is  Charity, 
What  wilt  thou  not?where  is  rhat  devils  butcher  Richard, 

Hard  favour'd  Richard  ?  "Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here  ;  Murth^r  is  thy  Atmsdecd. 

Petitioner  for  Bloud,  thou  ne're  pul'ft  back. 
Edm>.  Away  I  fay,  I  charge  ye  bear  her  hence. 
Qu.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  this  Prince. 

Exit  Queen., 

Edx».  Where's  Richard  gone.  + 
Cla.  To  London  all  in  poft,and  as  I  gueffe, 

To  make  a  bloudy  Supper  in  the  Tower? 

Edrp.  He's  hidden  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head, 
Now  inarch  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 

With  Pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  lee  our  gentle  Queen  how  well  fhe  fares, 
By  this  (I  hope)  fhe  hath  a  Son  for  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Henry  the Jixth,  and  Richard,  with  the  Lieute- 
nant an  the  Watts. 

"Rjch.  Good  day  ,  my  Lord  ,  what  at  your  Book  fo hard  ? 

Hen.  I  my  good  Lord  :  my  Lord  I  fhould  fay  rather, 

*Tis  fin  to  flatter,  Good  was  little  better : 
Good  Glofter,  and  Good  devi  11,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepofterous:  therefore,  not  Good  Lord. 

Rich.  Sirrha,leave  us  to  our  felves,  we  muft  confer. 

Hen.  So  flyes  the  wreaklefs  fhepherd  from  the  Wolf : 
So  firft  the  harmlefle  Sheep  doth  yield  his  Fleece, 
And  next  his  Throat  unto  the  butchers  Knife. 

What  Scene  of  death  hath  RoJJius  now  to  zSt  ? 

Rich.  Sufpition  alwayes  haunts  the  guilty  mind, 

The  Thief  d.oih  fear  each  bulh  an  Officer. 

Hen.  The  Bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  buffi; 
With  trembling  wings  rnifdowbteth  every  bufh  ; 
And  I  the  hclpleiTe  Male  to  one  fweet  Bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  Object  in  my  eye, 

Where  my  poor  young  was  limb  d,  was  caught,  and  kild„ 
%ich.  Why  what  a  peevifh  Fool  was  that  of  Greet, 

That  taught  his  Son  the  olfice  of  a  Fowl, 

And  yet  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 
Hen.  I  Dedalxs,  my  poor  Boy  learnt , 

Thy  Father  Minos,  that  dehi'd  our  courfe, 
The  Suri  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  Boy. 
Thy  Brother  Edward,and  thy felf,  the  Sea 
Whofe  envious  Gulf  did  f wallow  up  his  life  : 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  Weapon,  not  with  words, 
My  breft  can  better  brook  thy  Daggers  point, 
Then  can  my  ears  that  Tragick  Hitiory. 

But  wherefore  doff  thou  come  ?  Is't  for  my  Life  ? 
Rich.  Think'ft  thou  I  am  an  Executioner .? 
Hen.  A  perfeeutor  I  am  fure  thou  art, 

If  murthering  Innocents  be  Executing, 
Why  then  thou  art  an  Executioner. 

Rich.  Thy  Son  I  kill'd  for  his  preemption. 
Hen.  Hadft  thou  bin  kill'd  when  firft  thou  didft  pte- 

Thou  had'ft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  Son  of  mine :  (fume, 
And  thus  I  prophefie  that  many  a  thoufandj 
Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 

And  many  an  oid  mansfigh,  and  many  a  Widows, 
And  many  an  Orphans  water-ftanding-eye, 
Men  for  their  Sons,  Wives  for  their  Husbands  fate, 
And  Orphans,  for  their  Parents  timelefs  death, 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 

The  Owle  fhriek'd  at  chy  birth,  ari  evill  fign^ 
The  Night-Crow  cry'd,  aboding  lucklcfte  time, 

Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempefl  fhook  down  trees  : 
The  Raven  rook'd  her  on  the  Chimnies  top, 
And  chatt'ring  Pies  in  difmal  Difcords  fung: 
Thy  Mother  felt  more  then  a  Mothers  pain, 

And  yet  brought  forth  IefTe  then  a  Mothers  hope, 
To  wit,  an  indigefted  deformed  lump, 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  had'ft  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  was'tborn, 
To  fignifie,  thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  world : 
And  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

Thou  cam'ft  
Rich.  I'le  hear  no  more  : 

Die  Prophet  in  thy  fpeech,  Stabs  him. 

For  this(among'ft  the  reft)  was  I  ordain'd. 
Hen.  I,  and  for  much  more  (laughter  after  this, 

O  God  forgive  my  fins,  and  pardon  thee.  Dies. 
Rich.  What  ?  will  the  afpiring  bloud  of  Lancafier 

Sink  in  the  ground  ?  \  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  Kings  death. 
0  may  fuch  purple  teais  be  alway  fned 
From  thofe  that  wi(h  the  downfall  of  eur  houfe. 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell,  arid  fay  I  fent  thee  thither.  , 
Stabs  him  again, 

1  that  have  neither  pitty,love,  nor  fear. 

Indeed  'cis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of: 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  Mother  fay, 

I  came;  irtto  the  world  with  my  Legs  for\vard. 
Had  I  not  reafon  (think  ye)  to  make  haft, 

And  feek  their  Ruine,  that  ulurp'd  our  Right  ? 
The  Midwife  wondcr'd,  and  the  Women  cride 
O  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth, 

_  -  -  And 
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And  lo  I  was,  which  plainly  (igivfied, 
That  I  fliottld  fnarle,nnd  bice,  and  play  the  dog : 

Then  fince  the  Heavens  have  fhap'd  my  body  lb, 
Let  hell  mr>ke  crook 'd  my  Mind  to  anfwerit. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother: 

And.  this  word  [Love|  which  Gray -beards  call  Divine, 
Be  refident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me :  I  am  my  felt  alone. 

Clarence  beware,  thou  kecp'ft  me  from  the  light, 
But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee: 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  Prophefics, 
That  Edward  fhall  be  feaifull  of  his  life, 

And  then  to  purge  his  fear,  Pie  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  and  the  Prince  his  fon  are  gone, 
Clarence  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  reft, 

Counting  nry  felf  but  bad,  till  I  be  bell. 
Pie  throw  thy  body  in  another  room, 

And  triumph  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  Doom.  Exit , 

Enter  King,  Qneen,  Clarence,  Richard^  Haftings, 
Nnrfe,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Once  more  we  fit  in  Englands  Royal  Throne, 

Re-purchac'd  with  the  bioud  of  Enemies : 
What  valiant  Foe-men ,  like  to  Autumns  Corn, 

Have  we  mow'd  down  in  tops  of  all  their  pride .? 
Three  Dukes  of  Samerfet,  threefold  Renown, 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  Champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  two  NorthnmherUnds  I  two  braver  men, 

Ne're  fpurr'd  their  Couriers  at  the  Trumpets  found. 
With  them,  the  two  brave  Bears,  Warwick^  and  Mottftta- 

That  in  their  Chains  fctter'd  the  Kingly  Lion,  (g**e, 
And  made  the  Forreft  tremble  when  they  roar*d. 

i  hus  have  we  fwept  Sufpkion  from  our  Seat, 
And  made  our  footftool  of  Security. 
Come  hither  Be(Z,  and  let  me  kiffe  my  Boy : 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  Uncles,  and  my  fclf 
Have  in  our  armors  watch'd  the  Winter  night, Went  all  afoot  in  Summers  fcalding  heat, 

That  thou  might'ft  repoffefle  the  Crowne  in  peace 
And  of  our  Labours  thou  fhalt  reap  the  °ain.  ' 

Rich.  Tie  blaft  his  harveft,  if  your  head  'were  laid 
For  I  yet  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  fhoulderwas  ordain'd  fo  thick ,  to  heave 
And  heave  it  fhall  fome  waight,  or  break  my  back 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  fhall  execute. 

King.  Clarence  and  Glofter,  love  my  lovely  Queen 

And  kiffe  your  Princely  Nephew  Brothers  both.  * 
Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  your  Maj'efty 

I  Seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  Babe.  * King.  Thanks  Noble  C/*rrwr,worthy  brotherthank* 
Ri.  And  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thou  fprangTt 

WitncfTe  the  loving  kiffe  I  give  the  Fruit: 
To  fay  che  truth,  fo  Jptdai  kift  his  mafier, 
And  cryed  all  hail,  when  as  he  meant  all  harm. 

King.  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delbhts* Having  my  Countries  peace,  and  brothers  loves. 
Clar. What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margaret 

Reynard  her  Father,  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jeritfalem^ And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfome. 

King.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  Trance: 
And  now  what  refls,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  Stately  Triumphs,  mirthfull  Comickfhews 
Such  as  befits  the  plealure  of  the  Court. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  farewell  fowre  annoy, 
For  here  I  hope  begins  our  lafting  joy.     Extnnt  omnes. 

F    I    N    I  s. 
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The  Tragedy  of  Richard  the  Third: 

With  the  Landing  of  the  Earl  of  Richmond ,  and  the  Battel  at 

Bofworth  Field. 

^AUm  ̂ Primm,  Scena  Trima* 

Enter  "Richard  Dnke  of  G lofteryfolxs. 

Ow  is  the  Winter  of  our  Difcontent, 

Made  glorious  Summer  by  this  Son  of  York  : 

And  all  the  clouds  that  lowr'd  upon  our  houfe 
In  the  deep  bofomeofthe  Ocean  buried. 

Now  arc  our  browes  bound  with  Victorious  Wreathes, 

Our  bruifed  armes  hung  up  for  Monuments ; 

Our  ftern  Alarums  chang'd  to  merry  Meetings ; 
Our  dreadlull  Marches  to  delightfull  Meafures. 

Grim- vifag'd  War ,  hath  fmooth'd  his  wrinkled  Front : 
And  now,  in  ftead  of  mounting  Barbed  Steeds, 
To  fright  the  Soules  of  fearfull  Adverfaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  Ladie's  Chamber, 
To  the  lafcivious  pleafing  of  a  Lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  fhap'dfor  fportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  Looking- glafs : 

I,  that  am  Rudely  ftampt,and  want  Love's  Majcfty, 
Toftrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  Nymph  : 

1,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  Proportion  , 
Cheated  <sf  Feature  by  diffembling  Nature, 

Deform'd,  unfinifh'd,fent  before  my  time  , 
Into  this  breathing  World,  fcarce  half  made  up. 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionable, 
That  dogges  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  : 
Why  I  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  Peace) 
Have  no  detight  to  pafs  away  the  time, 
Unlefs  to  fee  my  Shadow  in  the  Sun, 
And  defcant  on  mine  own  Deformity. 

And  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  Lover, 
To  entertain  thefefair  well-fpokcn  dayes, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  Villain, 
And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  dayes. 
Plots  have  1  laid,  Inductions  dangerous, 

By  drunken  Prophefies,  Libels ,  and  Dreams, 
To  fet  my  Brother  Clarence  and  the  King 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other : 
And  if  King  Sdtvard  be  as  true  and  juit  . 
As  lam  Subtle,  Falfe,  and  Treacherous, 

This  day  fhould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up  : 
About  a  Prophefie,  which  fayes  that  Gy 
Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murtherer  ftiall  be. 
Dive  thoughts  down  to  my  foul,  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence^  and  Br  akjuhttry,  guarded. 

Brother,  good  day  :  What  means  this  armed  guard 

That  waits  upon  your  Grace  ? 
Cla.  His  Majefty  tendring  my  perfons  fafety, 

Hath  appointed  this  Conduct  to  convey  me  to  th'  Tower. 
Rich.  Upon  what  caufe  } 
Cla.  Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 

Rich.  Alack  my  Lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours : 
He  fhould  for  that  commit  your  Grandfathers. 

O  belike,  his  Majefty  hath  "fome  intent, That  you  fhould  be  new  Chriftned  in  the  Tower. 

But  what's  the  matter  Clarence ,  may  I  know  > 
Cla.  Yea  Orchard,  when  I  know :  but  I  proteft 

As  yet  I  do  not :  But  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  after  Prophefies  and  Dreams, 
And  from  the  Ci  ofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G  : 
And  fayes,  a  Wizard  told  him,  that  by  Gt 
His  lflue  dis-inherited  lliould  be. 

And  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G , 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
Thefe  (as  I  learn)  and  [uch  toyes  as  thefe, 

Hath  rrpv'd  his  Highnefs  to  commit  menow. 
Rich.  Why  this  ir  is.,  when  men  are  rul'd  by  Women. 

Tis  not  the  King  that  finds  you  to  the  Tower, 

My  Lady  Grey  his  Wife,  r larence  'tis  ilie, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  Extremity. 
Was  itnoc  fhe,  and  that  good  man  of  Worfhip, 
Anthony  Woodville  her  Brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  Lord  Haflings  to  the  Tower  ? 
From  whence  this  prefent  day  he  is  delivered. 
We  are  not  fafe  Clarence^  we  arc  not  fafe. 

Cla.  By  heaven  ,  I  think  there  is  no  min  fecure 

But  the  Qneen's  Kindred,  and  night-walking  Heralds, 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  King,  and  Miftrifs  Shore. 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  Suppliant 
Lord  Haflings  was, for  his  delivery  ? 

Rich.  Humbly  complaining  to  hcrDcitie, 
Got  my  Lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 
Tie  tell  you  what,  I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  King, 
To  be  her  man,  and  wear  her  Livery  : 

The  jealous  o're-worn.  Widow ,  and  h?r  feif, 
Since  that  our  Brother  dui/d  them  Gentlewomen, 

Are  mighty  GolTips  in  our  Monarchy. 
Bra.  I  befeech  yovir  Gioccs  both  to  pardon  tne? 

His  Majefty  hath  ftraightly  °ivfm  in  charge, 
That  no  man  lhall  have  p:ivate  Conference 

(Of  what  degree  foevcr)  with  your  Brother. 
V  u  Rich. 
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Rich.  Even  fo  ,  and  pleafe  your  worfhip  Brakenbury, 

You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  (ay  : 
We  fpeak  no  Treafon  man  ;  we  fay  the  King 
Is  wife  and  virtuous,  and  his  noble  Queen 

Well  Itrook  in  years,  fair  and  not  jealous. 

We  fav,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  Foot, 
A  cherry  Lip,  a  bonny  Eye ,  a  paflmg  pleafwg  Tongue : 

And  that  the  Queen's  Kindred  are  made  Gentle-folks. 
How  fay  you,  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Bra.  With  this  (  my  Lord  )  my  felf  have  nought  to 
doc. 

'Rich.  Nought  to  doe  with  Miftrifs  Shore  ? 
I  tell  thee  Fellow,  he  that  doth  naught  with  her 

(Excepting  one)  were  beft  to  do  it  fecretly  alone. 
Bra.  What  one,  my  Lord  > 

Rich.  Her  Husband  Knave ,  would'ft  thou  betray  mc  ? 
Bra.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 

To  pardon  me,  and  wjthall  forbear 
Your  Conference  with  the  noble  Duke. 

Cla.  We  know  thy  charge  Brakjnbury^nd  will  obey. 
Rich.  We  are  the  Queen  s  abjects,  and  muft  obey. 

Brother  farewell,  I  will  unto  the  King, 

And  whatfoe're  yon  will  employ  me  in, 
Were  it  to  call  King  Edward's  widow,  Sifter, 
I  will  perform  it  to  infranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  Brotherhood, 
Touches  mc  deeper  then  you  can  imagine. 

Cla.  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 

Rich.  Weil,  your  imprifonnient  fhallnot  be  long, 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you  : 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Cla.  I  mutt  perforce:  farewel.  Exit  Cla. 

'Rich.  Go  tread  the  path  that  thou  fhalt  ne're  return  : 
Simple  plain  Clarence,  I  do  love  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  fhortly  fend  thy  Soul  to  Heaven, 
If  Heaven  will  take  the  prefent  at  our  hands, 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new  delivered  Haftings  ? 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Haft.  Gocd  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  Lord. 
Rich.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain : 

Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  Air, 

How  hath  your  Lordfhip  brook' d  Imprifonment  ? 

Haft. With  patience  (noble  Lord)  as  piifoners  muft  :  ■ 
But  I  fhall  live  (my  Lord)  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  caiiie  of  my  imprifonment. 

Rich.  No  doubt ,  no  doubt,  and  fo  fhall  Clarence  too* 
For  they  that  were  your  Enemies,  arc  his, 

And  have  prevail' d  as  much  on  him,  as  you. 

Haft.  More  pitie,  that  the  Eagles  fhould  be  mew'd, Whiles  Kites  and  Buzzards  play  at  liberty. 
Rich.  What  newes  abroad  ? 

Haft.  No  newes  fo  bad  abroad,  as  this  at  home : 
The  King  is  (ickly,  weak  and  melancholly, 
And  his  Phyficiansfear  him  mightily. 

Rich.  Now  by  Saint  John ,  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 

And  over-much  confum'd  his  Royal  Perfon : 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he,  in  his  bed  ? 

Haft.  He  is. 
Rich.  Go  you  before ,  and  I  will  follow  you. Exit  Haftings, 

He  cannot  live  I  hope,  and  muft  net  dye, 

'Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfc  up  to  Heaven. 

Lie  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence , 

Which  lyes  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments, 
And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 

Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  his  mercy, 
And  leave  the  world  for  mc  to  bufsle  in. 

For  then,  Tie  marry  Warwick^*  youngeft  daughter* 

What  though  I  kill'd  her  Husband,  and  her  Father, 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  husband  and  her  father : 

The  which  will  I,  not  all  fo  much  for  love, 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent, 

By  marrying  her,  which  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  Market : 
Clarence  ftill  breathes,  Edward  ftill  lives  and  raigns, 
When  they  are  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  gaines.  Exit, 

ScenaSecunda->. 

Enter  the  Coarfe  of  Henry  the  ftxth  ,with  Halberds  to 

guard  it.  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner. 

Anne.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load, 
If  Honour  may  be  fhrowded  in  a  Herfe  \ 

Whil'ft  I  a- while  obfequioufly  lament 
Th'untimely  fall  of  Virtuous  Lancafter, 
Poor  key-cold  Figure  of  a  holy  King, 
Pale  allies  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter  ; 
Thou  bloudlefs  Remnant  of  that  Royal  Bloud, 
Be  it  lawfull  that  I  invocate  thy  Ghoft, 
To  hear  the  Lamentations  of  poor  e//»»*, 

Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughtred  Son, 

Stab'd  by  the  felfefame  hand  that  made  thefe  wounds. 
Loe,  in  thefe  windows  that  let  forth  thy  Life, 
I  pour  the  helplefs  Balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
O  curfed  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  holes  : 

Curfed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it : 
Curled  the  bloud,  that  let  thisbloud  from  hence  , 
More  direfull  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death,  of  thee, 
Then  I  can  wifh  to  Wolves,  to  Spiders,  Toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom' d  thing  that  lives. If  ever  he  have  Child,  Abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
VVhofeugly  and  unnatural  afpect 

May  fright  the  hopefull  Mother  at  the  view, 
And  that  be  Heir  to  his  unhappinefs. 
If  ever  he  have  VVife,  let  her  be  made 
More  mifcrableby  the  death  of  him, 

Then  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord,  and  thee. 
Come  now  towards  fchertfey  with  your  holy  Load, 
Taken  from  Paules,  to  be  interred  there. 

And  ftill  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 

Reft  you,  whiles  I  lament  King  Henri  s  Coarfe. 

inter  %jchard  Duke  of  Cjlofter, 

Rich.  Stay  you  that  bear  the  Coarfe ,  and  fet  it  down. 
An.  What  black  Magician  conjures  up  this  Fiend , 

To  ftop  devoted  chaiitable  deeds  ? 

Rich.  Villains  fet  down  the  Coarfe  ;  or  by  S.  Paul, 
I'lemake  a  Coarfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gem 
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Gen.  My  Lord  ftand  back, and  let  the  Coffin  pais. 

Rich.  Unmanner'd  Do^, 
Stand.  m?QU  when  I  command: 

Advance  thy  Halbcr:  higher  then  my  breaft, 

Or  by  S.  P. ml  I'le  ftiiks  thee  to  my  Foot, 

And  i'purn  upon  thee,  Beggar,  for  chyboldnefs. 
Anna.  What  dp  .you  tremoie  ?  arc  you  all  afraid  ? 

Ahs,  I  ohm*  you  not,  for  you  are  Mortal, 
J  And  Mortal  eyescinnotend-ure  the  Devil. 

\  A  vane. ■chou.di'eaHfi.rlPinin  Iter  of  Hell ; 
Thou  lnd'ft  but  power  over  his  Mortal  body, 
His  "Soul  thou  cantT  noc  have  :  therefore  be  gone. 

I    Rich.  Sweet  Saint,  for  Charity*  be  not  fo  curft. 
Anne.  Foul  Devi!, 

For  God's  fake  hence,  and  trouble  us  not, 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  Hell : 

Fill'd  ic  with  curfing  cries,  and  deep  exclaimes  : 
It  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  Butcheries. 
Oh  Gentlemen,  fee,  fee  dead  Henries  wounds , 

Open  their  congeal'd  mouthes,  and  bleed  a-freih* 
Blufh,  blufh,  thoa  lump  of  foul  Deformity  : 

For  'tis  thy  prejer.ee  that  exhales  this  bloud 
From  cold  and-  empty  Veins  where  no  bloud  dwels. 
Tny  deeds  inhumane  and  unnatural, 
Provokes  this  Delude  moll  unnatural. 

O  God]  which  this  Bloud  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death  : 
O  Earth  1  which  this  Blond  dnnk'ft,  revenge  l^i-s  death. 

Eicher  Heav'n  with  Lightning  ftrike  the  murth'rer  dead, 
'  Or  Earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick, 
As  thou  doit  f wallow  up  this  good  King  s  bloud, 

Which  this  HdLgovern'd  arme  hath  butchered. 
Rich.  Lady,  you  know  no  Rules  of  Charity, 

I  Which  renders  good  for  bad,  BleHingS  for  Curfes. 

1     Anne.  Vi!lain,thou  know'rf  nor  law  of  Godahoi?  Man, 
No  Beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pick. 

%lch.  B  it  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  Beaft. 
Anne.  O  wonderful!,  when  Devils  tell  rhe  truth  ! 

Rich.  More  wonderful!,  when  Angels  are  Co  angiy  : 
Vouchfafe  (diyitie  perfection  of  a  Wotrr.n)  \l 

j;  Of  thefe  fuppofed  Crimes,  to  give  me  leave,  •  \ 
By  circumftance,  but  to  accent  my  felf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafe  (difrVs'd  infection  of  a  man) 
Of  theie  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave 

By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  Self. 
Rich.  Fairer  then  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 

Some  patient  leifure  to  exoffe  my 'felf. 
■  Anne.  Fouler  then  heart  can  think  thee, 

Thou  can'ft  make  no  excufe  currant, 
But  to  hang  thy  felf. 

_  %lch.  By  fuch  defpair,  I  fhould  accufe  my  felf. 
sA nne.    And  by  delpairing  fhalt  thou  ftand  excufed, 

Fordoing  worthy  Vengeance  on  thy  felf, 

That  did'lt  unwtttth-yilaa^hder  ilpisn  others* 
Rich.  Say  that. I  flew  them  not. 

Anne.  Tnen  fay  they  were  net  flain  : 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  dcvillifh  {lave,  by  thee. 

RichC  I  did  not  kill  your  Husband. 
Anne.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 

Rich.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  flain  by  Edward's  hands. 

Anne.  Th  thy  foul  Throat  shouLy'Tt  v  • ]  -    ' ' 
,  Queen  Margaret  faw 

Thy-mufcTrous  Faulchidn  fmoaking  in  his  bloud': 
I  The  which,  thou  once  didd'ft  bend  againft'  Her  breaft, 
j  Bur  that  thy  Brothers  beatafide  the  point. 

!    Rich.  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tengue,. 
■  — _- 

That  laid  their  guilt,  upon -my  gmltlefs  fhoulders. 
Anne.  Thou  was't  provoked  by  thy  bloudy  mind, 

That  never  dream 'ft  on  ought  but  but'ehcricj  : 
Did'ftthou  not  kill  th:s  King? Rich.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Do'ft  grant  me,  Hedge-hog, 
Then  God  gramme  too 

Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  : 
O  he  was  gentle,  milde,  and  virtuous. 

Rich.JUt  better  for  the  King  of  heaven  that  hath  him. 

Anne.  He  is  in  heaven  where  thou  fhalc  never  come-.  * 
Rich.  Let  him  thank  me ,  that  holp  to  fend  him  thi- ther: 

For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  then  earth. 
Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 
Rich.  Yes  one  place  clfe,  if  you  will  hear  tne  name  it. 
Anne.  Some  dungeon. 
Rich.  Your  Bed-chamber. 

eA»»e.U\  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  Jyeft, 
Rich.  So  will  it  Madam,  'till  I  lye  with  you. Anne.  I  hope  fo. 
Rich.  I  know  fo.  But  gentle  Lady  Anne, 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method. 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 

Of  thefe  'Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blamefull  as  the  Executioner  ? 

a^W.Thou  vvas't  the  caufe,  and  moft  accurft  effect. 
Rich.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  thac  effect  : 

Your  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 

So  I.  might  live  one- hour  in  your  fweet  bofome. 
Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  cell  thee  Homicide, 

Thefe  Nails  fhould  rent  that  beauty  from  my  Cheeks. 
Rich. Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauties  wrack, 

You.lhould  not  bicmifhit,  if  I  Mood  by  ; 

As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  Sun, 
So  I  by  that:  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

An.  Black  night  o're-fhadethy  day,  &  death  thy  life. 
%lch,  Curfe  not  thy  felf,  fair  Creature, 

Thonart  both,  y  v  ■ 

Anne.  I  would.  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee„ 
Rich.  It  is  a  quarrel  moft  unnatural, 

To  bereveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 
Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  Husband.  . 
R  ch.  He  that  bereft  the  Lady  of  thy  Husband, 

Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 
Anne.  His  better,  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 
%ich.  He  lives,  that  loves  thee  better  then  he  could. 
Anne.  Name  him. 

Rich.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why  that  was  he. 
Rich.  The  felf- fame  name ,  but  one  of  better  Nature. 

Anne,.  Wheue  is  he  ?  • 
Rich.  Here  :  Spits  at  him. 

Whydoft  thou  fpic  at  me  ? 
Anne.  Would  it  wers  mortal  poifon,  for  thy  fake.   I  i 

Rich.  Never  come  poifon  from  fo  fwert  a  place. 
Anne.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  Toad. 

Out  of  my  (igh:,  thou  doft  infect  mine  cyca. 

Rich.  Thine  eyes  (fweet  Lady  )  have  ji>fcc~ted  mine,  . Anne.  Would  they  were  Brisks  ,  to  ftrikc  thee  dead. 
Rich.  I  would  they,  wr     that  I  might  dye  at  once  : 

For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death* 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine,  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  Tears ; 

Vu  2   -For 
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Sham'd  their  Akjpe£b  with  More  of  childifh  drops : 
Thcle  eyes,  which  never  fhed  remorfefull  tear, 
No,  when  my  Father  Tork^,  and  Edward  wept. 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made 

When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fhook  hisfword  at  him. 
Nor  when  my  Warlike  Father  like  a  child, 

Told  the  fad  (tory  of  my  Father's  death, 
And  twenty  times,  made  paufeto  fob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  (landers  by  had  wet  their  cheeks 

Like  Trees  be-dafh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time, 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear  : 
And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 

Thy  Beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 
I  never  fued  to  Friend,  nor  Enemy  : 

My  Tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothing  word. 

But  now  chy  Beauty  is  propos'd  my  Fee, 
My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak. 

She  lookj  fcornfnlly  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lip  Rich  Scorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  killing  Lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengefull  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Loe  here  I  lend  thee  this  iharp-pointed  Sword , 
Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  m  this  true  breaft, 
And  let  the  loul  forth  that  adoreth  thee,- 
I  lay  it  naked  to  thy  deadly  ftrolce, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

He  layes  hU  breast  open,  (be  offers  at  It  with  hisfword. 
Nay  do  not  paufe :  for  I  did  kill  King  Henry, 

But  'twas  thy  Beauty  that  provoked  me. 

Nay  now  dilpatch  :  'Twas  I  that  ftab'd  young  Edward, 
But  'twas  thy  Heavenly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

S  he  falls  the  fword. 

Ta%e  up.  the  fyyord  again ,  or  take  up  me. 
Anne.  Arife  Diffembler,  though  I  wifh  thy  death, 

I  wilf  not  be  thy  Executioner. 

%lch.  Then  bid  me  kill  my  felf ,  and  I  will  do  it, 
Anne.  I  have  already. 

%ich.  That  was  in  thy  rage  : 

S?>eak  it  again,  and  even  with-  thy  word, 
Th  s  hand,  which  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  Love, 
Shall  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  Love, 
To  both  theu  deaths  fbalt  thou  be  acceffary. 

^Anne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart,, 

%lch.  'Tisfigur'd  in  my  tongue. Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe. 
Rich.  Then  never  Man  was  true. 

Anne .  Well,  well,  put  up  your  Sword. 
Rich.  Say  then  my  Peace  is  made. 
Anne.  That  fha It  thou  know  hereafter. 
Rich.  But  (hall  I  live  in  hope  ? 
Anne.  All  men  I  hope  live  lb. 

Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Ring. 

Rich.  Look  how  thy  Ring  encompaffeth'  my  Finger, 
Even  fo  thy  Breaft  inclofeth  my  poor  heart : 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  arc  thine. 

And  if  thy  poor  devoted  Servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  doft  confirm  thishappinefs  forever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  ? 

Rich.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defignes, 
To  him  that  hath  mod  caufe  id  be  a  Mourner, 

And  prefently  repair  to  Crosbie  Houfe  : 

Where  (after  I  havefolemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertfey  Monaft'ry  this  noble  King, 
And  wet  his  Grave  with  my  Repentant  Tears) 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 

For  diversunknown  Reafons,I  befeech  you, 
Grant  me  this  Boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart,  and  much  it  joyes  me  too, 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 

Trejfelmd  Barkjey,  go  along  with  me. 
%lch.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Anne .  'Tis  more  then  you  defer ve : 
But  fince  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  faid  farewell  already. 

Exit  two  with  Anne. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertfey  ,  Noble  Lord  ? 
Rich.  Now  to  white  Fryers,  there  attend  my  coming. Exit  frarfc. 

Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  Woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  wonne  ? 

I'lchave  her,  but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What  ?  I  have  kill'd  her  husband,  and  his  father, 
To  take  her  in  her  hearts  extreameft  hate, 

With  curfes  in  her  mouth,  teares  in  her  eyes, 
The  bleeding  witnefs  of  my  hatred  by, 

Having  God,  her  Confcience,  and  thefe  bars  againft  me, 
And  1  no  friends  to  back  my  fuite  withall, 

But  the  plain  Devil  and  diflembling  looks .? 
And  yet  to  winne  her?  All  the  world  to  nothing. 

Hah! 

Hath  fhe  forgot  already  that  brave  Prince, 

Edward,  her  Lord,  whom  I  (fome  three  months  fince) 

Stab'd  in  my  angry  mood,  at  Tewkjbury  ? 
A  fweeter  and  a  lovelier  Gentleman 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  Nature ; 
Young,  Valiant ,  Wife,  and  (no  doubt)  right  Royal, 
The  fpacious  world  cannot  again  afford , 
And  will  ihe  thus  abafe  her  eyes  on  me , 

That  cropt  the  Golden  prime  of  this  fweet  Prince, 
And  made  her  Widow  to  a  wofull  Bed  ?  ^ 

On  me,  whofe  All  not  equals  Edward's  Moytie  ? 
On' me,  that  halts, and  am  mifhapen  thus  ? 
My  Dukedome  ,  to  a  beggarly  denier  ? 

I  do  miftake  my  perfofi  all  this  while  : 

Upon  my  life  fhe  finds  (although  I  cannot) 
My  felf  to  be  a  marv  lous  proper  man. 
Tie  be  at  charges  for  a  Looking-glafs, 
And  entertain  a  fcort  or  two  of  Taylors, 
To  ftudie  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body : 

Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  my  felf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  colt, 

But  firft  Tie  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  Grave, 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  Love. 

Shine  out  fair  Sun,  'till  I  have  bought  a  Glafs, 
That  I  may  fee  my  Shadow  as  I  pafs. 

fc 

Exit. 

Scena  Tertian. 

Enter  the  Queen  Mother ,  Lord  Rivers, 
and  Lord  Gray, 

Riv.Hzve  patience  Madam,there'sno  doubt  hisMajefty 
Will  loon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 

Gray.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe, 

Therefore  for  God's  fake  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 

Que  en.  If  he  were  dead  ,  what  would  betide  on  me  ? 

Gray. 
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Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord. 
Oh.  The  lots  of  fuch  a  Lord,  includes  all  harmes. 

Cjray.  The  Heavens  have  bleft  you  with  a  goodly  Son, 
To  be  your  Comforter,  when  he  is  gone. 
Qh.  Ah!  he  is  young;  and  his  minority 

Is  put  unto  the  tvuft  of  Richard  Glofier, 
A  nun  that  loves  not  mc,  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded  he  fhall  be  Protector  ? 

Qh.  It  is  determin'd ,  not  concluded  yet : 
But  lo  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Derby. 

Gray.  Here  comes  the  Lord  of  Buckingham  &  "Derby. 
.  Bhc.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  Royal  Grace. 

Derb.  God  make  you  Majefty  joyful!,  as  you  have  bin. 
Qh.  The  Couhtels  Richmond ,  good  my  L.  of  Derbp 

To  your  good  prayer  willfcarcely  fay,  Amen. 

Yet  Derby ,  notwithstanding  fhe's  your  Wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  Lord,  affur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 
.  Derb.  I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  (landers  of  her  falfe  Accufers : 

Or  it  fhe  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs,  which  I  think  proceeds 

From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 
Qh.  Saw  you  the  King  to  day  my  Lord  of  Derby} 
Derb.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I, 

iAre  come  from  vifitinghis  Majefty. 

I*  Qh.  What  likclyhood  of  his  amendment  Lords  ? 
Bhc.  Madam  good  hope,his  Grace  fpeaks  chearfully. 
Qjt.  God  grant  him  health,  did  you  confer  with  him.? 
Bhc.  I  Madam,  defires  to  make  attonement, 

Between  the  Duke  of  Glofier ,  and  your  Brothers, 
And  between  them,  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain , 

And  {jgnt  to  warn  them  to  his  Royal  prefence. 
I    Qh.  Would  all  were  well,  but  that  will  never  be, 
I  fear  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

S nter  Richard.  . 

%>ch.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it> 
Who  is  it  that  complains  unto  the  King, 

'That  I  (forfooth)  am  ftern  ,  and  love  them  not  ? 
By  holy  Raul,  they  love  his  Grace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  eares  with  fuch  diffentious  Rumors. 

Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter ,  and  look  fair, 

Smile.m  men's  faces,  fmooth,  decei  ve,  and  cogge, 
'.Duck  with  French  nods,  and  Apifh  curtefie, 
I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  Enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 

PBut  thus  his  fimple  truth  muft  be  abus'd, 
With  filken,  flie, insinuating  Jacks  ? 

GrayJTo  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your  Grace  ? 
%ich.  To  thee,  that  haft  nor  honefty,  nor  Grace : 

<When  have  I  injur'd  thee  ?  When  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Or  thee  ?  or  thee  ?  or  any  of  your  Faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all.  His  Royal  Grace 
(Whom  God  preferve  better  then  you  would  wifh) 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcaree  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  mnft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Qh.  Brother  of  Glofier ,  you  miftake  the  matter : 
|  The  King  on  his  own  Royal  difpofition, 

i  (And  not  provok'd  by  any  Suitor  elfe  ) 
;  Aiming  (belike)  at  your  interior  hatred, 

|  That  in  your  outward  action  fhews  it  felf 
Againftmy  Children,  Brothers,  and  my  Self, 
Makes  him  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground. 

Rich.  I  cannot  tell,  the  world  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  Wrens  make  prey ,  where  Eagles  dare  not  perch, 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  Gentleman, 

There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Jack. 
Qh.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning  Brother 

You  tnv.y  my  advancement,  and  my  friends :  (  Glofier, 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you. 

Rich.  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  1  have  need  of  you. 
Our  Brother  is  imprifon'd  by  your  means, 
My  felf  difgrae'd,  and  the  Nobility 
Held  in  contempt,  while  great  Promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  thofe 
That  fcaree  fome  two  dayes  fince  were  worth  a  Noble.  > 

Q*.  By  him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  carefull  height,  ' From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd. I  never  did  incenfe  his  Majefty 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  bin 
An  earneft  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  Lord  you  do  me  fhamefull  injury ,  | 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  fufpects.  , 

Rich.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  mean  " 
Of  my  Lord  Haflwgs  late  imprifonment. 

.  'Riv.  She  may  my  Lord,  for  
Rich.  She  may  Lord  Rivers,  why  who  knows  not  fo  ? 

She  may  do  more,  fir,  then  denying  that : 

She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  highdefert. 
What  may  fhe  not  f  fhe  may,  I  marry  may  fhe. 

Riv.  What  marry  may  fhe?  ; 
Rich.  What  marry  may  fhe  ?  Marrie  wrph  a  King, 

A  batchellor,  and  a  handfome  ftripling  too, 
I  wis^your  Grandam  had  a  worfer  match.  .  f  i 

Qh.  My  Lord  otGhfter,  I  have  too  long  born 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,and  your  bitter  feoffs  : 

By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  Majefty  I 

Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  that  oft  I  have  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Country  fervant  maid 

Then  a  great  Queen,  with  this  condition, 

To  be  fo  baited,  fcorn'd,  and  ftormed  at, 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Queen. 

S nter  old  Queen  Margaret. 

Mar.  And  lefsned  be  that  fmall ,  God  I  befeech  him, 
Thy  honour,  ftate,  and  feat,  is  due  to  me. 

Rich.  What  ?  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King  ? 

T  will  avouch't  in  prefence  of  the  King  : 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  fent  to  th'  Tower. 'Tistime  to  fpeak, 

My  pains  are  quite  forgot.  I 
Margaret.  Out  Devil, 

I  do  remember  them  too  well : 

Thou  killd'ft  my  Husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward  my  poor  Son,  itTeivkjbury.  i 

Rich.  F.'re  you  Were  Queen, 
I,  or  your  Husband  King  : 
I  was  a  pick-horfe  in  his  great  affairs  : . 
A  weeder  out  of  his  proud  Adverfaries, 
A  liberal  rew?.rder  of  his  Friends, 

To  roy?Hzc  his'bloud,!  fpent  mine  own. 
Margaret.  land  much  better bloud 

Then  bis,  or  thine. 

Vu  3  Rich. 
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%ich.  In  all  which  unit}  yoii  and  your  Husband  Cjrey 

Weic  factious,  for  the  Houfe  of  Lancaster  ; 

And  levers,  fo  were  you  :  was  not  your  Husband, 

In  Margaret's  Battel,  at  Saint  Alb  am,  flab  ? 
Let  mc  pt«  in  your  mindsy  if  you  forget 

What  you  have  been  e're  this,  and  what  you  are  : 
Wiihail,  what  1  have  been  and  what  I  am. 

A  murth'rous  Villain,  and  fo  ftill  thou  art. 
Ktcb.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfaka  his  Father  Warwick,) 

I,  and  fovfwore  himfclf  (which  Jd'u  partJon.) M.  Which  God  revenge. 

Rich.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party,  for  the  CroWn, 
And  for  his  meed  ,  poor  Lord,  he  is  mewed  up  : 

1  would  to  God  my  heart  were  Flint,  like  Edward  si 

Oi  Edward's  foft  and  pitiful!,  like  mine  ; 

[  am  too  childiih  foolith'tor  this  world. 

Q.M.  Hye  thee  to  Hell  for  fhamc,and  leave  this  World 

Thou  Cacoc.'armon  ,  there  thy  Kingdome  is. 

%iv.  My  Lord  of  Glofter  c  in  thofe  bufie  dayes, 

Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  Enemies, 

We  follow'd  then  our  Lord ,  our  Soveraign  King, 

So  fbould  we  you,  it  you  would  be  our  King. 
Rich.  If  I  fhould  be  ?  I  had  rather  be  a  Pcdler  : 

Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof. 

Qtt.  As  little  joy  (my  Lord)  as  you  fuppofe 

You  fhould  enjoy,  were  you  this  Countries  King, 

Aslittle  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me, 

That  1  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q.  M.  A  little  joy  enjoyes  the  Queen  thereof, 

Foi  1  am  fhe,  and  altogether  joylefs.- 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. 

Hear  me,  you  wrangling  Py rates  that  fall  outj 

In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 

If  not,  that  I  am  Queen,  you  bow  like  Subje&s ; 

Yet  that  by  you  depos'd  ,  you  quake  like  Rebels. 
Ah  gentle  Villain  do  not  turn  away.  (  fight  ? 

Rich.  Foul  wi  inckled  Wicch,what  mak'ft  thou  in  my 

£K  M.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  halt  marr'd, Tfm  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

*Rich.  Wert  thou  not  banifhed  on  pain  of  death? 

Q.  M.  I  was :  but  I  do  find  mote  pain  in  banifhment, 

Then  death  can  yield  me  he're>  by  abode. A  Husband  and  a  Son  thou  ow  ft  to  me, 

And  thou  a  kingdome  ;  all  of  you  allegiance  : 

Th  s  Sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours', 
And  all  the  Pleafurc;  you  ulurparc  mine. 

Rich.  The  Curfe  my  Noble  Father  laid  on  thee, 

When  thou  dio'ft  Crown  his  warlike  Brows  with  Paper,: 

And  with  thy  fcornes  drew'ft  rivers  from  his  eyes 

And  then  to' dry  them,gavTt  the  Duke  a  Clout,. 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  bloud  of  pretty  Rutland : 
His  Curfes  then,  from  bitternefs  of  Soul, 

Denounc'd  againft  thee, are fal'n  upon  thee: 
And  God,  not  we,  have  plagu  d  thy  bloudy  deed. 

Qh.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Haft.  O  ,  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  Babe, 

And  the  moft  mercilcft  that  e're  was  heard  of. 

Riv.  Tyrants  themfelves  wept  when  it  was'  reported. Dorf.  No  man  but  prophefied revenge  for  it. 

Buck,  Northumberland ' , then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 
£).  M.  What  ?  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came, 

Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 

And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  > 
Did  TorlCs  dread  Curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  Heaven, 

That  Henrie  s  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 

Their  Kingdomes  lofs,  my  wofull  banifhment, 
Should  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevifhbrat  ? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  Clouds  and  enter  Heaven  ? 

Why  then  give  way  dull  Clouds  to  my  quick  Curfes. 
Though  not  by  war,  by  Siufetdye  your  King, 
As  ours  by  Murther,  to  make  him  a  King. 
Edward  thy  Son,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  our  Son  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 

Dye  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence.  . 
Thy  fcif  a  Queen,  for  hie  that  was  a  Queen. 

Out-live  thy  Glory,  like  my  wretched  felf : 

Long  may 'ft  thou  live,  to  wail  thy  Children's  death, And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  Rights,-  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine. 
Long  dye  thy  happy  dayes,  before  thy  death, 
And  after  many  length'ned  hourcs  of  grief, 

Dye  neither  Mother,  Wife,  ho>  England's  Queen. 
Rivers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  ftanders  by, 
And  fo  waft  thou,  Lord  HaftingSyWhen  my  Son 

Was  ftab'd  with  bloudy  Daggers :  God, I  pray  him, 
That  none  of  you  may  live  his  naturall  age, 

But  by  fome  un-look'd-for  accident  cut  off. 

Ric.Hz\e  done  thy  Charm,thou  hatefull  wkher'd  Hag 
Q^M,  And  leave  out  thee?  ftay  Dog,  for  thou  fhalt  hea 

If  Heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore,  (mc 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wifh  upon  thee, 

Olet  them  keep  it, 'till  thy  finnes  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurledown  their  indignation 

On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  World  s  peace. 
The  worm  of  Confcience  ftill  be-gnawthy  Soul, 

Thy  Friends  fufpeft  for  Traytors  while  thou  1'iVft, And  take  deep  Traytors  for  thy  deareft  Friends : 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  Eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  Dieam 
Affright  thee  with  a  Hell  of  ugly  Devils. 

Thou  elvifh,  mark'd,  abortive  rooting  Hog, 
TKou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  Nativity 
The  flave  of  Nature  ,  and  the  Son  of  Hell  : 
Thou  flander  of  thy  heavy  Mothers  womb, 
Thou  loathed  Iffue  of  thy  Fathers  loyns, 

Thou  Rag  of  Honour,  thou  deteftcd  
Rich.  {^Margaret. 

Q.  M.  Richard.  Rich.  Ha. 
Q.  M.  I  call  thee  not. 
Rich.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  :  for  I  did  think, 

That  thou  had'ft  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

Q. M.  Why  fo  I  did,  but  look'd  for  no  reply. Oh  let  me  make  the  Period  to  my  Curfe. 

Rich.  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in  Margaret. 

jgThus  have  you  breath'd  your  curfe  againft  your  felf. 
Q.M.Voox  painted  Queen,vain  flounfh  of  my  fortune 

Why  ftrewft  thbu  Sugar  on  that  Bottel'd  Spider, Whole  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 

Fool,  fool ,  thou  whet'ft  a  Knife  to  kill  thy  felf : 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  fhalt  wifh  for  me, 

To  help  thee  curfe  this  poyfonous  Bunch-backt  Toad. 

Haft.  Falfe  boading  Woman,  end  thy  frantick  curfe, 
Left  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 

X>.  M.  Foul  fharrie  upon  you,you  have  all  mov'd  mine. 
Ri.Wexc  you  wel  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught  your  duty. 

Q.M.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  fhould  do  me  duty, 

Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  Subjects: 

O  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  your  felveS  that  duty. 

Dorf.  Difpute-not  with  her,  fhe  is  lunatick. 

Q.  M.  Peace  rnafter  Mai quefs, you  are  malapert, 

Your  fire-new  ftampof  Honour  is  fcarcc  currant. O 
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O  chat  your  young  Nobility  can  judge 

What 'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  miferable.  . 
They  that  ftand  high  have  many  blafts  to  (hake  them, 
And  if  they  fall,  they  dafh  themfelves  to.pieces.  . 

Rich.  Good  counlel  marry  ,  learn  it  ̂   learn  it  Mar- 
quefs. 

Dor.  It  touches'you  my  Lord  j  as  much  as  me. 
Rich.  I,  and  much  more  :  but  I  was  bom  fo  high  : 

Our  ayerie  buildcth  in  the  Cedar's  top, And  dallies  with  the  v/ind^and  fcornstheSun., 
Mar,  And  turns  the  Sun  to  fhade :  alas,  alas, 

Witnefs  my  Sonn^w  in  the  fhade  of  death, 
Whofe  bright  out-fhining  beams,  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  Darknefs  folded  up. 

Yourayery  buildeth  in  our  ayeries  Nefi: 
O  God  that  feeft  it  do  not  fuffer  it, 
As  it  is  won  with  bloud,  loft  be  it  fo. 

Buc.  Peace,  peace  for  fhame :  If  not  fpr  Charity, 

Mar.  Urge  neither  Charity, nor  Shame  to  me  .• 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 

And  fhamefully  my  hopes  (by  you)  are  butcher'd. 
My  Charity  is  outrage,  Life  my  fhame, 
And  in  that  fhame,  ft  ill  live  my  forrows  rage 

Buc,  Have  done,  have  done.  .    _  „ 

Mar.  O  Princely  Buckingham,  I'lc  kifs  thy  hand, 
In  fign  of  League  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  Noble  houfe : 
Thy  Garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  bloud  : 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe. 

Buc.  Nor  no  one  here  :  for  Curfes  never  pafs 
The  lips  of  thofethat  breathe  them  in  the  air.  , 

Mar.  I  will  not  think  but  they  afcend  the  sky, 

And  there  awake  God  s* gentle fteeping, peace. 
O  BuckJ»gham\  take  heed  of  yonder  Dog  : 
Look  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites,  r 
His  venom  Tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death  : 

Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him, 
Sin,  death,  and  hell  have  let  their  marks  on  him, 
And  all  their  Miniftei  s  attend  on  him. 

Rich.  What  doth  fhe  fay,  my  Lord  of  Buckingham  t 
Buc.  Nothing  that  I  refpect  my  gracious  Lord, 
Mar.  What  doft  thou  fcorn  me 

For  my  gentle  counfel  ? 
And  footh  the  Devil  that  I  warn  thee  from. 

0  but  remember  this  another  day  : 
When  he  fhall  fplit  thy  very  heart  withforrow  : 

And  fay  (poor  Margaret)  was  a  Prophetefle : 
Live  each  of  you  the  lubjeCtsco  his  bate, 
And  he  to  yours,  and,  all  of  you  to  Gacjs,  Exit, 

Buc.  My  hair  doth  ftand  an  end  to  hear  her  curfes. 

Riv.  And  fo  doth  mine,!  mufe  why  (he's  at  liberty. 
Rich.  I  cannot  blame  her, by  God's  holy  Mother/ 

She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 

My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 
Der.  I  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 

1  ;  Rich.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong  Y 
I  was  too  hot,  to  dofome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now  : 

Marry  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repayed  : 

He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains, 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof. 

Riv.  A  virtuous,  and  a  Chriftian-like  conclufion , 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcath  to  us. 

I    Rich.  So  dc  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd.      ■  , 
Speaks  to  himfelf. 

For  had  I  cm  ft  now,  I  had  curft  my  felf.  j 

Enter  Catesby, 

Cates.,  Madam,  his  Majcfty  doth  call  for  yoUj 
And  for  your  Grace  ̂   and  yours  my  gracious  Lord. 

Qu.  Catesby  I  come,  Lords  wilj  you  go  with  me  ? 
v.  Rive.  We  wait  upon  your  Grace. Exeunt  all  but  Glofler. 

Rich.  I  do  thee  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  ,mi(chiefs  that  i  fee  a- broach, 
T  lay  unto  the  grievous,charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  caft  in  darknefsj 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  Gulls, 
Namely  to  Derby,  Haftings,  Buckingham, 

And  tell  them  'tis  the  Queen,  and  her  Allies, 
That  ftivre  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  Brother,, 
Now  they  believe  it ,  and  wirhall  whet  me 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dorfet,  Grpy. 
But  then  I  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  Scripture, 
Tell  them  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  cloath  my  naked  Villany 
With  odde  oJd  ends,  ftol  n  forth  of  holy  Writ, 
And  feem  a  Saint,  when  moft  I  play  the  Devil, 

Enter  two  Murtherers. 

But  fof  t ,  here  come  my  Executioners^  . 

How  now  my  hardy  flout  relblvcd  Mates, 

Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing  ?        -• .  v 
Vill.  We  are  my  Lord,  and  come  to  have  theWamnt, 

That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Rich.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  j 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby  Place; 

But  firs'be  fudden  in  the  execution, 
Withall  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  welUfpoken,  and.  perhaps 

May  move  your  hearts  to  pitie,  if  you  mark  him. 
Kill.  Tut,  tut,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  ftand  to  prate  $ 

Talkers  are  no  good  doers,  be  aflur'd  :  ' 
We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

"Rich.  Your  eyes  drop  Mill-ftones ,  when  Fools  eyes fall  Tea  res, 

I  like  you  Lads,  about  your  bufinefs  ftraight„ 

Go, go, difpatch.  ,  . 
Vill.  We  will  my  Noble  Lord.  Exeunt. 

Seem  Quarto-j. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Keeper. 

Keep.  Why  Joofcs  your  Grace  fo  heavily  ? 
Cla.  O,  I  have  paft  a  miferable  night, 

So  full  of  fearfull  Dreams,  of  ugly  fights, 
That  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  faithful!  man, 

I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 

Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  dayes ; 
So  full  ofcifmall  terrour  was  the  time.  I 

XVe.What  was  your  dVeim,myLord,I  pray  you.tel  me.  1 
Cla.  Me  thoughts  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower,  j 

And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy,- 
And  in  my  company  my  Brother  Glofler, 
Who  from  my  Cabin  tempted  me  to  walk, 

Upon  the  Hatches:  There  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 

.  -    During 
i 
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j  Din  ing  die  Wanes  of  Torkjnt\d  Lancaster 

j  Tim  had  befal'n  us.  As  he  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  Hatches, 

j  Mc  thought  that  Glofier  ftumbled,  and  in  falling 
j  Strook  me  (that  thought  to  ftay  him)  over.board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lord,  me  thought  what  pain  it  was  to  drown, 
What  dieadfull  noife  of  water  inmineearcs, 

What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes, 
Mc  thoughts,  I  law  a  thoufand  fearfull  wracks : 

A  thoufand  men  that  fifties  gnaw'dupon  : 
Wedges  of  Gold,  great  Anchors,  heaps  of  Pearl, 
Incftimable  Stones, unvalued  Jewels, 
Allfcattcred  in  the  bottom  of  the  Sea  : 

Some  lay  in  dead-men's  Sculls,  and  in  trie  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 

(As 'twere  in  fcorn  of  Eyes)  reflecting  Gemmes, 
That  woo'd  the  ilnny  bottom  of  the  deep, 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatcred  by. 
Keep,  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death, 

To  gaze  upon  thefe  fecrets  6f  the  deep  ? 
Cla,.  Me  thought  I  had,  and  often  did  I  ftrive 

To  yield  the  Ghoft :  but  ftill  the  envious  Floud 

Stop'dinmy  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  v-aft,  and  wand'ringak  ; 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
Whoalmoft  burft,to  belch  it  in  the  Sea. 

Keep.  Awak'd  you  not  in  this  fore  Agony  > 
Clar.  No, no,  my  dream  was  lengthen'd  afterlife, 

0  then,  began  the  Tempeft  to  my  Sou!, 
1  pa  ft  (me  thought)  the  Melancholly  floud, 

With  that  fowre  Ferry-man  which  Poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  Kingdome  of  perpetual  Night. 
The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  Stranger-foul, 

Was  my  great  Father-in-law  renowned  Warwick^ , 
Who  fpake  alowd  :  What  fcourge  for  Perjuiy, 
Can  this  dark  Monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  > 

And  fo  he  vaniih'd.  Then  came  wand'ring  by, 
A  Shadow  like  an  Angel,  with'  bright  hair  ,c 
Dabbl'd  in  bloud,  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud 

Clarence  is  come ,  falfe,  fleeting,  per  jur'd  Clarence. 
That  ftabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewkjbnry : 
Seize  on  him  Furies,  take  him  unto  torment. 

With  that  (me  thought)  a  Legion  of  foul  Fiends 

Inviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  eares 
Such  hideous  cryes,  that  with  the  very  Noife, 

I  (trembling)  wak'd,  and  for:a  feafoj^after, 
Could  not  believe,-  but  that  j  was  in  Heft, 
Such  terrible  ImpreiTion  made  my  Dream. 

Keep.  No  marvel,  Lord,  though  it  affrighted  you, 

I  am  afraid  (me  thinks)  to  hear  you  teH.it.' 
Cla.  Ah  Keeper,  Keeper,!  have  done  thefe  things 

(That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  Soui  ) 

For  Edward'shkc,  and  fee  how  he  requites  me.  '< 
O  God  !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 

But  thou  wile  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds , 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  in  me  alone  : 

O  fpare  my  guiklefs  Wife,  and  my  poor  children. 
Keeper,  I  prcthee  fit  by  me  a  while, 
My  foul  is  heavy ,  and  I  fain  would  deep. 

Keep.  I  wil  my  Lord,  God  give  your  Grace  good  reft. 

Enter  Brakenbury  the  Lievtenant. 

Bra.  Sorrow  breaks  Seafons,  and  repofing  honres, 
Makes  the  Night  Morning,  and  the  Noon-tide  Night : 

Princes  have  but  their  Titles  for  their  Glories, 
An  outward  Honour,  for  an  inward  Toil, 
And  for  unfelt  Imaginations 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  Cares : 
So  that  between  their  Titles,  and  low  name, 

There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  Fame. 

Enter  two  ̂ Murthcrers, 

1 .  LMur.  Ho,  who's  here  ? 
Bra.  What  would'ft  thou  Fellow  ?  And  how  cam'fli thou  hither  > 

2 .  Mur.  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hi-ij ther  on  my  Legges. 

Bra.  What  fo  brief? 

i.  'Tis  better  (fir)  then  to  be  tedious: 
Let  him  fee  our  Commiffion,  and  talk  no  more. 

Bra.  I  am  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  Noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands, 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 

Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  from  the  meaning. 
There  lies  the  Dmce  afleep,  and  there  the  Keyes. 
Tie  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him, 

That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge. 

1.  You  may,  fir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifedome  : Fare  you  well. 

2.  What,  (hall  we  ftab  him  as  hefleeps  ? 

1.  No :  he'll  fay  'twas  done  cowardly,  when  he  wakes, 
2.  Why  he  fhall  never  wake  ,  until  tbe  great  Judge- 

ment day. 

1 .  Why  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftab'd  himfleeping. 
2.  The  urging  of  that  w®rd  Judgement ,  hath  bred  a  j£ 

Exit. 

kid: 
kind  of  remorfe  in  me. 

1 .  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  Warrant. 

But  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which 
No  Warrant  can  defend  rue. 

1 .  I  thought  thou  had'ft  bin  refolute. 
2.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1 .  Tie  back.to  the  Duke  of  Glofier ,  and  tell  him  fo, 

2.  Nay  ,prethee  ftay  a  little  : 
I  hope  this  pafftonate  humor  of  mine,  will  change , 
It  was  wont  to  hold  me  but  while  one  tells  twenty. 

1 .  How  do'ft  thou  feel  thy  felf  now  ? 
2.  Some  certain  dreggs  of  Confcience  are  yet  within 

me. 

i .  Remember  the  Reward,  when  the  deed's  done. 
.  3.  Come,  he  dies :  I  had  forgot  the  Reward. 

1 .  Where's  thy  Confcience  now  ? 

2.  O,  in  the  Duke  of  Glofier' s  purfe. 
1 .  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our  Reward, 

thy  Confcience  flies  out. 

2.  'Tis  no  matter  ,  let  it  go :  there's  few  or  none  will 

What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

entertain  it. 

2 .  Tie  not  meddle  with  it,  it  makes  a  man  a  Coward  :]| .  ; 
A  man  cannot  fteal,but  it  accufeth  him  :  A  man  cannot 
Swear,  but  it  Checks  him:  A  man  cannot  lie  with  his 

Neighbours  Wife,  but  it  detects  him.  'Tis  a  bluihing 
fhamcfae'd  fpirit,  that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bofome :  It fills  a  man  full  of  Obftacks.  It  made  me  once  rcftore  a 

Purfe  of  Gold  that  (  by  chance  )T  found  :  It  beggars  any 

man  that  keeps  it  :  .  It  is  turn'd  out  of  towns  and  Ci- 
ties for  a  dangerous  thing  ,  and  every  man  that  means  to 

live  well ,  endeavours  to  truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  with- 
out it. 
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i .  'Tis  even  now  at  my  elbow  ,  perfwading  mc  not  to 
i  kill  the  Duke. 

;  .  2.  Take  the  Devil  in  thy  minde^nd  believe  him  not : 
He  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  ligh; 

1.  «I  am  ftrong  fram'd,  he  canno:  prevail  with  me. 
2.  Spoke  like  a  tall  man,tfeat  refpedVft  thy  reputation. 

Come,  fhall  we  fall  to  work  ? 
i.  Take  him  on  the  Coftard,  with  the  hilts  of  thy 

Sword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  Malmfie-Butte  in 
'the next  room. 

i.  O  excellent  device ;  and  make  a  fop  of  him, 
1.  Soft,  he  wakes. 
2.  Strike. 

\    i .  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him . 
CU.  Where  art  thou  Keeper  ?  Give  me  a  cup  of  wine. 
2.  You  fhall  have  Wine  enough  my  Lord  anon. 

Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 
i.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar,  But  not  as  I  am  Royal. 

I  i. , Nor  you  as  we  are,  Loyal. 
CU.  Thy  voice  is  thunder ,  but  thy  looks  are  humble, 

i .  My  voice  is  now  the  King's,my  looks  mine  own. 
CU.  How  darkly ,  and  how  deadly  do'ft  thou  fpeak  ? 

Your  eyes  d6  menace  me  :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

».  To,  to,  to  —  
Lu'     CU.  To  miirther  me  ? 

Botb.lyl. 

CU.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fo. 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 

3  Wherein  my  friends  have  I  offended  you  ? 
i .  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King. 

CU.  I  fhall  be  reconcil'd  to  him  again. 
*.  Never  my  Lord,  therefore  prepare  to  dye. 
CU.  Are  you  drawn  forth  among  a  world  of  men 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?  What's  my  offence  ? Where  is  the  Evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 

vVh  at  lawfull  Queft  have  given  their  Verdict  up 

Unto  the  frowning  Judge  ?  Or  who  pronounced 
The  bitter  fentence  of  poor  Clarence  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  Law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moft  unlawful!. 

|charge  y  oil,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodrielS, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  oh  me  : 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1 .  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 
2.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
CU.  Erroneous  Vaflals,the  great  King  of  kings 

Hath  in  the  Table  of  his  Law  commanded 

That  thou  (halt  do  no  Murther,  Will  you  then 

Spurn  at  his  Edicts,  and  fulfill  a  man's  i 
»  Take  heed :  for  he  holds  Vengeance  in  his  hand 

To  hurle  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  Law.  . 
2.  And  that  fame  Vengeance  doth  he  hurle  on  thee, 

For  falfe  forfwearing,and  for  murcher  too  : 

Thou  did'ft  receive  the  Sacrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter. 

1.  And  like  a  Tray  tor  to  the  name  of  God^ 

Did'ft  break  that  Vow,and  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 

Unrip'ft  the  Bowels  of  thy  Sov'raign'sSori. 
2.  Whom  thou  was't  fwom  to  cherifh  and  defend. 
I.  How  canft  thou  urge  God  s  dreadful!  Law  to  us  ̂  

When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 
CU.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  I  that  ill  deed  ? 

For  Sdward^iox  my  Brother,  for  his  fake. 

*  "e  fends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this  ; ^IB. «  -  •  -    J  ....  —  v  .  _ | 
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For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
0  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly, 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerfullarme : 
He  needs  no  indirect, or  la wlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  off  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

i .  Who  made  thee  then  a  blotidy  minifter, 

When  gillant  fpiinging  brave  flantagenet^ 
That  Piincely  Novice  was  ftiuck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Cla.  My  Brotheis  love,  the  Devil,  and  my  Rage. 

1 .  Thy  Brother's  Love,  our  Duty,  and  thy  Faults, 
Provoke  us  hither  now,  to  (laughter  thee. 

CU.  If  you  do  love  my  Brother,  hate  not  me : 
1  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 

If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  Brother  Gleftcr  : 
Who  fhajl  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Then  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death, 

2.  You  aredeceiv'd, 
Your  Brother  Glofier  hates  you.  :  ... 

C/rf.Oh  no,  he  loves  me,and  he  holds  me  dear ; 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
.  1 .  I  fo  we  will. 

CU.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  Princely  Father  Tork, 
Bleft  his  three  bonnes  with  his  victorious  Arrrie, 

He  little  thought  of  this  divided  Fricndfhip : 
Bid  Glofier  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep, 

I.  I,  Mi!ftones,as  he  leffoned  ustoweep. 
Cla.  O  do  not  flander  him,  for  he  is  kinde« 

1 .  Right,  as  Snow  in  Hai  vett  : 

Come,  you  deceive  your  fell,  .  ' 
'  l  is  he  that  fends  us  to  deftroy  you  here. 

Cla.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  bewept  my  Fortune, 

And  hugg'd  me  in  his  armes,and  fwore  with  fobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1 .  Why  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 

From  this  earth's  thraldomc,  to  the  joyes  of  heaven. 
2.  Make  peace  with  God  ,  for  you  muft  die,  my  Lord. 
£la.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foules, 

To  counfel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 

And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  foules  fo  blind, 

That  you  will  wane  with  God,by  murd'ring  me?  ; 
O  firs  confider,  they  that  fet  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed, 

2.  What  (hall  we  do"?  .  .  . 
Cla,  Relent,  and- fave  your  foules : 

Which  of  you,  if  vou  Were  a  Princes  Son, 

Being  pent  from  Liberty, as  I  am  now, 
If  two  fuch  murthereis  as  your  felvescame  to  you  , 
Would  not  intreat  for  Life,  as  you  would  beg 

Were  you  in'  my  diftrefs. 

1.  Relent  ?  no  :  'Tis  cowardly  and  womaniiri. 
Cla.  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  favage,  devilliih. 

My  Friend,  I  fpy  fome  pi;ie  in  thy  looks : 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  hot  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me, 

A  begging  Prince,  what  beggar  pities  not  > 
2.  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord.  \ 

T.TkJ|Ee  that,and  that,  if  all  this  will  riot  do,  Stabs  him. ' 

I'le  «wn  you  in  the  Malmfcy-Butte  within.        Ex't.  \ 
fTA,  bloudy  deed ,  and  defperately  difpatcht :  \ 

HoW  fain  (like  PiUte)  would  I  wafh  my  hands 
Of  this  moft  grievous  murther.     Enter  \ .  Muttherer. 

1 .  How  now  ?  what  itican'il  thou  that  thou  help'ft  mc 
not  ?    By  Heaven  the  Duke  lhall  know  how  flack  you 
have  been. 

 *   •  2>;l 
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i.Afur.  I  would  he  knew  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother; 
Take  thou  the  Fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay, 
For  I  repent  me  chat  the  Duke  is  flain.  Exit. 

I  .Mur.  So  do  not  I  :  go  Coward  as  thou  art. 
Well,  Tie  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 

'Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial  : 
And  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  will  away  ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  \  mult  not  ftay  Exit. 

(lABus  Secundus.  S cena  Trima^. 

Flourlfh. 

Enter  the  K'mgjlck^.the  Qjteen,  Lord  (JHarqueft, 
Dorfet',  Rivers ,  H.ftlng..,  Catesby, 

Buckingham  JVoo&vill, 

King.  Why  fo  :  now  have  I  done  a  good  dayes  work. 
You  Peers,  continue  this  united  League  : 

1, every  day  expect  an  Embaffage 
F;,om  my  Redeemer,  to  redeem  me  hence. 
Ar:d  more  to  peace  my  foul  fhall  part  to  heaven, 

'Since  i  have  made  my  Friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Dorfet  and  Rivers,  take  each  others  hand, 

JD.flemble  not'your  hatred,  Swetr  your  love. 

Rlv.  By  heaven  ,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  bearing  hate, 
And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's-Love. 

Haft.  So  thrive  I,  asl  truly  fwear  the  like. 
King.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 

.Left  he  that  is  the  fuprc.me  King  of  kings 
Confound  your  hidden  falfhood,  and  award 

■  Either  of  you  to  be  the  others  end. 
Haft.  So  profper  I ,  as  I  fwear  perfect  love. 
Rivers.  And  I,  as  I  love  Haftings  with  my  hearto 
King.  Madam,  your  fdf  is  noc  exempt  from  this  : 

Nor  you  f on  Dorfet,  Buckingham  nor  you ; 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  Loi  d  Haftings,  let  him  kits  y our  hand, 
And  what  you  do, do  icunfeignedly. 

Queen,  There  Haftlngs,  1  will  never  more  remember 
Oui  former  hatred,  fo  thrive  T,and  mine. 

King.  Dorfet,  embrace  him: 

Haftlngs,  love  Loi  d  Matquefs. 
Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  proteft 

Upon  my  part,  fhr.il  be  inviolable. 
Haft.  And  fo  I  wca  r  I . 

King. Now  Piincely  Bmklngham$v\  thou  this  league 
With  thy  cmbraccrnen.s  to  my  wives  Allies, 
And  maKeme  hap^y  m  y-rur  unity. 

Buc.  When  ever  Buckingham '.':Oi\xtmn  his  hate 
Upon  your  Grace,  put  with  all  dutiovs  love, 
Doth  cherifh  you  and  yoursr  God  pumlhme 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  moll  love, 
When  I  have  moft  need  toimpby  a  F;iend, 
And  mod  allured  that  he  is  a  Friend, 

Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  he  unto  me  :  this  do  I  beg  of  Heaven, 

When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you,  or. yours.  Embrace. 

King.  Apleafing  Cordial,  Princely  Buckingham 
Is  this  thy  Vow,  unco  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloftcr  here, 
To  make  theblefied  period  of  this  peace. 

Buc.  And  in  sood  time, 

Here  comes  Sir  Richard  Rat  cliff ,  and  the  Duke. 

1  ni  j 

r 

3  I! 

Enter  Ratcl, %  and  Ghfter. 

•  _i   t   f"     i  >■»<  .  •  «■ Rich.Good  morrow  to  my  Soveraign  King  and C^ueen, 
And  Princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day. 

King.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  havefpenc  the  day  : 
Glosler,  we  have  done  deeds  of  Charicy, 
Made  peace  of  Enmity,  fair  love  of  Hate, 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong  incenfed  Peers, 

Rich.  Ablefled  labour  my  molt  Soveraign  Lord  : 
Among  this  Princely  heap,  if  any  here 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  lurmife 
Hold  me  a  Foe :  if  I  unwillingly,  or  in  my  rage , 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  born, 
To  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  Enmity  : 

T  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  men's  love, 
Fir  ft  Madam,  I  in  treat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  wiii  purchafe  with  my  dutious  feryice, 

Of  you  my  N,oble  Coufin  Buckingham, 

If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us. 
Ofyou  and  you,  Lord  Rivers  and  of  Dorfet9 

That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 
Of  you  Lord  PVoodvllle,  and  Lord  Scales  of  you, 
Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen,  indeed  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englifhman  alive, 
With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 
More  then  the  infant  that  is  born  to  night : 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  Humility. 

Queen.  A  holy  day  fhall  this  be  kept  hereafter  :, 
I  would  to  God  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. 

My  Soveraign  Lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs 
To  take  our  brother  (flarenee  to  your  Grace. 

Rich.  Why  Madam,  have  I  off'red  love  for  this, 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  Royal  prefence  ? 

Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ?  The) 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  htsCoarfe.  allftart, 

King.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead  ? 
Who  knows  he  is } 

Queen,  All-feeing  Heaver,  what  a  world  is  this  ? 
Buc .  Look  I  fo  pale  Lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  ? 

Dor.  I  my  good  Lord,  and  no  man  in  the  prefence, 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

King.  Is  Clarence  dead?  The  order  was  revers't. Rich.  Buc  he  (poor  man)  by  your  firft  order  dyed, . 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  aid  bear: 
Some  tardy  Cripple  bare  the  Countermand, 
That  come  too  la&>e  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant,  that  fome  lefs  Noble,  and  lefs  Loyal, 

Nearer  in  bloudy  thoughts,  and  not  in  bloud, 
Deferve  no  worfe  then  wretched  Clarence  did, 

And  yet  go  curranr  from  fufpicion. 

Enter  Earl  of  Derby. 

Derb.  A  boon  my  Soyeraign  for  my  fcrvice  done. 

King.  I  prechee  peace,  my  foul  is  full  of  forrow. 
Derb.  I  will  noc  rife,  unlefs  your  Highnefs  hear  me^ 

King.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requcfi'ft. 
Derb.  The  forfeic  (Soveraign)  of  my  fervancs  life,  ' Who  flew  to  day  a  Riotous  Gentleman, 

Lately  attendanc  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 

King,  Have  la  tongue  to  doom  my  Brothers  death  ? 
And  fhall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  flave? 

My  brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  Thought,, 
And  yet  his  puniihmcnt  was  bitter  death. 

1        V  Who 
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Who  fued  to  me  for  him  ?  Who  (in  my  wrath) 

eefd  at  my  feet ;  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
no  fpoke  of  Brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  in  love  ? 

ho  told  me  how  the  poor  foul  did  forl'ake 
he  mighty  Warwick^,  and  did  fight  for  me  : 
ho  told  me  in  the  Field  at  Tewkjbury, 
ien  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcued  me  : 

ndfaid,dear  Brother  live,  and  be  a  King  ? 
hj  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  Field, 

rozen  (almoft)  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 
ven  in  his  Garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 
11  thin  and  naked) to  thenumme  cold  night? 

11  this  from  my  Remembrance,  bruitifh  wrath 

Sinfully  pluckt,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
But  when  your  Carters,  or  your  waiting  Vaffals 

Have  done  a  drunken  (laughter,  and  defae'd 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  ftraightare  on  your  knees  for  Pardon,  pardon, 
And  I  (unjuftly  too)  muft  grant  it  you. 
But  for  my  Brother,  not  a  man  would  fpeak, 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  fpeak  unto  my  felf 
For  him  poor  Soul.  The  proudeft  of  you  all , 
Have  been  beholding  to  him  in  his  life  : 
Yet  none  of  you,  would  once  beg  for  his  life. 
0  God  I  I  fear  thy  juftice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you  ;  and  mine,  and  yours  for  this. 
Come  Hofiings  help  me  to  my  Clofet. 
Ah  poor  Clarence.      Exeunt  fome  with  K.  and  Qjteen, 

Rich.  This  is  the  fruits  of  rafhnefs :  Mack  you  not, 
How  that  the  Kindred  of  the  Queen 

Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  £larence  death  ? 
0 1  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King, 
God  will  revenue  it.   Come  Lords  will  you  go. 

To  comfort  £ dward with  our  company  ? 
Buc.  We  wait  upon  your  Grace.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secund* 

Enter  the  old  DucheJ?  ofTor^  with  the  two 
children  »f  Clarence. 

Edw.  Good  Grandam  tell  us,  is  our  Father  dead  ? 

Buck.  No  Boy. 

Daugh.Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft?  and  beat  your  Breaft? 
And  cry,  O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  Son  ? 

Boy.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  fhake  your  head, 
And  call  us  Orphans,  Wretches,  Caftawayes, 
If  that  our  Noble  Father  were  alive  ? 

Due.  My  pretty  Coufins,  you  miftakeme  botb^ 
I  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  King, 

As  loath  to  lofe  him,  not  your  Father's  death  : 
It  were  loft  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Boy.<  Then  you  conclude  (my  Grandam)  he  is  dead  : 
The  King  mine  Uncle  is  to  blame  for  it. 

God  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earneft  prayers,  all  to  that  effect. 
Daugh.  And  fo  will  I. 

2)«c.Peace  children,peace:  the  King  doth  love  you  well. 
Incapable  and  fhallow  Innocents, 

You  cannot  guefs  who  caus'd  your  Fathers  death. 
Boy,  Grandam  we  can :  for  my  good  Uncle  G [otter 

Told  me,  the  King  provok'd  to  it  by  the  Q;ieen, 
Dcvis'd  impeachments  to  imprifon  him  ; And  when  my  Uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wepr, 
And  pitied  me, and  kindly  kift my  cheek  : 
Bad  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  Father, 

And  he  would  love  me  dearly'as  a  child. Due.  Ah  !  that  Deceit  fhould  ftcal  fuch  gentle  ftiape, 

And  with  a  virtuous  Vizor  hide  deep  Vice." He  is  my  fon,  I,  and  therein  my  fhame, 
Yet  from  my  dugges,he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Boy.  Think  you  aiy  Uncle  did  diffemble  Grandam  ? Due.  I  Boy. 

Boy.  I  cannot  think  it.  Harke,  what  rioifc  is  this  ? 

Enter  the  Queen  with  her  hair  about  her  eares7 
Rivers  and  Dorfet  after  her. 

Queen.  Ah  J  who  fhall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
Tochide  my  Fortune,  and  torment  my  Self. 

Tie  joyn  with  black  defpair  againft  my-Soul, 
And  to  my  felf  become  an  enemie. 

Due.  What  means  this  Scene  of  rude  impatience  ? 
Queen.  To  make  an  a&  of  Tragick  violence. 

Edward  my  Lord,  thy  Son,  our  King  is  dead. 

Why  grow  the  Branches,  when  the  Root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  that  want  their  fap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  Lament :  if  dye,  be  brief. 
That  our  fwift-winged  Soules  may. catch  the  King9, 
Or  like  obedient  Subjects  follow  him, 

To  his  new  Kingdome  of  ne' re-changing  night. 
Due.  Ah,  fo  much  intereft  have  I  in  thy  forrow, 

As  I  had  Title  to  thy  Noble  Husband : 

I  have  bewept  a  worthy  Husband's  death , 
And  liY'd  with  looking  on  his  Images : 
But  now  two  Mirrors  of  his  Pjincely  femblance, 

Are  crack'd  in  pieces,  by  malignant  death, 
And  I  for  comfort,  have  but  one  falfe  Glafs, 

That  grieves  me,  when  I  fee  my  ihame  in  him„ 
Thou  art  a  Widow :  yet  thou  art  a  Mother, 
And  haft  the  comforc  of  thy  Children  left, 

But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  Husband  from  mines  armcs, 
And  pluckt  two  Crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence,  and  Edward.  O,  what  caufe  have  I, 

(Thine  being  but  a  moity  of  my  moan) 
To  over-go  thy  woes ,  and  drown  my  cries. 

Boy.  Ah  Aunt !  you  wept  not  for  your  Fathers  death  : 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  Kindred  teares  ? 

Daugh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd , 
Your  Widow-dolour  likewife  be  unwept. 

Queen.  Give  me  no  help  in  Lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  Complaints : 
All  Springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes , 

That  I  being  gOvern'd  by  the  waterieMoon, 
May  fend.  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  WorkL 

Ah,  for  my  Husband,  for  my  dear  Lord  Edward. 

Chil.  Ah  for  our  Father ,  for  out-  dear  Lord  Clarence. 
Due.  Alas  for  both,  both  mine  Edward  and  Clarence. 

Queen.  What  ftay  had  I  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone. 
Chil.  What  ftay  had  we  but  Clarence  ?  and  he's  gone. 
Due.  What  ftayes  had  I  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone. 
Queen.  Was  never  widow  bad  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Chil.  Were  never  Orphans  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Due.  Was  never  Mother  had  fodeara  lofs. 

Alas !  I  am  the  Mother  of  thefe  Griefs. 

Their  woes  are  parcelfd,  mine  is  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  w  eeps,  and  fo  do  I  : 
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I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  fhe  ; 
Thefe  Babes  for  Clarence  weep,  fo  do  not  they. 

Alas .'  you  three,  on  ine  threefold  diftreft  : 
Pour  all  your  tcarcs,  1  am  your  forrows  Nurfe  , 

And  I  will  pamper  it  with  Lamentation. 

Dor.  Comfort  dear  Motlier,  God  is  much  difpleas'd, 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulnefs  his  doing. 

In  common  worldly  things  'tis  call'd  ungratefull, 
With  dull  unwillingnels  to  repay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent : 
M  cn  mot  e  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heaven, 

hoi  it  requires  the  Royal  debt  it  lent  you, 
Riven.  Ma  am,  beihink  you  like  a  carefull  Mother 
f  the  young  Prince  your  ion :  fend  ftraightfor  him, 

Let  hifn  be  Crown' d,  in  him  your  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defperate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 

And  plant  your  joyes  in  living  Edward's  Throne. 

Enter  Richard,  Buckingham,  Derby,  Ha- 

flings,  and  Rs.t  cliff. 

Rich.  Sifter  have  comfort,  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  (Tuning  Star: 

But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them. 
Madam,  my  Mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  your  Grace.  Humbly  on  my  knee, 
,1-crave  your  BldTing. 

Due.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  mecknefs  in  thy  breaft, 
Love,  Charity,  Obedience,  and  true  Dutic. 

Rich.  A  men,  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man, 

That  is  the  butt  end  of  a  Mother's  blefling ; I  marvel  that  her  Grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Bhc.  You  cloudy-Princes,and  heart- forrowing- Peers, 
That  bear  this  heavy  mutual  load  of  Moan, 

Now  cheer  each  other,  in  each  other's  Love  : 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  Hai  veft  of  this  King, 
We  arc  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  Son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-fwoln  hates, 

But  lately  fplintred,  knit,  and  joyn'd  together, 
Muft  gently  beptcferv  d,  cheriiTu,  and  kept : 

Me  fecmeth  good,  tha-.  with  fome  little Traim, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  ,  the  young  Piince  be  fet 

Hither  to  London ,  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 
Rivers.  Why  with  fome  little  Train, 

My  Lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buc.  Marry  my  Lord,  left  by  a  multitude 

Thcnew-heal'd  wound  of  Malice  fhould  breakout, 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 

By  how  much  the  eftate  is  green,  and  yet  ungovern'd. 
Where  every  Horfe  beares  his  commanding  Rein, 
And  may  direct  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfelf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 

In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 
Rich.  I  hope  the  King  made  peace  with  all  of  us, 

And  the' compact  is  firm,  and  true  inmc. 
Rivers.  And  fo  in  me,  and  fo  (I  think)  in  all, 

Yet  fince  it  is  but  green,  it  fhould  be  put 

To  no  apparent  likely  hood  of  breach, 

Which  haply  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd  : 
Therefore!  fay  with  Noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  fhould  fetch  ihe  Prince. 

Haft.  And  fo  fay  I. 
Rich.  Then  be  itfo,  and  go  we  to  determine 

Whothey  fhall  be  that  ftraight  fhall  pofte  to  London. 
Madam,  and  you  my  Sifter,  will  you  go 
Tos  iveyourcenfures  in  tins  Lu/rrefs  >  Exeunt. 

£-  :  

<JMa»ent  Buckingham,  and  Richard. 
Buck^.  My  Lord,  whoever  journies  to  the  Prince  , 

For  God's  fake  let  not  us  two  ftay  at  home : 
For  by  the  way,  Tie  fort  occafion, 

As  Index  to  the  ftory  we  late  talk'd  of, 

To  part  the  Queen's  proud  Kindred  from  the  Prince. 
Rich.  My  other  felf,  my  Counfel's  Confiftory, 

My  Oracle,  my  Piophet,  my  dear  Coufin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  goby  thy  direction, 

Toward  London  thcn,for  we'll  not  ftay  behind.  Exeunt 

Scena  Tertian. 

Enter  one  £ltlz*en  at  one  door,  and  another  at the  other. 

I.  Cit.  Good  morrow  Neighbour,  whither  away  f 
faft  ? 

a.  Cit.  I  promife  you  I  hardly  know  my  felf : 
Hearyou  the  Newes  abroad  ? 

i .  Yes,  the  King  is  dead. 

'  a .  Ill  newes  byrlady ,  feldome  comes  the  better  : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  Citizen. 

3 .  Neighborrs,  G  od  fpeed. 

1 .  Give  you  good  morrow  fir. 

3.  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  King  Edward's  death 
2.  I  fir,  it  is  too  true,  God  help  the  while. 
3.  Then  Mafters  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 

1 .  No,  no,  by  God's  good  grace,  his  Son  fhall  reign. 
3 .  Woe  to  that  Land  that's  govern'd  by  a  Child. 
2 .  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  Government. 

Which  in  his  non-age,  Counfel  under  him, 
And  in  his  full  and  ripened  yea  res,  himfelf 

No  doubt  fhall  then,  and  'till  then  govern  well. 
i .  So  flood  the  ft  ate  when  Henry  the  fixth 

Was  crown'd  in  Paris,  but  at  nine  months  old. 
3.  Stood  the  State  fo  ?  No,no,good  friends,God  wot 

For  then  this  Land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politick  grave  Counfel ;  then  the  King 
Had  virtuous  Uncles  to  protect  his  Grace. 

i.  Why  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  Father  and  Mother 
3.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  Father. 

Or  by  his  Father  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation,  who  fhall  now  be  neareft, 

Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O  full  cf  danger  is  the  Duke  of  Glofter, 

And  the  Queen's  Sons,  and  Brothers,  haught  and  proud 
And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  Land,  might  folace  as  before, 

1.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  woi  ft :  all  will  be  well. 
5. When  Clouds  are  feen,  wifemen  put  on  their  cloaks 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  Winter  is  at  hand  ; 
When  the  Sun  fets ,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 

Untimely  ftormes,  make  men  expect  a  Dearth : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
Tis  more  then  we  defer ve,  or  I  expect. 

2 .  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear : 
You  cannot  reafon  (almoft)  with  a  man, 
That  looks  not  heavily  ,  and  full  of  dread. 

3.  Befoie  the  dayes  of  Change,  (till  is  it  fo, 

By  a  divine  inftinc't,  men's  minds  miftitift 

Enfuing 
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Pui  filing  danger :  as  by  proof  we  lee 

The  Wacer  fwell  before  a  boyft'rous  ftorm : 
Buc  leave  ic  all  to  God,  Whither  away  ? 

2  Marry  we  were  fent  for  to  the  Juftices. 

3  And  lb  was  1 : 1'le  bear  you  company. 
Exeunt. 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Enter  Arch-Blfhop, youngTork^,  the  Queen, 
and  the  Dutchejfe. 

Arch.  Laft  night  I  heard  they  lay  at  Stony  Stratford, 
And  at  Northampton  they  do  reft  to  night : 
To  morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Dut.  I  long  withall  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince: 
I  hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  laft  I  faw  him, 

Qu.  But  I  hear  no,  they  fay  my  fon  of  York. 
Ha'salmoft  overtane  him  in  his  growth. 

Tor.  I  mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Dut,  Why,  my  good  Coufin,  it  is  good  to  grow. 
Torkj,  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fit  at  flipper, 

My  Unkle  Rivers  talk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  then  my  Brother.  I,  quoth  my  Unkle  Glofiert 
Small  Herbs  have  grace>  great  Weeds  do  grow  apace. 
And  fince,  me  thinks  I  would  not  grow  fo  fan1, 
Becaufe  fweet  Flowers  ate  (lowland  Weeds  make  haft. 

Dut.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee. 

He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing  when  he  was  young, 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 
That  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  fhoiild  be  gracious. 

Tor.  And  fono  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  Madam. 
Dut.  I  hope  he  is,  but  yet  let  Mothers  doubt. 

,  i    Tor.  Now  by  my  troth,  if  1  had  been  remembred, 
I  could  have  given  my  Unkles  Grace,  a  flout, 

To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  then  he  touch'd  mine. 
Dut.  How,  my  young  Tork^, 

II  prethee  let  me  hear  it. 

Tor.  Marry  ("they  fay)  my  Unkle  grew  fo  faft, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old, 

'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
•Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  Jeft. 

Dut.  I  prethee,  pretty  Tork^,  who  told  thee  this  ?  - 
Tor.  Grandam,  his  Nurfe. 

Dut.  His  Nurfefwhy  fhe  was  dead,  ere  thou  waft  born. 

Tor.  If 'twere  not  fhe,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me, 

Qu.  A  parlous  Boy :  go  to,  you  are  too  fhrew'd. 
Dut.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  Child. 
jQu.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  {JMejfenger. 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  Meffenger  :  What  News  ? 
Mef.  Such  news  my  Lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 
Qu.  How  doth  the  Prince  ?  . 

Mef.  Well  Madam,  and  in  health. 
Dut.  What  is  thy  News? 
Mef.  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Grey, 

Are  lent  to  Pomfret,  and  with  them, 

Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  Prifoners. 
Dut.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef,  The  mighty  Dukes,  Glofler  and  Buckingham. 

Arch.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mef.  The  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd  : 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  Nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  L  >rd. 

Qu.  Aye  mc  !  I  fee  the  mine  of  my  Houfe  : 
The  Tiger  now  hath  felz'd  the  gentle  Hinde, 
Infulting  Tyranny  begins  to  Jut. 
Upon  the  innocent  and  aweleffe  Throne: 
Welcome  Deftruction,  Bloud,  and  Maffacre, 
I  fee  (as  in  a  Map)  the  tnd  of  all. 

Dut.  Accurfed,  and  unquiet  wrangling  dayes,, 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld ; 
My  Husband  loft  his  life,  to  get  the  Crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  toft, 

Forme  to  joy,  and  weeps  tne'r  gam  an^  loife. 
And  being  feated,  andJDomeftick  broyls 
Clean  over-blown,  themfelvcs  (the  Conquerers,) 
Make  war  upon  themfelves,  Brother  to  Brother ; 
Bloud  to  bloud ;  felf  agiinft  felf :  O  prepofterous 
And  frantick outrage!  end  thy  damned  fpleen, 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  earth  no  more. 

Qu.  Come,  come,  my  Boy,  we  will  to  Sanctuary. 
Madam,  farewell. 

Dut .  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

Qu.  You  have  no  caufe. 

Arch.  My 'gracious  Lady,  go,  '■■ And  thither  bear  your  Treafure  and  your  Goods, 

For  my  part,  Pie  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  Seal  I  keep,  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours. 
Go,  Tie  conduct  you  to  the  San&uary.  Exeunt. 

AUm  Tertius.  Scena  Trma* 

The  Trumpets  found. 

Enter  young  Prince, the  Dukjs  of  Glocefler  and  Bucking- 
ham, Lord  Cardinal,  with  others. 

Buc.  Welcome  fweet  prince  to  London, 
To  your  Chamber. 

Rich.  Welcome  dear  Cofin,  my  thoughts  Soveraign 

The  weary  way  hath  made  you  Melancholly. 

<Prln.  No  Unkle,  but  our  croffes  on  the  way, 
Have  made  it  tedious,  Wearifcme  and  heavy. 
I  want  more  Unkles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Rich.  Sweet  Piincr,the  untainted  venue  of  your  years 

Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  Worlds  deceit : 
No  more  carf^you  diftinguifh  of  a  man, 
Then  of  his  outward  fhew,  which  God  he  knows, 
Seldome  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  Unkles  which  you  want,  were  dangerous: 
Your  grace  attended  to  their  Sugred  words, 

But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuchfalfe  Friends. 

<Prln.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  Friends, 
But  they  were  none. 

Rich.  My  Lord  ,  the  Major  of  London  comes  to  greet 

you. 

Enter  Lord  M-ajor. 

Lo.  Major.  God  blcffe  your  Gnce,  with  health  and 

happy  dayes. 
Trin.  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord,  and  thank  you  all: 

X  x    '  I 



$22 The  Life andcDeathojcK^chard the  Third. 
I  thought  my  Mother,  and  my  Brother  Torl^y 
Would  long,  ere  this,  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Slug  is  Hxftings,  that  he  comes  not 
To  cell  us,  whether  they  wdl  come,  or  no. 

Enter  Lord  H.iftiugs. 

And  in  good  time , here  comes  the  fweating 
Buck.. 

Lord. 

'Prince.  Welcome,  my  Lord :  what ,  will  our  Mothe come  i 

Haft.  On  what  occafion  God  he  knows,  not  T, 
The  Queen  your  Mother,  and  your  Brother  Tork.9 
Have  taken  Sanctuary:  The  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  wrh  me,  to  meet  your  Grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  pei  force  w.th-held. 

Buc.  Fie,  whai  an  indirect  and  pceviih  courfe 
Is  this  ofheis  ?  Lb  d  Cardinal  will  your  Grace 
Pert  wade  the  Queen,  to  fend  the  Duke  o£Tort^ 
Unto  his  Princely  Brother  prefently  ? 
If  die  deny,  Lord  Haftings  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  amies  pluck  him  perforce. 

Car.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  Oratory 
Can  from  his  Mother  win  the  Duke  of  Tork, 

Anon  expect  him  here  :  Lut  if  fhe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  forbid 

We  fhould  inf:inge  the  holy  Piiviledge 
Of  bltflcd  Sanfuiary  :  not  for  all  this  Land, 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  great  a  fin. 

Bhc.  You  are  too  fencelefl":  obftinate,  my  Lord, Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional. 

Weigh  it  but  with  the  grofTcncffe  of  this  Age, 
You  break  not  Sanctuary,  in  feizing  him  : 
The  benefit  thereof  is  alwayes  granted 

To  thofe,  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place, 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place : 

This  Prince  hath  neither  daim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it, 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  Priviledgc,  nor  Charter  there : 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  fanft  jary  men, 

But  San£h'aty  children,  ne'ie  till  now. 
far.  My  Lord,  you  fhall  o're-rule  my  mind  for  once. 

Come  on,  Lord  Haftings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Haft.  I  go  my  Lord.       Exit  Cardinal  and  Haftings. 
Prin.  Good  Lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  haft  you  may. 

Say,  UnVlzGlocefter,  if  our  Brother  come, 
Where  fhall  we  lb  join,  till  our  Coronation  ? 

Glo.  Where  it  think'ftbeft  unto  your  Royal  fclf. 
If  I  may  counfell  you,  fome  day  or  two 
Your  Highneffe  fhall  repofe  you  at  the  Tow*  : 
Then  wheie  you  pleafc,  and  fhall  be  thought  moft  fit 
For  your  be  ft  health,  and  recreation. 

Prin.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  place : 
Did  Jul  ins  Cut  far  build  that  place,  my  Lord  ? 

Buc.  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place, 

Which  fince,  fucceeding  Ages,  have  re-cdify'd. 
Prin.  It  is  Dpon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 

Succeffively  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it  ? 
Buc.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Prin.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  regifired, 

Me  thinksthe  truth  fhould  live  from  sgeto  age, 

As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  pofterity, 
Everi  to  the  general  ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay  do  never  live  long 
Prin.  What  fay  you,  Unkle  ? 

Glo.  I  lay,  without  Characters,  Fame  lives  lon». 

Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,  °'aftde. I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 
Prtn.  That  Julius  Cafar  was  a  famous  roan ; 

With  what  his  Valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  Wit  fet  down,  to  make  hi?  Valour  live  : 
Death  makes  no  Conqucft  of  his  Conqueror, 
For  now  he  lives  in  Fame,  though  not  in  Life. 
Tie  tell  yon  what,  Coufin  Buckingham. 

Buc.  What,  my  gracious  Lord  ? 
Prin.  And  if  I  live  untill  I  be  a  man, 

I'le  win  our  ancient  Right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  Souldier,asI  liv'd  a  King. 

Glo.  Short  Summers  lightly  have  a  forward  Spring. 

Enter  young  Tort^,  Haftings,  and  Cardinal. 

Buck^  Now  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  Duke  of 

York,. 

Prince.  Richard  of.TV^,  how  fares  our  Noble  Bro- ther ? 

Tor.  Well,  my  dear  Lord,  fo  mult  I  call  you  now* 
Prin.  I,  Brother,  to  our  grief  as  it  is  yours : 

Too  late  he  dy'd,  that  might  have  kept  that  Title, Which  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  Majefty. 
Glo.  How  fares  our  Coufin,  Noble  Lord  o(Tork.  ? 
Tor.  I  thank  you,  gentle  Vnhfe.  O  my  Lord, 

You  faid,  that  idle  Weeds  are  faft  in  growth  : 
The  Prince  my  Brother,  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 
Tor.  And  therefore  is  he  idle. 

Glo.  Oh  my  fair  Coufin,  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 
Tor.  Then  he  is  more  beholding  to  you,  then  I. 
Glo.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Soveraign, 

But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  Kinfman. 

Tor.  I  pray  you,  Unkle,  give  me  this  Dagger. 
Glo.  My  Dagger,  little  Coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 
Prin.  A  Beggar,  Brother  ? 
Tor.  Of  my  kind  Unkle,  that  I  know  will  give, 

And  being  a  Toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.  A  greater  gift  then  that,  Tie  give  my  Coufin. 

Tor.  A  greater  gift  ?  O,  that's  the  Sword  to  it. 
Glo.  I,  gentle  Coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 
T or.  O  then  I  fee,  you  will  part  but  with  light  gifts, 

In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  Begger  nay. 
Glo.  Ic  is  too  weighty  for  your  Grace  to  wear. 
Tor.  I  wegh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  Weapon,  little  Lord? 

I  would  that  I  might  thank  you  ,  as  you  call 

Tor. 
me. 

Glou 
Tor. 
Prin. 

How  ? 

Little. 

My  Lord  of  Tor^mW  ever  be  croffe  in  talk :  - 
Unkle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

Tor.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me : 
Unkle,  my  Brother  mocks  both  you  and  me, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little,  like  an  Ape, 

He  thinks  that  you  fhould  bear  me  on  your  fhoulders* 
Buc .  With  what  a  tharp  provided  wit  he  reafons : 

To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  Unkle, 

He  prettily,  aud  aptly  taunts  himfelf : 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  vvondcr&I!. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  wilt  plcafe  you  pafTe  along  ? 

My  felf,  and  my  good  Coufin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  Mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meetycu  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

Tor.  What 



523 Tor.  What,  will  you  go  unco  the  Tovyet  my  Lqid  ? 
Pr.n.  My  Lo:*i  Protector  will  have  it  To. 
for.  I  fh.li  not  Ikepin  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Gh.  Why,  <v&tt  fhould  you  fear? 
Tsr.  Marry,  my  Uncle  Clarence  angry  Ghofi : 

My  Grand;. m  cold  me  he  was  murther'd  there. 
fr'tH.  1  fear  no  Unelcs  dead. 
Gh.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope, 

Era.  And  if  they  live,  I  hope  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come  my  Loid  :  and  wich  a  heavy  heart, 

I  Thinking  on  them,  go  I  I'nco  the  Tower. 

Exeunt  Trlnce,  York.*  Haftings,  and  Dorfet. 

Manet  Richard,  Buckingham,  and  Catesby. 

Sue.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  York. 
j  Was  not  incenfed  by  h;s  lubtle  Mother, 

[To  tame  and  fcom  you  thus  opp>-obrioufly  ? 
Glofi.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  Oh  'tis  a  perillous  Boy, 

Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  : 
I  Me  is  all  the  Mothers,  from  top  to  toe. 

.  Buc.  Well,  let  them  reft  :  Come  hither  Catesby^ 

Thou  ait  ("worn  ?s  deeply  to  cfi\6t  what  we  intend, 
■  Asclol'ely  to  conceal  what  we  impart: 
I  Thou  know'ftourreafonsurg'd  upon  the  way, 
I  What  think'fi  thou  }  is  it  not  an  eafie  matter, 
To  make  William  Lord  Haftings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  irft'ilm  nt  of  chisNo.le  Duke 

!  In  chefeac  Royal  of  this  famous  llle  ? 
Cates.  He  for  his  fathers  lake  fo  loves  the  Prince, 

;  Thru  he  will  not  be  won  to  ought  agahft  him. 

■Sj   Buck,  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley}  Will  not ft  he  ? 

Cates.  He  will  dojlUn  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
Buc.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this : 

(Go  gentle  Cate  byyzy\:\  as  it  were  far  off, 
Sound  thou  Lord  Haftings, 

i  How  he  doth  ftand  affected  toourpurpofe, 

j  And  fummon  him  to  morrow  to  the  Tower, 
1  To  fit  about  the  Coronation.  v 

||  If  thou  do'ft  flnde  him  tradable  to  us,  i 
Encoutage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons: 
Whe  be  laden,  icy,  cold>  unwilling, 
B:  thou  fo  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 
And  give  u«  notice  of  his  inclination  : 
For  we  to  morrow  hold  divided  Councels, 

Wherein  thy  felf  fhalt  highly  be  employ'd. 

i     Rich.  Commend  me  to^Lord  mU'iam:id\  \\m(Catesby) 
I  His  ancient  Knot  of  dangerous  Adversaries 
To  morrow  are  let  bloud  at  Pomfret  Caftle, 

And  bid  my  Lord,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 

j  Give  Mirtrtffe  Shore  one  gentle  Kifle  the  more. 
Buc.  Good  Catesby,  go  cffc&  this  bufinefle  foundly. 

I     Cates.  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 
Rich.  Shall  we  hear  from  you  Catesby,zic  we  fleep  ? 
Cates.  You fhall,  my  Lord. 

%lch.  At  Crosby  Houfe  there  fhall  you  find  us  both. 
Sxit  Catesby. 

Buc.  Now,  my  Lord, 
What  fhall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 

Lord  Haftings  will  not  yield  to  our  Complots? 
l$lch.  Chop  off  his  Head  : 

Something  we  will  determine: 
And  look  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  Earldome  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 

Whereof  the  King,  my  Brother,  was  poffeft. 

Buc.  1'le  claim  chat  promife  at  your  Graces  hand. 
%jch.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefTe. 

Come,  let  us  lup  betimes,  that  afcerwards 

We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  forme. 
Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda. 

 1 — m 

Enter  a  Meff rnger  to  the  door  of  Haftings., 

iJMefy  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Haft.  Who  knocks? 
tJHef.  One  from  the  Lord  Stanley. 

Haft.  What  is't a  Clock? 
(Jkef.  Upon  the  (troak  of  four. 

Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

HaB.  Cannot  my  Lord  Stanley  fleep  thefc  tedious 

Nights  ? 
Mef.  So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay  %. 

Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  Noble  felf.  . 
Hail.  What  then  ? 

Mef.  Then  certifies  your  Lordfhip,  ̂ hat  this  Night 
He  dteamt,  the  Bore  had  lafed  off  his  Helm : 
Befides,  he  fayes  there  ate  two  Councels  kept ; 

And  that  may  be  determ  n'dat  the  one, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th'other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  Lordlhips  pleafure, 

If  you  will  prcfcntly  take  Horfe  wich  him, 
And  wich  all  fpced  port  with  him  toward  the  Northj 
To  fhun  the  danger  that  his  loul  divines. 

H.ft.  Go  fellow,  go  return  unto  thy  Lord, 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feperated  counfell : 
His  Honor  and  my  felf  are  at  the  one, 
And  at  the  other  is  my  good  friend  (fatesby,  . 

Where  nothing  can  proceed,  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  intelligence : 
Tell  him  his  fears  are  (hallow,  wrhout  inftance. 

And  for  his  Dreams,  I  wonder  he's  fo  fimpic, 
To  truft  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  (lumbers. 
To  flye  the  Bore,  before  the  Bore  pu  lues, 
Were  to  incenfe  the  Bore  to  follow  us, 

And  make  pu'  fuit,  where  he  did  mean  to  chafe. 
Go,  bid  thy  Ma  Iter  rife,  and  come  to  me, 
And  we  will  Doth  together  to  the  Tovyer, 
Where  he  fhall  fee  the  Bore  will  ufe  us  kindly. 

Mef.  Tie  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. 
Exit. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Cates.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  Noble  Lord. 
Haft.  Good  morrow  Catesby ,  you  are  early  (Urring : 

What  news,  what  news  in  this  our  tott'iing  State  ? 
Cates.  lc  is  a  reeling  World  indeed,  my  Lord: 

And  I  believe  will  never  (tand  upright, 

Till  "Richard  wear  the  Gatland  of  the  Realm. 
Haft.  ,  How  wear  the  Garland  ? 

j  Do'fi  thou  mean  the  Crown  t 
\     Cates.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
i    Ha.Vk  have  this  Crown  of  .nine  cut  from  my  fhoulders, 

I  Before  Tie  fee  the  Crown  fo  fo:i  rr.if-plac'd : 
j  Butcanft  thou  gucife,  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

X  X    1  Crf'f/.Ty 
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Cans.  I, on  my  life,  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward, 

Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news, 
That  this  fame  very  day  your  enemies, 
The  Kindred  of  the  Q,;teen,  muft  die  at  Pomfret. 

Haft.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 

'Became  they  have  been  (till  my  advcrfaiies : 
But,  that  Pie  give  my  voice  on  Richards  fide, 
To  bar  my  Matters  Heirs  in  trueDefccnr, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death.  A  . 

Cares.  God  keep  your  Lordfhip  in  that  gracious 

minde.                           '  § 

Hall.  But  I  fhall  laugh  at  this'a  twelve-month  hence, 

That  they  which  brought  me  in'my  Maftefs  hate, I  live  to  look  upon  their  Tragedy. 
Well  Catesby,  ere  a  fort-night  make  me  older,  . 

Pie  fend  fome  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on 't. 
Cates.  'Tisavile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 

When  men  are  unprepar'd,  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haft.  O  menftrous,  m'onftrotis !  and  lb  falls  it  out 

With  River s,Vaugban,  Gray:  and  fo  'twill  do With iome  men  elfe,  that,  think  fhemfelvcs  as  fafe 

As  thou  and  I,  who  ( as  thou  know'ft)  are  dear 
To  Princely  Richard,  add  Buckingham. 

Cates.  The  Princes  both  make  high  account  of  you,  - 

For  they  account  his  Head  upon  the  Bi  idgCi  '  v 

Haft.  I  know  they  do,  and  I  have  welldefenv'd  it. 
rml.tl  <iifi Iftrt.fwT*!- bsd yiofl  sdi  ̂ .'txaibill 

Enter  Lord  Stanley.' 
t  >.  ':  'jdj  3f.  f'ttil)  rmh  '■»[' \titl  jcrh  bp  A 

And  I  in  better  Hate  then  ere  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it,  to  your  Honors  good  content. 

Haft.  Gramercy  fellow :  there  drink  that  for  mc. Throws  him  his  Purfe. 

Purf.  I  thank  your  Honor.           Exit  Purfuivant 

Enter  a  priest. 

Prieft.  Well  mct,my  Lord,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honor. 

Haft.  I  chank  thee  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart. 
I  am  in  your  debt,  for  yourlaft  Excrcife: 
Come  the  next  Sabbath,  and  I  will  content  you. 

Pries!.  Pie  waite  upon  your  Lordfhip. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

##r^.What,talking  with  a  Prieft,  Lord  Chamberlain? 
Your  friends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  Prieft, 
Your  Honor  hath  no  driving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man, 
The  men  you  talk  of,  came  into  ray  mind. 

What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 
Buck^.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  cannot  ftay  there: 

I  fhall  return  before  your  Lordfhip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay  like  enough,  for  I  ftay  Dinner  there. 
jsuc.  j\t\o  oupper  too,  aitnougn  tnou  Know  it  it  not. 

Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft.  Pic  wait  upon  your  Lorfhip.  Sxeunt m 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  ydur  Boar- fpear  man  ? 

Fear  you  the  Boar,  and 'go  fo  unprovided  ? Stan.  My  Lord  Good  morrow,  good  morrow  Catesby: 

You  may  jeaft  on,  but  by  the  holy  Rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  Counfels,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my.. Life  as  dear  as  yours, 
And  never  in  my  dayes,l  do  proteft, 

Was  it  fo  precious  to  me,  as  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  the  ftate  fecure, 
I  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am? 
St.  The  Lords  at  Pomfret, when  they  rode  from  London, 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  Hates  wercfure, 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft : 

But  vet  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o're-caft.  tf 
This'fudden  {tab  of  Rancour  I  mifdoubt : 
Pray  God  (I  fay)  I  prove  a  needleffe  Coward. 

Whar,  fhall  we  toward  the  Tower  ?  the  day  isfpent. 

Haft.  Come,  come,  have  with  you: 
Wot  you  what,  my  Lord, 

To  day  the  Lords  you  talk  of, are  beheaded. 

St.  They , for  their  truth,might  better  wear  their  Heads, 
Then  fome  that  have  accus  d  them,  wear  their  Hats. 

But  come,  my  Lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Pursuivant. 

Haft.  Go  on  before,  Pie  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 
Exit  Lord  Stanley  and  Catesby. 

How  now,  Sirrha  ?  how  goes  the  World  with  thee  ? 

Purf.  The  better,  that  your  Lordfhip  pleafe  to  ask. 

Haft.  I  tell  thee  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Then  when  thou  mn'ft  me  laft,  where  now  we  meet : 
Then  was  I  <»oino  Prifonerto  the  Tower, 

By  thefuggeftionofthe  Queens  Allyes. 
But  now  I  tell  thee  (keep  it  to  thy  felf) 
This  day  thofe  Enemies  are  put  to  death, 

Scena  T ertia. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Ratcliffe  ,  with  Halberds,  carrying 
the  Nobles  to  death  at  Pomfrer. 

'Rivers.  Sir  Richard  Ratclijfe,  let  mc  tell  thee  this,  1 
To  day  fhalt  thou  behold  a  Suojeft  die, 

For  Truth,  for  Duty,  and  for  Loyalty. 
Grey  God  blefle  the  Prince  from  all  the  Pack  of  yon, 

A  Knot  you  are,  of  damned  Bloud-fuckcrs. 
Vaugh.  You  live,  that  fhall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter.i 
Rat.  Difpatch,the  limit  of  your  Lives  is  out, 
Riv.  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret !  0  thou  bloudy  Prifon  i 

Fatall  and  ominous  to  Noble  Peers: 

Within  the  guilty  Clofure  of  thy  Walls, 
Richard  the  Second  here  was  hackt  to  death  : 
And  for  more  flander  to  thy  difmal  Seat, 

We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlelle  bloud  to  drink. 
Grey.  Now  Margarets  Curfe  is  fain  upon  our  Heads,  | 

When  fhe  exclaim'd  on  Haftings,  you,  and  I, 

For  ftanding  by,  when  Richard  ftab'd  her  Son. 
Riv.  Then  curs'd  fhe  Richard  , 

Then  curs'd  fhe  Buckingham, 

T  ien  curs'd  fhe  Haftings.  O  remember  God, 

To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us : 

And  for  my  Sifter,  and  her  Princely  Sons, 

Be  fatisfi'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloud, 
Which  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilt. 

%jt.  Make  haft,  the  hour  of  deaih  is  now  expir'd, 
%rv.  Come  Grey,  come  Vaugban,  let  us  here  embrace, 

Farewell,  untill  me  meet  again  in  Heaven. Exeunt. 
Scena 
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Seen  a  Quarto^. 

Enter  Buckingham,  Darby,  Haftings,  B'ifhop  of 
Ely,  Norfsll^,  RatcLfe,  Lovell,with 

others,  at  a  Tabic. 

Haft.  Now  Noble  Pecrs,the  caufc  why  we  arc  met, 
Is  to  determine  of  the  Coronation  : 

In  Gods  Name  Jpcak,  when  is  the  Royal  day  ? 
Buc.  Is  all  things  ready  for  the  Royal  time? 
Darb.  It  is,  and  wants  but  nomination. 

Ely.  To  morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 
Buc.  Who  knows  the  Lud  Proteciots  mind  herein  ? 

Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  Noble  Duke  ? 

'  Ely.  Your  Grace ,  we  think  ,  fhould  fooneft  know  his minde. 

.  Buc.  We  know  each  others  Faces :  for  our  Hearts^ 

He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  then  I  of  yours, 
Or  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  then  you  of  mine: 
Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well : 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  Coronation, 

I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  plcafure  any  way  therein  : 

But  you,  my  Honorable  Lord,  may  name  the  time) 

And  in  the  Dukes  behalf  I'le  give  my  Voice, 
Which  I  prefumc  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Ely.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfclf. 
Rich.  My  Noble  Lords,  and  Coufins  all,good  morrow  : 

I  have  been  long  a  deeper  :  but  I  trull, 
My  abfence  doth  neglect  no  sreat  defkne, 

Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 
Buc.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  QjTiy  Lord, 

William,  Loid  Haftings,had  pronounced  your  part; 
1  mean  your  Vo:ce,  for  Crowning  of  the  King. 
Rich.  Then  my  Lord  Haftings,no  man  might  be  bolder, 
is  Lordfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well, 
y  Lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  lart  in  Holborn, 
faw  good  Strawberries  in  your  Garden  there, 
do  belcech  you,  fend  for  Come  of  them. 
Ely,  Marry  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

Exit  Bijhop. 

Rich.  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you.  ■ 
atesby  hath  founded  Haftings  in  our  bufineffe, 

And  finds  the  tcrty  Gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  lolc  his  Head,  ere  give  confent 
His  Matters  Child,  as  woifhipfully  he  tearmes  ic, 
Shall  lofe  the  Royalty  of  Englnnds  Throne. 

Buc.  Withdraw  your  felf  a  while,  I'Je  go  with  you. Exeunt. 

T)Ar.  We  have  not  yet  f=t  down  this  day  of  Triumph: 
To  morrow,  in  my  judgement,  is  too  fudden, 
For  I  my  felf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 

Aselfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

Enter  the  Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Glofter  > 
I  have  fent  for  thafc  Strawberries. 

fl^.His  Grace  looks  chearfully  &  fmooth  this  morning, 

There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good  morrow  with  fuch  fpiric, 
I  think  there's  never  a  man  in  Chriliendome 

Can  leffcr  hide  his  love,  or  ha';e  then  he, 
For'by  his  Face  ftraight  fbrsll  you  know  his  Heart,  f 

Darb.  What  of  his  Heart  perceive  you  in  his  Face* 

By  any  livelyhood  h:  fhew'd  today  ? Haft.  Man  y  that  wichno  man  here  he  is  offended : 
For  were  he,  he  had  fhewn  it  in  his  Looks. 

Enter  Richard,  and  Buckingham. 

Rich.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  deferves 
That  do  conlpire  my  death  with  divelifh  Plots 
Of  damned  Witchcraft,  and  that  have  prcvaiFd 

Upon  my  Body  with  their  Hellilh  Charmps. 
Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  Lord, 

Makes  me  moft  forward,  in  this  princely  prefence, 

To  doom  th'Offenders,  whofoe're  they  be : 
I  fay,  my  Lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Rich.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witneffe  of  their  evilt» 

Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd :  behold,  mine  Arme 

Is  like  a  blafted  Sapling,  wither'd  up : 
And  this  is  Edwards  Wife,  that  monltrous  Witch, 
Conforted  with  that  Harlot, Strumpe:  Shore, 

That  by  their  Witchcraft  thus  havemarked  me.  '  : 
Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  Noble  Lord. 
Rich.  If?  thou  Prote&or  of  this  damned  Strumpet^ 

Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  Iffs :  thou  arta  Traitor, 
Off  with  his  Head ;  now  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwcar, 
I  will  not  dine,  untili  I  fee  the  fame. 

Lovellznd  Ratclijfe,  look  that  it  be  done  • 
The  reft  that  love  mc,  rife,  and  follow  me.  Exeunt 

Manet  Lovell  and  Ratclijfe,  with  the 
Lord  Haftings. 

Haft.  Woe,  woe  for  England,  not  a  whit  for  me3 
For  I,  too  fond, might  have  prevented  this: 

Stanley  d'd  dream,  the  Boar  did  rowzc  our  Helmes, 
Ana  I  did  fcorn  it,anddifdsin  to  flye: 

Three  times  to  day  my  Foot-Cloth-Horfc  did  Humble, 

And  Matted,  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
0  now  I  need  the  P  ie(t,  that  lpake  to  me : 
1  now  repent  I  told  thePurfuivant, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  Enemies 

To  day  at  Tomfret  bloudily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fecure,  in  grace  and  favour. 

Oh  CMargaret,  CMargaret,  now  thy  heavy  Curfe 

Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings '  wretched  Head. 
Ra.  Comc,come  dilpatch,  the  Duke  would  be  at  dinner: 

M?ke  a  fhort  Shrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  Head. 
Haft.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 

Which  we  more  hunt  for,  then  the  grace  of  God  \ 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  aire  of  your  good  Looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  Sailor  on  a  Mart, 

Ready  with  every  Nod  to  tumble  down,  \ 
Into  the  fatal  Bowels  of  the  Deep. 

Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch  ,  'tis  bootlcfle  to  exclaini; 
Haft.  O  bloudy  Richard  :  ivuferablc  England, 

I  prophefie  the  fcarfull'tt  time  to  thee, 
That  ever  wretched  Age  hath  look'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  Block,  bear  h;m  my  Head, 

1  hey  fmilc  at  me,  who  uhorily  fhall  be  dead. Exeunt. 

. ...........  •  -  x  y  y  •  '       ̂   -Enfrr 
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Enter  Richard,  and  Buckingham,™  rotten  Armor 

marvellous  ill-favoured. 
%lch.    Come  Coufin, 

Canlt  thou  quake,  and  change  thy  colour, 
Murther  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word,. 
And  then  again  begin,  and  flop  again, 
As  if  thou  were  diftraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buc.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  Tragedian, 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  prie  on  every  fide, 
Tremble,  and  {tart  at  wa°«in"  of  a  Stiaw  : 

Intending  deep  fufpition,  gaftly  Looks : 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  Smiles ; 
And  both  arc  ready  in  their  Offices, 
At  any  time  to  s^racc  my  Stratagems. 

But  what  is  Catesbj,  gone  ?• 
Rich.  He  is,  and  fee  he  brings  the  Mayor  along, 

Enter  the  Mayor  and  Catesbj. 
Buc.  Lord  Mayor. 

Rich.  Look  to  the  Draw-Bridge  there. 
Buc.  Heark,a  Drum. 

Rich.  Catesbj)  o're-look  the  Walls. 
Buc.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent. 
Rich.  Look  back,  defend  there,  here  are  enemies. 
Buc .  God  and  our  Jnnocency  defend,  and  guard  us. 

Eater  Lovell  and  Ratcliffey  with  Haflings  Head. 

Rich.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends :  Ratcliffe  &  Lovel. 
Lov.  Here  is  the  Head  of  that  ignoble  Traitor, 

The  dangerous  and  unfufpected  Haflings. 

%ich.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  mull  weep : 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft  harmlefle  Creature, 

That  breath'd  upon  the  Earth,  a  Chriftian : 
Made  him  my  Book,  wherein  my  Soul  recorded 
The  Hiftory  of  her  fecret  thoughts. 

So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  Vice  with  fhew  of  Vertue, 
That  his  apparent  open  Guilt  omitted, 
I  mean  his  converfation  with  Shores  Wife, 

He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufpe&s. 
Buc.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covertft  fhelterd  Traitor 

That  ever  liv'd. 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe^ 

Wer't  not,  that  by  great  preferveration 
We  live  to  tell  it,  that  the  fubtle  Traitor 

This  day  had  plotted,  in  the  Counfell-Houfe, 
To  murther  me,  and  my  good  Lord  of  Glofier. 

Ma.  Had  he  done  fo  ? 

Rich.  What  ?  think  you  we  are  Turks,  or  Infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  Would,  againft  the  form  of  Law, 
Proceed  thus  rafhly  in  the  Villains  death, 
But  that  the  extream  perill  of  the  cafe, 
The  Peace  of  England,  and  our  Perfons  fafety, 
Enforc'd  us  to  this  Execution. 

Ma.  Now  fair  befall  you,  he  defer  v'd  his  death, 
And  your  good  Graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warnfalfe  Traitors  from  the  like  Attempts. 

Buc.  I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  Miftris  Shore  : 

Yet  had  wenotdetermin'd  he  fhould  die, 
Untill  your  Lordfhip  came  to  fee  his  end, 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  friends, 
Something  againft  our  meanings,  have  prevented  ; 

Becaufe,  my  Lord,  I  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak,  and  timcroufly  confefie 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  Treafons : 

That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame Unto  the  Citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconfter  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

^f*.Buc,my  good  Lord,  your  Graces  words  fhall  ferve 
As  well  as  I  had  feen,and  heard  himjpeak : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  Noble  Princes  both, 

But  l'le  acquaint  our  dutious  Citizens 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

%ich.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  Lordfhip  here 
T'avoidthe  Cenfures  of  the  carping  World. 

Buc.  Which  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witnefle  what  you  hear  we  did  intend  : 

And  fo,  my  good  Lord  Mayor,  we  bid  farewell. 
Exit  Major 

Rich.  Go  after,  after,  Coufin  Buckingham. 
The  Mayor  towards  Guild-Hall  hyeshim  in  all  poft  : 
There,  at  yourmeeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  Battardy  of  Edwards  Children  : 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  Citizen, 
Only  for  faying,  he  would  make  his  Son 
Heir  to  the  Crown,  meaning  indeed  his  houfe, 
Which,  by  the  Signe  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hatefull  Luxury, 
And  bellial  appetite  in  change  of  Luft, 

Which  ftretch'd  unto  their  Servants,  Daughters,  Wives, Even  where  his  raging  eye,  or  favage  heart, 
Without  control  I,  lufted  to  make  a  prey. 
Nay  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  Perfon: 
Tell  them,when  that  my  Mother  went  with  Child 
Of  thatinfatiate  Edward^Nobk  Tor^ 

My  Princely  Father,  then  had  Warrs  in  France, 
And  by  true  computation  of  the  time, 
Found,  that  the  Iflue  was  not  his  begot : 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  Lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  Noble  Duke,  my  Father : 

Yet  touc'i  this  fparingly,  as  t'were  far  off, 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  Mother  lives. 

Buc.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  Tie  play  the  Orator, 
As  if  the  Golden  Fee,  for  which  I  plead, 

Werefor  my  felf:  and  fo,  my  Lord, adieu. 
Rich.lt  you  thrive  well,bring  them  to  Bajnards  Cafile 

Where  you  fhall  find  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  Fathers, and  well-learned  Bifhops. 

Buc.  I  go,and  towards  three  or  four  a  Clock 
Look  for  the  News  that  the  Guild-Hall  affords. Exit  Buckingham, 

Rich:  Go  Lovell  with  all  fpeed  to  Doctor  Shawy 

Go  thou  to  Fryar  Beuker ,  bid  them  both 
Meet  me  within  this  hour  at  Bajnards  Caftle.  Exit 
Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order, 
To  draw  the  Brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight, 

And  to  give  order,  that  no  manner  perfon 
Have  any  time  rccourfe  unto  the  Princes.  8xit, 

Enter  a  Scrivener. 

ScrWvcz  is  the  Indictment  of  the  good  Lord  Hafiings, 

Which  in  afct  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd, 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o're  in  Pauls. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fequell  hangs  together : 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over, 

For  yefter-night  by  Catesbj  was  it  fent  me, 
The  Precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing, 

And  yet  within  thefe  five  houis  Haflings  liv'd, 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  World  the  while ;  who  is  fo  grofle, 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device? 

Yet 
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Bad  is  the  World,  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  fuch  ill  dealing  muft  be  feen  in  thought. 

Exit* 

Eater  Richard  and  Buckingham  at  fever  al  doers. 

Rich.  How  now,  how  now,  what  fay  the  Citizens  ? 

Buc.  Now  by  the  holy  Mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  Citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Rich.  Toueht  you  the  Baftai  dy  of  Edwards  Children? 
Buc.  I  did,with-his  Contract  with  Lady  Lucyt 

And  his  Contract  by  Deputy  in  France, 

Th'unfatiate  greedineffe  of  his  defire, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  City  Wives, 

His  tyranny  for  Trifles,  his  own  Baftardyj 

As  being  got,  your  Father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refcmblance,  king  not  like  the  Duke. 

Withal!,  I  did  infer  your  Lineaments, 

Being  the  right  Idea  of  your  Father, 

Both  in  your  form,  and  Nobleneffe  of  Mind  t 

Laid  open  all  your  Victories  in  Scotland, 
.Your  Difciplinc  in  War,  Wifdome  in  Peace, 
Your  Bounty,  Vertue,  fair  Humility  : 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  purpofe, 

Umoucht,or  fleightly  handled  in  difco'urfe. And  when  my  Oratory  drew  toward  end, 
I  b:d  them  that  did  love  their  Countries  good, 

Cry,  God  fave  Richard,  Englands  Royal  Kuflgi 
Rich.  And  did  they  fo  ? 

Buc.  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a -word, 
But  like  dumb  Statues,  or  breathing  Stones, 

Star'd  each  on  other,and  look'd deadly  pale: 
[Which  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them, 

And  ask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilfullfilencc  ? 
His  anfwer  was, the  people  were  not  ufed 

To  be  fpoke  to,  but  by  the  Recorder. 

Then  he  was  urg'd.  to  tell  my  Tale  again : 

Thus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd, 
But  nothing  fpoke,  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 

When  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 

At  lower  end  of  the  Hall,  hurld  up  their  Caps, 

And  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  fave  King  Richard  : 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few. 

Thanks  gentle  Citizens^  and  friends,  quoth  I, 

This  general  applaufe,  and  chearfull  fhout? 

Argues  your  wifdome,  and  your  love  to  Richard  : 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

Rich.  What  tongue-leffe  Blocks  were  they, 
Would  they  not  fpeak  ? 

Will  not  the  Mayor  then,  and  his  Brethren,  come  ? 

Buc.  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  :  intend  fome  fear, 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit : 
And  look  you  get  a  Prayer-Book  in  you  hand, 

*  id  ftand  between  two  Church-men ,.good  my  Lord, 
r  on  that  ground  Tie  make  a  holy  Defcant : 

*nd  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts, 

lay  the  Maids  part,  ftill  anfwer  nay,  and  take  it. 

Rich.  I  go :  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
I  can  fay  nay  to  thee  for  my  felf, 

fo  doubt  we  bring  it  to  a  happy  iffue. 

Buc.  Go ,  go  up  to  the  Leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor,  and  Citizens. 

Welcome  my  Lord,  I  dance  attendance  here, 
[  think  the  Duke  will  hot  be  fpoke  withall. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Buc.Now  Catesby,  what  fayes  your  Lord  to  my  requelt: 
Cates.  He  doth  entrcatyour  Grace,  my  Noble  Lord, 

To  vifit  him  to  morrow,  Oi  next  day  : 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  Fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  Meditation, 

And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  Exercife. 

Buc.  Return,  good  Catesbj,  to  the  gracious  Dukes 
Tell  him,  my  felf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  defignes,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  leffe  importing  then  our  general  good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conference  with  his  Grace. 

Cates.  Tie  fignifie  fo  much  unto  him  firajghc.  Exit. 
Buc.  Ah  ha  j  my  Lord,  this  Prince  is  not  an  Edward, , 

He  is  not  lulling  on  a  lewd  Love-Bed : 
But  on  his  Knees  at  Meditation : 

Not  dallying  with  a  Brace  of  Curtizans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  Divines : 
Not  deeping,  to  engroffe  his  idle  Body, 

But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchfull  Soul. 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  vertuous  Prince 
Take  on  his  Grace  the  Soveraignty  thereof. 
But  fure  I  fear  we  fhall  not  win  him  to  it; 

(JHayor.  Marry  God  defend  his  Grace  fhould  fay  us 
nay. 

Buc .  I  fear  he  will :  here  Catesby  comes  again. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Now  Catesby,  what  fayes  his  Grace  > 
Cates.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  affembled 

Such  troops  of  Citizens,  to  come  to  him. 

His  Grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before : 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buc.  Sorry  I  am,  my  Noble  Coufin  fhould 

Sufpect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him  : 
By  Heaven,  welcome  to  him  in  perfect  love, 
And  foonce  morereturn,  and  tell  his  Grace^  Exit. 

When  holy  and  devout  Religious  men 

Arc  at  their  Beads,  'c's  mrch  to  draw  them  thence^ 
So  fweet  is  zealous  Contemplation. 

Enter  Richard  aloft,  between  two  Bijhops 

Afa.See  where  his  Grace  ftands/tween  two  Clergy  men. 
Buc.  Two  Props  of  Vertue,  for  a  Chriitian  Prince, 

To  Itay  him  from  the  fall  of  Vanity  : 
And  fee  a  Book  of  Prayer  in  his  hand, 
True  Ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
Famous  Plantagenet,mqli  gracious  Prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts, 

And  pardon  us  the  interruption 

Of  thy  Devotion,  and  right  Chrifiian  Zeal. 
Rich.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  Apology : 

I  do  befecch  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

Who  earneff"  in  the  ferviceof  th'h'igh  God,' 
Deferr'd  the  vifitatiori  of  my  fiiends. 
But  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Graces  plealure  ? 

Buc.  Even  that  ̂ 1  hope)  which  pkafeth  God.  above, 

And  all  good  men,  of  this  ungovcrn'a  Tie. 
Rich.  I  dd  fufpect  I  have  done  fome  offence, 

That  fecms  difgrucious  in  the  Cities  eye, 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 
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Bttc.  You  have,  my  Lord  : 

Would  it  might  pica fe  your  Grace, 
On  our  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fault. 

Rich.  Elfe  wherefore  breath  I  in  a  Chrittian  Land. 

Buc.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault,  that  you  rcfigne 
The  Supream  Scat,  the  Throne  Majcftical, 
The  Sceptred  oflfoce  of  your  Anceftors, 
Your  State  of  Fortune,  and  your  Due  of  Birth, 
The  Lineal  Glory  of  your  Royal  Houfc, 

I'o  the  corruption  of  a  bkmifht  Stock  : 
Whiles  in  the  mildncffc  of  your  flcepy  thoughts, 
(Which  here  wc  waken  to  our  Countries  good,) 
The  Noble  Ifle  d  xli  want  his  proper  Limbs : 

His  Face  defae'd  with  skaris  of  Infamy, 
His  Royal  Stock  grafft  with  ignoble  Plants, 
And  almolt  fhouidrcd  in  the  f wallowing  Gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulneiic,  and  deep  Oblivion. 
Which  to  rccure,  we  heartily  folicit 

Your  gracious  felt"  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  Kingly  Government  of  this  your  Land  : 
Not  as  Protector,  Steward,  Substitute, 
Or  lowly  Factor,  for  anothersgain  ; 
But  as  fucccifively,  from  Bloud  to  Bloud, 
Your  Right  of  Birth,  your  Empiry,your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  Citizens, 

Your  very  Worth  ipfull  and  loving  friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  mitigation, 
In  this  juft  Caufe  conic  I  to  move  your  Grace. 

Rich.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fitteth  my  Degree,  or  your  Condition. 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think, 

Tonguc-ty'd  Ambition,  not  leplying,  yielded 
'To  bear  the  Golden  Yoak  of  Sovereignty, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impoie  on  me. 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 

So  fealoh'd  with  your  faithfull  love  to  me, 
Then  on  the  other  fide  I  check'd  my  friends. 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  fir  ft, 

And  then  in  fpcaking,  not  to  incur  the  lair, 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  love  delerves  my  thanks,  but  my  defcrt 
Unmeritablc,  fhuns  your  high  requcft. 

'  irlr,  if  all  Obftacks  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  Path  were  even  to  the  Crown, 
As  the  ripe  Revenue,  and  due  of  Birth : 
Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 
|So  mighty,  and  fo  many  my  defects, 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  Grcatnefs, 
Being  a  Baik  to  brook  no  mighty  Sea  ; 
Then  in  my  Greatneffe  covet  to  be  hid, 

And  in  the  vapour  of  my  Glory  fmother'd. 
But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 
And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need  : 
The  Royal  Tree  hath  left  us  Royal  Fruir, 

Which  mellow'd  by  the  Mealing  hours  of  i.ime, 
Will  well  become  the  Seat  of  Majefty, 
And  make  us  (no  doubt)  happy  by  his  Reign. 
On  him  I  lay  that,  you  would  lay  on  me, 
The  Right  and  Fortune  of  his  happy  Starrs, 
Which  God  defend  that  I  mould  wring  from  him. 

Buc.  My  Lord,  this  argues  Confcience  in  your  Grace, 
But  the  refpects  thereof  are  nice,  and  trivial, 
All  circumftances  well  confidered. 

You  fay, that  Edward,  is  your  Brothers  Son, 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Sdwards  Wife  : 

For  fir.lt  was  he  contract  to  Lady  Lucyt 
Your  Mother  lives  a  witneffe  to  his  Vow, 

And  afterward  by  fubflitute  betroth'd 
To  Boua,  Sifter  to  the  King  of  France. 
Thefc  both  put  off,  a  poor  Petitioner, 
A  Care-cras'd  Mother  to  a  many  Sons, 
A  Beauty-waining,  and  diftrefled  Widow, 
Even  in  the  after-noon  of  her  belt  dayes, 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  Eye, 

Scduc'd  the  pitch,  and  height  of  his  degree, 
To  bafe  declenfion,  and  loath'd  Bigamie.  . 
By  her,  in  his  unlawfull  Bed,  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  Manners  call  the  Prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate, 
Save  that  for  reverence  of  lome  alive, 

I  give  a  fpaiing  limit  to  my  Tongue. 
Then  good  my  Lord,  take  to  you  Royal  fclf 

This  proffer'd  benefit  of  Dignity : 
If  not  to  blelfe  us  and  the  Land  withall, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  Noble  Anceftry 
From  the  corruption  of  abufing  times, 
Unto  a  Lineal  true  derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do  good  my  Lord,  your  Citizens  entreat  you. 

Buc .  Refufe  not  mighty  Lord,  this  proffer'd  love. 
Cates.  O  make  them  joyfull,  grant  their  lawfull  fuit. 
Rich.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  this  Care  on  me  ? 

I  am  unfit  for  State,  and  Majefty : 

I  do  befeech  you  take  it  notamifle, 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buc.  If  you  refufe  it,  as  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loth  to  depofe  the  Child  your  Brothers  Son, 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderncfle  of  heart, 

And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  Kindred, 
And  equally  indeed  to  all  Eftates: 
Yet  know,  where  you  accept  our  fuit,  or  no, 
Your  Brothers  Son  fhall  never  reign  our  King, 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  Throne, 

To  the  difgrace  and  down-fall  of  your  Houfe  : 
And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  you. 
Come  Citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more.  Exeunt. 

Cates.  Call  him  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  fuit: 

If  you  deny  them,  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 
Rich.  Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  Cares  > 

Call  them  again,  I  am  not  made  of  Stones, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 
Albeit  againft  my  Confcienceand  my  Soul. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  the  reft. 
Coufin  of  Buckingham,  and  fage  men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burthen,  whether,  I  will  orno, 

I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  Load : 

But  if  black  Scandal,  or  four-fae'd  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequell  of  your  Impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  fhall  acquitance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftains  thereof, 
For  God  doth  know,and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defii  e  of  this. 

(Jfrlayor.  God  blcffe  your  Grace,  wc  fee  it ,  and  wil 
fay  it. 

Rich.  In  faying  fo,  you  fhall  but  fay  the  truth. 
Buc.  Then  I  fa  luce  you  with  this  Royal  Title, 

Long  live  King  Richard,  Englands  worthy  King. 
All.  Amen. 

Buc.  To  morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  Crown'd  ? 
Rich.  Even  when  you  pleafe,  tor  you  will  have  it  fo. Buc.  To 
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Bhc .  To  morrw  then  we  will  accend  your  Grace, 

And  lb  moft  joyfully  wc  take  our  leave. 
Rich.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  Work  again. 

Farewell  my  Couftns,  farewell  gentle  friends.  Exeunt. 

Attn*  Quartus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Anne  Duchif  of  Gloucefier,  the 
DuchejS  of  Tork_,  and  Marquefi  of  Dorfet. 

Duch.  Torl^.  Who  meets  us  here  ? 

y  Niece  Tlantagenet, 
id  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  Aunt  of  Ghfter  ? 

low,  for  my  Life,  (he's  wandi  ing  to  the  Tower, 
in  pure  hearts  love,  to  greet  the  tender  Prince, 
•aughter,  well  met. 
An.  God  give  your  Graces  both  a  happy 

And  a  joyfull  time  of  day. 

Qu.  As  much  to  you,  good  Sifter:  whither  away .? 
An.  No  farther  then  the  Tower,  and  as  I  guefle, 

Upon  the  like  devotion  as  your  felves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  Princes  there. 

.  Qu.  Kind  Sifter  thanks,we'll  never  enter  all  together : 
t  noti  Itib'jf.'j  3v^{  blticw  I rffljvurlj  b»A 
.  Enter  the  Lieutenant. 

And  in  good  time,  here  the  Lieutenant  comes. 

Mafter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  Prince,  and  my  young  Son  of  York.  ? 

Lieu.  Right  well,  dear  Madam:  by  your  patience, 
I  may  not  fufter  you  tovifitthem, 

The  King  hath  ftri&ly  charg'd  the  contrary. 
Qh.  The  King  >  who's  that  ? Lieu.  I  mean  the  Lord  Protector. 

Qu.  The  Lord  protect  him  from  that  Kingly  Tide. 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love, and  me? 

I  am  their  Mother,  who  lhall  bar  me  from  them  ? 
Ditch.  York.  I  am  their  Fathers  Mother ,  I  will  fee 

them. 

An.  Their  Aunt  I  am  in  Law,  in  love  their  Mother : 

Then  bring  me  to  their  fights,  Fie  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  Office  from  thee,  on  my  perill. 

Lieu.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not.  leave  it  fo : 

I  am  bound  by  Oach,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 
Exit  Lieutenant. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you  Ladies  one  hour  hence$ 
And  Tie  falute  your  Grace  of  Terras  Mother, 
And  reverend  looker  on  of  two  fair  Queens. 

Come  Madam, you  muft  ftraight  to  Weflminfiery 
There  to  be  crowned  Richards  Royal  Queen. 

Qu.  Ah,  cut  my  Lace  afunder, 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  beat, 
Or  elfe  I  fwoon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 

An.  Defpightfull  tidings,  O  unpleafing  news.  . 
Dorf.  Be  of  good  chear :  Mother ,  how  fares  your 

Srace  ? 

Qu.  O  Dorfet^  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  gone, 
ath  and  Deftru£tion  dogs  thee  at  thy  heels, 
y  Mothers  Name  is  ominous  to  Children, 

thou  wilt  out-ftrip  Death,  go  crofle  the  Seas, 

And  Jive  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  HJI. 

Go  bye  thee,hye  thee  from  this  flaughten-houfe, 
Left  thou  encreafe  the  number  of  the  dead, 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margarets  Curfe, 

Nor  Mother,  Wife,  nor  Englands  counted  Qjeen.  i 
Stan.  Full  of  wife  care-|ii  this  your  counfeJl,  Madam: 

Take  all  the  fwifc  advantage  of  the  hours :  . 
You  ihall  have  Letters  from  me  to  my  Son  j 

In  your  behalf j  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 

Be  not  ta'ne  tardy  by  um\ife  delay. 
Due.  Tor.  Oill  difperfing  Wind  of  Mifery^ 

O  my  accurfed  Womb,  the  Bed  of  Death  : 

A  Cockatrice  haft  thou  hacch'd  to  the  World, 
Whofe  unavoided  Eye  iamurtherous. 

Stan.  Come,  Madam,  come,  I  in  all  baft  was  fent. 
An.  And  I  with  all  unwillinpneflc  will  °o. 

0  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  Verge 
Of  Golden  Mcttal,  that  muft  round  my  Brow, 
Were  red  hot  Steel,  to  fear  me  to  the  Brains, 
Anointed  let  mc  be  with  deadly  Venome^ 
And  die  ere  men  fay,  God  fave  the  Queen. 

Qh.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory, 
To  feed  my  humor,  wifh  thy  felf  no  harme. 

An.  No :  why  ?  When  he  that  is  my  Husband  now, 

Came  to  me,  as  I  follow'd  Henrie V  Corfe, 
When  lcarce  the  bloud  was  well  wafht  from  his  hands, 
Which  ilfued  from  my  other  Angel  Husband, 

And  that  dear  Saint, which  then  I  weeping  follow'd: 
0,  when  I  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richards  Face, 
This  was  my  Wifh :  Be  thou  (quoth  I)  accuiftj 

For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  Widow  : 

And  when  thou  wed'lt,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  Bed : 
And  be  thy  Wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad, 
More  miferable,  by  the  Life  of  thee, 
Then  thou  haft  made  me,  by  my  dear  Lords  death, 

Loe,e're  I  can  repeat  this  Curfe  again  j 
Within  fo  fmall  a  time,  my  Womans  heart 

Groffely  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  fubjedt  of  mine  own  Souls  Curfe, 
Which  hitherto  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft : 
For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  Bed 
Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  flecp, 

But  with  his  timcrous  Dreams  was  (till  awak'd. 
Befides,he  hates  me  for  my  Father  Warwick^ , 

And  will  (no  doubt)  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 
Qu.  Poor  heart  adieu,!  piety  tby  complaining. 

An.  No  more  ,  then  with  my  foule  I  mourn  for 

yours.  .  .. 
Dorf.  Farewell ,  thou  wofull  welcommer  of  glory. 

^Anne.  Adieu ,  poor  foule,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of 
it. 

Dhc.  Yorh^.  Go  to  Richmond ,to  Dorfet ,to  A nne.xo  \ ; 
Queen,  and  good  fortune  guide  thee, 

Go  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  Angels  tend  thee, 
Go  thou  ta  Sanctuary  ,  and  good  thoughts  pofleflc  thee  ; 
1  to  my  Grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lye  with  me. 

Eighty  odde  years  of  forrow  have  I  feen,- 
And  each  hours  joy  wrackt  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Qh.  Stay,  yet  look  back  with  me  unto  the  Tower. 
Pitty,  you  ancient  Stones,  thofe  tender  Babrs, 

Whom  Envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  Walls, 
Rough  Cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones,, 

Rude  ragged  Nurfe,  old  fuljen  Play-fellow, 
For  tender  Princes :  ufe  my  Babies  well ; 
So  fooliih  Sorrows  bids  your  Stones  farewell. 

Exettnt. 

Sound 
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Scena  Secwida. 

Sound,  a  Sonnet.  Enter  Richard  in  pomp,  Bucking- 

ham, Catesby,  %*tcl'ffe,  Lovel. 

Rich.  Stand  all  apart  Coufin  of  Buckingham. 
Buck.  My  gracious  Soyerai^n. 
Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.  Sound. 

Thus  high,  by  thy  advice,  and  thy  alTiftance, 
Is  King  Richard  feated : 
Buc  fhdl  we  wearthefe  Glories  for  a  day  ? 

Or  fha  I  chey  laft,  and  we  rejoyce  in  them  ? 
Buc.  S.ill  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft. 
%[ch.  Ah  Buckingham,  now  do  1  play  the  Touch, 

To  try  if  thou  be  current  Gold  indeed  : 
Young  Edward  lives,  think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buc.  Say  on,  inv  toying  L^-d. 
Rich.  Why  Buckingham,  I  fay  I  would  be  King. 
Buc.  Why  fo  you  arc,  my  chrice-renowned  Lord. 

Rich.  Ha  >  ami  King  ?  'tis  fo  :  but  Edward  lives. 
Buc.  T:  ue,  NoHe  Piince. 
Rich.  O  hitter  confequencc ! 

That  Edward  Mill  fhould  live  true  noble  Prince. 

Coufin,  thou  wait  not  wont  tn  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wifh  the  Bnftards  dead, 

Andl  would  have  i:  fiddcnly  peifonr'd.  . 
What  fay 'It  thou  new  ?  fpeak  f]  ddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck,  Your  Giace  may  do  your  plcafure. 
Rich.  Tu:,  tut,  thou  a  t  all  Ice,  thy  kindneffe  freezes : 

Say,  have  I  thy  content,  that  they  fhall  die? 
Bu.  Give  mefome  little  breath,lome  paufe,dear  Lord, 

Before  I  p^ficively  fpeak  in  this : 
I  will  relolve  you  herein  prefcntly.  Exit  Buck. 

Cates.  Th?  King  is  angry,  fee  he  gnaws  his  Lip, 
Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  Iron-witted  Fools, 

And  unrefpe&ive  Boyes :  noncareforme, 
That  look  into  me  with  confederate  eyes, 

High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpec"t. Boy. 

*Page.  My  Lord. 
Rich.  Know' ft  thou  not  any ,  whom  corrupting  Gold 

Will  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  Death  ? 
Page.  I  know  a  discontented.  Gentleman, 

Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  fpirit : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  Orators, 
And  will  (no  doubt)  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

Kich.  Whatts  his  Name  ? 

l>age.  His  Name,  my  Lord,  is  Tirrell. 

Tljcb.  I  partly  know  the  man  :  go  call  him  hither 

Boy.  Extt 
The  deep  revolving  witty  Buckingham, 

No  more  fhall  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfells. 

Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untyr'd, 
And  Hops  he  now  for  breath  ?  Well,  be  it  fo. 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  Lord  Stanley,  what's  the  news  ? 
Stan.  Know  my  lov  ng  Lord,  the  Marqucfs  Dorfet 

As  I  hear,  is  fUd  to  Richmond, 
In  the  parts  where  he  a4des 

Rich.  CV  me  hither  Catesby,  rumor  it  abroad, 
That  Anne  my  Wife  is  veiy  grievous  fick, 

I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean  poor  Gentleman, 

Whom  I  will  marry  (tvaight  to  Clarence  Daughter: 
The  Boy  is  foolifh,  and  1  fear  not  him. 

Look  how  thou  drcam'ft  :  I  fay  again,  give  out, 
That  Anne,  my  Queen,  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it,  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon  \ 
To  ftop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 
I  muft  be  married  to  my  Brothers  Daughter 

Or  elfe  my  Kingdomc  ftands  on  brittle  Glafle  r 
Murther  her  Brothers,  and  then  marry  her, 

Uncertain  way  of  gain.  But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blond,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin, 

Tear-falling  piety  dwells  not  in  this  Eye. 

Enter  Tirrell. 

Is  thy  thy  Name  Tirrell} 
Tir.  James  Tirrell,  and  your  moft  obedient  fubjc<Sh 
Rich.  Art  thou  indeed  ? 

Tir.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Rich.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 
Tir,  Plea fe you: 

But  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

Rich.  Why  then  thou  haft  it :  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  R/  ft,  and  my  fweet  (Leps  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  the  deal  upon  : 
Tir rellt  1  nran  thofe  Baftards  in  the  Tower. 

Tir.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 

And  foon  I'le  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  fweet  Mufick : 
Heark,  come  hither  Tirrel, 
Go  by  this  token :  rife,  and  lend  thine  Ear,  ffftlfptrs. 
There  is  no  more  but  fo :  fay  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tir.  I  will  diipatch  it  ftraight.  Exit. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Buck,  My  Lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind, 
The  Iaterequeft  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

Rich.  Well,  let  ihat  reft :  Dorfet  is  fled  to  Richmond. 
Buc.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 

Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  Wives  Son :  well ,  look  un-> to  it. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 

For  which  your  Honour  and  your  Faith  is  pawn'd. 
Th'Earldome  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  fhall  po(f.fs. 

Rich.  Stanley  look  to  your  Wife :  if  fhe  convey 

Letteis  to  Richmond,you  fhall  anfwer  it. 
Buc.  What  fayes  your  Highnefle  to  my  juft  requeft  ? 
Rich.  I  do  remember  me,  Henry,  the  Sixth 

Didprophefie,  that  Richmond  (hould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  Boy. 
A  King  perhaps. 

Buc.  May  it  pleafe  you  to  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 
Rich.  Thou  troubleft  me,  I  am  not  in  the  vein.  Exit. 
Buc.  And  is  it  thus  >  repayes  he  my  deepTervice 

With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  King  for  this? 
O  let  me  think  on  Hafiings,  and  be  gone 

To  Brecnock^t  while  my  fearfull  Head  is  on.  Exit, 

Enter  Tirrel. 

Tir.  The  tyrannous  and  bloudy  A&  is  done, 
The  moft  arch  deed  of  pittious  maftjcre 
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That  ever  yet  this  Land  was  guilty  of  : 
Dighton  and  Forreff,  whom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruchfull  Burchery, 
Albeit  they  w:re  flefhc  Villains,  bloudy  Dogs, . 
Melted  with  tendernefle,  and  milde  compaftion, 
Wept  like  to  Children,  in  their  deaths  fad  Story, 
0  thus  (quoth  Dighton)  lay  the  gentle  Babes : 
Thus, thus  ( quoth  Forrejl)  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  Alablafler  innocent  armes: 

Their  lips  were  four  red  Rofes  on  a  ftalk, 
And  their  Summer  Beauty  kift  each  other. 
A  Book  of  Prayers  on  their  pillow  by, 

1  Which  one  (quoth  Forrejl)  almoft  chang'd  my  mind : 
But  oh  the  Devill,  there  the  Villain  ftopt : 

When  *D'tghton  thus  told  on,  we  fmothercd 
The  moft  replenished  fweet  work  of  nature, 
That  from  the  prime  Creation  ere  fhe  framed. 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  Confcience  and  Remorfe, 

!  They  could  not  (peak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  thefe  tydings  to  the  bloudy  King. 

Enter  Richard. 

I  And  here  he  comes.  All  health  my  Soveraign  Lord. 
Rich.  Kind  Tirrel,  am  I  happy  in  the  News, 

i    Tir.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  chargej 
Beget  your  happinefie,  be  happy  then, 

i  For  it  is  done. 

Hjch.  But  did'ft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 
Tir.  I  did  my  Lord. 
Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tirrel  ? 
Tir.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  them, 

But  where  (to  fay  the  truth)  I  do  not  know. 
Rich.  Come  to  me  Tirrel  foon,  and  after  Supper, 

When  thou  there  fhalc  tell  the  procefle  of  their  death. 

Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good. 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewell  till  then. 

Tir.  I  humbly  take  leave. 

Rich.  The  Son  of  Clarence  have  I  pent  up  dofc, 

His  daughter  meanly  have  I  macch'd  in  marriage, 
The  Sons  of  Edward  flcep  in  Abraham*  bofome, 

4,  '  And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night. 
Now  for  I  know  the  Brittain  Richmond  z'xm.% 
At  young  Elizabeth  my  Brothers  daughter, 

'And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  Crown, 
To  her. go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  Raiclijfe. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

'Rjch.  Good  or  bad  news  ,  that  thou  com'ft  in  fo 
bluntly  ?  .  - 

Rat.  Bad  news  my  "Lord,Mourto»  is  fled  to  Richmond, 
Lnd  Buckingham  backt  with  the  hardy  Welshmen 

in  the  field,  and  ftill  his  power  encreafeth. 
Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 

len  Buckingham  and  his  rafh  levied  Strength. 

Come,  I  have  learn'd,that  fearfull  commenting 
Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull.delay. 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  Snail-pac'd  Beggery : 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
Joves  Mercury,  and  Herald  for  a  King: 
Go  muftcr  men :  My  counfell  is  my  Shield, 
We  muft  be  brief,  when  Traitors  brave  the  Field. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Old  Queen  Margaret. 

Mar.  So  now  profperity  begins  to  mellow, 

And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death r 
Here  in  thefe  Confines  flily  have  I  lurkt, 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction,  am  I  witnefle  to, 
And  will  to  France,  hoping  the  confequence 

Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  Tragicall. 
Withdraw  thee  wretched  Margaret ,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Vuteh^fe  and  Queen, 

Qu.  Ah  my  poor  Princes  \  ah  my  tender  Babes ' 
My  unblown  Flowers,  new  appearing  Tweets: 

If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  flye  in  the  Aire, 
And  be  not  fixtindoom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 

And  hear  your  mothers  Lamentation. 
Mar.  Hover  about  her,  fay  that  right  for  right 

Hath  dim'd  your  Infant  morn,  to  Aged  night. 
Dut.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voyce, 

That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute; 
Edward  Plantagtnet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Mare  Plant agenet  doth  quit  Plantagenety 
Edward  for  Edward,  payes  a  dying  debt. 

Qu.  Wilt  thou,  O  God  flye  from  fuch  gentle  Lambs, 
And  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  ihe  Wolf  ? 

Why  didft  thou  deep,  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 
Mar.  When  holy  Henry  died,  and  my  fweet  Son. 
t>ut.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  ghoft, 

Woes  Sccne^  Worlds  fhame,  Graves  due,  by  life  ufurpt^ 
Brief  abftraft  and  record  of  tedious  dayes,. 

Reft  thy  unreft  on  Englands  lawful!  earth, 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  bloud. 

Qu.  Ah  that  thou  would'ft  as  foon  afford  a  Grave, 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholly  feat :  • 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here, 
Ah  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moft  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  figneury, 

And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand 
If  forrow  can  admit  Society. 

I  had  an  Edward,  till  a  RichardWlVdhlm'. 
I  had  a  Husband,  till  a  Rl c hard VWYd  him: 

Thou  had'ft  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard,u\\  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

t)ut.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  did'ft  kill  him  ; 

I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'it  to  kill  him'; 
Mar.  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too, 

And  Richard  kill'd  him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  Hell-hound  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 

That  Do£,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  Lambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  bloud  : 
That  foul  defacer  of  Gods  handy  work  : 

j  That  reigns  in  gauled  eyes  of  weeping  fouls : 
|  That  excellent  grand  Tyrant  of  the  earth, 
i  Thy  womb  let  loofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves, 

i  O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
f  How  do  I  thank  thee,  thac  this  carnal  Cur 
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Preys  on  the  iiluc  of  his  mothers  body, 
And  makes  her  Pue-fellow  with  others  mone. 

Dut .  Oh  Harries  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes : 
God  witntffe  with  me,  1  have  wept  for  thine. 
Mar,  Bear  with  me :  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 

And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 

^Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kilfd  my  Edrvard. 
The  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward : 
Young  Tork_,  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 

Match'd  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  loffe. 
Thy  Clarencehe  is  dead,  that  ftab'dmy  Sdward, 
And  the  beholders  of  this  frantick  play, 

Th 'adulterate  Hafllngs,  Rivers,  V aughan,  Gray, 
Untimely  fmothcr'd  in  their  dusky  Graves. 
'Richard  yet  livss,  Hells  black  Intelligencer, 
Onely  referv'd  their  Factor,  to  buy  fouls, 
And  fend  then  hither :  But  at  hand,  at  hand 
Infucs  his  pitteous  and  unpittied  end. 

Earth  gapes,  Hell  biirns„Fiends  roar,  Sa;nts  pray, 

Tohcve  htmfaddenly  convey'd  from  hence: 
Canceil  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 

That  I  may  live  and  (ay,7'he  Dog  is  dead. 
Qu.  O  thou  <!io"ft  prophefie,  the  time  would  come, 

That  1  fhouid  'villi  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 

That  bottel'd  Spider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  Toad. 
Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then,  vain  flourifh  of  my  fortune: 

I  call'd  thee  then,  poor  Shadow,  painted  Queen, The  leprefcntation  of  but  what  I  was ; 
The  flattering  Index  of  a  direfull  Pageant, 

One  heav'd  a  higfy  to  be  htirl'd  down  below  : 
A  mother  onely  mockt  with  two  fair  BaSc?; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft,  a  gariih  Flag 
To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  Shot ; 
A  fign  of  Dignity,  a  Breath,  a  Bubble ; 
A  Queen  in  leaf},  only  to  fill  the  Scene. 
Where  is  thy  Husband  now  ?  Where  be  thy  Brothers  ? 
Where  be  thy  two  Sons  ?  Wherein  doft  thou  Joy  ? 
Who  fues,  and  kneels,  and  faics,  Gad  fave  the  Queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  Peers  that  flattered  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  Troops  that  followed  thee  ? 
Decline  all  this,  and  fee  now  what  thou  art. 

For  happy  Wife,  a  mod  diftreffed  Widow: 
For  joy  full  Mother,  one  that  wailsthc  name  i 
For  one  being  fued  to,  one  that  humbly  lues : 

For  Queen  a  very  Caytiffe,  crown'd  with  care : 
For  fhe  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  : 
For  fhe  being  feared  of  all,  now  fearing  one : 

For  fhe  commanding  all,obey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  Juftice  whirled  abour, 
And  lefthee  but  a  very  prey  to  time, 
Having  no  more  but  Thought  of  what  thou  waft, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art, 
Thou  didft  ufuyp  my  place,  and  doft  thou  not 

Ufurp  the  jt'ft  proportion  of  my  Sorrow  ? 

Now  thy  proud  Neck,  bears  half  my  burthen'd  yoak, 
From  which,  even  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all ,  on  thee. 
Farewell  TV^-f  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance, 
Thefe  Englifh  woes,  fhall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Qu.  O  thou  wellskilPd  in  Curfes,  ftay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Mar.  Forbear  to  fleep  the  night,  and  fa  ft  the  day : 
Compare  dead  happinefle,  with  living  woe : 
Think  that  thy  Babes  were  fweeter  then  they  were, 
And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  then  he  is : 

Bett'ring  thy  loffe,  makes  the  bad  caufcr  worfc, 

Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  Curfe. 
Qu.  My  words  arc  dull,  O  quicken  them  with  thim 
Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  iharp, 

And  pierce  like  mine.  Exit  Marga;* 
Dut.  Why  fhouid  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 
Qu.  Windy  Atturnies  to  their  Clients  Woes, 

Aiery  fucceedersof  inteftine  joyes, , 
Poor  breathing  Orators  of  miferies, 

Let  them  have  fcope,  though  what  they  will  impart, 

Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  do  they  eafe  the  heart. 

\  Dut.  If  fo  then,  be  not  Tongue-ty'd  :  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words,  let's  fmother 
My  damned  Son,  that  thy  two  fweet  Sons  fmother'd. 
The  Trumpet  founds,  be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  hit  Train. 
Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  Expedition  ? 

Dut.  O  fhe,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee 

By  ftrangiing  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 
From  all  the  {laughters  (  Wretch  -)  that  thou  haft  done.  I 

Qu.  Hid'ft  thou  that  Forhead  with  a  Golden  Cro^ 
Where' t  fhouid  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right  > 

The  fhughter  of  the  Prince  that  ow'd  that  Crown, 
And  the  dyre  death  of  my  poor  Sons  and  Brothers. 
Tell  me,thou  Villain-flave,  where  are  my  Children  ? 

Dut.  Thou  Toad,  thou  Toad, 

Where  is  thy  Brother  Clarence  ? 
And  lictle  Ned  Plantagenet  his  Son  ? 

Qu.  Where  is  the  gentle  River s,Vattghan,  Gray) 
Dut.  Where  is  kind  Hafilngs} 

Ri'c.h,  A  flourifh  Trumpets,  ftrike  Alarum  Drums: 
Let  not  the  Heavens  hear  thefe  Tell-tale  women. 

Rail  on  the  Lords  Annointed.  Strike  I  fay. 

Flourljh  Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  reports  of  War, 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Dut.  Art  thou  my  Son  ? 

'Rich.  I,  I  thAnk  God,  my  Father,  and  your  felf. 
Dut.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K^ch.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition,^ 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Dut.  O  let  me  fpcak. 

Rich.  Do  then,  but  Tie  not  hear. 
Dut.  I  will  be  mild,  and  gentle  in  my  words. 

Rich.  And  brief  ?good  Mother)  for  I  am  in  haft. 
Dut.  Art  thou  fo  hafty  >  I  have  ftaid  for  thee 

(God  knows)  in  torment  and  in  agony. 
Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  lajft  to  comfort  you  ? 

Dut.  No  by  the  holy  Rood,thow  know'ft  it  well, 
Thou  cam'ft  on  earth,  to  make  the  earth  my  Hell. 
A  grievous  burthen  was  thy  Birtfi  to  me, 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy. 

Thy  School-dayes  frightfu!l,defp'rate,  wild,  and  furious, 
7"hy  prime  of  Man-hood,  daring,  bold,  and  venturous : 
Thy  Age  confirm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  flye,  and  bloudy, 
Moi  e  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful!,  Kind  in  hatred : 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 

That  ever  gr;ic'd  me  with  thy  company  ? 
Rich.  Faith  none,  but  Humfrey  Hower, 

Th.it  call'd  youi'Grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
IT  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  eye, 

Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you  Madam. 
Strike  up  the  Drum. 

Dnt.  I  prethec  hear  me  fpeak. F  'Rich 
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Rich.  You  fpcak  coo  bitterly. 
Dut .  Hear  me  a  word  : 

For  I  fhall  never  ipeak  to  thee  again. 
Rich.  So. 

Dut.  Either  thou  wilt  die  by  Gods  juft  ordinance 
Ere  from  chis  warre  thou  turn  a  Conqueror: 

Or  I  With  grief  and  cxtreame  age  fhall  perilh , 
And  never  more  behold  thy  face  again. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  mod  grievous  Curfe, 
Which  in  the  day  of  Battell  tyre  thee  more 

Then  all  the  compleat  Armour  that  thou  wear'ft. 
My  Prayers  on  theadverfe  Party  fight, 
And  there  the  little  foules  of  £  Awards  Children, 

Whifper  the  Spirits  of  thine  Enemies, 
And  promife  them  Succeffe  and  Vicloiy : 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  : 

Shame  ferves  thy  life,and  doth  thy  death  attend.  Exit. 
Qiiee.  Though  far  more  caufc,  yet  much  lefs  fpirit  to 

Abides  in  me,  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  (curfe 
Rich.  Stay,  Madam,  I  mud  talk  a  word  with  you. 
Quee.  I  have  no  more  Sons  of  the  Royall  blood 

For  thee  to  (laughter.  For  my  Daughters  [Richard) 
They  fhall  be  praying  Nunnes,  not  weeping  Queens: 
And  therefore  Icvell  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

%lch.  You  have  a  Daughter  call'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  Fair,  Royall  and  Gracious. 

Quee.  And  muft  fhe  dye  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live, 

And  I'le  corrupt  her  Manners,  ftain  her  Beauty, 
Slander  my  felf,as  falfe  to  Edwards  bed  : 
Throw  over  her  the  vnileof  infamy, 

So  fhe  miy  live  unfearr'd  of  bleeding  (laughter, 
I  will  confeffefhe  was  not  Edwards  Daughter. 

Rich.  Wrong  not  her  Birth,  fhe  is  a  Royall  Piinceffe. 

Quee .  To  fa  ve  her  life,  l'le  fay  fhe  is  not  fo. 
Rich.  Her  life  is  fafeft  onely  in  her  Birth. 

Quee.  And  onely  in  that  lafecy  di'd  her  Brotheis. 
Rich.  Loe,  at  their  Birth  good  itarres  were  oppofice. 
Quee.  No,  to  their  lives  ill  friends  were  contrary. 
Rich.  All  una  voided  is  the  doom  of  Deftiny.  • 
Quee.  True  :  when  avoided  Grace  makes  Deftiny. 

My  Babes  were  dedin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
•If  Grace  had  bled  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

'Rich.  Ycu  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  Coufins  ? 
Quee.  Coufins  indeed,  and  by  their  Unckle  cozen'd, 

Of  Comfort,  Kingdome,  Kindred,  Freedom,  Life, 

Whofe  hands  foever  lanch'd  their  tender  hearts, 
Thy  head  (all  indiredtly)  gave  direction. 

No  doubt  the  murd'rous  Knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  done-hard  heart , 
To  revel!  in  the  intrailes  of  my  Lambs. 
JBut  that  dill  ufe  of  grief,  mikes  wilde  grief  tame, 

My  tongue  fhould  to  thy  eares  not  name  my  Boyes, 

Till  that  my  Nailes  were  anchor 'd  in  chme  eyes : 
And  1  in  fitch  a  defp'race  Bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  Bark,  of  failes  and  tackling  reft , 
Rufh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  Rocky  bofome. 

Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprizej 
And  dangerous  fucceffe  of  bloody  wanes, 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours, 

Then  ever  you  and  yours  by  me  were  harm'd. 
Quee .  What  good  is  cover 'd  with  the  face  of  heaven, 

To  be  discovered,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

-RzV^.Th'advancement  of  your  Children,  gentle  Lady. 
Quee.  Up  to  fome  Scaffold,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 
Rich.  Unto  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
e  highlmperiall  Type  of  this  ear  ths  glory. 

I      Quee.  Flatter  my  forrow  with  report  of  it : 
j  Tell  me,  what  date,  what  dignity ,  what  honour 
I  Canft  thou  devife  co  any  Childe  of  mine, 

j    .  Rich.  Even  all  I  have  ;  Land  my  felf  and  all., 
|  Will  1  withall  endow  a  Child  of  thine  : 
|  So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foule, 

j  Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs^ 
I  Which  thou  fuppofed  I  have  done  co  thee. 

I     Quee.  Bi  brief,  lead  that  the  proceffeof  thy  kindneffe 
La(i  longer  telling  then  thy  kindneffe  date. 

Rich.  Then  know, 

That  from  my  Soule  1  love  thy  Daughter. 

Quee.  My  Daughters  Mother  thinks  it  with  her  Soule. 
Rich,  What  doe  you  think  ? 

Qu.  That  thou  doft  love  my  Daughter  from  thy  Soul, 
So  from  thy  Soules  lovedidft  thou  love  her  Brothers, 
And  from  thy  hearts  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

Rich.  Be  not  fo  hady  to  confound  my  meaning  : 
I  mean  that  with  my  foule  I  love  thy  Daughter, 
And  doe  intend  to  make  her  Q^teen  of  England. 

Well  then,who  doft  thou  mean  fhall  be  her  King, 
Rich,  Even  he  that  makes  her  Q^een, 

Who  elfe  fhould  be  ? 

Quee.   What,  thou? 
Rich.  Even  fo  i  how  think  you  of  it  ? 
Quee.  How  cand  thou  wooe  her  ? 

,  Rich.  That  I  would  learn  of  you, 
As  one  being  bed  acquainted  with  her  humour. 

Quee.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 

Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart.  - 
Quee.  Send  to  her  by  the  man  that  flew  her  Brothers, 

A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts  :  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  Tork^  then  haply  will  fhe  weep  • 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  asfometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  Father,  fteept  in  Rntlands  blood, 
A  Hand-kerchiffe,  which  fay  to  her  did  drain 

The  purple  fappe  from  hei  fweet  Brothers  body. 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  withall. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 

Send  her  a  Letter  of  thy  No'ble  deeds  : 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'd  away  her  Unckle  Clarence, 
Her  Unckle  Rivers  ;  I,  (and  for  her  fake) . 

Mad'd  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  Aunt  Anne. 
Rich.  You  mock  me,  Madam,  this  is  not  the  way 

To  win  your  Daughter. 
Quee,  There  is  no  other  way, 

Unleffe  thou  could'd  put  on  fome  other  fhape3 
And  not  be  Richard,  that  hath  done  all  thi§. 

Rich.  Say  chat  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
.0«.Nay  then  indeed  flic  cannot  choofe  but  hate  thee, 

Having  bought  love  with  iuch  a  bloody  fpoyle. 
Rich.  Look  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  amended  : 

Men  fliall  dsale  unadvifedly  fometimes, 
Which aftcr.-hourcs  gives  leifure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  cake  the  Kingdome  from  your  Sons, 

To  makeamends,  Tie  give  it  to  your  Daughter : 

If  I  have  kill'd  theilfue  of  your  wombe, 
To  quicken  your  encreafe,  I  will  beget 

Mine  iffue  of  your  blood,  upon  y  our  Daughter  * 
A  Grandamsnamc  is  little  leffe  in  love  , 

Then  is  the  doting  Title  of  a  Mother ; 
They  are  as  Children  but  one  dep  below, 

Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  very  blood  : 
Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 

Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 
Your  Children  were  vexation  co  your  youth, 

Y  y  ,  But 
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But  mine  fliall  be  a  comfo.  t  to  your  Age  , 
The  loffe  you  have,  is  buc  a  Son  being  King, 
And  by  that  loffe,  your  Daughter  is  made  Q^ccn. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  1  would, 
Therefore  accept  fuch  kindneffe  as  I  can. 
Darfet  your  Son,  that  with  a  fcarfull  foule, 
Leads  difcontcmeu  ftcps  in  forreign  foyle, 
This  fair  Alliance,  quickly  fliall  call  home 

]"[o  high  Pre  motions,  :  nd  great  Dignity. 
The  King  that  calls  your  bcauiious  Daughter  Wife, 
Familiarly  fliall  call  thy  Dorfet  Brother  : 
Again  fliall  you  be  Mother  to  a  King  : 
And  all  the  Ruines  of  diltrcffefull  times, 

Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  Content. 
What  ?  we  have  many  goodly  dayes  to  fee  : 

The  liqu'.d  drops  of  tea  res  that  you  have  llicd, 
Shall  come  again,  transfoim'd  to  Orient  Pcarle , 
Advantaging  their  Love,  with  intereft 
Ofcen-timcs  double  gain  of  happineffe. 
Go  then  (my  Mother)  to  thy  Daughter,  go, 
Make  bold  her  bafhfull  ycaies,wkh  your  experience, 
Prepare  her  eares  to  bear  a  Wooers  talc. 

Put  in  her  tender  heart,  th'afpiring  flame 
Of  golden  Soveraignty  :  Acquaint  the  Princeffc 
With  the  fweet  filent  houres  of  Mariiage  joyes  j 
r\nd  when  this  Arme  of  mine  hath  chaltifed 

The  petty  Rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  Garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  Daughter  to  a  Conquerors  bed  : 
To  whom  I  will  retaile  my  Conqticft  won, 
And  fhe  fliall  le  fole  Vi&oreffe,  C<efars  C<efar.  . 

Qnee.  What  were  I  belt  to  fay,  her  Fathers  Brother 
Would  be  her  Lord  ?  or  fliall  I  fay  her  Unckle? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  Bi  others  ?  and  her  Unckles  ? 

Under  what  Title  fliall  I  wooe  for  thee, 
That  God, the  Law,  my  Honour,  and  her  Love, 
Can  make  feem  pleaf ing  to  her  tender  yeares  ? 

%kh.  Inferre  fair  Englands  peace  by  this  Alliance. 
Qtt.  which  fhe  fliall  purchafe  with  ftill  lading  warre 
Rich.  Tell  her,  the  King  that  may  command,  intreats 
Oh.  That  at  her  hands,which  the  Kings  King  forbids 
Rich.  Say  flie  fliall  be  a  high  and  mighty  Qucene. 
Oh.  To  vaile  the  Title,  as  her  Mother  doth. 

Rich.  Say  I  will  love  her  evcvlaltingly. 
On.  But  how  long,  fliall  that  title  ever  bit  ? 

%lch.  Sweetly  in  force,unto  her  fair  lives  end. 

Qh.  But  how  long  fairly  fliall  her  fweet  life  laft  > 
Rich.  As  long  as  Heaven  and  Nature  lengthens  it. 
Qu.  As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  likes  of  it. 

Rich.  Say,  I  her  Soveraign,  am  her  Subject  low. 
Qh.  But  fhe  your  Subject  loathes  fuch  Soveraignty. 
Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Qh.  An  ho  licit  tale  fpeeds  belt,  being  plainly  told. 
Rich.  Then  plainly  to  her,  tell  my  loving  tale. 
Qh.  Plain  and  not  honcft,  is  too  harfli  a  ftyle. 

%ich.  Your  Reafons  are  too  fliallow,  and  too  quick, 
Qh.  O  no,  my  Reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead, 

Too  deep  and  dead  (poor  Infants)  in  their  graves, 
Harp  on  it  Mill  fliall  I,  till  heart-firings  break. 

Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  firing,  Madam,  that  is  part. 

Now  by  my  George,  my  Garter,  and  my  Crown. 

Qh.  Profan'djdifhonour'd,  and  the  third  ufurpt. Rich.  I  fwear. 

Qh.  By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  Oath  : 

Thy  George  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  Lordly  honour  ; 

Thy  Garter  blemifh'd, pawn'd  his  Kingly  Virtue  ; 

Rich. 

Rich. 

Qu. 

Rich. 

Qh. 

Thy  CrOwn  ufurpt,  dilgrac'd  hisKingly  Glory  : 
If  l'omething  thou  would' ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd. Rich.  Then  by  my  felf. 

On.  Thy  felf,  is  fclf-misus'd. Now  by  the  World. 
'Tis  full  of  thy  fo«le  wrongs. 

My  Fatheis  death. 

Thy  life  hath  it  difhonour'd. 
Why  then,  by  Heaven. 
Heavens  wiong  is  moft  of  all  i 

If  thou  didtt  fear  to  break  an  Oath  with  him, 
1  he  unity  the  King  my  Husband  made, 

Thou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  Brothers  di'd, 
If  thou  hadlt  feai'd  to  break  an  Oath  by  him, 
Th'JmperiaJl  Mettall,circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  giac'd  the  tender  Temples  of  my  Child, . And  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here, 
Which  now  two  tender  Bed-fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  Faith  hath  made  the  prey  for  Worraes, 
What  can  ft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 

%ich.  The  time  to  come.  . 

Qh.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o're-paft 
For  1  my  felf  have  many  tearcs  to  wafh 

Hereafter  time,  for  timepaft  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  Children  live,  whofe  Fatheis  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  waile  it  with  their  age  : 
The  Parents  liye,  whofe  Children  thou  haft  butcher'd, 
Old  barren  Plants,  to  waile  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 

Mifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  repaft. 
Rich.  As  I  intend  to  profper,  and  repent : 

So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  Affaires 
Of  hoftile  Armes :  My  felf,  my  felf  confound  : 
Heaven,  and  Fortune  bane  me  happy  houres  : 

Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light  ?  nor  Night,  thy  reft. 
Be  oppofite  all  Planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if  with  dear  hearts  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 

I  tender  not  thy  beautious  Princely  Daughter. 
In  her  confifts  my  happineffe  and  thine : 
Without  her  follows  to  my  felf  and  thee, 

Her  felf,  the  Land,  and  many  a  Chriftian  foule, 
Death,  Defolation,  Ruine,  and  Decay : 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this: 

It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this.' 
Therefore  dear  Mother  (I  muft  call  you  fo) 

Be  the  Attumey  of  my  love  to  her  : 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  ; 

Not  my  deferts,but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times, 
And  be  not  pecvifli  found  in  great  Dcfigns. 

Qh.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  Devil  thus  ? 
Rich.  I,  if  the  Devil  tempt  you  to  doe  good. 

Qh.  Shall  I  forget  my  felf  to  be  my  felf .? 
Rich.  I,  if  your  felfs  remembrance  wrong  your  felf. 
Qnee.  Yet  thou  didft  kill  my  Children. 
Rich.  But  in  your  Dauglucis  womb  I  bury  them. 

Where  in  that  Neft  of  Spicery  they  will  breed 
Selves  of  thcmfelves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Qh.  Shall  I  go  win  my  Daughter  to  thy  will  ? 
Rich.  And  be  a  happy  Mother  by  the  deed. 

Qh.  I  go,  wi  ite  to  me  veiy  flioitly, 
And  you  fhal!  undcitand  from  me  her  mind.    Exit  Q 

Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  loves  kifle,  and  fo  farewell 
Relcntins  Foole,  and  fhallow-chari£iri<2  Woman. 
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I  How  now,  what  newes  ? 

Enter  Ratclljfe, 

Rat.  Mo  ft  mighty  Soveraign,  on  the  Weftem  Coaft 
ridetha  puiflant  Navy  :  to  our  Shores 
Throng  many  doubtfull  hollow-hearted  friends, 

Unarm'd,and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back^ 
'tis  thought,  that  Richmond,  is  their  Admirall  : 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
o(  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  afhore , 

JC/V.Some  light-foot  friend  port  to  the  Duke  cf  T^or- 
Ratc/lfe, thy  felf,  or  Catesby,  where  is  he  ?  (f^ki 

C  at.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
Rich.  Catesby,  flye  to  the  Duke. 
Cat.  I  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  convenient  hafte, 
Rich.  Catesby^comc  hither,  port  to  Salisbury. 

When  thou  com'ft  thither  s  Dull  unmindfull  Villain. 

Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  andgo'tt  not  to  the  Duke  ? 
Gat.  F»ft,mighty  Liege,tcll  me  your  hjghnefs  pleafure, 

What  from  your  Grace  I  /hall  deliver  to  him. 

Rich.  O  true,  good  €atesby,  bid  him  levy  ftraighc 
The  greateft  ftrengthand  power  that  he  can  make  i 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury, 

Cat.  I  go.  Exit. 

Rat.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  (hall  I  doe  ax.  Salis- bury. 

Rich.  Why,  what  would'ft  thou  doe  there  before  I 

go? Rat.  Your  Highnefle  told  me  I  fhould  pcftc  before. 

%i*h.  My  minde  is  chang'd  : 

•         Eater  Lord  Stanley. 

Stanley^  what  newes  with  you  ? 

Sta.  None,good  my  Liege,to  pleafe  you  with  the  hear- 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported.  (ing, 

Rich.  Hoyday,  a  Riddle,  neither  good  nor  bad  : 

What  need'ft  thou  tun  fo  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'/t  tell  thy  tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  newes  ? 

Stan.  %lchmond  is  on  the  Seas. 
Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  Seas  on  him , 

Wbite-livev'd  Run-a-gate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 
Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  Soveraign,  but  by  guefle. 
Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefle. 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet^Buckjngham^nd  Morton. 
He  makes  for  England^  here  to  claim  the  Crown. 

Rich.  Is  the  Chayre  empty  ?  is  the  Sword  unfway'd  ? 
Is  the  King  dead  ?  the  Empire  unpofleft  ? 
What  heir  of  Tork^is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 

And  who  is  Englands  King,  but  great  Tories  heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  Seas  > 
.  Stan.  Unlefle  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefle. 
Rich.  Unlefle  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  Lisge, 

You  cannot  guefle  wherefore  the  Welch-rmn  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  flye  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  my  good  Lord,  therefore  miftfuft  me  not. 
Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back  ? 

Where  be  thy  Tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  Weftem  fhore, 
Safe-conducting  the  Rebels  from  their  Ships? 

Stanley.  No,  my  good.  Lord,  my  friends  are  in  the 
North. 

'  Kjch.  Cold  friends  to  me  :  what  do  they  in  the  North, 
When  they  fhould  ferve  their  Soveraign  in  the  Weft  ? 

Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  King> 
Pleafeth  your  Majcfty  to  give  me  leave , 
Tie  mutter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  yotirGrace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  M?  j  fty  lhall  pleafe. 

Rich.  I,thou  would'lt  be  Jone,co  joyn  with  Richmond : 
But  Tie  not  truli  thee, 

j     Stan.  Moft  mighty  Soveraign  , 
\  You  have  no  caufc  to  hold  my  friendfhip  doubtfull, 

j 1  never  was, nor  never  will  be  falfe. 
Rich.  Go  then,  and  mufter  men  :  but  leave  behind 

Your  Son  George  Stanley  :  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
Or  ette  his  heads  a  durance  is  but  fi  aile. 

Stan.  So  dealc  with  him  as  I  prove  true  to  you. Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Me/?.  My  gracious  Soveraign,  now  in  Devon-ihlt^ 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advenifed, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney.,  and  the  haughty  Prelate* 

Bifhop  of  Exeter^  his  elder  Brother, 
With  many  more  Confederates  are  in  Armes. 

Enter  amther  UUcjfenger. 

M<J[.  In  Kentymy  Liege,  the  Guilfords  are  in  Armes, 
And  every  hour  more  Competitors 
Flock  to  the  Rebels,  and  their  power  growes  ftrong. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  the  Army  of  great  Buckingham. 
Rich.Out  on  ye,  Owles,  nothing  but  Songs  of  Death. 

Me  firikjth  him. 

There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  newes, 
Meff.  The  newes  I  have  to  tell  your  Majeftys 

Is,  that  by  fudden  Floods,  and  fall  of  Waters, 

Buckingham's  Army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd, And  he  hunfelf  wandred  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whether. 

Rich.  I  cry  thee  mercy  ; 

There  is  my  Purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  trrine. 

Hath  any  wcll-advifed  friend  proclaim'd Reward  to  him  that  brings  theTraytorin  ?  t 
Meff.  Such  Proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Lord. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Sir  Thomas  Levelled  Lord  Marqueffel)^/^, 

'Tis  faid,  my  Liege,  in  7V/^-{hire  are  in  Armes: 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highnefle, 

The  Britain  Navy  is  difpers'd  by  Tempeft. 

Richmond  in  Derfet-(h'ue  fait  out  a  Boat 
Unto  the  fhore,  to  sske  thofe  on  the  Banks, 

If  they  were  his  Aflirtants,  yea,  or.no?  ' 
Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham^ 
Upon  his  party  :  he  mifttufting  them , 

Hoys' d  t'aile,  and  made  his  courfe  again  for  Britain.  . 
Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  fince  we  are  up  in  Armes^ 

If  not  to  fight  with  Forreign  Enemies  , 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  Rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Catelby. 

Cat.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  ta,ken , 
That  is  the  beft  newes>  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 

Yy  2  Is 



516 The  Life  and  'Death  of  Richard  the  third. 

!s  with  a  mi°hty  power  Landed  ac  Adtlford, 
Is  colder  newes,  but  ycc  they  muft  be  told. 

%lfh.  Away  towards  SalisburywWi\e  we  reafon  here, 
A  Royall  Battel!  might  be  won  and  loft  : 
Spm>  one  take  t)rdcr  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury,  the  reft  march  on  with  me.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Hath  tum'd  my  feigned  Prayer  on  my  head  , 
And  given  in  earned,  what  I  begg'd  in  jeft. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  Swords  of  wicked  men 

To  turn  their  own  points  in  their  Maftcrs  bofomes. 
Thus  Margarets  curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  neck: 

When  he  (quoth  fhe)  will  fplit  thy  heart  with  farrow, 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  Ptophetefle  : 
Come  lead  me  Officers  to  the  Block  of  fhame, 

Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 
Exeunt  Buckingham  with  Officer 

Enter  Derby, ai;d  Sir  Chrifiopher. 

Der.  S"r  Christopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me, 
That  in  the  ftye  of  the  moft  de-a4ly  Boar, 
My  Son  George  Stanley  is  frank t  np  in  hold  :• 

If  I  revolt,  off" goes  young  George's  head, The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  prefentaide. 
So  get  the?  gone  :  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Withall  fay,  that  the  Queen  hath  heartily  confenteef 
He  fhould  cfpoufe  Elizabeth  her  Daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  Piinccly  Richmond  now  ? 

Chri.  At  Penbrooh^,  or  at  Hertford  Weft  in  Wales. 
Der.  What  men  of  Name  reforc  to  h  m. 

Chrl.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  Souldicr'j 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  Sir  William  Stanley, 
Oxford,  redoubted  Penbroot^,  Sir  James  Blunty 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  Crew, 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  towards  London  do  they  Ixnd  their  power, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withall. 

Der.  Well  bye  thee  to  thy  Lord  :  I  kiffe  his  hand, 
My  Letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewell.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Richmond,  Oxford,  Blunt,  Herbert^  and 
others,  with  Drum  and  Colturs. 
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sABus  Quintus.  Scena  Trima* 

Snter  Buckingham  with  Halberds,  led  to Execution. 

Buc.  Will  not  King  Richard  let  mefpeak  with  him  ? 
Sher.  No,  my  good  Lord,  therefore  be  patient. 
Buc.  Ha(iings,zx\d  Edwards  Children, Rivers, 

Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  Son  Edwardt 
Vaughan,^wA  all  that  have  mffcarricd 
By  under-hand  corrupted  foul  injaftice, 
If  that  your  moody  difcontcnted  foules, 
Do  through  the  Clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour, 
Even  for  revenue  mock  my  dtftru<5tion. 
This  is  All-Sontes  Day  (Fellow)  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  It  is. 

Bac.Why  then         Soules  Day,ismy  bodies  dooms- 
This  is  the  Day,  which  in  King  Edwards  time  (day. 
I  wifht  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  Children,  and  his  Wives  Allies. 

This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  wifht  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  Faith  of  him  whom  molt  I  trufted. 

This,  this  All-foules  Day  to  my  fcarfull  Soule, 

Is  the  determin'd  refpite  of  my  wrongs  : 
That  high  All-feer,  which  I  dallied  with, 

Richm. Fellows  in  Armes,and  my  moft  loving  Friends, 
BnuVd  underneath  the  yoake  of  Tyranny, 

Thus  farre  into  the  bowels  of  the  Land, ' Have  we  marcht  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  Father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement : 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  Boar, 

(That  fpoyPd  your  Summer-Fields,  and  Fruitfull  Vines 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wafh,  and  makes  his  troug 
In  your  embowelPd  bofomes •  This  foule  Swine 
Is  now  even  in  the  Center  of  this  Ifle, 
Near  to  the  Town  of  Leicefler,  as  we  learn  : 
VxovnTamworth  thither,  is  but  one  dayes  march. 

In  Gods  name  cheerely  on,  couragious1  Friends, 
To  reap  the  Harveft  of  perpetual!  peace, 

By  this  one  bloody  tryall  of  fharp  Warre. 
Oxf.  Every  manS  Confidence  is  a  thoufand  men, 

To  fight  againft  this  guilty  Homicide. 
Her.  I  doubt  no:  but  his  Friends  will  turn  to  us. 

Blun.  He  hath  nofiiends,but  what  are  friends  for  fear, 
Which  in  his  deareft  need  will  flye  from  him. 

Rich.  All  for  our  vantage,  then  in  Gods  name  march, 
True  hope  is  fwift, and  flyes  with  Swallov  swings, 
Kings  it  makes  Gods,  and  meaner  creatures  Kings 

Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  King  Richard  in  Armes,with  Norfolk^  Ratcliffe,\ 
and  the  Earl  of  Surrey. 

Rkh.  Here  pitch  our  Tent,  even  here  in  B$fworth\ 
My  Lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad  ?         (field  ;  j 

Sur.  My  heart  isten  times  lighter  then  my  looks. 
Rich.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk^ 
Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege. 

"RUh.  Norfolk^,  we  muft  have  knocks  t 
Ha,  muft  we  not  ? 

Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take  my  loving  Lord. 
Rich.  Up  with  my  Tent,  here  will  1  lie  to  night, 

Butwhere  to  morrow  ?  well,  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  hath  defcried  the  number  of  the  Traytors  ? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  power. 

Rich.  Why  our  Battalia  trebble  that  account  : 
Befidcs,  the  Kings  name  is  a  Tower  of  ftrength, 

Which  they  upon  the  adverfe  Faction  want. 
Up  with  the  Tent :  Come  Noble  Gentlemen, 
Let  Os  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction  : 

Let's! V 
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Let's  lack  no  Discipline,  make  no  delay  , 
For,  Lords,  to  morrow  is  a  bufie  day.  Sxeiint, 

Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon,  Ox- 
ford, and  Dorfet. 

Richm.  The  weary  Sun  hath  made  a  Golden  fet , 
And  by  the  bright  Tract  of  his  fiery  Carre, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to  morrow. 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  (hall  bear  my  Standard  : 
Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper  in  my  Tent : 

i'lc  draw  the  F01  m  and  Model!  of  our  Battell, 
Limit  each  Leader  to  his  feverall  Charge  , 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  Power. 
My  Lord  of  Oxford,  you  Sir  William  Brandon , 
And  you  Sir  Walter  Herbert  May  with  me  : 
The  Earl  of  Pembreok^  keeps  his  Regiment  ; 
Good  Captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him , 
i^nd  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  Morning, 
Defire  the  Earl  to  fee  me  in  my  Tent : 
Yet  one  thing  more  (good  Captain)  doe  for  me  : 

Where  is  Lord  Stanley  Quarter'd,  doe  you  know  ? 
Blunt.  Unleffe  I  have  miftane  his  Colours  much, 

(Which  well  I  am  affur'd  I  have  not  done) 
His  Regiment  lies  half  a  Mile  at  leaft 
South,  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  King. 

Rich.  If  without  perillit  be  poffible, 
Sweet  Blunt, mzVc  fome  good  means  tofpeak  with  him, 
And  give  him  from  me,  this  molt  needfull  Note. 

Blunt.  Vpon  my  felf,  my  Lord,  Tie  undertake  it, 
And  fo  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to  night. 

Rich,  Good  night,  good  Captain  Blunt : 
Come  Gentlemen, 
Let  us  confult  upon  to  morrows  Bufineffe  ; 

Into  my  Tent,  the  Dew  is  raw  and  cold. 
They  withdraw  into  the  Tent, 

LiVtfa .V--  V  *  •'.*  y.  -Jhw-V/m  br-  'icVcH  ,.*t/A  . 
Enter  Richard^  Ratcllffe,  Norfolk^  and  Catesby. 

Rich.  What  is't a  Clock? 

Cat.  It's  Supper  time,  my  Lord,  it's  nine  a  Clock. 
King.  I  will  not  flip  tonight, 

Give  me  fome  Ink  and  Paper : 
What,  is  my  Beaver  eafier  then  it  was  } 
And  all  my  Armour  laid  into  my  Tent  ? 
.   Cat .  It  is,  my  Liege  :  and  all  things  are  in  readineffe. 

Rich.  Good  Norfolk^  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
life  carefull  Watch,  chufe  trufty  Centinells. 

Nor.  I  go,  my  Lord. 
Rich.  Stir  with  the  Larke  to  morrow,  gentle  Norfolk^. 
Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord.  Exit. 
Rich.  %atclifei 

I  T^t.  My  Lord. 
Rich.  Send  out  a  Purfuivantat  Armes 

To  Stanlef  $  Regiment  :  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  Sun-rifing,  leaft  his  Son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  Cave  of  eternall  night. 
Fill  me  a  Bowie  of  Wine :  give  me  a  Watch  : 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow : 
Look  that  my  ftavesbe  found,&  not  too  heavy.  %at  cliff e. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 

Rich.  Saw'ft  the  melancholly  Lord  Northumberland  ? 
Rat .  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himfelf,  ; 

Much  about  Cock  (hut  time,  from  Troop  to  Troop 
Went  through  the  Army,  cheering  up  the  Souldiers. 

King.  So,  I  am  Satisfied  :  give  me  a  Bowie  of  Wine, 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  Spirit, 

Nor  cheer  of  Mind,  that 'I  was  wont  to  have. 
Set  it  down.  Is  Ink  an  Paper  ready  ? 

Rat.  It  is  my  Lord. 

Rich,  Bid  my  Guard  watch.  Leave  me„ 

Ratciijfe,  about  the  mid  'of  night  come  to  my  Tent 
And  help  to  Aime.  Leave  me  I  fay.        Exit  Rat  cliff e. 

Enter  Derby  t6  Richmond  in  his  Tent. 

Derb\  Fortune  and  Victory  fit  on  thy  Helme. 
Richm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  affbordj 

Be  to  thy  perion,  noble  Father-in-law. 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  Noble  Mother  ? 

Der.  I,  by  Attourney,  bleffe  thee  from  thy  Mother^ 

Who  prayes  continually  for  Richmond's  good  ; 
So  much  for  that.  The  filent  hourcs  fteale  on, 

And  flaky  daikncffe  breaks  within  the  Eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 

Prepare  thy  Battell  early  in  the  morning, 

And  put  thy  Fortune  toth'  Arbitrement 
Of  bloody  itroaks,  and  mortall  flaring  Warre  i 
I,asl  may,  that  which  I  would,  I  cannot, 
With  beft  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aide  thee  in  this  doubtfull  fhock  of  Arrwcs. 

But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward  , 
Lea  ft  being  feen,  thy  Brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  Fathers  fi"ht. 
Farewell :  the  leifure,  and  the  fearfull  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  Vows  of  Love, 

And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  Difcourfe,  . 
Which  lo  long  fundved  Friends  fhould  dwell  upon  : 

God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rites  of  Love.  ' 
Once  more  adieu,  be  valiant,  and  lpeed  well.  ■- 

Richm.  Good  Lords  conduct  him  to  his  Regiment : 
Vic  ftrive  with  troubled  noyfe,  to  take  a  Nap;  , 

Leaft  leaden  (lumber  poize  me  down  to  morrow* 
When  I  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  Victory  : 

Once  more,  good  night  kind  Lords  and  Gentlemen. 

Exeunt.    Manet  'Richmond. 
O  thou,  whofe  Captain  I  account  my  felf, 
Look  on  my  Forces  with  a  gracious  Eye : 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruifing  Irons  of, wrath, 

That  they  may  crufb  down  whh  a  heavy  fall, 

Th'  ufurping  Helmets  of  our  Advc:  faries : 
Make  usthy  Minifteisof  Chaftifement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  Victory  : 
To  fee  thee  I  doe  commend  my  watchfull  foule, 

Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes  • 

Sleeping,  and  waking,  oh  defend  me  Rill.  Sleeps. 
Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to 

'   >     Henry-  the  Sixt. 

Gh.  to  Ri,  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foule  to  morrow  : 

Think  how  thou  ftabb'ft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
AzTewkjbury  ;  defpairc  therefore,  and  die. 
Ghofh  to  Richm.  Be  cheerfull,  %jchmondt 
For  the  wronged  foules 

Of  Butcher'd  Princes,  fight  in  thy  behalf :  , 
King  Henry  $  iffue,  Richmond  comforts  thee.  - 

Enter  the  Ghofl  of  Henry  the  fxt.  >      '  < 
Ghofl.  When  1  was  mortall,  my  Annointcd  body 

By  thee  was  punched  full  cf  holes ;  •  - 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me:  Defpairc,  and  die- 
Henry  the  fixtj  bids  thee  defpa-ire,  and  die. 

To  Richm.  Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  Conqueror  3 

Harry  that  prophefied  thou  fhouid'ft  be  King, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  flecp  :  live,  and  flourifh.        i  ;  . 

Y  y  5     .  Enter 
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Enter  the  Gboft  of  Clarence. 

GhosT.  Let  me  fit  heavy  in  thy  foulc  to  morrow. 

1  that  was  wafh'd  to  death  in  Fulfome  Wine  : 

Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  : 
(To  morrow  in  the  Battell  think  on  me, 

And  tall  thy  cdgcleffc  Sword,  defpaire  and  dye. 
f  o  Richm.  Thou  off-fpring  of  chc  Houfet»f  Lancafter, 

The  wronged  hcircs  of  Torkjdoz  pray  for  thec, 
Good  Angels  guard  thy  Battell,  live  and  flourifh. 

Enter  the  Ghofts  of  Rivers,  Gray,  and  V <tughan. 
Riv.  Let  me  fit  heavy  in  thy  G  -tile  to  morrow  , 

Rivers,  that  di'd  atPomfret  :  defpaire,  nnd  die. 
Grey.  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy  foule  defpaire. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 

Let  fall  thy  Lance,  defpair  and  die. 
All  to  Richm.  Awake. 

And  think  our  wrongs  in  %ichard's  Bofome, 
Will  conquer.  Awake  and  win  the  day. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Lord  Haftings, 

Ghoft.  Bloudy  and  guilty :  guilty  awake, 
And  in  a  bloudy  Batceliend  thy  dayes. 
Think  on  Lord  Haftings  ;  defpair,  and  die. 

Haft. To  Richm.  Quiet  untroubled  foul, 
Awake,  awake: 

Arm,  fight,  and"  conquer,  for  fair  Englands  fake. 1  .  ....  i  rt  .  ft 

Enter  the  Ghoft s  of  the  tivo  young  Princes. 
Ghofts.  Dream  on  thy  Coufins 

Smothered  in  the  Tower : 

Let  us  be  laid  within  thy  bofome  %ichard, 

And  weigh  the  down  to  riune,  fhame,  and  death. 
Thy  Nephews  foul  bids  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Ghofts  to  Richm.  Sleep  Richmond , 

Sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy, 
Good  Angels  guard  thee  from  the  Boares  annoy  , 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings. 

Edward's  unhappy  Sons, doe  bid  thee  flourifh: 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Anne  his  Wife. 

Ghft.  to  Rich.  Richard,  thy  Wife, 
That  wretched  Anne  thy  Wife, 
That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  fleepwith  perturbations, 
To  morrow  in  the  Battell  think  on  me , 

And  fall  thy  edgeleffe  Sword,  defpaire  and  dye. 
G  ho  ft  to  Richm.  Thou  quiet  foule , 

Sleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep : 
Dream  of  fuccefle,  and  happy  victory, 
Thy  Adverfarics  Wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Buckingham. 
Ghoft  to  Rich.  The  fivft  was  I 

That  help'd  thee  to  the  Crown  : 
The  idt  was  I  that  fell  thy  Tyranny. 
O,  in  the  BstteU  think  on  Buckingham, 

And  dye  in  terror  of  thy  guiltineffe. 
Dream  on,  dream  on»  of  bloody  deeds  and  death, 

Fainting  defpar  e  ;  defpairing  yield  thy  breath, 

Ghoft  to  %lchm.  I  di'd  for  hope 
Ere  I  could  Lnd  thee  aide  ; 

But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd  : 

God,  and  good  Angels  fight  fen  Richmond'sfidc, 
And  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

Richard ft  arts  out  of  his  dreame 
Rich.  Give  me  another  Horfe,  bind  up  my  Wounds 

Have  mercy  Jefu.  Soft.  I  did  but  dreame. 
O  coward  Conscience !  how  doft  thou  afflict  me  ? 

The  Lights  burn  blew.  It  is  not  dead  midnight, 

Cold  fearfull  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  flefh  jj 

What  ?  doe  I  fear  my  felf  ?  There's  none  elfe  by, 
R'tchard\oytsR.ichard,  that  is,  I  am  I. 
Is  there  a  Murtherer  here  ?  No ;  Yes,  I  am  i 

Then  flye  ?  what  from  my  felf  >  Great  reafon  :  why  ? 
Left  I  revenge.  What  ?  my  felf  upon  my  felf  ? 
Alack,  I  love  my  felf.  Wherefore  ?  For  any  good 
That  I  my  felf,  have  done  upon  my  felf  ? 
0  no.  Alafs,l  rather  hate  my  felf, 
For  hacefull  Deeds  committed  by  my  felf. 
1  am  a  Villain  iyet  I  Lye,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thy  felf  fpeak  well :  Fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  Confcience  hath  a  thoufund  feverall  Tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  feverall  tale, 

And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  Villain  ;  ' 
Perjury,  in  the  high'ft  Degree , 
Murther,  (tern  murther,  in  the  dyr'it  degree, 
All  feverall  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
Throng  all  to  th  Barre,  crying  all,  Guilty,  Guilty, 
I  fhall  defpair,  there  is  no  Creatures  loves  me ; 
And  if  I  die,  no  foul  fhall  pitty  me. 

Nay,  wherefore  fhould  they  ?  iince  that  I  my  felf, 
Finde  in  my  felf,  no  pitty  to  my  felf. 

Me  thought,the  foules  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  my  Tent,  every  one  did  threat 
To  morrows  vengeance  on  the  head  of  %ichard. 

Enter  Ratclife. 

'Rat.  My  Lord. 

King.  Who's  there  ? 
Rat .  Ratclife  my  Lord,'tis  I :  the  early  Village  Cock Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  Morn, 

Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  Armour. 
King.  O  Ratclife,  I  fear,  I  fear. 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows. 
King.  By  the  Apoftle  Paul,  fhadows  to  night 

Have  ftroke  more  terrour  to  the  foule  of  Richard, 
Then  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  Souldiers 

Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  fhallow  Richmond. 

'Tis  not  yet  near  day.  Come  go  with  me, 
Under  our  Tents ;  Tie  play  the  Eafe-dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  man  fhnnk  from  me. Exeunt  Richard  and  Ratclife. 

Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  his  Tent, 

Lords.  Good  morrow  Richmond. 

Rich.  Cry  you  mercy  Lords,and  watchfull  Gentlemen 
That  you  have  tane  a  tardy  fluggard  here  > 

Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord  ? 
%ichm.  The  fweeteft  fleep, 

And  faireft  boading  Dreames, 
That  ever  entred  in  a  drowfie  head, 

Havel  fince  your  departure  had  my  Lords. 

Me  thought  their  foules,  whofe  bodies  Richard  murther'd, 
Came  to  my  Tent,  and  cried  on  Victory  \ 

I  promife  you  my  heart  is  very  jocond, 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  Dream. 

How  farre  into  the  Morning  is  it,  Lords  ? 

Lord.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  four. 

3^VA..Why  then  'tis  time  to  Ai  me,and  give  direction. Hit  Oration  to  his  Stuldiers. 

i  More  then  I  have  faid,  loving  Countrymen, 

I  The  leifureand  enforcement  of  the  time 
;  Forbids  to  dwell  upon  :  yet  remember  this, 

God  I 
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God,  and  our  good  caufe,  fight  upon  our  fide, 

'The  prayers  of  holy  Saints  and  wronged  foules, 

[Like,  high  rear'd  Bulwarks,  rtand  before  our  FaceSj 
.  (Richard  except)  thofc  whom  we  fight  againff, 
IHad  rather  have  us  win,  then  him  they  follow. 

(For,  what  is  he  they  follow?  Truly  Gentlemen, 
I A  bloody  Tyrant,  and  a  Homicide  : 

One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablifh'd  ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 

And  flaughterd  thofc  that  weic  the  means  to  help  him : 
A  bafe.  foule.  Stone,  made  precious  by  the  foyle 
Of  England  s  Chayre,  where  he  is  falfly  fee  : 
One  that  hath  ever  been  Gods  Enemy. 

Then  if  you  fight againft  Gods  Enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  Souldiers. 

[f  you  do  fwear  to  put  a  Tyrant  down, 
You  deep  in  peace,  the  Tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againff.  your  Countreys  Foes, 
Your  Countreys  Fat  fhall  pay  your  pains  the  hire. 
If  you  doe  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  Wives , 
Your  Wives  fhall  welcome  home  the  Conquerors. 
If  you  doe  free  your  Children  from  the  Sword, 
Your  Childrens  Children  quits  it  in  your  Age. 
Then  in  the  name  of  God  and  all  thefe  rights, 

Advance  your  Standards,  draw  your  willing  Swords 
For  me,  the  ranfome  of  my  bold  attempt,  , 

Shall  be  this  cold  Cqrps  on  the  Earth's  cold  face. 
But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt, 
The  leaft  of  you  fhall  fhare  his  part  thereof. 
Sound  Drummes  and  Trumpets»boldIy,and  cheerfully, 
God,  and  Saint  George,  Richmond,  and  Victory. 

Enter  King  'Richard,  Rat  cliff  e,  and  Catesby. 

f  In  the  main  Battell,  whole  puiffance  on  either  fide 

j  Shall  be  well  wing'd  with  our  chiefelt  Horfe: 
|  This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot. 
What  think'ft  t-hou,  Norfolk^? 

Nor,  A  good  direcfion,  warlike  Soveraigiij 
This  found  I  on  my  Tent  this  Morning. 

'jockj  of  Norfolk^  be  not  fobold. 
Tor  Dickon  thy  Matter  is  bought  and  [old. 

King.  A  thing  deviled  by  the  Enemy. 
Go  Gentlemen,  every  man  to  his  Charge* 

Let  notour  babling  Dreames  affright  our  Soules  .« 
For  confeience  is  a  word  that  Cowards  ufe, 

Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  rtrong  in  awe, 
Our  ftrong  Armes  be  our  Confeience,  Swords  our  Law. 

March  on,  joyn  bravely,  let  us  too't  pell  mell, 
If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 

What  fhall  I  fay  more  then  I  haye  inferr'd  ? Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withall, 

A  fort  of  Vagabonds,  Rafcalls,  Run-awayes, 
A  fcumof  Brltains,  and  bafe  Lackey-Pezants, 

Whom  their  o're-cloyed  Countrey  vomits  forth 

Todelperatc  Adventures,  and  affur'd  Deftruclion. 
You  fleeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unreft  : 
You  having  Lands,  and  blelt  with  beautious  Wives , 
They  would  reftrain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  Fellow  ? 

Long  kept  in  Britain  at  our  Mothers  coft  j 
A  Milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  fo  much  cold,  as  over  fhooes  in  Snow  3 

Let's  whip  thefe  ftraglers  o're  the  Seas  again, 
Lafh  hence  thefe  over-weening  Ragges  of  France, 

Thefe  famifh'd  Beggars,  weary  of  their  lives, 
Who  (but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit)       :  < 

For  want  of  means  (poor  Rats)  had  hang'd  thernfelves. 
■K7*jT.What  faid  North umberl.zs  touching  Richmond?  If  we  be  conquered,  let  men  conquer  us, 

Rate.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  Armes-,       t /And  not  thefe  baftard- Brltains,  whom  our  Fathers 

King.  He  faid  the  truth :  and  what  faid  Surrey  then  ?  Have  in  their  own  Land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump'd^ 
Rate.  He  fmil'd  and  faid,  the  better  for  our  purpofe 
King.  He  was  in  the  right,  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 

Tell  the  Clock  there. .  ■  Clock^ftrikjs. 
Give  me  a  Kalender  :  who  faw  the  Sun  to  day  ? 

Rate.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 
King.  Then  he  difdains  to  fhine  :  for  by  the  Book 

He  fhould  have  brav'd  the  Eaft  an  hour  ago, 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  fome  body.  Ratcllffe. 

Rat.  My  Lord. 
King.  The  Sun  will  not  be  feen  to  day, 

The  sky  doth  frown,  and  lowre  upon  our  Army. 
I  would  thefe  dewy  teares  were  from  the  ground. 
Not  fhine  to  day  ?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  then  to  Richmond  }  for  the  felf-fame  Heaven 

That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Norfolk^. 

Nor.  Ai  me,arme,my  Lord>the  foes  vaunts  in  the  field. 
King.  Come,  bufile,  buftle.  Caparifon  my  Horfe. 

Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power, 
I  will  lead  forth  my  Soldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  Battell  fhall  be  ordered. 
My  foreward  fhall  be  drawn  in  length, 

Confifting  equally  of"  Horfe  and  Foot : 
Our  Archers  fhall  be  placed  in  the  midft ; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 

-Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  Foot  and  Horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  will  follow 

And  on  Record,  left  them  the  heires  of  fhame 

Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  Lands  f  lie  with  our  Wives  ? 
Ravifh  our  Daughters  ?  Drummc  afar  off. 
Heark,  I  hear  their  Drumme, 
Right  Gentlemen  of  England,  fight  boldly  yeomen.. 
Draw  Archers,  draw  your  Arrowes  ro  the  head, 

Spurre  your  proud  Horfcs  hard,  and  ride  in  blood, 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  (laves. 

Enter  a  (JMeJfenger. 

What  fayes  Lord  Stanley,  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 

Mef.  My.  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

Kin.  Off  with  his  Son  (jw^'s  head. 
Nor.  My  Lord,  the  Enemy  is  part  the  Marfh  .• 

After  the  Battell  let  George  Stanley  die. 
King.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bbfome. 

Advance  our  Standards, fet  upon  our  Foes, 

Our  ancient  word  of  Courage,  fair  Saint  George 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  hei  y  Dragons : 

Upon  them,  Vitflory  fits  on  our  helps. 

Alarum.    Excxrjions.      Enter  Catesby \ 

Cat.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk^, 
Refcue,  Refcue  : 
The  Kingena&s  more  wonders  then  a  man., 
Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger  : 
His  Horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death  : 
Refcue,  fair  Lord,  or  clfe  the  day  is  loft. 

Alarums.  Enter. 
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Enter  Richard. 

%lch.  A  Horfc,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingdomc  for  a  Horfe. 
Cat.  Withdraw,  my  Lord,  Tie  help  you  to  a  Horfe. 
%lfh.  Slave,  1  have  fetmy  life  upon  a  calt, 

And  I  will  Itand  the  hazard  of  the  Die  : 

I  think  there  be  fix  Richmond;  in  the  field, 
Five  have  I  flain  today,  in  (lead  of  him. 
A  Horfc,  a  Horfe,  my  Kingdome  for  a  Horfe. 

Alarum.    Enter  Richard  and  Richmond,  they  fight, 
Richard  is  flain. 

Retreat,  and  Flourish.    Enter  Richmond,  Derby  bear- 
ing  the  Crown,  with  divers  other  Lords. 

Richm.  God  and  your  Armes 

Be  prais'd,  Victorious  Friends ; 
This  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  Dog  is  dead. 

Der.  Couragious  Richmond, 
Well  haft  thou  acquit  thee  :  Loe, 
Here  thefe  long  ufurped  Royalties, 
From  the  dead  Temples  of  this  bloody  Wretch, 
Havel  pluckt  off,  to  grace  thy  Browes  withall. 
Wear  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  fay  Amen  to  all. 

But  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  > 
Der.  He  is,  my  Lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  Town, 

Whether  (if  you  pleafe)  we  may  with-drawus. 
Richm.  What  men  of  note  are  flain  on  either  fide  ? 

'Der.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Walter  Lord  Ferris, 
Sir  Robert  Brokenbury,  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Rich.  Interre  their  Bodies, as  become  their  Births, 
Piodaim  a  Pardon  to  the  Souldiers  fled , 
That  in  fubmiflion  will  return  to  us, 
And  then,  as  we  have  t«ane  the  Sacrament ,        f  4 
We  will  unite  the  white  Rofe,  and  the  Red. 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  Conjunction, 

That  long  have  frown'd  upon  their  Enmity  : 
What  Tiakor  hearcs  me,  and  fayes  not  Amen  ? 

England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarr'd  her  felf ; 
The  Bi  other  blindly  died  the  Brothers  blood  ; 

The  Father  rafhly  flaughter'd  his  own  Son  ; 
The  Sons  compell'd,  been  Butcher  to  the  Sire_: All  this  divided  2V^and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  Divifion. 
O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth  , 
The  true  Succceders  of  each  Royall  Houfe, 
By  Gods  fair  ordinance,  conjoyn  together : 
And  let  thy  Heires  (Cod  if  thy  will  be  fo) 

Enrich  the  time  to  come,  with  Smooth-fac'd  Peace, 
With  fmiling  Plenty,  and  fair  profperous  dayes. 
Abate  the  edge  of  Traitors,  Gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  dayes  again  , 

And  make  poor  England  weep  in  itreames  of  Blood. 
Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  Lands  encreafe, 
That  would  with  Treafon,  wound  this  fair  Lands  peace  K 
Now  Civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  Peace  lives  a°en ; 
That  fhe  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen.   Exeunt.  \ 

FINIS. 
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The  Famous  Hiftory  of  the  Life  of 

King  Henry  the  Eighth. 

The  Prologue- 

I Com;  no  more  to  mike  you  laugh  ;  Things  now, 
That  bear  a  Weighty,  and  a  Serious  Brow, 

]Sad,  h  igh,  and  workjng,  fali  of  State  and  Woe  : 
\Such  Noble  Scents,  as  draw  the  Eye  to  flow 

We  now  prefen^  Xhofethat  can  Piny,  here 
May  (if  they  tbink^it  well)  let  fall  a  Tear, 
The  Subject  will  dcferve  it.  Such  as  give 
Their  Money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 

May  here  find  Tru"h  too.  Thofethat  come  to  fee 
Onely  a  fhow  or  two,  and  fo  agree \ 

The  Play  may  paff t  :  If  they  be  still,  and  willing, 
Vie  undertake  may  fee  away  their  (hilling 
Richly  intwt  fhort  houres.  Onely  they 
[that  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  Play, 
A  noyfe  of  T argets  :  Or  to  fee  a  Fellow 
In  a  long  Motley  Coat, gar ded  with  Yellow, 

will  be  deceived  :  For  gentle  Hearers,  know 
To  rank^  our  chofen  Truth  with  fuch  a  (how 
As  Fool,  and  Fight  is,  befide  forfeiting 
Our  own  Brains,  and  the  Opinion  that  we  bring 
To  make  that  onely  true,  we  norv  intend, 
Will  letve  us  never  an  under flandlng  Friend.  ( 
Therefore,  for.  Goodnejfe  fake,  and  as  you  are  known 
The  Flrfl  and  Happiest  Hearers  of  the  Town, 
Be  fadt  as  we  would  make  ye.  Thinly  ye  fee 
The  very  Perfons  of  our  Noble  Story, 

As  they  were  Living  :  Think  you  fee  them.  Great?. 

And  follow'd  with  the  generall  throng,  andfwedt 
Of  thoufand  Friends  :  then,  in  a  moment, fee 
How  foon  this  Might Ineffe,  meets  Ml fery. 

And  if  you  c-an  be  merry  then,  Fie  fay , 
A  Man  may  weep  upon  his  Wedding  D<*y. 

I '  >T*  A  ,"• 

<lABh$  Trimm.  Scena  Trtrna* 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  af  one  door.  zA't  the  other ; 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord 

Aburgavenny. 

Buckjnham. 

Ood  morrow,  and  well  met.  How  have  ye 

Since  !aft  we  faw  y'in  France}  (done 
Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace  : 

Hcalchfu!l,and  ever  fincea  frefh  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck^.  An  untimely  Ague 
Staid  me  a  Prifoner  in  my  Chamber,  when 

Thofe  Sons  of  Glory,  ihofe  two  Lights  of  Men 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde, 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  them  falut?  on  Horfe-back, 

Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  Embraccment,  as  they  grew  together, 
Which  had  they, 

What  four  Thron'd  ones  could  have  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Bucl^.  All  the  whole  time 

I  was  my  Chambers  Prifoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  Men  might  fay 

Till  this  :ime  Pomp  wax  fingle,  but  now  married 
To  one  above  it  felf.  Each  following  day 

Became  the  next  dayes  mafter,  till  thelaft 

Made  former  Wondeis^t's.  T°  day  tht  French^ 
All  Clinquant  all  in  Gold, like  Heathens  Gods 
Shone  down  the  Engllfh  ;  and  to  morrow,  they 
Made  Britain,  India  :  Every  man  that  flood, 

Shew'd  like  a  Mine.  Their  Dwarfifh  PaE-es  were 
As  Cheiubins,  all  oik;  the  Madams  too, 

Not  us'd  to  toy le,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  Pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 

Was  to  them,  as  a  Painting.  Now  this  Maske  1  • 
Was'cii'd  incomparable  ;  and  th'enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  Beggar.  The  two  Kings 
Equal!  in  luftre,  were  now  belt,  now  worft 
As  prefencc  did  prefent  them  :  him  in  Eye 
Still  him  in  praife,  and  being  prefent  both, 
Twas  faid  they  faw  but  one,  and  noDifcerner 
Durft  wag  his  Tongue  in  cenfiirc,  when  thefc  Suns 

(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  Heralds  challeng'd 
The  Noble  fpirits  to  Armes,  they  did  perform 

Beyond 
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Beyond  thoughts  compafle,  that  former  fabulous  Scory 
Being  now  feen,  polTiole enough,  got  credic 
Th.i:  Be*vis  w.is  bclccv'd. 

Bite.  Oh  you  go  fane. 
Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  affect 

In  honour,  honeitv,  the,  tract  of  cv'ry  thing  , 
Would  by  a  good  Difcouifer  lofe  fomc  life  , 
Which  Actions  fclf,  wili  tongue  to. 

Buc.  All  was  Royal!, 

To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebcll'd, 

Order  gave  each  thing  view.  The  Office  did' Diftinctly  his  full  Function  f  who  did  guide, 

I  mean  who  fet  the  Body,  and  the  Limbs' 
of  this  great  Sport  together  ? 

Nor.  As  you  guclTe  : 
Once  certcs,  that  promifes  no  Element. 
In  fuch  a  bufineiTe. 

Buc,  I  pray  you  who,  my  Lord  ? 
Nor,  All  this  was  ordered  by  the  good  Difcretion 

Of  the  right  Reverend  Cardinall  oiTork^. 
BuckJThz  devil  fpeed  him :  No  mans  Pye  is  freed 

from  his  ambitious  finger.  What  bad  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  Vanities?  I  wonder, 
That  fuch  a  Keech  can  with  his  very  bulk 

Take  up  the  Rayesoth*  bencficiall  Sun 
And  keep  it  from  the  Earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Si--, 
There's  in  him  ftuffe,  that  put's  him  to  thefe  ends : 
For  being  not  propt  by  Anceltry,  whofe  grace 

Chalks  Succeffois  their  way  ;  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  fe?ts  done  to  th'  Crown  ;  neither  Allied 
To  eminent  AlTifimts ;  hut  Spider-like 
Out  of  his  felf-d rawing  Web.  O  !  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  o  wn  merit  makes  his  way, 

A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buyes 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Abttr.  I  cannot  tell 

What  heaven  hath  given  him  :  let  fome  Graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that,  but  I  can  fee  his  Pride 

Peep  through  each  part  of  him .-  whence  has  he  that, 
If  not  from  Hell  ?  the  Devil  is  a  Niggard, 
Or  has  given  him  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buc.  Why  the  Devil, 

Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him 

(Wichout  the  privity  o'th'  King)  t'appoint 
Who  fhould  attend  on  him  }  He  makes  up  the  File 
Of  all  the  Gentry  ;  for  the  rnoft  part  fuch 
To  whom  as  great  a  Charge, as  little  Honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :and  his  own  Letter 
The  Honourable  Board  of  Council,  out 

Muft  fetch  him  in,  he  Papers. 
Abur.  I  do  know 

Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leafl,  that  have 

By  this,  fo  ficken'd  their  Eftates,  that  never 
They  fhall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buc.  Omany 

Have  broke  their  Backs  with  laying  Mannors  on  'em 
For  this  great  Journey.  What.did  this  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 

A  moff  poor  iffue. 
Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think. 

The  Peace  between  the  French  and  us,  not  values 
The  Coft  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buc.  Every  man, 

After  the  hideous  ftorm  that  follow'd,  was 

A  thing  inlpncd,and  notcontulting,  broke 
Into  a  general!  Prophefie  ;  That  thisTempeft 
Dafhing  the  Garment  of  this  Peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. Nor.  Which  is  budded  out  : 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  League,  and  hathatttth'd 
Our  Merchants  goods  at  Burdeaux.  * Abur.  Is  it  therefore 

Th'AmbalTador  is  filene'd  ? 

Nor,  Marry  is't. 
Abnr.  A  proper  Title  of  a  Peace,  and  purchas'd At  a  fuperfluous  rate. 
Buc.  Why  all  this  bufineiTe 

Our  Reverend  Cardinall  carried. 
Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 

1  he  State  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you,  and  the  Cardinall.  Iadvifeyou 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  willies  towards  your 
Honour,  and  plentiousfafety)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinals  Malice,  and  his  Potency 
Together  :  To  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  Hatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  Minifter  in  his  Power.  You  know  his  Nature, 
That  he's  revengeful! ;  and  I  know,  his  Sword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge  :  It's  long,  and't  may  be  faid 
It  reaches  farre,  and  where  'twill  not  extend, Thither  he  darts  it.  Bofome  up  my  counfell, 

You'll  find  it  wholefome.  Loe,  where  comes  that  Rock  | That  I  advife  your  fhunning. 

Enter  Cardinall  Wolfey ,  tht  Purfe  born  before  html 
certain  of  the  Guard,  and  tvto  Secretaries  with  Pa- 

pers :  the  Catdinall  In  his  fajfage  fixeth  his  eye  on 
Buckingham,  and  Buckingham  on  him,  both  full  oj[\ 

difdain. 

Car.  The  Duke  of  Buckinghams  Surveyor  ?  Ha  ? 
Where's  his  Examination  ? 

Seer.  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Car.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 

Seer.  I,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Car.  Well,  we  fhall  then  know  more,  and  BuckJ 

ham  fhall  leffen  his  big  look. 
Exeunt  Cardinall  and  his  trai 

Buc.  This  Butchers  Curre  is  venom 'd-mouth'd,  and 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him,  therefore  bejft 
Not  wake  him  in  his  (lumber.  A  Beggars  book, 
Out-worths  a  Nobles  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf'd  ? 
Aske  God  for  Tcm'prance,  that's  th'appliancc  onely 
Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Buc .  I  read  in's  looks 

Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me  as  his  abjc<5t  object,  at  this  inftant 

He  bores  me  with  fome  trick ;  He's  gone  to  th'  King : 
Tie  follow, and  out-ftare him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  Lord, 

And  let  your  Reafon  with  your  Choller  queftion 

What  'tis  you  go  about :  to  clirnbe  fteep  hills 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.  Anger  is  like 

A  full  hot  Horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way 
Self-mettle  tires  him  :  Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me  like  you  :  Be  to  your  felf, 
As  you  would  to  your  Friend. 

But.  I'le  to  the  King, 

And  from  a  mouth  of  Honour,  quite  cry  down 

Thi; 
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Tli  s  Ipfvoich  fellows  inlolence  ;  or  proclaimed 

There's  difference  in  no  perlons. 

Norf.  Be  ad  vis' d  ;  f 
Heat  not  a  Fiunace  for  your  foe  fo  hot 
That  it  doe  fingey  our  felf.  We  may  out-run 

By  violent  fwiftnefie  that  which  we  run  at ; 
And  lofe  by  over-running  :  know  you  not, 

The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  tii'c  run  o'ie, 

In  feeming  to  augment  ir,  waftes  it :  be  advis'd ; 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  English  foule 
Moieftronger  to  direct  you  then  your  felf: 
If  vith  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench, 

Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  palPion. 
Buc.  Sir, 

I  am  thankfull  to  you,  and  I'lc  go  along 
By  your  prefcription  :  but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  fincere  motions,  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  dear  as  Founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee-each  grain  of  gravell;  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Notf.  Say  not  treafonous. 

Buc.  To  th'King  Tie  fay'r,and  make  my  vouch  as 
As  fhore  of  Rock  :  attend.  This  holy  Fox,  (ftrong 

Or  Wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  equall  rav'nous 
And  he  is  fubtle,md  as  prone  to  mifchief, 

As  able  to  perform't)  his  minde,  and  place 
Infecting  one  another ;  yea  reciprocally, 

Onely  to  (hew  his  pomp,'as  well  in  V ranee, 
As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  King  our  Mafter 

To  this  coftly  Treaty  :  Th'enterview , 

That  fwallowed  fo  much  trea'fure,' and* like  a  glafle 
Did  break  ith'  wrenching. 

Norf,  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 
Bhc.  Pray  give  me  favour,SLr  :  This  cunning  Cardinal 

IThe  Articles  oth'  Combination  drew 

As  himfelf  pleas'd  :  and  they  were  mifi'd 
As  he  cri'd,  thus  let  it  be,  to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  Crutch  to  th'  dead.  Bat  our  Count-Cardinall 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well :  for  worthy  ̂ V/f; 
(Who  cannot  erre)  he  did  ir.  Now  th&  follows, 

(Which  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  Pup'py 
To  th*  old  .damme  Treafon)  Charles  the  Emperour, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Qnten  his  Aunt,' 

(For  'twas  indeed  h's  Colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey")  here  makes  vifitation, His  feares  were  that  the  Interview  betwixt 

England  and  France,  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  League, 

Peep'd  harmes  that  menae'd  him.  He  privily 
Deales  with  our  Cardinall,  and  as  I  trow , 

:h  I  doe  well ;  for  I  am  fure  the  Emperour 

Paid  etc  be  pr  ̂mis'd,  wherefey-bis  fuit  was  granted 
E  re  it  was  -isk'd.  But  when  the  way  was  made, 
And  pav'd  with  Gold  :  the  Emperour  thus  defir'd, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  Kings  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.  Let  the  King  know 
(Asfoon  he  fhall  by  me)  that  thus  the  Cardinall 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  I  am  forry^ 
To  hear  this  of  him  ;  ancf  could  .Willi  he  were 

Something  mi  (taken  in't. 
.  Buckj  No,  not  a  fyllable  : 
I  doe  pronhunce  him  in  that  very  lliape 
He  fhall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  ?s4rmes  before  him,  and 
two  or  three  of  the  (I Hard, 

Brandon.  Your  Office  Serjeant :  execute  it. 
Serjeant,  Sir, 

My  Lord  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford  and  Northampton,  t 
Arrcft  thee  of  high  Treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  molt  Soveraigh  Kins?. 

Buc.  Loe  you,  my  Lord, 

The  net  has  fain  upon  me,  I  fhall  perilH 
Under  device  and  practice. Bran.  Iam  forry, 

To  fee  you  tane  from  liberty,  to  look  on 

The  bufineffe  prefent.  'Tis  his  Highneffe  pleafure 
You  fhall  to  th'  Tower. 

Bucb^.  It  will  help  me  nothing 

To  plead  mine  Innocence  :  for  that  dye  is  on  me,. . 

Which  makes  my  wbifft  part  black.  The  will  of  Heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  al]  things :  I  obey. 

0  my  Lord  Aburgany:  Fare  you  well. 
Bran.  Nay,  he  mull  bear  you  company.  The  King 

Is  pleas'd  you  (frail  toth'  Tower,  till  you  know, How  he  determines  further. 

Abur.  As  the  Duke  Caid, 

The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  Kings  pleafure 

By  me  obey'd. Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 

The  King,  t'attach  Lord  CMountacute,  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  Dukes  Confcffor,  John  de  la  Car, 
One  filbert  Peck^,  his  Counfcllour. 

Buck,.  So,  fo  ; 

Thefe  are  the  Limbs  oth*  Plot,  no  more  I  hope, 
Bra.  A  Monk  oth'  chartreux 
Buck.  O  Michaell  Hopkins, Bra.  He. 

Buck,.  My  Surveyor  is  felfe  ;  the  o're  great  Ctrdinall 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  already: 1  am  the  fhadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whofe  Figure  even  this  iftant  Cloud  puts  on, 

By  darkhing  my  cleer  Sun.  My  Lords,  Farewell.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda, 

Comets.  Enter  King  Henry,  leaning  on  the  Car -di  nails 
fhoulder  \  the  Nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  :  the 
Cardinall  places  him  under  the  Kings  feet  on  his 

right  fide. 

King.  My  life  it  felf,  and  the  beft  heart  of  it,  ,5 

Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  I  ftood  i'th'levefi 
Of  a  full-charg'd  confederacy,  and  gives  thanks 
To  you  that  choak'd  it..  Lc'be  call'd  before  us 
That  Gentleman  of  Backjnghams,  in  perfon  , 
Pic  hear  him  his  Confeffiqns  juftifie, 

And  point  by  point  the  Trcafons  of  his  Mafter., 
He  fhall  again  relate. 

A  noyfe  with  crying  room  for  the  Queen,  Ufher ' d  by  the 
Duke  of  Norfolk.  Enter  the  Queen,  Norfolk^  and 

Suffolk^:  (he  kneels.  King  rifeth  from  his  St  ate, takes 
her  up,  kjjfes  and  placet h  her  by  him. 

Quee.  Nay,  wc  mult  longer  kncelc  ;  I  am  a  Suitor. 
King.  Arife,and  take  place  by  us  ;  half  your  Suit 

Never  name  to  us  ;  you  have  half  our  power  .* 

Th< 
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The  tithe*  meaty  etc  you  aikc  is  given, 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

Qttee.  Thank  your  Majcfty 

That  you  would  love  your  felf,  and  in  that  love 
No:  unconfidered  leave  your  honour,  nor 

The  dignity  of  your  Office ;  is  the  point 

Of  my  Petition". 
King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Qttee.  I  am  follicited  not  by  a  few, 

And  thofe  of  true  condition  ;  That  your  Subjects 
Are  in  grcatgrievance  :  There  have  been  Commiffions 

Sent  down  among'em,  which  hath  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  Loyalties  ;  wherein,  although 
My  good  Lord  Cardinal!,  they  vent  reproaches 
Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exactions :  yet  the  King,  our  Mafter,  (not 
Whofe  honour  heaven  fhield  from  foile  ;  even  he  efcapes 
Language  unmannerly  :  yea,fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  Loyalty,  and  almoft  appeares 
in  loud  Rebellion. 

Norf.  Not  almoft  appeares, 
It  doth  appear  :  fo;,upon  thefe  Taxations, 
The  Clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 

The  many  to  them  longing,  have  put  off 
The  SfittfterS)  Carders^  Fullers.  We aver J,  who 

Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger, 
And  lack  of  other  meancs,  in  defperate  manner 

Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uprore, 
And  danger  fcrves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation  * 
Wherein  ?  and  what  Taxation  ?  My  Lord  Cardinall, 

You  that  are  blam'd  for  k  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  Taxation  } 

Card.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part  in  ought 

Pertains  to  th'  State :  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  ftcps  with  mc. 

Quee.  No,  my  Lord  ? 
You  know  no  more  then  others  ?  But  you  frame 
Things  that  are  kuown  alike,  which  are  not  wholfome 
To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  mult 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.  Thefe  exa&ions 

(Whereof  my  Soveraign  would  have  note)  they  are 

Moft  peftilent  to  th'  hearing,  and  to  bear  'erfl, 
The  Back  is  Sacrifice  to  th'  load  ;  They  fay 

They  are  devis'd  by  you,  or  elfe  you  fuffer Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still  Exa&ion  : 

The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind,  let's  know,- 
Is  this  Exaction  ? 

Que e.  I  am  much  too  venterous 

In  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  boldned 

Under  yourpromis'd  pardon.  The  Subjects  grief 
Comes  through  Commiffions,  which  compellsfrom  each 
The  fixt  part  of  his  Subftance,to  be  levied 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 

Is  nam'd,  your  Wars  in  France  :  this  makes  bold  mouths, 
Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them;  their  curfesnow 

Live  where  their  prayers  did  :  and  it's  come  to  pafle, This  traceable  obedience  is  a  flave 

To  each  incenfedWill  t  I  would  your  HighnefTe 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration  ;  for 
Theje  is  no  primer  bafenefTe. 

King.  By  my  life, 
This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

Card.  And  forme, 

I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  then  by 
A  fingle  voyce,  and  that  not  part  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  Judges :  if  I  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignorant  tongues,  which  neither  know My  faculties  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  Chronicles  of  my  doing  :  Let  me  fay, 

'Tis  but  the  fate  of  Place,  and  the  rough  Brake That  Virtue  muft  go  through  ;  we  muft  not  ftint 
Our  ncceffary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  Cenfurers,  which  ever , 
As  rav'nous  Fifties  doe  a  Veflell  follow 
That  is  newtrimm'd  ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Then  vainly  longing.  What  we  oft  doebeft, 
By  fick  interpreters  (once  weak  ones)  is. 
Not  ours,  ornotallow'd  ;  what  worft,  as  pft 
Hitting  a  grofler  quality,  is  cri'd  up For  our  beft  A&  :  if  we  ftand  ftilJ, 

In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd,  or  carp'd  ats We  fhould  take  root  here,  where  we  fir ; 
Or  fir  State  Statues  onely. 

King.  Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear : 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  ifiue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.  Have  you  a  Prefident 
Of  this  Commifllon  ?  I  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  Subjects  from  our  Lawes, 
And  .ftick  them  in  our  Will.  Sixt  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  Contribution :  why,  we  take 

From  every  tree,  lop, bark,  and  part  oth' timber; 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root  thus  hackt , 
The  Aire  will  drink  the  Sap.  To  every  County 

Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  Letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deni'd 
The  Force  of  this  CommifTion:  pray  look  too't ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Card.  A  word  with  you. 
Let  there  be  Letters  writ  to  every  Shire , 

Of  the  Kings  grace  and  pardon :  the  grieved  Commons 

Hardly  conceiy^eptf  me.  Let  it  be  nois'd, That  through  our  IntercefTion,this  Revokement 
And  Pardon  comes;  I  fhall  anon  advifeyou 

Further  in  the  proceeding.  Exit  Secret 

Enter.  Surveyor. 

Qttee.  I  am  forry  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure. 

Qttee.  It  grieves  many  • 

The  Gentleman  is  Learn'd,  and  a  moft  rare  Speaker, 
To  Nature  none  more  bound,  his  training  fuch  , 
That  he  may  furnifli  and  inftrucl  great  Teachers, 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf :  yet  fee, 
When  thefe  fo  Noble  benefits  fhall  prove 

Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Then  ever  they  were  fair.  This  man  fo  compleat, 

Who  was  enrolld  'roongft  wonders ;  and  when  we 
Almoft  with  ravifhtliftning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute  :  He,  (my  Lady) 

|  Hath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  Graces 

j  That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black ,  . 

I  As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.  Sit  by  Us,  you  fhall  hear 
j  (This  was  his  Gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 

I  Things  to  ftrike  Honour  fad.  Bid  him  recount 
I  The  fore-recited  practifes,  whereof 

1  We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 
Card 
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i    Card.  Scana  forth  &.wirh  bold  fpint  relate  what  you 
j  Mo£t  like  a  careful  Subject  have  collected 

'Out  of  rhe  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
;    Km.  Speak  freely. 
|    Sur.  Fhft,it  was  ufuall  with  him  ;  every  day 
rlt  would  infect  bis  Speech  :  That  if  the  King 

i Should  without  iflue  dye  ;  hee'l  carry  it  fo 
I To  make  the  Scepter  his.  Thcfe  very  words 

I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  Sonne  in  Law, 

Lorn  Aburganj,\.o  whom  by  oath  he  menae'd 
Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal/. 

Card.  T/leafe  your  HighncflTe,  note 
This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point, 
Wot  friended  by  his  with  to  your  High  perfon  ; 
His  will  ismoftmalignant,and  itftretches 

Beyond  you  to  your  friends. 

Queen.  My  learned  Lord  Cardinally 
Deliver  all  with  Charity. 

Kin.  Speak  on  ; 

-low  grounded  he  his  Title  to  the  Crown 
Vpon  our  faile ;  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him, 

At  any  time  fpeak  ought  >  > 
Sur.  He  was  brought  to  this, 

By  a  vain  Prophelie  of  Jticholas  Henton. 
Kin.  What  was  that  Henton  > 
Sur.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  Fryer, 

His  Confeflfor,  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  Soveraignty. 

Kin.  How  know'ft  thou  this  > 
Sur.  Not  long  before  your  HighncflTe  fped  to  France , 

The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  Parifh 
Saint  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners, 

Concerning  the  French  Journey.  I  reph'dj 
iMcn  fear  the  French  would  prove  perfidious 

To  the  King's  danger :  prefently,  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear  indeed,  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  Monk,  that  oft,  fayes  he, 

Huh  fent  to- me,  wifhing  me  to  permit 
John  dt  la  Car,  my  Chaplain,  a  choyce  houre 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  fome  moment : 

Whom  afcer  uhder  the  CommifSons  Seale, 

He  follemnly  had  fworri,  that  what  he  fpoke 

My  Chaplain  to  no  Creature  liv  ng,  but 
To  me,  fhould  utter,  with  demui  e  Confidence, 

This  pawfingly  enlu'd  ;  neither  the  King  nor's  Heires 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  fhall  piofper,  bid  himftrive 

To  the  love  oth'  Commonalty,  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

Queen.  If  I  know  you  wellj 

You  were  the  Duke's  Surveyor,and  loft  your  Office 
On  the  complaint  oth' Tenants  ;  take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  Noble  perfon, 
And  fpoyle  your  Nolle  Soule  ;  I  fay,  take  heed  ; 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you. 

Kin.  Let  him  on.  Go  forward. 

Sur.  On  my  Soule,  t'le  fpeak  but  truth.  ' 
hold  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  Devils  illufions 
The  Monk  might  be  deceiv'd,and  that  'twas  dangerous 
For  this  to  ruminate  on  this  fo  farre,  untill 

Itfora'd  him  fome  defign,  which  being  bcliev'd 
It  was  much  like  to  doe:  He  anfwer'djTufh, 
It  can  doe  me  no  dammage  ;  adding  further, 

That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ftckneffe  fail'd, 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovelt '  s  heads 

Should  have  gone  off. 
Kin.  Ha  ?  What,  fo  rank  ?  Ah,  ha, 

There's  mifchief  in  this  man ;  canft  thou  fay  further? Sur.  I  can, my  Liege. 
Kin.  Proceed. 

Sur,  Being  at  Greenwich, 

After  your  Highnclfe  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  Blumer.  (vant, 

Kin.  I  remember  of  fuch  a  time,  being  my  fworn  fer- 
Th:  Duke  rccein'd  him  his.  Rut  on  :  what  hence  ? 

Sur.  If  (quoth  he)  I  for  this  had  been  committed, 
As  to  the  Tower,  I  thought  ;  I  would  have  plaid 
The  Part  my  Father  meant  to  a6t  upon 

Tii'  Ufurpcr  Richard,  who  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  fuit  to  come  in's  p;efence  ;  which  if  granted, 
(As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty)  would 
Have  put  his  Knife  into  him. 

Kin.  A  Gyant  Traytor,  : 
CW.Now,Madanvnay  his  Highnefslive  in  freedome, 

And  this  man  out  of  P.ifon. 

Queen.  God  mend  all.  ,  (fay'ft? 
Kin.  There's  fomcthing  more  would  out  of  thee ;  what Sur,  After  the  Duke  his  Father,  with  the  Knife 

He  ftretch  d  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  Dagger, 
Another  fpread  on's  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  diicharge  a  hquble  Oath,  whole  tenour 

Was,  were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  Father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Do's  an  irrefolute  putpofe. 

Kin.  There's  his  period, 

To  fhcath  his  Knife  in  us  :  he  isattach'd  j 
Call  him  to  prefent  Trial! :  if  he  may 

Find  mercy  in  the  Law,  'tis  his  ;  if  none, 
Let  him  notleek't  of  us :  By  day  and  night 
He's  Traytor  to  th'  height.  Exeunt. 

Enter  L.  chamberlain,  and  L.  Sandys. 

L.  Ch.  Is't  poffible  tHe.fpells  of  France  fhould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  Myfteiics  ? 

L .  San.  New  cuftomes, 

Though  they  be  never  lb  ridiculous, 

Nay  let  'em  be  unmanly)  yet  arc  follow'd. 
!  L.  Ch.  As  farre  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Englijh 
Have  got  by  the  late  Voyage,  is  but  mecrly 

A  fit  or  two  oth' face,  (kilit  they  are  fhrewd  ones) 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  dhedtly 
Their  very  Nofes  had  been  Counfellours 
To  Pepin  or  Cloiharlus,  they  keep  State  fo. 

I .  San.  They  have  all  new  legs, 

|  And  lame  ones ;  one  would  take  it, 

j  That  never  fee  'em  pace  before,  the  Spavcn 

;  A  Spi  ing-balt  reigft'd  among  'cm. i    L.  Ch.  Death,  my  Lord, 

j  Their  cloathes  are  after  fuch  a  Pagan  cut  too',       •  i 
'That  fure  th'  have  worn  out  Chriftendome  :  how  now  ? 
What  newes,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  > 

i      '  Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 
\    Lovell.  Faith  my  Lord,  , 
i  I  hear  of  none  but  the  new  Proclamation, 

j  That's  dapt  upon  the  Court  Gate. j  Z  z  L.  Cham 
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L.  ch.tm.  "vVh  ac  is' t  for  ? Lov .  The  reformation  of  our  traveled  Gallants, 
That  fill  the  Court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  Taylors, 

L.  Cham.  I  me  glad  'tis  there  ; 
Now  I  would  ptay  our  Mounfteuis 

To  think  an  Englifh  Courtier  may  be  wife, 
And  ncvei  fee  the  Lovure, 

Lov.  They  muft  either, 
(For  to  run  the  Conditions)  leave  thofe  remnants 
Of  Foole  and  Feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignoiance 
Pert;  ininq  thereunto  ;  as  Fights  and  Fire-works, 

Abimng  better  men  then  they  can  be 

Out  of  a  forreign  wit'edomc,  renouncing  clean 
The  faith  they  have  in  Tennis  and  tall  Stockings, 
Short  bliftred  Breeches,  and  thofe  types  ofTravell ; 
And  underftand  again  like  honeft  men, 
Or  pack  to  their  old  Play.fellowes  ;  there  I  take  it, 
They  may  Cum  Privilegio,  wear  away 

The  Lng  end  of  their  lewdneffe,  and  be  laugh'd  at. 

L.  San.  'Tis  time  to  give  him  Phyfickj  their  difeafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

L.  Cham.  What  a  lofle  our  Ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? 

Love//.  I  marry, 

There  will  be  woe  indeed,Lords,  theflye  whovfons 
Have  got  a  {peeding  trick  to  lay  down  Ladies. 
A  French  Song,  and  a  Fiddle,  has  no  Fellow. 

L.  San.  The  Devil  fiddle  'em. 
I  am  glad  they  arc  going, 

For  fure  there's  no  converting  of  'em  :  now 
An  honeft  Country  Lord  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  Song, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and  by'r  Lady Held  currant  Mufick  too. 

L.  Cham.  Well  faid  Lord  Sands, 
Your  Colts  tooth  is  not  call:  yet  ? 

L.San.  No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  fhall  not  while  I  have  a  ftump. 

L.  Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 

V^hethcr  were  you  a  going  ? 
Lov.  To  the  Cardinalls  ; 

Your  Lordfhip  is  a  gueft  too. 

L.  Cham.  O, 'tis  true; 
This  night  he  makes  a  Supper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies ;  there  will  be 

The  Beauty  of  this  Kingdome  Tie  affurc  you. 
Lov.  That  Churchman 

Beares  a  bounteous  mind  indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitfull  as  the  Land  that  feeds  us, 
His  dewes  fall  every  where, 

L.  Cham.  No  doubt  he's  Noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth  that  fnid  other  of  him. 

L.  San.  He  may  my  Lord, 

Ha's  wherewithall  in  him  ; 
Sparing  would  fhew  a  worfe  fin,  then  ill  Do&rine. 
Men  of  his  way,  fliould  be  moft  liberall , 
They  are  fei  here  for  examples. 

L.  Cham.  True  they  arc  fo ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones : 
My  Barge  ftayes; 
Your  Lordfhip  fhall  along :  Come, good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  ilia  1 1  be  late  clfc,  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford, 
This  night  to  be  Comptrollers. 

L.San.  I  am  your  Lordfhips.  Exeunt. 
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H obojes.  A  fmall  Table  under  a  State  for  the  Cardi- 
nally longer  Table  for  the  Guefis.  Then  enter  Anne 

Bullen,  and  divers  other  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  at 
Guefis  at  one  door  ;  at  another  door  enter  Sir  Henry Guilford. 

S.Hen.  Guilf.  Ladies, 

A  generall  welcome  from  his  Grace 
Salutes  ye  all :  Th  s  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you :  None  here  he  hopes 
In  all  this  Noble  Bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  :  he  would  have  all  as  merry : 

As  fir(t,good  Company,  good  Wine,  good  Welcome, 
Can  make  good  people. 

Enter  L.  Chamberlain,  L.  Sands,  and  Lovell. 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy  ; 
The  very  thought  of  this  fair  Company, 

Clapt  wings  tome, 
Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 
San.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  Cardinall 

But  half  my  Lay-thoughts  in  him,fomeof  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  Banket,ere  they  refted, 

1  think  would  better  pleafe'em  :  by  my  life, 
They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lov.  O  that  your  Lordfhip  were  but  now  Confeffor, 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe. 

San.  I  would. I  were, 

They  fhould  finde  eafie  penance, 
Lov.  Faith  how  eafie  ? 
San.  As  eafie  as  a  down  Bed  would  afford  it. 

Cham.  Sweet  Ladies  will  it  pleafe  you  fit ;  Sir  Harry. 
Place  you  that  fide,  Tie  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  Grace  iscntnng.  Nay,  you  muft  not  freeze, 

Two  women  plac'd  together,  makes  cold  weather  : 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking : 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  Ladies. 

San.  By  my  faith, 

And  thank  your  Lordfhip :  by  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wilde,  forgive  me : 
I  had  it  from  my  Father. 

An.  Bui.  Was  he  mad,  Sir? 

San.  O  ve/y  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  ; 
But  he  would  bite  none,  juft  as  I  doe  now, 
He  wou  d  kirfe  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 

So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  :  Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you ;  if  thefe  fair  Ladies 
Paffe  away  frowning. 

San.  For  my  little  Cure, 
Let  me  alone.  v 

Hoboyes.  Enter  Cardinall  Wolf ey, and  takes  his  State. 

Card.  Y'are  welcome  my  fair  Guefts;thatiioble  Lady 
Or  Gentleman  that  is  not  freely  merry 

Is  not  my  Friend.  This  to  confirm  my  welcome, 
And  to  you  all  good  health. 

San.  Your  Grace  is  Noble, 

Let  me  have  fuch  a  Bowie  may  hold  my  thanks , 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talkingj 

Card,  My  Lord  Sands. 



_m  beholding  co  you  :  cheer  your  neighbour : 
adics,  you  are  noc  merry  ;  Gentlemen  , 

"hofe  fault  is  this  ? 
San.  The  red  Wine  firft  muft  rife 

their  fair  Cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  thai]  have  'em alk  us  to  filcnce. 

An.  Bit.  You  are  a  meny  Gamefter, 

My  Lord  Sands, 

San.  Yes,  if*  I  make  my  play  : 
Here's  to  your  Ladilhip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam : 
For  'tis  to  fueh  a  thing. 
An.B.  You  cannot  fhew  me. 

Drumme  and  Trumpet,  Chambers  difcharged. 
San.  I  told  your  Grace,  they  would  talk  anon. 

Card.  What's  that  ? 
Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 
(far.  What  warlike  voyce. 

And  to  what  end  is  this  ?  Nay, Ladies,  fear  not ; 

By  all  the  lawes  of  Warre  y'are  priviledg'd, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Cham.   How  now,  what  is't  ? 
Serv.  A  noble  troup  of  Strangers , 

For  fo  they  feem ;  th'have  left  their  Barge  and  Landed, 
And  hither  make,as  great  Embafladors 
Fromforrain  Princes. 

Card.  Good  Lord  Chamberlaine,  A 

Go,give'em  welcome;you  can  fpeak  the  French  tongue 
And  pray  receive^m  Nobly,  and  conducVem 
Into  our  ptefence,wh,ere  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  ihine  at  full  upon  them.  Some  attend  him. 

tAU  arlfe,  and  Tables  remov'd. 
jYou  have  now  a  broken  Banket,  but  wee'l  mend  it. 
A  good  difgeftion  to  you  all  ;  and  once  more 
I  fhowre  a  welcome  on  ye  :  Welcome  all 

Htboyes.  Enter  King  and  others  as  Afaskjrs, habited  like 

Shepheard^ufher 'd  by  the"  Lord  Chamber lain.  They 
pajfe  directly  before  the  Cardlnall,and  gratefully  fa- 
lute  him. 

A  Noble  Company  :  what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englifhfhm  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  Grace :  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  Noble  and  fo  fair  afTembly, 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  doe  no  lefle, 
(Out  of  the  great  refpeft  they  bear  to  beauty) 
But  leave  their  Flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduct 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  entreat 

An  hour  of  Revels  with  'em. 
Card.  Say,  Lord  Chamberlain, 

They  have  done  my  poor  houfe  grace : 

For  which  I  pay  'em  a  thoufand  thanks, 
And  pray  'em  take  their  pleafures. 

Chjoofe  Ladles,  King  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  Thefaircft  hand  levertouch'd  :  O Beauty, 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee. 

Mujick.y  Dance, 

Card.  "My  Lord. 
Cham,  Your  Grace. 

Card.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me  : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongit  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  then  my  feif,  to  whom  „ 
(If  I  but  knew  him)  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  furrender  it.  Whlfpcr. 
.  Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
C*r.  What  fay  they  ? 
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Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  conrdfc 

There  is  indeed,  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Card.  Let  me  fee  then, 

By  all  your  good, leaves,  Gentlemen,  here  Tie  make 
My  royall  choyce.  ... 

Kin.  Ye  have  found  him  Cardinall, 

You  hold  a  fail  Alterably,  you  doe  well.,  Lord. 

You  are  a  Chui  ch-raan,  or  I'le  tell  you  Cardinall., I  fhould  judge  now  unhappily. 
Card.  1  am  glad 

Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 
Kin.  Mv  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Prethec  come  hither,  what  fair  Lady's  that  ? 
Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace  , 

Sir  Thomas  Bullens  Daughter,  the  Vifcount  %ochfordi 
One  of  her  HighnelTe  women. 

Kin.  By  Heaven  (lie  is  a  dainty  one  ;  Sweet  hearty 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out, 

And  not  to  kifle  you.  A  health  Gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Card.  Sir  Thomas  Lovtll,  is  the  Banquet  ready 

!th'  Privy  Chamber  ?  • 
Lev.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Card.  Your  Grace 

I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
Kin.  I  fear  too  much. 

Card.  There's  fiefh  aire,  my  Lord, 
In  the  next  Chamber. 

Kin.  Lead  in  your  Ladies  every  one :  Sweet  Partner,  j 

I  mv  ft  not  yetforfake  you  :  let's  be  merry, 
Good  my  Lord  Cardinall  :  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths  j 
To  drink  tothefe  fair  Ladies, and  a  meafure 

To  lead  'em  once  again;  and  then  let's  drcame  \ 
Who's  beft  in  favour.  Let  the  Mufick  knock  it.-  > 

Exeant  with  Trumpets. 

<iAUm  Secundm.  Scena  Trirnd, 

Enter  two  Cjentlemen  at  fever  all  doors,, 
1.  Whether  away  fo  faft  ? 

2 .  O,  God  fave  ye  : 
Even  to  the  Hall,  to  hear  what  fhall  become 

Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
1.  Tie  fave  you 

That  labour,  Sir.  All's  now  done  but  the  Ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  thePriloncr. 

2.  Were  you  there  ? 
1 .  Yes  indeed  was  I. 

2.  Pi  ay  fpeak  what  has  happen'd. 
1 .  You  may  gueffe  quickly  what,, 
2.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

1.  Yes  truly  is  he, 

And  condemn'd  upon'fc 

2.  Iam  forry  for't r .  So  arc  a, number  more. 

2.  But  pray  howpaft  it  ? 
i .  Tie  tell  you  in  a  little.  The  great  Duke , 

,  Came  to  the  Barre  ;  where,  to  his  accufations 

He  pleaded  (till  not  guilty,  and  alledged 

Many  fharp  reafons  to  defeat  the  Law.  • 
The  King's  Attuiney  cn  the  contrary  ; 
Urg'd  on  the  Exam  nations,  proofs,  confeMions Zz   2  Of 

The  Lsife  of  Kjng  Henry  the  Eighth. 
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Of  divciS  witnefks,  which  the  Duke  deiii'd 
To  him  brought  viva  voce  to  his  face  ; 

At  which  appear'd  againft  himi  his  Surveyor, 
SluGiibert  Feckf  his  Chancellour,and  John  Cart 
ConfclVor  to  him,  with  that  Devill  Monke, 
Hopkjxs,t\\zt  made  this  mifchief. 

z .  That  was  he 

That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 
1 .  The  fame, 

AH  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him  ;  but  indeed  he  could  not ; 
And  fo  his  Pceres  upon  this  evidence, 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  Treafon.  Much 
He  fpoke,  and  learnedly  for  life  :  But  all 
Was  either  pittied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf? 

I-.  When  he  was  brought  agen  to  th'  Bar,  to  hear 
His  Knell  rung  out,  his  Judgement,  he  was  ftirr'd 
With  fuch  an  Agony,  he  fweat  extreamly  , 
And  fomethi.ng  fpoke  in  chollcr,  ill,  and  hafty: 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and  fweecly, 

In  ail  thercif  fhew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 
2.  I  doe  not  think  he  feares  death. 
1 .  Sure  he  does  not, 

He  never  was  lb  womanifh,  the  caufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2.  Certainly, 
The  Cardinal!  is  the  end  of  this. 

1.  'Tis  likely, 
By  all  conjectures :  Fkft  Klldares  Attaindure  ; 

Then  Deputy  of  Ireland,  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too, 
Leaf!:  he  fhould  help  his  Father. 

2.  That  trick  of  State 

Was  a  deep  envious  one. 
1 .  At  his  return, 

No  doubt  he  will  requite  it ;  this  is  noted 

(And  generally)  who  ever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal!  inftantly  will  find  employment, 
x\nd  far  enough  from  Court  too. 

2.  All  the  Commons 

Hate  him  pernicioudy,  and  o'my  Confcience 
Wifh  him  ten  faddom  deep :  This  Duke  as  much 
They  love  and  doat  on  :  call  him  bountious  Buckingham^ 
The  Mirror  of  all  courtefie. 

Enter  Buckingham  from  his  Arraignment.  Tlpfiaves 

before  him.,  the  Axe  -with  the  edge  towards  hlm,Hal- 
berds  on  each  fide,  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lo- 

ve 11  ;  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Walter  Sands ,  and  com- 
mon people,  &c. 

1.  Stay  there  Sir,  « 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  fpeak  of. 
2.  Let's  ftand  clofe  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  have  come  to  pitty  me  j 
Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofe  me, 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  Tray  tors  judgement, 
And  by  that  name  muft  die  5  yet  heaven  bear  witnefle, 
And  if  I  have  a  Confcience,  let  it  fink  me, 
Even  as  the  Axe  falls,  If  I  be  not  faithful!. 

To  th'  Law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'T  has  done  upon  thepremifes,  but  juftice: 
Butthofe  that  fou°ht  it,  I  could  wifh  more  Chriftians  .• 

(Be  what  they  will)  I  heartily  forgive  'em  ; 
Yet  let  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief  ; 

Nor  build  their  evite  on  the  Graves  of  great  men ; 

For  then,  my  guiltlefle  blood  muft  cry  again  'em. 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne're  hope, 
Nor  will  I  fue,  although  the  King  have  mercies 
More  then  I  dare  make  faults. 

You  few  that  lov'd  me, 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham , 
His  Noble  Friends  and  Fellowes ;  whom  to  leave 
Is  onely  hitter  to  him,  onely  dying  : 
Go  with  me  like  good  Angels  to  my  end, 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  Steele  falls  on  me  , 
Make  of  your  Prayers  one  fweet  facrifice, 
And  lift  my  Soule  to  heaven. 
Lead  on  a  Gods  name.  H 

Lovell,  I  doe  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity? 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you 
As  I  would  be  foigiven :  I  forgive  all. 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefle  offences 

Gainft  me,  that  I  c.  nnot  take  peace  with : 
No  black  envy  fhall  make  my  Grave. 
Commend  me  to  his  Grace: 

And  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham  ;  pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vowes  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  Kings  ;  and  till  my  Soule  forfake, 
Shall  cry  for  blcffings  on  him.  May  he  live 
Longer  then  I  have  time  to  tell  his  yeares  ; 

Ever  belov'd  and  loving,  may  his  Rule  be  ; 
And  when  old  time  fhall  lead  him  to  his  end, 

Goodnelfe  and  he,  fill  tip  one  Monument. 

Lov.  To  th'  water  fide  I  muft  conduit  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  Charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vanx^ 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux,  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  iscomming  :  See  the  Barge  be  retdy, 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 

The  Greatncfle  of  his  perfon. 

Buck..  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone  ;  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  High  Conftable, 

And  Duke  of  Buckingham :  now,  poor  Edward  Bohn* 
Yet  I  am  richer  then  my  bafe  Accufcrs, 
That  never  knew  what  Truth  meant :  I  now  feale  it ; 

And  with  that  blood  will  make 'em  one  day  groan  for'c. 
My  Noble  Father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 

Who  firft  rais'd  head  againft  Ufurping  %[chardt 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  Servant  Banlfler, 
Being  diftreft,  was  by  that  wretch  betraid  , 
And  without  Tryall,fell ;  Gods  peace  be  with  him. 
Henry  the  Seventh  fucceeding,  truly  pittying 

My  Fathers  loffe ;  like  a  moft  Royall  Prince 

Reltoi'd  me  to  my  Honours  :  and  out  of  ruines 
Mnde  my  Name  once  more  Noble.  Now  his  Son, 

Henry  the  Eighty  Life,  Honour, Name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy  ;  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 
For  everfrom  the  World.  I  had  my  Tryall, 

And  muft  needs  fay,  a  Noble  one;  which  makes  me 

A  little  happier  then  my  wretched  Father  : 
[Yet  thus  fan  e  are  we  one  in  Fortunes,  both 

j  Fel!   y  our  Servants,  by  thofe  Men  we  lov'd  moft : moft  unnaturall  and  faithleffe  Service, 

j  Heaven  has  an  end  in  all  :  yet,  you  that  hear  mc, 

j  This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 

!  Where  you  aie  liberall  of  your  loves  anr4  Counfclfs, 
Be  lure  you  be  not  loofe ;  for  thofe  you  make  friends, 

And 
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jfiind  give  youi  hearts  to,  when  chey  once  peiceivs 
1  The  lead  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  yc,  never  found  again 
Bur  where  they  mean  to  fink  yc :  all  ̂ ood  people 
Pray  for  me,  I  muft  now  forfdkc  ye  ;  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me  : 
Farewell  ;  and  when  you  would  fay  fomething  tbat  is  fad, 
Speak  how  1  fell. 
I  have  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me. 

Sxeunt  Duke  and  train. 

1.  O,  this  is  full  of  pitty  ;  Sir  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  manv  curfes  on  their  heads 
That  were  the  Authors. . 

2.  If  the  Duke  beguiltkfle, 

'Tis  full  of  woe  :yet  I  can  give  you  inckling 
Of  anenfuing  evil,  if  it  fall,. 
Greater  then  this. 

f  .  Good  Angels  keep  it  from  us  : 
What  may  it  be  ?  you  doe  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir  ? 

2.  This  Secret  isfo  weighty 'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceale  it. 

1.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  doe  not  talk  much. 

2.  Iam  confident ; 

You  fhall,  Sir :  Did  you  not  of  late  dayes  hear 
A  Buzzing  of  a  Separation 
Between  the  Kin?  and  Katherine  > 

i  .  Yes,  but  it  held  not ; 

For  when  the  King  once  heard- fc,oUt  of anger- 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord -Mayor  ftraight 
To  ftop  the  rumour,  and  allay  the  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2.  But  that  (lander,  Sir, 
Is  a  found  truth  now  :  for  it  growes  agen 

Frefher  then  e're  it  was ;  and  held  for  certain 
The  King  will  venture  at  it.  Either  the  Cardinal!, 
Or  fome  about  him  near,  have  out  of  malice 

To  the  good  Qj:een,  poffeft  him  with  a  fcruple 
That  will  undoe  her  s  To  confirm  tfrs  too, 

Cardinall  Campeitu  is  arriv'd,  and  lately, 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufineffe. 

1.  'Tis  the^Cardinall  ; 
And  meerly  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperour, 
For  not  beftovving  on  him  at  his  asking, 

The  Arch-Bifhopiick  oiToledo,  thisispurpos'd, 2.  I  think 

You  have  hit  the  marke  ;  but  is't  notcruell, That  fhe  fhoiild  feci  the  fmart  of  this  ?  the  Cardinal 

Will  have  his  will,  and  fhe  muft  fall* 

t.  'Tiswofuli. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this : 

Let's  think  in  piivatc  more.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secundv. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  this  Letter. 

MY  Lord,  the  Horfe,  your  Lord/hip  fent  for,  with 
all  the  care  f  had,  I  faw  well  chofen,  ridden,  and 

furnifh'd.  They  were  young  and  handfome,  and  of  the 
beft  breed  in  the  North,  whenthey  wer.e  ready  to fet  out 
for  London,  a  man  of  my  Lord  Cardmalls,  by  Commif- 

fion,  and  main  power  tookjem  from  me,  w'pth  this  reafyn  ; 

H is  CMafter  would  be  ferv'd  before  a  Subject,  if  not  be 

fore  the  -King,  which ftopp'd  our  mouthes,Sir.  ' 
I  fear  he  will  indeed  ;  well,  let  him  have  them  ;  he  will 

have  all  I  think. 

Enter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  Nor- 
folk^and  Suffolk. 

Norf.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 

Suf.  How  is  the  King  erwploy'd  ? Cham.  I  left  him  private, 

Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  cau<^? 
Cham.  It  feems  the  Marriage  with  his  Brothers  Wrife 

Has  crept  too  near  his  Confcience. 

Suf.  No,  his  Confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  Lady. 

Norf  Tisfo; 

This  is  the  Cardinal.ls  doing :  the  King-Cardinall, 
That  Hind  Prieft,  like  the  eldeft  Son  of  Fortune, 
Turnes  what  he  lift.  The  King  will  know  him  one  day. 

Suf.  Pray  God  he  doe, 
He'll  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 

Ntrf.  Haw  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefle, 

And  with  what  zeale  ?  For  now  he  has  crackt  the  League 
Between  us  and  the  Emperor  (the  Queens  great  Nephew) 
He  dives  into  the  Kings  Soule,  and  there  fcatters 

Dangers,  Doubts,  wringing  of  the  Confcience, 
Fcares,  and  Defpaires,  and  all  thefe  for  his  Marriage. 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftore  the  King, 
He  counfells  a  Divorce,  a  loffe  of  her, 
That  like  a  Jewell,  has  hung  twenty  yeares 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luftre  ; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 

That  Angels  love  good  men  with  :  Even  of  her, 
That  when  the  greateftftroke  of  Fo.  tune  falls 
Will  bleffe  the  King  :  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ? 

£7^*?.Heaven  keep  me  from  fuch  counfelk'tis  moft  true, 
Thefe  newes  are  every  where,  every  tongue  fpeaks  'em.j 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  fort.  All  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affaires,  fee  this  main  end, 
The  French  Kings  Sifter.  Heaven  will  one  day  open 
The  Kings  eyes,  that  fo  long  haveflept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  fla  very. 
Norf.  We  had  need  pray, 

And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance  ; 
Or  this  Imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  Princes  into  Pages :  all  mens  honours 

Lie  like  one  lump  befoie  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Stiff.  For  me,  my  Lord:), 

I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  Creed  : 

And  I  airi  made  without  him,  l'o  Tie  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleafe  :  his  Curfes  and  his  Bleflings 
Touch  nv*  alike :  th'are  breath  I  not  believe  in, 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  :  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Norf.  Let's  in  ;  • 
And  with  fome  other  bufinefle,  put  the  King 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him : 

My  Lord,  you'll  beams  company  ? Cham.  Excufe  me, 

The  King  has  fent  mc  other- where  :  Befides 
You'll  find  a  moft  unfit  time  to  difturbc him  :. 

Health  ro  your  Lordfhips.' Z  z  5  Nor- 



5SO 

—   i  -     —      ...      ■  — I   i    -i    -     -      -  ,, 

The  Life  of  Kjng  Henry  the  Eighth* 

Norfo<\.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord  chamberlain. 

Exit  Lord  Chamber la  'iu,  and  the  Kino;  drawes  the  Cur- t  aln,  and  jits  reading  penjively. 
Suff.  How  fad  he  looks ;  fine  he  is  much  afflicted. 

Kin.  Who's  there  ?  Ha  ? 
No rf.  Pray  God  he  be  not  angry.  (felves 

Kin.  Who's  there  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thruft  your 
Into  my  private  Meditations  > 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  f 

Norf.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences 

Malice  ne're  meant  :  Our  breach  of  Duty  this  way, 
Is  bufineffe  of  Eftate  ;  in  which,  we  come 

To  know  your  Royal!  pleafure. 
Kin.  Ye  are  too  bold  : 

Go  to ;  He  make  ye  know  your  times  of  bufineffe  : 

Is'thisan  houre  for  temporall  affaires  ?  ha  ? Enter  Wolf ey  and  Campelm  with  a  Qommlffion. 

Who's  there  ?  my  good  Lord  Cardinall  ?  O  my  Wolfey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  Confcience  ; 

Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  the  King  ;  you'r  welcome, 
Moft  Learned  Reverend  Sir,  into  our  Kingdome, 
life  us,  and  it :  my  good  Lord,  have  great  care, 
I  be  not  found  a  Talker.  < 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot : 

I  would  your  G  race  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

Kin.  We  are  bufie  ;  go. 
Nor.  This  Piieft  has  no  pride  in  him  ? 
Sttf.  Not  to  fpeak  of : 

I  would  not  be  fo  Tick  though  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continue. 

Norf.  If  it  doe,  Tie  venture  one  heave  at  him. 
Sttf.  I  another. 

Exeunt  Norfolk^  and  Suffolk^. 
Wol.  Your  Grace  has  given  a  Prefidentof  wifedome 

Above  all  Princes,  in  committing  freely 

Yovr  fcruple  to  the  voyce  of  Chiiftendome  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  Envy  reach  you  ? 

The  Spaniard  ti'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  confeffe,  if  they  have  any  goodneffe, 
The  Triall  juft  and  noble.  All  the  Clerks, 

(I  mean  the  Learned  ones  in  Chriftian  Kingdomes) 
Have  their  free  voyces.  %ome  (the  Nurfe  of  Judgement, 
Invited  by  your  noble  felf  hath  fent 

One  generall  Tongue  unto  us.  This  good  man, 
This  juft  and  Learned  Piieft,  Cardinall  Campelm% 
Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highneffe. 

Kln.And  once  more  in  mine  armesl  bid  him  welcome, 

And  thank  the  holy  Conclave  for  their  loves, 

They  have  fent  me  fuch  a  Man  I  wovld  have  wifh'd  for. Cam.Y  our  Grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  ftrangers loves, 
You  are  fo  Noble :  To  your  Highneffe  hand 
I  tender  my  CommilTion  ;  by  whofe  virtue, 
The  Conrt  of  Rome  commanding  :  You  my  Lord 

Cardinall  of  Torka  are  joyn'cf  with  me  their  Servant, 
In  the  imp artiall  judging  o£ this  bufineffe. 

Kin.  Two  equall  men  :The  Queen  fhall  be  acquainted 

Forthwith  for  what  you  come.  Where's  Gardiner} 

Wol.  I  know  your  Majefty  has  alwayeslov'd  her So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that  „, 
A  Woman  of  leffe  Place  might  ask  by  Law; 

Schollars  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 
Kin.  I,  and  the  bett  fhe  fhall  have  ;  and  my  favour 

To  him  that  does  beft,  God  forbid  elfel  Cardinal!, 

Prethee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  Secretary, 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Wei.  Give  me  your  hand :  much  joy  8c  favour  to  ydu ; 
You  are  the  Kings  now. 

Gard,  But  to  be  commanded 

For  ever  by  your  Grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 
Kin.  Come  hither  Gardiner. 

Walkj  and  whlfpers. 

Camp.  My  Lord  of  Tork^  was  not  one  Doctor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  he  was. 

Camp.  Was  he  not  held  a  Learned  man  > Wol.  Yesfurely.  # 

Camp.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Even  of  your  felf  Lord  Cardinall. 

Wol,  How  ?  of  me  ? 

Camp.  They  will  notftick  to  fay,  you  envi'd  him  ; 
And  fearing  he  would  rife  (he  was  fo  virtuous) 

Kept  him  a  forreign  man  (till,  which  fo  griev'd  him, 
That  he  ran  rhad,  and  di'd. 

Wol.  HeavenS  peace  be  with  him  : 

That's  Chriftian  care  enough  :  for  living  murmurcrs, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.  He  was  a  Foole ; 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.  That  good  Fellow, 
If  I  command  him,foilowes  my  appointment, 

I  will  have  none  fo  ne're  elfe.  Learn  this  Brother, 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 

Kin.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  th*  Queen. Extt  Gardiner 

The  moft  convenient  place  that  I  canth;nkof, 
For  fuch  receipt  ofLearning,is  Blacky  Fryers: 
There  ye  fhall  meet  about  this  weighty  bufineffe. 

My  Wolfey,  fee  it  furnifh'd.  O  my  Lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  Bedfellow  ?  But  Confcience,  Confcience ; 

O  -'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.  (Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Anne  Bnllent  and  old  Imdy. 

ilw.Not  for  that  neither,here's  the  pang  that  pinches. 

His  Highneffe,  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  fhe 
So  good  a  Lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  difhonour  of  her ;  by  my  life, 

She  never  knew  harm-doing  :  Oh,  now  after 
So  many  courfes  of  the  Sun  enthroned, 

Still  growing  in  a  Majefty  and  pomp,  the  which 
To  leave,  a  thoufand  fold  more  bitter,  then 

Tis fweet  at  firft  t'acquire.  After  this  Procrffe, 
To  give  her  the  avant,  it  is  a  piety 
Would  move  a  Monfter. 

Old  La.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her , 

An.  Oh  Gods  will,  much  better 

She  ne're  had  known  pomp  ;  though' t  be  temporall, 
Yet  if  that  quarrell,  Fortune,  doe  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fufferance,  panging  . 
As  foule  and  bodies  fevering.  . 

Old  La.  Alafs  poor  Lady, 

She's  ftranger  now  again. 
■An.  So  much  the  more 

Muft  pitty  drop  upon  her ;  verily 
I  fwear,Vis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 

And 
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And  range  with  humble  hvus  in  Content, 
Then  to  be  peifc  d  up  in  a  glutting  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old.  L.  Our  concene 

Is  our  beft  having, 
Anne.  By  my  troth,  and  Maidenhead, 

I  would  not  be  a  Qyeen. 

Old  L.  B-fhi ew  md,  1  would, 

And  venture  Maidenhead  for't,  and  fo  would  you 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrite ; 

You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  Woman  on  you," 
■lave  (too)  a  Womans  heart,  which  ever  yet 
Affected  Eminence,  Wealth,  Soveraignty  ; 
Which,  to  fay  fooch,  are  bleflmgs ;  and  which  gifts 
[Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  Chiverell  Confcience,  would  receive, 
f  you  might  plea  fe  to  ft  retch  it. 
An.  Nay,  good  troth. 
Old.L.  Yes  troth  &  trothryou  would  not  be  a  Queen  ? 
An.  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heaven. 

Old.L,  Tis  ftrange  ;  a  three-pence  bow'd  now  would 
Old  as  I  am,  to  Queen  it  .•  but  I  pray  you,       (hire  me, 
What  think  you  of  a  DutcherTe  ?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  Title  ? 

An.  No  in  truth. 

Old.  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made,  pluck  off  a  little> 
would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 

For  more  then  bludiing  com^s  to :  if  your  back 

Cannot  vouchl'afc  this  burthen/cis  too  Weak 
:ver  to  get  a  Boy. 
.  An.  How  you  doe  talk  ; 

fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Q^'een, 
or  all  the  world. 

Old.  Lm  In  faith  for  little  England 

You'll  venture  an  emballing  :  1  my  felf 

Would  for  Carnarvanfhire,  although  there  long'd 
^Jo  more  to  th"  Crown  but  that :  Lo,  who  comes  here  f 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  (know 

L.  Cham.Good  morrov,Ladies ;  what  wer't  worth  (o 
The  fecret  of  your  conference  ? 

An.  My  good  Lord, 

Not  your  demand ;  it  values' not  your  asking  i 
Our  Miftris  Sorrowes*wc  were  pittying. 
Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufineffe,  and  becomming 

The  action  of  good  women,  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

.  An.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen. 
Chum.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,and  heavViy  bleflmgs 

Follow  fuch  Creatures.  That  you  may,  fair  Lady, 
-Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  notes 
Tane  of  your  many  virtues  ;  the  Kings  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  of  you,  to  you  ;  and 

jDo's  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  kite  flowing, 
Then  Marchionefle  of  Pembreok ;  to  which  Title* 

A  thoufand  pound  a  year,  Annuall  fupport, 
Out  of  his  Grace,  he  addes. 

A».  I  doc  not  know 

What  kind  of  my  obedience,  I  Ihould  tender  ; 
More  then  my  All,  is  nothing  :  Nor  my  Prayers 
Are  not  words  duely  hallowed,  nor  rriy  Withes 
More  worth  then  empty  vanities:  yet  prayers  and  wi(nes 

Are  all  I  can  return.  'Befeech  your  Lordfliip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience, 
As,  from  a  blulhing  Handmaid,  to  his  HighncfTe; 
vthofe  health  and  Royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady  ; 

I  (hall  not  fail  t'approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  King  hath  of  you.  I  hate  perus'd  her  well, 
Beauty  and  Honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled, 
That  they  have  caught  the  King  :  and  who  knowesyet 
But  from  this  Lady,  may  proceed  a  Jemme, 
To  lighten  all  this  Ifle  ?  Pic  to  the  King, 
And  fay  I  fpoke  with  you. 

Sxit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

An.  My  honour'd  Lord. 
;  Old.  L.  Why  this  it  is  :  See,  fee, 

I  have  been  begging  fixteen  yeaies  in  Court 

(Am  yet  a  Courtier  beggarly)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early,  and  too  late 
For  any  fuit  of  pounds :  and  you,  (oh  fate) 
A  very  ftefo  Filli  here  ;  fie,  fie,  fie  upon 

This  compelPd  fortune  :  have  your  mouth  fill'd  ups 
Before  you  open  it. 

An.  This  is  ftrangc  to  me. 

Old.  L.  How  taftes  it  ?  Is  it  bitter  ?  Forty  pence, no : 

There  was  no  Lady  once  (*tis  an  old  Story) 
That  would  not  be  a  Qicen,  that  would  fhe  not 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt ;  have  you  heard  it  ? 

An.  Come,  you  are  pleafant. 

Old.L.  With  your  Theame,  I  could         Z':1.  ";- 
O're-mount  the  Larke  •  The  Marchroneffe  ofPembrook* 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year,  for  pure  refpeft  ? 
No  other  obligation  ?  by  my  Life, 

"that  promifes moe  thousands:  Honours  train 
Is  longer  then  his  foie-skirt ;  by  this  time 
I  know  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchtfte.  Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  then  you  were  ? 

An.  Good  Lady,  > 

Make  your  felf  mirth  with'  your  particular  fancy , 
And  leave  me  out' on' t.  Would  I  had  no  being 
If  this  falute  my  blood  at  jot ;  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  followes. 

The  Qieen  is  comfortlcflfe,  and  we  forgetfull 
In  our  long  abfence:  pray  doe  not  deliver, 

What  here  y'have  heard  to  her. 
Old.  L.  What  doe  you  chink  me  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Trumpets,  Sonnet,  and  Cornets. 
Enter  two  Vergers,  with  (hort fiver  wands ;  next  them 

two  Scribes  in  the  habits  ofDfitlors  :  after  them,  the  Bi- 

fhop  of  Canterbury  alone  ;  after  him,  the  Blfhops  of  Lin- 
coln, El j,  Rocheiler,  and  S.Afaph:  next  them,  with 

fome  f mall  dlftance,  followes  a  Gentleman  bearing  the 
Purfe,  with  the  great  Seale,  and  a  (fardinals  Hat :  then 
two  Pr  lefts,  bearing  e.ich  a  Silver  Croffe  t  then  a  Gentle- 
man-flfher  bare-headed,  accompanied  with  a  Serjeant  at 

Armes,  bearing  a  M*ce':  then  two  Gentlemen,  bearing 
two  great  Silver  Pillars :  after  them,  fide  by  (He,  the  two 
Cardinals,  two  TS^oble- men,  with  the  Sword  and  M ace. 

The  King  takes  place  under  the  Cloth  of  State.  ' The  two Cardinals  Jit  under  him  as  Judges.  The  Queen  takes 

fl ace  fome  dlftance  from  the  King.  The  Blfhops  place 
themf elves  on  each  fide  the  Court  in  manner  of  a  Conft- 
ilory  :  Btlow  them  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  fit  next  the 

Bifhops.  The  reft  of  the  Attendants  ftand  in  convenient 
order  about  the  Stage. Card: 
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Car.  Wlul'it  our  Cdmrmfhon  from  Rome  ,s  read, 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  been  read, 

And  on  all  fides  th' Authority  allow'd, 
You  may  then  (pare  that  time. 

Car.  Bjc'c  fo,  pi oceed. 
Scri.  Say,  Henry  K.  of  England,  come  into  the  Court. 
Cryer.  Henry  King  of  England,  &c. 
iCing.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katherine  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  Court. 

Crier.  Katherine  Queen  of  England,  &c. 
The  Queen  makes  no  anfveer,  rif es  out  of  her  Chayre, 

goes  about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kfieeles 
at  his  Feet.  Then fyeakj. 

Sir,  I  defire  you  doc  me  right  and  Juftice, 
And  to  beftow  your  pitty  on  me ;  for 
lama  mod  poor  Woman,  and  a  ft ranger, 
Born  out  of  your  Dominions:  having  here 

No  Judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  a ffu ranee 
Of  equallFriendfhip  and  Proceeding.  Alafs,  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  offended  you?  What  caufe 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure,  . 
That  thus  you  mould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 

And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?  Heaven  witnefle,- 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  Wife, 
At  all  times  Co  your  will  conformable  : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  Diflike , 

Yea,  fub  je£t  to  your  Countenance :  Glad, or  ferry. 

As  1  faw  it  ir.cjin'd  ?  when  was  the  hour 
I  ever  contradicted  your  Defire  ? 
Or  made  ic  not  mine  too  ?  Or  which  of  your  Friends 
Have  I  not  ftrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  Enemy  ?  What  Fiiend  of  mine, 

That  had  to  him  deri'vd  your  Anger,didl 
Continue  in  my  Liking  ?  nay,- gave  notice 
He  was  from  thence  dilcharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind?, 
ThatI  have  been  your  Wife, in  this  Obedience, 
Upward  of  twenty  ycarcs^  .nd  have  been  blcft 
With  many  Children  by  you.  If  in  the  courfe 
And  procellc  of  this  time  you  can  report, 

And  prove  ic  too,  againlt  mine-Honour  ought ; 
My  bond  to  Wedlock,  ormy  love  and  duty 

Againft  your  Sacred  Pcrfon' ;  in  Gods  name 
Turn  me  away  :  and  lec-f&urft  Contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  frrgrve  me  up 

To  the  fharp'ft  kind  of  juftice.  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 
The  King  your  Father, was  reputed  for 
A  Prince  molt  p.udenc ;  and  an  excellent 
And  unmatched  Wit  and  Judgement.  Ferdinand 

My  Father,  King  of  Spain,  was  rcckon'd  one 
The  wifeft  Prince,  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 
A  year  before.  It  is  not  to  be  qucfHon'd  , 
That  they  had  gathci'd  a  wife  Council  to  them 
Of  every  Realme,  that  did  debate  this  bufineffe , 
Who  deciifd  our  Marriage  lawfull.  Wherefore  I  humbly 

Befcech  you,  Sir,  to  fpare  me,  till  I  may 

Be  by  my  Friends  in-5/w«'advis'd  ;  whofc  Counfeil 
I  will  implore.  If  nct,-ith'  name  of  God 
Your  pleafure  be  fulfill'd.  . 

Wol.  You  have  here,  Lady, 

(And.of  your  choyce)  thefe  Reverend  Fathers, mea 
Of  fingular  Integrity  and  Learning  : 

Yea,the  cle&oth'  Land,  who  are  affembied 
To  plead  your  Caufe,  It  ftiafl  b^  therefore  boocleffe, 

That  longer  you  delii  e  the  Court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  re&ifie 
What  isunfetled  in  the  King. 

Camp.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well,  and  juftly  ;  Therefore,  Madam, 
It's  fit  this  Royall  Seffion  doe  proceed, 
And  that  (without  delay)  their  Arguments 

Be  now  produe'd,  and  heard.  * Queen.  Lord  Cardinall,  to  you  I  fpeak. 
Wol.  Your  pleafure,  Madam. 

Qu.  Sir,  I  am  about  to  weep  ;  but  thinking  that 

We  area  Queen  (or  long  have  dream'd  fo)  certain 
The  Daughter  of  a  King,  my  drops  of  teares, 
I'Je  turn  to  fparkes  of  fire. Wol.  Be  patient  yet. 

Qu.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble  ;  nay  before, 
Or  God  will  punifh  me.  I  doe  believe 

(Induct  by  potent  Circumftances)  that 
You  are  mine  Enemy,  and  make  my  Challenge. 
You  fhall  not  be  my  Judge.  For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  Coal,  betwixt  my  Lord,  and  me  ; 
(Which  Gods  dew  quench)  therefore,!  lay  again, 
I  utterly  abhorrc  ;  yea,  from  my  Soule 

Refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  moft  malicious  Foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

Wol.  I  doe  profefle 

You  fpeak  not  like  your  felf :  who  ever  yet 

Have  flood  to  Charity :  and  difplay'd  th'effecls 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdome, 

O're-topping  womans  powcr.Madam,you  doe  me  wrong. 
I  have  no  fplcen  againft  you,  nor  injuftice 
For  you,  or  any  :  how  farre  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  farre  further  (fhall)  is  warranted  # 
By  a  Commifhon  from  the  Confiftory  ; 

Yea,  the  whole  Confiftory  of  Rome.  You  charge  me, ' ThatT  have  blown  this  Coale :  I  doe  deny  it , 

The  King  is  prefent":  If  it  be  known  to  him, 
That  I  gainfay  my  Deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  Falfhood,  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  Truth.  If  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  Report,  he  knowes 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.  Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  to  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.  The  which  before 
His  Highneffe  fhall  fpeak  in,  I  doe  befeech 
You  (gracious  Madam)  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 
And  to  fay  no  more. 

Qjtee.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
lama  fimplc  woman,  much  too  weak 

T'oppofe  your  cunning.  Y'are  meek,  $c  humble-mouth^ 
You  fign  your  Place,  and  Calling,  in  full  feeming,  | 
With  Meeknelfe  and  Humility  :  But  your  heart 

Is  cramm'd  with  Arrogance,  Spleen,  and  Pride. 
You  have  by  fortune,  and  bis  Higbneffe.favours, 

Goncflightly  o're  low  flcps,and  now  are  mounted 
Where  Powers  are  your  Retaincis,  and  your  words 

(Domcftickstoyou)ferveyour  will  ;  as'e  pleafe 
Your  felf  pronounce  their  Office.  I  muff  tell  you,  - 
You  tender  more  yourperfons  Honour,  then 

Your  high  profeflion  Spitituall.  That  agen 
I  doe  refufe  you  for  my  Judge,  and  here 

Before  you  all,  Appeale  unto  the  Popr., 

To  bting  my  whole.  Caufe  'fore  his  Holinefle, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

She  curtfes  to  the  King,  and  of  en  t*  depart. 

Camp. 
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Camp.  The  Q::ecn  is  obftinate, 
Stubborn  to  Jultice,  apt  to  accufe  ic,  and 

Difdainfull  tobeui'd  by'c  ;  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

Kin.  Call  her  agiin. 
Cryer.  Katherine  Q^.  of  England ,come  into  the  Court 

Gent.  Ufh.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 
Que.  What  need  you  note  it?  pray  you  keep  your  way 

When  you  are  call'd  return.  Now  the  Lout  help, 
They  vex  mc  pail  my  patience,  pray  you  palTeon  ; 
1  will  no;  tarry  :  no,  nor  ever  more 

Upon  this  bufineiTe  my  appearance  make , 
In  any  of  their  Courts. 

Exit  Queen,  and  her  Attendants 
Kin.  Go  thy  vvayes  Kate, 

That  man  ith'  world,  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  Wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that ;  Thou  art  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefie, 
Thy  meeknrfle  Saint-like,  Wife-like  Government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Soveraign  and  Pious,  could  fpeak  thee  out) 

The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens  :  She's  Noble  born  : 
And  like  her  true  Nobility,  fhe  has 
Carried  her  fclf  towards  me. 

Wol.  Molt  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  HighnelTe, 
That  it  fhall  pjeafe  you  to  declare  in  hearing  • 

Of  all  thefe  eares(for  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 

There  muft  I  be  unloos'd,  although  not  there 
At  once,  and  fully  fatisJi'd)  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  bufineffe  to  your  HighneiTe,  or 
Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 

Induce  you  to  the  qucition  on': :  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 

A  Royall  Lady,fpakc  one, the  leaft  word  that  might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  prefent  State , 
Or  touch  of  her  good  Perfon  ? 

Kin.  My  Lord  Cardinal!, 
I  doc  excufe  you  ;  yea,  upon  mine  Honour, 

I  free  you  from't :  You  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  Enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo,but  like  tht  Village  Curres, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  doe.  By  fome  of  thefc 

The  Queen  is  put  in  anger  ;  y'are  excus'd  : 
But  will  ycu  be  more  juftifi'd  ?  You  ever 

Have  wifh'd  the  flceping  of  this  bufinefs,  never  defir'd 
It  to  be  ftirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hindred, oft 
The  paffages  made  toward  it ;  on  my  Honour, 
I  fpeak,  my  good  Lord  Cardinall  to  this  point ; 
And  thus  farre  clear  him. 

Now,  what  mov'd  me  too'c, 
I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention : 

Then  marke  th'inducement.  Thus  it  came  ; 

My  Confciencefirft-receiv'd  a  tendernelTe, 
iScrupIe,  and  prick,  on  certain  Speeches  utter'd 
By  th'Bilhop  of  Bayony  then  Ere nch  EmbalTador, 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 

And  Marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleance,  and 
Our  Daughter  Mary  rich'  Progrefle  of  this  bufinefle, 
Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 

(I  mean  the  Bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite, 
Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  Lord  advertife, 
Whether  our  Daughter  were  legitimate, 
Refpecling  this  our  Marriage  with  the  Dowager, 
Sometimes  our  Brothers  Wife.  This  refpite  (hook 

give 

(too'r : 

heed 

The  bolbmeof  my  Conlcience,  enter'd  me  ; 
Yea  with  a  fphtcin2;  power,  and  made  to  tremble 

The  region  of  my  Brcaft,  which  forced  fuch  way, 
1  hat  many  maz'd  conliderincis,  did  thron" 
And  preit  in  with  this  Caution.  Firft,  me  thought 
I  Hood  not  in  the  fmile  cf  Heaven,  who  had 
Commanded  Nature,  that  my  Ladies  womb 

If  itconceiv'd  a  Male-child  by  mc,  fhould 
Doe  no  more  Offices  of  life  to'c,  then 
The  Grave  does  to  th'  dead  :  For  her  Male  IfTue, 
Or  dyed  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 

This  world  had  air'd  them.  Hence  I  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  Judgement  on  me,  that  my  Kiugdome 

(Well  worthy  the  belt  Heir  oth'  world)  fhould  not 
Be  glad  in't  by  me.  Then  follows,  that 
I  wcigh'd  the  danger  that  my  Rcalmesitood  in 
By  this  my  Iflues  faile,  and  that  gave  tome 
Many  a  groaning  throw :  thus  hulling  in 
The  wilde  fea  of  my  Conlcience,  I  did  fteer 
Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 

Now  prefent  here  together  :  that's  to  fay, 
I  meant  to  recTlfie  my  Conlcience,  which 
I  then  did  feel  full  nek,  and  yet  not  well, 

By  all  the  Reverend  Fat  hers  of  the  Land, 

And  Doctors  Learn'd.  Firft  I  began  in  private, 
With  you,  my  Lord  of  Lincoln  ;  you  remember 
How  under  my  oppreflion  I  did  reek 

When  I  fiift  mov'd  you. 
B.  Lin.  Very  well,  my  Liege. 

Kin.  I  have  fpoke  long,  bepleas'd  your  felf  to  fay 
How  farre  you  fatisfi'd  me. 

Lin.  So  pleafe  your  HighneiTe, 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 

Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequence  of  dread,  that  1  committed 
The  dai  ingft  Counfell  which  I  had  to  doubt, 

And  did  intreat  your  HighnelTe  in  thiscourfe. 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

Kin.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  Lord  of  Canterbury,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  Summons  unfolicitedo 
I  left  no  reverend  perfon  in  this  Court, 

But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  Hands  and  Sealcs  :  therefore  go  on, 

For  no  diflike  ith'  wrorld  againft  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen  ;  but  the  fharp  thorny  points 

Of  my  alledged  reafons  drives  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  Marriage  lawfull,  by  my  Life 

And  Kingly  Dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  her  mortail  State  to  come,  with  her, 

[Katherine  our  Queen)  before  the  primed  Creature 

That's  Parragon'd  oth'  World. 
Camp.  So  pleafe  your  HighnelTe, 

The  Queen  being  abfent, 'tis  a  needfull  fitnefle. 
That  we  adjourn  this  Court  to  a  further  day  ; 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneft  motion 

Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  herappeale 
She  intends  unto  his  Holinefle. 

Kin.  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhorre 

This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  %ome.  . 

My  Lcarn'd  and  welbeloved  Servant.Cr^»^r, 
Prethee  return,  with  thy  approach:  1  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along  :  break  up  the  Court ; 
I  fay,  fet  on. 

Exemt  ,  in  manner  as  they  enter 'd 
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zJBiu  Tertius.  Scena  Tritna. 

Enter  Onsen  and  her  Woman,  as  at  work^. 
Qneen.  Take  thy  Lute,  Wench, 

My  Snile  growesfad  with  troubles, 

Sing,  and  difpciTe  'cm  if  thou  canft :  leave  working : 
Song. 

ORpheus  with  his  Lute  made  Trees, 
And  the  ̂ Mountain  top  that  freeze , 

Bow  themf elves  when  he  did  fing. 
To  his  Mufckj,  Plants  And  Flowers 

Ever  firing  ;  as  Sun  and  Showers, 
There  had  made  a  lafiing  Spring. 
Every  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
Even  the  Bi  Howes  of  the  Sea, 
Hung  their  Heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
Infweet  Mufickjs  fuch  <tArt, 
Killing  care,  and  grief  of  heart, 
fall  afeep,  or  hearing  dye. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Queen.  How  now  ? 

Gent. And't  pleale  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinals Wait  in  the  prefence. 
Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  rite  ? 

Gent.  They  will'd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 
Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 

To  come  near  :  what  can  be  their  bufineffe 

With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fain  from  favour, 

I  doe  not  like  their  comming  ;  now  I  think  on't, 
They  lliould  be  good  meD,  their  affaires  are  righteous, 
But,  All  Hoods  make  not  Monkj. 

Enter  the  two  Cardinals,  Wolfey  and  Campian. 
Wolf.  Peace  to  your  Highneffe. 
Qu.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  Houfwife, 

(I  would  be  all)  againft  the  worft  may  happen  : 
What  are  your  pleafurcs  with  me,  Reverend  Lords  ? 

Wol.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Noble  Madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  your  private  Chamber ;  we  {hall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  comming. 

Queen.  Speak  it  here. 

There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet  o'  my  Confcience Defervcs  a  Corner  :  would  all  other  Women 

Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  Soule  as  I  doe, 
My  Lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  If  my  actions  , 

Were  tri'd  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  faw  'em, 
Envy  and  bale  opinion  fet  againft  'em, 
I  know  my  life  foeven.  If  your  bufineffe 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  Wife  in  ; 
Out  wich  it  boldly  :  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Card.  Tanta  efi  erga  te  mentis  integritas  (Regina  fe- 

Queen.  Good  my  Lord,  no  Latine  ;  (ren'ifftma.) 
I  am  not  fuch  a  Truant  fince  my  comming, 

As  not  to  know  the  Language  I  have  liv'd  in  :       (or.s  : 
A  ftrange  Tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpiti- 
Pray  fpeak  in  Englifh  ;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you, 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  Miftris  fake  ; 
Believe  me  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.  Lord  Cardinal!, 

The  willing'ft  fin  I  ever  yet  committed, 

May  be  abfolv'd  in  Englifh. 
Card.  Noble  Lady, 

I  am  forry  my  integrity  lliould  breed, 
(And  fervice  to  his  Mnjcfty  and  you) 

So  deep  fufpition,  where  all  faith  was  meant  j 
Wc  come  not  by  the  way  of  Accufation, 
To  taint  that  honour  every  good  Tongue  bleffes : 

N,  J   o  o  * or  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  ; 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady  :  But  to  know 
How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  King  and  you,  and  to  deliver 
(Like  free  and  heneft  men)  our  juft  opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Camp.  Moft  honoured  Madam, 

My  Loid  of  Tork.,  out  of  his  Noble  nature , 
Zeale  and  obedience  he  (till  bore  your  Grace, 
Forgetting  (like  a  good  man)  your  late  Cenfurc 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  farre) 
Offers,  as  I  doe,  in  a  fign  of  peace, 
His  Service,  and  his  Counlell. 

Queen.  To  betray  me. 

My  Lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills, 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men,  (pray  God  ye  prove  fo) 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  Anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  Honour, 
(More  near  my  Life  I  fear)  with  my  weak  wit ; 
And  to  fuch  men  of  Gravity  and  Learning  ; 
In  truth  I  know  not.  I  was  fet  at  work, 

Among  my  Maids, full  little  (God  knowes)  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufineffe  ; 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  for  I  feele 
The  laft  fit  of  my  Greatneffe ;  good  your  Graces 
Let  me  have  time  and  Council  for  my  Caufe : 
Alafs,  I  am  a  Woman  friendleffe,  hopeleffe. 

Wol.  Madam,  ' 
You  wrong  the  Kings  love  with  thefe  feares, 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Queen.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit :  can  you  think,  Lord, 

That  any  Engl/fh-man  dare  give  me  Counfell? 

Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  his  Highneffe  pleafure, 
(Though  be  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honeff) 
And  live  a  Subject  ?  Nay  forfooth  my  friends, 

They  that  muft  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here, 
They  are  (as  all  my  other  comforts)  far  hence 
In  mine  own  Country,  Lords. 

Camp.  I  would  your  Grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  Counfell. 

Queen.  How,  Sir  ? 
Camp.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  Kings  protection, 

He's  loving  and  moft  gracious.  'Twill  be  much, 
Both  for  your  Honour  better,  and  your  Caufe  : 

For  if  the  Tryall  of  the  Law  o're-take  ye, 
You'l  part  away  difgrae'd. 

Wol.  He  tells  you  rightly. 

Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  both,  my  mine : 
Is  this  your  Chriftian  Counfell  ?  Out  upon  ye. 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  fics  a  Judge, 
That  no  King  can  corrupt. 

Camp.  Your  rage  miftakes  us. 
Queen.  The  more  fhame  for  ye;ho1y  men  I  thought  ye. 

Upon  my  Soule,  two  Reverend  Cardinall  Virtues: 
But  Cardinall  Sins, and  hollow  hearts  I  fear  ye  : 

Mend  'em  for  fhame  my  Lords :  Is  this  your  comfort  ? 
The  Coidiall  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  Lady  ? 

A  woman  loft  among  ye,  Faugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? I  will  not  wifh  ye  half  my  miferies, 
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I  have  more  Chanty.  But  fay  1  wain'd  yc  ; 
Take  heed,  for  heavens  lake  take  heed,  leaft  ac  once 

[The  burthen  of  my  forrows  falh'pon  ye. 
Car.  Madam,  this  is  a  meer  diftraciion, 

'  You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 
Ones.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.  Woe  upon  ye, 

And  all  fuch  falie  profeffors.  Would  you  have  me 

(It  yell  have-any  Juftice, any  Piety, 
It  ye  be  any  thing  but  Churchmcns  habit) 
Put  my  lick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  haees  mc  ? 

Alafs,  ha's  banifht  me  his  bed  already , 
His  Love,  too  long  ago.  I  am  o!d,  my  Lords, 

■[And  all  the  fellowfhip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  onely  by  obedience.  What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchedneffe  ?  All  your  Studies 
Make  me  a  Curfe,  like  this  : 

Camp.  Your  feares  are  worfe. 

Qu.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long  (let  me  fpeak  my  felf, 
Since  Virtue  finds  no  friends)  a  Wife,  a  true  one  ? 

'  A  Woman  (I  dare  fay  without  Vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpition  ? 
|  Have  I,withallmy  full  Affections 

Scill  met  the  King  ?  Lov'd  him  next  Heav'n?Obey'd  him? 
■  Bin  (out  of  fondneffc)fuperftitious  to  him  ? 

I  Almoft  forgot  my  Prayers  to  content  him  ? 

KKnd  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,Lords. 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  Husband, 

i  One  that  ne're  dream'd  a  Joy,beyond  his  pleafure  ; 
I  [And  to  that  WTom3n(when  (lie  has  done  molt) 
{  Yet  will  I  adde  an  nonour  ;  a  great  Patience. 

Car.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good 
■  We  ayme  ac. 

Ottee.  My  Lord , 

Ldare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty, 

[To  give  up  willingly  that  Noble  Title 
Your  M.ifterwed  me  to :  nothing  but  death 

Shall  e're  divorce  my  Dignities. 
Card.  Pray  hear  me. 

Qu.  Would  I  had  never  erod  this  Englijh  Earth, 
O'  fell  the  Flatteries  that  grow  upon  it : 
Ye  have  Angels  Faces, but  Heaven knowes  your  hearts. 
What  fhall  become  of  me  now,  wretched  Lady  ?  . 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  Woman  living. 

Alafs  (poor  W enches)  where  are  now  your  Fortunes  ?  " 

Shipwrack'd  upon  a  Kingdome,  where  no  Pitey, 
No  Friends,  no  Hope,  no  Kind  ted  weep  for  me? 

Almoft  no  Grave  allow'd  mc  ?  Like  the  Lilly 
That  once  was  Miftris  of  the  Field,  and  flourifh'd, 
Tie  hang  my  head,  and  perifh. 

Car.  If  your  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honeft, 

You'ld  feel  more  comfort.  Why  (hould  we  (good  Lady) 
Upon  what  caufe  wrong  you  ?  Alafs,  our  Places, 
The  way  of  our  Profeffion  is  againft  it ; 

Wc  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
Forgoodnefs  fake,confiderwhat  you  doe, 
How  you  may  hurt  your  felf :  I,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  Kings  Acquaintance, by  this  Carriage. 
The  hearts  of  Princes  kifle  Obedience, 

So  much  they  love  it.  But  eo  ftubborn  Spirits, 
They  fwell  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftormes. 
I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper  , 
A  Soule  as  even  as  a  Caime ;  Pray  think  us , 
Thofe  we  profeffe,  Peace-makers,  Friends,  and  Servants. 

Camp.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  Co : 
You  wrong  your  Virtues 

,  With  cheie  weak  Womcfls  feares.  A  Noble  Spirit 
J  Asyouis  was,  put  into  you,  ever  cafts 
;  Such  doubts  as  falfe  Coyn  from  it.  The  King  loves  you, 
;  Beware  you  ioofe  it  not  :  For  us  (if  you  pleafe 
!  To  truft  us  in  your  buueffe)  we  are  ready 

j  To  ufe  our  utmoft  Studies  in  your  fervice. 
j     Qu.  Doc  what  you  will,  my  Lords: 
!  And  pray  forgive  me  ; 

If  I  have  m'd  my  felf  unmannerly, 
You  know  I  am  a  Woman  lacking  wic 
To  make  a  fecmly  anfwet  to  fuch  perfons. 
Pray  do  my  fervice  to  his  Majefty, 
He  has  my  heart  yet,  and  fhall  have  my  Prayers 
While  I  lliall  have  my  life.  Come  reverend  Fathers , 
Beflow  your  Counlells  on  me.  She  now  begs 
Thac  little  thought  when  fhe  fee  footing  here, 
She  fhould  have  bought  her  Dignities  fo  dear.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^Duhj  of  Suffolk^  Lord  Sur- 
rey ,  and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Norf.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  Complaints , 
And  foice  them  with  a  Conftancy,  the  Cardinall 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.  If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife, 
Buc  that  you  fhall  fuftain  moe  new  difgraces, 
With  thefe  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyfull 
To  meet  the  leaft  occafion,  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  Father-in-Law  the  Duke, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 
Suf.  Which  of  the  Peeres 

Haveuncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leaft 
Strangely  neglecTed  ?  When  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  Noblencffe  in  any  perfon 
Out  of  himfelf  ? 

Cham.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures  ; 

Whathedefervesof  you  and  me,  I  know  .• 
What  we  c^in  do  to  him  (.  hough  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us)  I  much  fear.  If  you  cannot 

Barre  hisacceffe  to  th' King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him :  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 

Over  the  King  in's  Tongue. 
Nor.  O  fear  him  not, 

His  fpell  in  that  is  out :  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him,  that  for  ever  marres 

The  Hony  ofhis  Language.  No,  he's  fetled 
(Not  to  come  off)  in  his  dilpleafure. Sur.  Sir, 

I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  Newes  as  this 
Once  every  houre. 

Nor.  Believe  it,this  is  true. 

In  the  Divorce,  his  contiary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded:  wherein  heappcares, 
As  I  would  wifh  mine  Enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 

His  praififes  to  light? 

.  Suf.  Moft  ftrangcly. 

Sur.  O  how  ?  how  5 
Suf.  The  Cardinals  Lecccrs  to  the  Pope  mifcamed, 

And 
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And  come  to  th*  fife  oth'  King,  wherein  was  read 
How  that  the  Cardinall  did  entreat  his  Holineffe 

To  ftay  the  Judgement  oth1  Divorce  ;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  doe  (quoth  he)  perceive 

My  King  is  tangled  in  affection,  to 
A  Creature  of  the  Queens,  Lady  Anne  Bullen, 

Stir.  Ha's  the  King  this  > 
Suf.  Beleeve  it. 
Sur.  Will  this  work  > 

Cham.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coafts 
And  hedges  his  own  way.  But  in  this  point, 
All  his  dicks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  Phyfick 
After  his  patients  death  ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 

Sur.  Would  he  had. 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifh,nvy  Lord, 
For  I  profeffe  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  my  joy 
Trace  the  Conjunction. 

$uf.  My  Amen  too't. Nor.  All  mens. 

Si*f.  There's  order  given  for  her  Coronation: 
Man  y  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  earesunrecounted.  But,  my  Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  Creature,  and  compleat 
In  minde  and  feature,  I  perfwade  nie,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  Land,  which  fhall 

In  it  be  memoviz'd. 
Sur.  But  will  the  King 

Digeft  this  Letter  of  the  Cardinals  ? 
The  Lord  forbid. 

Nor.  Marry  Amen. 

Suf.  No,  no  : 
There  be  moe  Wafps  that  buz  about  rrsNofe, 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.  Cardinall  famfeituy 
Is  ftoln  away  to  Rome,  hath  tahe  no  leave, 

Ha's  left  the  caufe  to  th  King  un handled,  and 
Is  polled  as  the  Agent  of  our  Cardinall, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.  I  doc  aflurc  yon, 

The  King  cri'd  Ha,  at  this. Cham.  Now  God  incenfe  him. 

And  let  him  cry  Ha,  louder. 

Norf.  But,  my  Lord  , 
When  returns  Cranmer  } 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  in  his  opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfi'd  the  King  for  his  Divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  Colledges 
Almott.  in  Chriftendome :  fhortly  (I  believe) 

.  His  fecond  Marriage  fhall  be  publifhed,  and 
Her  Coronation.  Katherine  no  more 

Shall  be  call'd  Q^Jeen,  but  Princeffe  Dowager, 
A  Widow  to  Prince  Arthur. 

Nor.  This  fame  Cranmer  $ 

A  worthy  Fellow,  and  hath  tane  much  pain 
In  the  Kings  bufineffe. 

Suf.  He  has,  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
For  it,  an  Arch-Bifhop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tis  fo. 
Enter  fVolfey  and  Cromwell, 

The  Cardinall. 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 
Car.  The  Packet,  Cromwelly 

Gav't  you  the  King  ? 
Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in's  Bed-chamber. 
Card,  Look'd  he  oth*  in-fide  of  the  Paper  ? 

Crom.  Pieicntly 

He  did  unfeale  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  withaferious  minde:  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance.  You  he  bad 
Attend  him  here  this  Morning. 

Card.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad  ? 
Crom.  I  think  by  this  he  is, 

Card.  Leave  me  a  while.  £xit  Cromwell 
It  fhall  be  to  the  Dutcheffe  of  Alanfon, 

The  Trench  Kings  Sifter  ;  He  fhall  marry  her. 
Anne  Bullen  ?  No :  Tie  no  ̂ 4nne  Bullens  for  him, 

There's  more  in't  then  fair  Vifage.  Bullen  ? 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens  :  Speedily  I  wifh 
To  hear  from  %pme.  The  Marchioneffe  of  Penhookj 

Nor.  He's  difcontented. 

Suf.  May  be  he  heares  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  Sharp  enough, 

Lord  for  thy  Juftice. 

Car.  The  late  Queens  Gentlewoman  ? 
A.  Knights  Daughter 

To  be  her  Miftris  M.ftris  ?  the  Queens  Queen  ? 

This  Candle  burns  not  cleer,  'tis  I  muft  fnurfe  it, 
Then  out  it  goes.  What  though  I  know  her  virtuous 
And  well-deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran,  and  not  wholfome  to 

Our  caufe,  that  fhe  fhould  lie  ith'  bofome  of 
Our  hard  rul'd  King.  Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  Heretick,  an  Arch-one ;  Cranmer, one 

Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 
And  is  his  Oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vex'd  at  fomething. 

Enter  King  reading  of  a  Schedule. 

Sur.T  would  'twere  fomething  that  would  free  the  ftring 
The  Matter  cord  on's  heart. 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King. 

King,  What  piles  of  Wealth  hath  he  accumulated 

To  his  own  portion  ?  and  what  expence  by  th'  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  ?  how,  ith' name  of  Thrift 
Does  he  rake  this  together  ?  Now,  my  Lords, 

Saw  you  the  Cardinall  ? 

Nor.  My  Lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him.  Some  ftrange  Commotion 
h  in  his  brain  :  he  bites  his  lip  and  ftarts, 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground , 
Then  layes  his  finger  on  his  Temple  :  ttraight 
Springs  out  into  fait  gate,  then  {tops  again, 
Strikes  his  breft  hard,  and  anon,  he  calls 

His  eye  againft  the  Moon  :  in  molt  ftrange  Poftures We  nave  feen  him  fet  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be, 

There  is  a  mutiny  in's  minde.  This  morning, 
Papers  of  State  he  fent  me,  to  perufe 

As  I  rcquir'd  :  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There  (on  my  Confcience  put  unwittingly) 
Forfooth  an  Inventory,  thus  importing 

The  fcverall  parcels  of  his  Plate,  his  Treafure, 
Rich  Stuffes  and  Ornaments  of  HoufhoId,which 

I  finde  at  fuch  proud  Rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
PofTeffion  of  a  Subject. 

Nor.  It's  heavens  will, 

Some  Spirit  put  this  Paper  in  the  Packet , 
To  bleffe  your  eye  withal!. 

Kin?.  If  we  did  think 



The  Life  of  Kjng  Henry  the  Eighth,       S  §ffi 

His  Contemplations  w;ere  above  che  earth, 
And  fixe  on  fpi  ritual  object,  he  fhould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  Mufwgs,  but  I  am  afraid 

His  Thinkings  are  "cdow.the  Moon ,  nor  worth 
Hrsfeiious  considering. 

King  takjs  his  Seatjvhifpers  Lovell,  who  goes 
to  the  (^ardinal. 

Car.  Heaven  forgive  me, 

Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs. 
King,  Good  my  Lord, 

You  arc  full  -sf  Heavenly  Huff,  and  bear  the  Inventory, 
Of  your  beft  Grace,  in  your  mindc  ;  the  which, 

You  were  now  running  o' re  :  you  have  fca ice  time  • 
jTo  fteal  from  Spiritual  leifure  ,a  brief  fpan 
To  keep  your  earthly  Audit,  fure  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  Hiisband,and  am  giad 
To  have  you  therein  my  Companion. 

Car.  Sir, 

For  Holy  Offices  I  have  a  time  ;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs,  which 

I  bear  i'th'Scate :  and  Nature  does  require 
Her  rimes  of  preservation,  which  perforce 

I  her  frail  fon,  among1  ft  my  Brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

•  King.  You  have  faid  well. 
Car.  And  ever  may  your  Highnefs  yoke  together, 

I  (As  I  will  lend  you  caufe)  my  doing  well, 
With  my  well  faying. 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  agen^ 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well,    ■  > 

And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.  My  Father  lov'd  you, 
He  faid  he  did  ,and  with  this  deed  did  Crown 

His  fword  upon  you.  Since  I  had  my  Office, 

I  have  kept  you  next  my  Heart ,  have  not  alone 

Imploy'd  you  where  high  Profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  Havings ,  to  beftow 
My  Bounties  upon  you. 

Car.  What  fhould  this  mean  ?  : 
Sur.  The  Lord  iricreafe  this  bufmefs. 

King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  State  ?  I  pray  you  tell  me, 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
And  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withall 
If  you  are  to  bound  to  us,  or  no.  What  fay  you  ? 

Car.  My  Soveraign,  I  confefs  your  Royal  graces 

Showr'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  then  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  require,  which  went 

j  Beyond  all  man's  endeavours.  My  endeavours, 
|  Have  ever  come  too  fhort  of  my  Dcfires,  ' 

I  Yet  fill'd  with  my  Abilities :  Mine  own  ends. 
I  Have  been  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 

.  To  th'good  of  your  mo'ft  Sacred  Perfon,  and 

.  The  profit  of  the  State.  For  your  great  Graces 

Heap'd  upon  me  (ooor  Undeferver)  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  Allegiant  thanks,  , 
My  Prayers  to  heaven  for  you ;  my  Loyalty 
Which  ever  lias,  and  ever  (hall  be  growing, 

'Till  death  (that  Winter)  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd  : 
A  Loyal,  and  obedient  Subject  is  . 
Therein  illuftrated,  the  Honour  of  it 

Does  pay  the  AcT:  of  it,  as  i'th'  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.  I  prefume, 

That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  Bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  drop'd  Love,  my  pow'r  rain'd  Honour ,  more 
On  you,  then  any  :  So  your  Hand,  and  Heart. 

Your  Brt>iri,  and  every  Function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As 'twere  in  Love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me  your  Fiiend,then  any. 

Car.  I  do  pi  ofefs,  j 

That  for  your  Highnefs  good  ,  I  ever  labour'd More  then  mine  ovm  :  that  am,  have,  and  will  be 
(Though  all  the  world  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you  , 
And  throw  it  from  their  Soul;  though  perils  did 

Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid,  yet  my  Duty, 
As  doth  a  Rockagainft  the  chiding  Floud, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  River  break) 
And  ftandunfhaken,  yows.  , 

King.  'Tis  Nobly  fpokeri  ;    .  . 
Take  notice  Lords,  he  has  a  Loyal  bread, 

For  you  have  feen  hira  open't.  Read  o're  this, 
And  after  this ,  and  then  to  Breakfaft  with 

What  appetite  you  have. 

Exit  King,  frowning  upon  the  fitrdiml^  the  Nobles 
throng  after  him  whifpering,  andfmiltng. 

Car.  What  fhould  this  mean? 

What  fudden  Angelas  this  ?  How  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  Frowning  from  me,  as  if  Ruine 

Leap'd  from  his  £  yes.  So  looks  the  chafed  Lyon 

Upon  the  daring  Huntfman  that  has  gall'd  him : 
Then  makes  him  nothing.  I  mi, ft  read  this  papers 

I  fear  the  Story  of  his  Anger.  'Tis  fo  : 
This  paper  has  undone  me  :  'Tis  th'Account  , 
Of  all  that  world  of  Wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends, (Indeed  to  gain  the  Popedome 
And  fee  my  Friends  in  TRgme.)  O  Negligence  J 
Fit  for  a  Fool  to  fall  by  :  What  Crofs  Devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  Secret  in  the  Packet 

I  fent  the  King  f  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
No  nevj  device  to  beat  this  frcm  his  Brains? 

II  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly  ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  Fortune 

Will  bring  me  off  again.  What's  this  ?  To  thTope  t 
The  Letter  (as  I  live)  with  all  the  Bufinefs 

I  wiit  to's  Holinefs.  Nay  then,  farewell  : 
I  have  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  Greatnefc, 
And  from  that  full  Meridian  of  my  Glory, 
I  hafte  now  to  my  Setting,  I  fhall  fall 
Like  a  bright  Exhalation  in  the  Evening, 
And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

Enter  to  Woolfey,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk^and  Suffolk^,  the 
Earl  of  Surrey ,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor,  Hear  the  King's  pleafure  Cardinal, 
Who  commands  you 

To  render  up  the  Great  Seal  prefently 
into  our  hands,  and  to  Confine  your  felf 

To  v^/Vr-houfc  ,  my  Lord  of  wincht 'tier's, 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. Car.  Stay : 

Where's  your  CommiMion?  Lords,  words  cannot  carry Authority  fo  mighty. 

Stiff.  Who  dare  crofs 'em  , 
Bearing  the  King's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefsly  ?v 

Car.  'Till  I  finde  more  then  will  7  or  words  to  do  it? 
( I  mean  your  Malice)  know,  Officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  muft  deny  it.  Nov/ 1  feel. 

Of  what  courfc  Mettal  ye  arc  molded,- Envy  : 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  Difgraccs 

•    A  a  a..  —    -  As 
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As  it  it  fed  ye,  and  how  fleck  and  wanton 

Ye  appeaf  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  mine? 
Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  Malice ; 

You  have  a  Chriftian  warrant  for  'cm,  arid  no  doubt 
In  time  will  find  their  fit,  Rewards.  That  Seal 

You  ask  with  fucha  Violence,  the  King 
(Mine,  and  your  Mafter)  with  his  own  hand,  gave  me 
Bad  me  enjoy  it,  wkh  the  Place,  and  Honouis 

During  my  life  ;  and  to  confirm  his  Goodnefs, 

IT  dc  it  by  Letters  Patents.  Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Stir.  The  King  that  gave  it. 
Car.  It  muft  be  himfelf  then. 

Sur.  Thou  ait  a  proud  Traytor,  Pricft. 
Car.  Proud  Lord  ,  thou  lycft  : 

Within  thefe  fourty  houres,  Surrey  Am^k  better 
Have  burnt  that  Ton°uc,  then  faid  fo. 

Sur.  Tin-  AmbitiJn 

(Thou  Scarltt  finner)  robb'd  this  bewailing  Land 
Ot  Noble  Buck^ngham^  my  Fathcr-in-Law, 
The  heads  of  all  thy  Brother  Cardinals, 

(Wichthee,  and  all  thy  befl  parts  bound  together) 

Wcigh'd,  not  a  hair  cf  his.  Plague  of  your  policy, 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland, 
Far  from  his  fuccour  ;  from  the  King  ,from  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault,  thougav'ft  him : 
Whirft  your  great  Goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pitie, 

Abfolv'd  him  with  an  Axe, 
Wol.  This,  and  all  elfe 

This  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moll  falfe.  The,  Duke  by  Law 
Found  His  defci  ts.  How  innocent  I  was 

From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 
His  Noble  Jury  ,  and  foul  Caufe  can  witnefs. 

If  llov'd  many  words,  Lord,I  fhouldtell  you, 
You  have  as  little  Honefty,  as  Honour, 
That  in  the  way  of  Loyalty,  and  Truth, 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever  Royal  Mafter, 
Dare  mate  a  founder  man  then  Surrey  cm  be, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  Soul, 
Your  long  Coat  (Prieft)  protects  you, 

Thou  fhould't't  feel 

My  Sword  l'th'life  bloud  of  thee  elfe.  My  Lords, 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  Arrogance  > 
And  from  this  Fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  Jaded  by  a  piece  of  Scarlet  > . 
Farewell  Nobility  :  let  his  Grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  Cap,  like  Larks. 

Car.  All  Goodnefs 

Is  poifon  to  thy  Stomack. 
Sur.  Yes,  that  Goodnefs 

Of  gleaning  all  the  Land's  wealth  into  one, 
Into  your  own  hands  (Card'nal)  by  Extortion  : 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  Packets 
You  writ  to  th  Pope ,  againft  the  King :  your  goodnefs 

Since  you  provoke  me, mail  be  moft  notorious* 
My  Lo,d  of  Norfolk  as  you  are  nuly  Noble^ 

A^  you  refp'.-ct  the  common  good,  the  State 

Of  ourdifpis'd  Nobility,  our  Ifiues, 
(Who  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  Gentlemen) 
Pi  oduce  the  grand  fumme  of  his  finnes,  the  Articles 

Colledtcd  from  his  life,  l'le  ftartle  you 
Worfe  then  the  Sacring  Bell,  when  the  brown  Wench 
Lay  killing  in  your  armes,  Lord  Cardinal. 

Car.  How  much  me  thinks ,  I  could  defpifc  this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  Charity  againft  it. 

oi 

Nor.  Thofe  Articles,  my  Lord,arein  the  Kings  hand 
But  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer 

And  fpotlefs,  fhall  mine  Innocence  arife, 
When  the  King  knows  my  Truth. 

Sur.  Thiscanrtot  fave  you  : 

I  thank  my  Memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  Articles,  and  out  they  (hall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blufh  ,  and  cry  guilty  Cardinal, 
You'll  fhew  a  little  Honefty. 

Wol.  Speak  on  Sir, 

I  dare  your  worft  Objections :  If  I  blufh, 
It  is  to  fee  a  Nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I  had  rather  wan:  thofe,  then  my  head  j Have  at  you. 

Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affent  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  Legate,  by  which  power 

You  maim'd  the  Jurifdiclion  of  all  Bifhops. 
Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  R.omey  or  elfe 

To  Foreign  PririceS,  'Ego  &  %ex  mem, 
Was  ftill  inferib'd :  in  which  you  brought  the  King To  be  your  Servant. 

Suf.  Then,  that  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  Counccl ,  when  you  wenc 
Ambafladorto  the  Emperour,  you  made  bold 
To  earry  into  EU»dersy  the  Great  Seal. 

Sur.  Item,  You  fent  a  large  Commiffion 
To  Gregory  de,  Cajj ado ',  to  conclude 
Without  theKing.s  will,  or  the  States  allowance, 
A  League  between  his  Highnefs,  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That  out  of  mere  Ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
Your  holy-Hat  to  be  ftampt  on  the  King's  Coin. 

Sur.  Then, that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fubftance; 

(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  Conscience) 
To  furnifh  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  wayes 
You  have  for  Dignities,  to  the  mere  undoing 

Of  all  the  Kingdome.  Many  more  there  are, 
Which  fince  they  are  of  you,and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  Lord, 

Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far :  'tt§  Virtue  : His  faults  lye  open  to  the  Lawes,  let  them 

(Not  you)  correct  him.  My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little,  of  his  great  Self. 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafure  is, 
Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late 

By  your  power  Legantive  within  this  Kingdome, 

Fall  into  th'compafs  of  a  P>  a?munire  ; 
That  therefore  fuch  a  Writ  be  fued  againft  you, 
To  forfeit  all  yoUr  Goods,  Lands,  Tenements, 
Caftles,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be 

Out  of  the  King's  protection.  This  is  my  Charge. 
Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  Meditations 

How  to  live  better.  For  your  ftubbom  anfwer 
About  the  giving  back  the  Great  Seal  to  u$, 
The  King  (hall  know  it,  and  (no  doubt)  (hall  thank  you* 

So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. Exeunt  all  but  Wolfey. 

Wol.  So  farewell,  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewell  ?  A  long  farewell  to  all  my  Greatnefs. 
This  is  the  ftate  of  Man  ;  to  day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  Leaves  of  Hopes,  to  morrow  Bloffoms, 

And  beares  his  blufhing  Honours  thick  upon  him : 
The  third  day,comes  a  Froft  ;  a  killing  Froft, 

And  when  he  thinks,  good  cafie  man,  full  furely 

His 
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His  Greatnefs  is  a  ripening,  nips  his  Root, 
And  chen  he  falls  as  I  do.  I  have  venctr  d 

Like  little  wanton  Boyes  that  fwim  on  bladders : 
This  many  Summers  in  a  Sea  of  Glory, 

But  far  beyond  my  depth  :  my  high-blown  Pride 

At  length  broke  under  me,  and  now  ha's  left  me 
Weary, and  old  with  fet  vice,  to  the  mercy 

Of  a  rude  ftream,that  mult  for  '-ver  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  the  W  >i  Id,  I  hate  ye, 

I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.  Oh  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  mm,  that  hangs  on  Princes  favours  ? 
There  is  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpue  :o, 
That  fweet  Afpe<ft  of  Princes,  and  their  mine, 
More  pangs,  and  feares  then  warres ,  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Neverto  hope  again. 

Inter  Cromwell,  founding  amazed. 
Why  how  now  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak  Sir. 
Car.  What,  amazd 

At  my  m  sfortunes  >  Can  the  Spirit  wonder 
A  great  man  fTiould  decline.  Nay ,  and  you  weep 

I  am  fal'n  indeed. 
Crom.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

C ard.  Why  well : 
^ever  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell, 
I  know  my  felf  now,  and  I  feel  within  me, 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  Dignities, 

A  ftill,and  quiet  Confcience.  The  King  has  cur'd  me, 

I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  :  and  from  thefe  ("houlders 
This  ruin'd  Pillet,  out  of  Pitie,  taken 
A  load,  would  finfc  a  Navy, (too  much  Honour.) 

0  'tis  a  burden  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden 
Too  heavy  for  a  man,  that  hopes,  for  Heaven. 

Crom.  I  am  glad  your  Grace, 

■la's  made  that  right  ufe  of  it. 
Card.  I  hope  I  have  : 

1  am  able  now  (mc  thinks) 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  Soul,  I  feel) 
To  endure  more  Miferies,  and  greater  far 
Then  my  Weak-hearted  Enemies,  dare  offer. 
What  Newes  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heavicft,and  the  worft, 

Is  your  difpleaiure  with  the  King. 
Card.  God  blefs  him. 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  Moor  is  chofen 
Lord  Chancellor,  in  ycur  place. 

Card.  That's  fomewhac  todain. 

But  he's  a  Learned  man.  May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs  favour, and  do  Jiftice 

For  ttuth's-fake,and  his  Confcience  ;  that  his  hones, 
When  he  has  run  hiscourfe,  and  deeps  in  Buffings, 

May  have  a  Mmbeof  Orphan  s .tea res  wept  on  him. 
What  more  > 

C^om.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome  ; 
Inftall'd  Lord  Aich-bifhop  of  Canterbury . 

Card.  That's  Newcs  ndeech 
^Vtfjw.  Ln ft,  that  the  Lady  Anne, 

Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married, 

This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  Qjeen, 
Going  to  Chappel :  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  Coronation. 

Card.  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down. 
O  Cromwell, 

The  King  h'as  gone  beyond  me :  All  my  Glories 
In  that  one  woman,  I  have  loft  for  ever. 

No  Sun,  (hall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  Honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  Noble  Troops  that  weighed 
Upon  my  fmiles.  Go  get  thee  from  me  Cromwel, 

I  am  a  poor  fal'n  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  Lord,  and  Mafter.  Seek  the  King 
(That  Sun,  I  pray  may  never  fet  )  I  have  told  him, 
What,  and  how  tiue  thou  art ;  he  will  advance  thee  : 
Some  little  memory  of  me,  willftii  him 
(i  know  hisNoble  Nature)  not  to  let 

Thy  hopefull  fervice  perilli  too.  Good  Cromwel, 
Neglect  him  not ;  make  ufe  now ,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  f'lture  fafety. 

Crom.  O  my  Lord, 

Muft  I  then  leave  you  ?  Muft  I  needs  forgoe 
So  good,  fo  Noble,  and  fo  true  a  Mafter  ? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  Iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwelkz\zs  his  Lord. 

The  King  (hall  have  my  fervice  ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever  and  for  ever  fhall  be  yours. 

Card.  Cromwel,  I  d'd  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 
!  n  all  my  miferies :  But  thou  haft  foic'd  me 
(Out  of  thy  honeft  truth)  to  play  the  Woman. 

Let's  dry  our  eyes :  And  thus  far  hear  me  Cromwelt 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  fhall  be, 

And  fleepin  dull  cold  Ma.ble,  wheie  no  mention 
Of  me,  more  muft  be  heard  of :  Say  I  taught  thee ; 

Say  JVolfey,  that  once  trod  the  wayes  of  Glory, 
And  founded  all  the  Depths  and  Shoals  cf  Honour, 
Found  thee  a  way  (out  of  his  wrack)  to  rife  in: 
A  fure,and  fafe  one,  though  thy  Mafter  milt  it* 

Mask  but  my  Fall,  and  that  that  Ruin'd  me : 
<  romwel,  I  chaigethee,  fling  away  Ambition, 
By  that  fin  fell  the  Angels :  how  can  man  then 
(The  Image  of  his  Maker)  hope  to  win  by  it  ? 

Love  thy  felf  laft,  chenfh  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee : 
Corruption  win  not  more  then  Honefty, 

Still  in  thy  right  hand,  carry  gentle  Peace 
To  filence  envious  tongues.  Be  juft,  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'ft  at ,  be  thy  Countries, 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's:  then  if  thou  fall'ft  (O  Cromwel) 
1  hou  fall'ft  a  bleffed  Martyr. 
Sei  ve  the  King :  and  prethee  lead  me  in : 
There  take  an  Inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  laft  penny,  Jds  the  King  s.  My  Robe, 
And  my  Integrity  to  Heaven,  is  all, 
!  dare  now  call  mine  own.  O  Cromwel,  Cromwel 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God,  with  half  the  Zeal 
I  ferv'd  my  King :  h?  would  not  in  mine  Age Hare  left  me  naked  to  mine  Enemies. 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 
C.  rd.  So  I  have.  Farewell 

The  Hopes  of  Court,  my  Hopes  in  Heaven  do  dwell; Exeunt. 

<l43us  Quartus.  Scena  Trima^. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another. 

1 .  Yare  well  met  once  again. 
2.  So  are  you. 

I .  You  come  to  take  your  ftand  here,  and  behold 

The  Lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  Coronation. 

A  a  a  2  2.  'Tis 
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2.  'Tis  all  my  bufihfffs.  At  our  laQ  encounter, 
The  Di  kc  of  Buckingham  came  ftom  his  Tryal. 

1.  'Tis  very  ttue.  But  that  time  oftct'd  foiiow, 
This  gene  al  joy. 

2.  'Tis  well:  the  Citizens 
I  am  Unc  have  fhewn  nt  full  their  Royal  minds, 

As  let'em  liave  their  lights,  they  ate  ever  forward 
In  Celebration  of  this  day  with  Shewcs, 
Pageants,  and  Sights  of  Honour. 

1.  Never  greater, 
Nov  Tie  atTure  you  better  taken  Sir. 

2.  May  1  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contains, 
Thn  Paper  in  your  bancs  ? 

i.  Yes,  'tis  the  Lift 
Of  thofe  that  claim  their  Offices  this  day, 

By  cutiomc  Qf  the  Coronation. 

[The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  is  the  fnft,  arid  claims 
To  be  h      Sttwatd  ;  next  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^, 
He  to  bcEail  Mai  (hah  you  may  read  the  reft. 

1 .  I  thank  you  Sir :  Had  I  not  knrwn  thofacuftomes 
I  fhould  have  both  beholding  to  your  Paper  r 

But  I  befcech  you,  that's  become  of  Katherite 
The  Pi  inccfs  Dowrgcr  ?  How  goes  her  bu  fin  els  ? 

t.  Thrt  I  can. ceil  you  too :  the  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury^  accompanied  with  other 
Learned,  and  Revet  end  Fathcis  of  this  Order, 
Held  a  late  Cou,  t  at  D unliable  ;  fix  miles  off 

From  slmpt hill,  where  the  Princcfs  lay,  to  which 

She  was  often  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not : 
And  to  be  fhorr,  for  not  Appearance,  and 

■The  King's  late  Sciupie,  by  the  main  afhnt 
[©fall  thefe  Learned  ir.cn,  flic  wVs  divoic'd, 
And  the  late  Mairiage  made  of  none  iff.  St  : 

Since  whicn,  flic 'wasicmov'd  to  K'umbblton, Whore  flic  remains  now  lick. 

2.  Alas  good  Lady. 

'The  tnunpets fofiwd :  Hand  clofe, 
The  Q^cen  is  ibfaingj  Ho-boyes. 

The  Order  of  the  Coronation. 

1.  A  liveh  Fhttrifh  of  Trumpets. 
2.  7 hen  trvo  Judges, 

3 .  Lord  Chance'Hour ,  with  Pttrfe  axd  Mace  before  him. 
4 .  Quirsiftcrs flr.g ing .  Mufick. 

5 .  Mayor  of\j  rule  n,  bearing  the  (Jfrlace.  Then  Garte>-, 
in  his  Coat  of \Armes,  ar.d  on  his  head  he  wore  a  Gilt 

Copper  proven. 
6.  Ma;  quels  of  Dot  for,  tearing  a  Scepter  of  Gold,  on  his 

he/d,  a  Demi- (for  axM  of  Gold.  With  h,m,  the  Earl  of 
Suriey  bearing  the  %od  of  Silver  with  the  Dove, 

Crowned  with  an  Earle 's  Coronet.  Cellars  of  Ejfes. 
7.  Duke  if  St  ffolk  ,  in  his  Bote  cf  Iflate  ,  his  Coronet  on 

his  head, bearing  a  long  white  H'and,as  High  Steward. 

With  h\mjLecD!ik<r'  f/Noifolk.w'f/?  the  Rod  ofCMar- 
fhalfhip,  a  Coronet  on  his  head.  C  ollars  of  Ef  cs. 

8.  .  A  Canopy,  borne  by  four  of  the  Cincjue-I ;orts,  under 
it  tht  Queen  in  her  'Kobe  ,  in  her  hair,  richly  adorned 
with  Pearl,  Crooned.  On  e..ch  fde  her  the  Bifhops  of 
London  Winchfftcr. 

9.  The  old  Duchef  o{ Noifolk  ,  in  a  Coronal  of  Gold  , 

wrought  with  Flowers,  bearing  the  Queen's  Tram. 
10.  Certain  Ladies  or  CountefTcs  ,  w'vh  plain  Circlets  of 

Gold,  without  T 'lowers. 
Exeunt,  frfc  pafftna  r,ver  the  Stage  in  Order  and  State, 

and  then,  A  great  Flour  ifk  of  Trumpets. 

2. A  Royal  Tiain  believe  me:  thefe  I  know: 

Who's  that  bears  the  Scepter  ? 
1 .  Mai  quels  Dorfet, 

And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  Rod. 
2.  A  bold  brave  Gentleman.That  fhould  be 

The  Duke  of 

Ii  'Tis  the  fame :  hi^h  Steward. 
2.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk} 

1.  Yes. 
2.  Heaven  blcTs  thee, 

Thou  haft  the  fwceteft  face  I  everlook'd  on. 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  Soul,  fhe  is  an  Angel ; 
Our  King  has  a  11  the  Indies  in  his  Armes, 

And  more,  &  richer,  when  he  (trains  thatLady, 

I  cannot  blame  his  Conference,  - 

1.  They  that  bear 
The  Cloath  of  Honor  over  her,are  fourBarons 
Of  the  Cinque- Ports.  § 

2.  Thofe  men  are  happy, 

And  fo  at  e  all,  are  near  her, 
I  take  it,  fhe  that  carries  up  the  Train, 
Is  that  old  Noble  Lady,  Duchefs  of  Norfolk^. 

1 .  It  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  Counteffes. 

2.  Their  Coronets  fay  fo.  Thefe  are  Starres  indeed, 
And  fometimes falling  ones. 

1 .  No  more  of  that 
Enter  a  third  Cjentleman. 

1 .  God  faveyou  Sir.  Where  have  you  bin  broiling  > 

3.  Among  the  crou'd  i' th'  Abbey,  where  a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more  :  I  am  ftiflcd 
Wi:h  the  mere  lankneisof  their  joy. 

2 .  You  faw  the  Ceremony  ? 

3.  I  did. 1 .  How  was  it  ? 

3.  Well  worth  the  feeing. 
2.  Gocd  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 
3.  As  well  as  I  am  abie.  The  rich  ftream 

Of  Lords,  and  Ladies,  having  brought  the  Qiieen 

To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  Quire,  fell  off A  diftance  from  her;  while  her  Grace  fate  down 

To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo, 
In  a  rich  Chair  of  State,  oppofing  freely 

The  Beauty  of  her  Perfon  to  the  People. 
Believe  me  Sir,  fhe  is  the  goodlirft  Woman 

That  ever  lay  by  man  :  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  Noife  arofe, 

As  the  fhrowds  make  at  Sea,  in  a  -ft iff  tempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.  Hats,  Cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think)flew  up,  and  had  their  Faces 
Bin  Icofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.  Such  joy 

I  never  faw  before.  Great-belly 'd  Women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  Rammes 
Tn  the  old  time  of  War,fhoi!ld  fhake  thepreafc 

\nd  make'em  reel  before'em.  No  man  living 
Could  fay  this  is  my  wife  there,  all  were  woven 

So  ftrangly  in  one  piece. 
2.  But  what  followed  ? 
3.  At  length,  her  Grace  rofe,and  with  modeft  paces 

Came  tothe  Altar, where  fhe  kneePd  ,  and  Saint-like 

Caft  her  fair  eyes  to  Heaven  ,and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  how'd  her  to  the  people  : 
When  by  the  Arch-bifhop  of  Canterbury, 
She  had  all  the  Royal  ma  klnss  of  a  Queen  ; 

As  holy  Oyl,  Edward  Confeflor's  Crown, 
The  Rod,  and  Bird  of  Peace,  and  all  fuch  Fmblems  I 

Laid  Nobly  on  her  :  which  perfoim'.d,  the  Q&tft 
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With  all  the  choiccft  Mufick  of  the  Kingdome, 

Together  fung  Te  Peu-n.  So  ("he  parted, 
And  with  the  fame  full  State  pae'd  back  again' 
To  TV^-PIace,  where  the  Feaft  is  held. 

1.  Sir. 

You  mult  no  more  call  it  Torks place  4  that's  paft : 
Forfince  the  Cardinal  fe]!,  that  title's  loft, 

'Tis  no  v  the  King's^and  call'd  Whitehall. 
3.  Iknow  it :. 

But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name Isfiefh  about  me. 

2.  What  two  Reverend  Bifhops 
Were  thofe  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  Queen  > 

3.  Sto^e/eymd  Cj 'at diner  rfhe  one  of  Winchester, 
Newly  p.eferr'd  from  the  King  s  Secretary : The  other  London. 

2.  He  oiWinchefter 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  Archbiftiop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3.  All  the  Land  knows  that : 

How  ever,  yet  there  is  no  great  breach  ,  when  it  comes 
Cranmer  will  find  a  Friend  will  not  (hrink  from  him. 

2.  Who  may  be  that,  I  pray  you. 
3.  Thomas  (fromwel,  1 

A  man  in  much  erteemwieh  th'K'ing  ,  and  truly 
A  worthy  Friend.  The  King  has  made  him 

Mafter  o'dV  Jewel  Houfe, 
And  one  already  of  the  Privy  Counccl. 

2.  He  will  deferve  more. 

3.  Yes  without  all  doubr. 

j  Come  Gentlemen,  ye  fhall  go  my  way, 

Which  is  to  th' Court,  and  there  ye  fhall  be  my  Guefts  : 
Something  I  can  command :  as  I  walk  thither 

l*ie  tell  ye  more. 
Both.  You  may  command  us  Sir.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Secunda->* 

Enter  Katherine  Dowager,  fick^,  ledbetween  Griffith, 
her  Gentleman-Ufher,  and  Patience 

her  Woman.  . 

Grif.  How  do's  your  Grace  ? 
Rath.  O  Griffith^  fick  to  death  : 

My  Legges  like  loaded  Branches  bow  to  trTEarth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burthen  :  Reach  a  Chair, 
So,  now  (me  thinks)  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 

Did'ft  thou  not  tell  me  Griffith,  as  thou  lead'ft  me, 
That  the  great  Child  of  Honour ,  Cardinal  Wolfey 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif,  Yes  Madam  :  but  I  chink  your  Grace 

Out  cf  thepnin  you  fuffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Kath.  Pry  thee  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  dy  'de. 
If  well,  he  ftept  betore  me  happily 
For  my  example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  voice  goes  Madam, 
For  after  the  ftout  Earl  Northumberland 

Arretted  him  at  Tork^,  and  brought  him  forward' 
As  a  man  forely  tainted,  to  hisanfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  Mule. 

Kath.  Alas  poor  man.  ,.    .  , 
Grif.  At  Uft,  with  eafie  Roads  he  cam;  to  Leicefttr, 
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Lodg'd  in  the  Abbey  ;  where  the  reverend  Abbot 
With  all  his  Covent ,  honoUrably  j-eeeiv'd  him  % 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words.  Q  FatherAbbotj 

An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorfns  of  Stace,- 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  Charity. 

So  went  to  bed  ;  where  eagerly  bis  ficknefs  . 

Purfu'd  him  (till,  and  three  nights  after  this/ 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  ftipuld  be  his  laft,  full  Repentance, 

Continual  Meditations,  Tears,  and  Sorrows,' 
He  give  his  hoftouis  to  the  world  agen, 
His  bleflfed  part  to  heaven  ,  and  flept  in  peace* 

Kath.  So  may  he  reft, 
His  faults  lye  on  him.  (  

Yet  thus  far  Griffith,  give  me  leaVe  to  fpeak  him/ 

And  yet  with  Charity  :  he  was,-  a  man  . 
Of  an  unbounded  ftomack,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  .with  Princes.  One  that  by  fuggeftion 
Ty  de  all  rj\e  Kingdome  ,  Simony  wasfair  play. 

His  own  Opinion  was  his  Law.  I'th'prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths,  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  words,  and  meaning.  He  wasneter 

(But  where  he  meant  to  Ruine)  pitiful!.  : 
His  Promiies,  were  as  he  then  was ,  Mighty  s 
But  his  Performance,  as  he  is  now,  Nothing  S 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  Clergy  ill  example. 

Grif.  Noble  Madam: 

Men's  evil  manners,  live  in  Brafs,  their  Virtue? 
We  write  in  Water.  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now  ? 

Kath.  Yes  good  Griffith^ 

I  were  malicious-elfe.    . , 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  Stock,  undoubtedly 

Was  falhion'd  to  much  honour.  From  his  Cradle 
He  was  a  Scholar  ,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one  : 

Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfwa.ding  :' 

Lofty,  and  fowre  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not : But  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fwcet  as  Summer,, 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfied  in  getting, 

(Which  was  a  fin)  yet  in  beftowing,  Madam,' 
He  was  moft  Princely  :  Ever  witncls  for  him 
Thofe  twinn^s  of  Learning,  that  he  rais  d  in  you, 

fpfwlch  and  Oxford :  one  of  which,  fell  with  ftimij' 
Unwilling  to  ouc-live  the  good  that  did  k. 

The  other  (  though  unfintfn'd  )  yet  fo  Famous1,' So  excellent  in  Art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing, 
That  Chi  iftendome  iTiall.cver  fpeak  his  Virtuel 

His  Overthrow  ,  heap'd  Happ'inefs  upon  hirrrs 
For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  felt  himfelf, 
And  found  the  Bleffednefs  of  being  little. 

And  to  adde  greacer  Honours  to  his  Age 

Then  man  could  give  him;  he  dy'd,fearingGod. 
Kath'.Mtcf  my  death,!  wifii  no  otherHerald, 

No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  Actions^. 
To  keep  mine  Honour,  from  Corruption, 

But  fuch  an  honeft  Chronicler  as  Griffith'. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  Living,thou  haft  made  me 
With  thy  Religious  Truth,  and  Modefty, 

(Now  in  his  Allies)  HonounPeace  be  with  him-. 
^Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  and Tet  me  lower. 
[  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee.  G  ood  Griffith, 
Caufe  the  Muficians  play  me  that  lad  note 

I  nam'd  my  Knell ;  whil'ft  I  fit' meditating. 
 A  a  a  3  On 
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On  chat  Celeftial  Harmony  I  go  ro. 
Sad  and  folemn  CMufick, 

Grlf.  She  is  aflcep  :  Good  wench,  let's  fit  down  quiet, 
For  fear  we  wake  her.  Softly  gentle  'Patience, 

The  Vifton. 

Enter [olemnly  tripping  one  after  another  ,fix  Perfonages, 
clad  in  white  Robes  ,  wearing  on  their  head  Garlands 

of Bayes,  and  golden  Vizards  on  their  faces.  Branches 

of  B  ayes  or  .Paint  in  the'ir  hands.  They  first  Congee  un- 
to her ,  then  Dance  :  and  at  certain  Changes ,  the 

firfi  two  hold  a  fpare  Garland  over  her  Head,  at  which 
the  other  four  make  reverend  Curtjies.  Then  the  two 
that  held  the  Garland,  deliver  the  fame  to  the  other 

next  twoy  who  obferve  the  fame  order  in  the'ir  Charges, 
and  holding  the  Garland  over  her  head,  which  done, 
they  deliver  the  fame  Garland  to  the  lafl  two :  who 
I  ike  wife  obferve  the  fame  Order.  At  which  (as  it  were 

by  Infplratlon  )  fhe  makes  (  in  her  jleep  )  Jignes  ofre- 
joyclng,  and  holdeth  up  her  hands  to  heaven.  And  fo, 
in  their  Dicing  vanlfb ,  carrying  the  Garland  with 
them.  The  Afufick^contlnues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  peace,  whereareye  ?  Areyeall  gone  ? 
And  leaye  me  here  in  wretchednefs,  behind  ye  ? 
i    Grif.  Madam»  we  are  here. 

Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for , 

Saw  ye  none  enter  fincel  flept  * 
Grif.  None, Madam. 

Kath.  No  ?  Saw  you  not  even  now  a  bleffcd  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  Banquet,  whofe  bright  faces 
Cart  a  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  Sun  ? 

They  promis'd  me  eternal  Happinefs, 
And  brought  me  Garlands  (Griffith)  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :  I  (hall  affuredly. 

Grif.  lain  molt  joyfull  Madam, fuch  good  dreames 
Poffefs  your  Fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  Mufick  leave, 

They  are  harfh  and  heavy  to  me.  Mufick^  ceafes. 
Patience.  Do  you  note 

How  much  her  Grace  is  alter'd  on  the  fodain  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  (he  looks, 
And  of  an  earthy  cold  ?  Mark  her  eyes. 

Grif.  She  is  going  Wench.  Pray,  pray.  . 
Pati.  Heaven  comfort  her. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  And't  like  your  Grace  
Kat,  You  are  a  fawcy  Fellow, 

Deferve  we  no  more  Reverence  ? 

Grif.  You  are  to  blame , 
Knowing  fhe  will  not  loofe  her  wonted  Greatnefs 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.  Go  to ,  kneel. 

Mef.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  pardon, 
My  halle  made  me  unmannerly.  There  is  flaying 
A  Gentleman  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you. 

Kath.  Admit  him  entrance  Griffith.  But  this  Fellow 

Let  me  ne're  fee  again.  Exit  Meffeng. 
Enter  Lord  Capuchins . 

If  my  fight  fail  me  not, 

You  lhould  be  Lord  Arabaffadorfrom  the  Ijjmperor, 
My  Royal  Nephew,  and  your  name  Capuchitu. 

Cap.  Madam  the  fame.  Your  Servant. 
Kath.  O  my  Lord, 

The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me. 
But  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleafure  with  me? 

li  - 

Henry  the  Stgbth. 

Cap.  Noble  Lady, 

Firft  mine  ownfervice  to  your  Grace,  the  next 

The  King's  requeft,  that  I  would  vifit  you, Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  Princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  intreatsyou  take  good  comfort. 

Kath.  O  my  good  Lord  ,  that  comfort  comes  too  late, 
'Tis  like  a  Pardon  after  Execution ; 

That  gentle  Phyfick  given  in  time,  hadcur'd  me : 
But  now  I  am  paftall  Comforts  here,  bat  Prayers. 
How  does  his  Highnefs? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 
Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  flourish, 

When  I  fhall  dwell  with  Wormes  ,and  my  poor  name 
Banifh'd  the  Kingdome.  Patience,  is  that  Letter 
I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away. 

Pat.  No  Madam. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  moft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  Lord  the  King. 

Cap.  Moft  willingly  Madam. 
Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  hisgoodnefs 

The  Model  of  our  chafte  loves :  his  young  daughter, 
Thedewes  of  Heaven  fall  thick  in  Blefsings  on  her, 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding. 
She  is  young,  and  of  a  Noble  modeft  Nature, 
I  hope  {he  will  deferve  well,  and  a  little 

To  love  her  for  her  Mother's  fake :  that  loy*d  him  : 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly. 

My  next  poor  Petition 
Is,that  his  Noble  Grace  would  have  fome  pitic 

Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 
Have  follow'd  both  my  Fortunes,  faithfully, 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow 

(And  now  I  fhould  not  lye)  but  well  deferve 
For  Virtue,  and  true  Beauty  of  the  Soul, 
For  honefiy,  and  decent  Carriage 

A  right  good  Husband  (let  him  be  a  Noble) 

And  fure  thofe  men  are  happy  that  fhall  have'em. 
The  laft  is  for  my~men,  they  are  the  pooreft,  *  , 
(But  poverty  could  never  draw  em  from  me)- 

That  they  may  have  their  vvages  duly  paid'em, 
And  fomething  over  to  remember  me  by. 

If  Heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  life 
And  able  means,  we  ha<J  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe  are  the  whole  Contents,  and  good  my  Lord, 
By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world, 
As  you  wifh  Chriftian  peace  to  Soules  departed, 
Stand  thefe  poor  peoples  Friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  me  this  laft  right. 

Cap.  By  Heaven  I  will. 
Or  let  me  loofe  the  fafhion-of  a  man. 

Kath.  I  thank  you  honeft  Lord.  Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs : 
Say  his  long  trouble  now  is  pafsing 
Out  of  this  world.  Tell  him  in  death  I  bleft  him 

(For  fo  I  will :  )  mine  eyes  grow  dimme.  Farewell 
My  Lord.  Griffith  farewell.  Nay  Patience, 
You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.  I  muft  to  bed, 

Call  in  more  Women.  When  I  am  dead,  good  Wench, 

Let  me  be  us'd  with  Honour ;  ftrew  me  over 
With  Maiden  Flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chaft  Wife  to  my  Grave :  Embalm  me, 

Then  lay  me  forth  (although  un-Queen'd)  yet  like 
A  Queen,  and  Daughter  to  a  King  interr  me. I  can  no  more. 

Exeunt  leading  Katherine. A  But 

-  ,  ~* 
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Enter  Gardiner  Bifhop  of  JVlnchefier  ,  a  Page  with  a 
Torch  before  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Love/. 

Gard.  It's  one  a  clock  Boy,  is't  noc. 
Boj.  It  hathftrook. 
Gard.  Thefe  ftiould  be  houresfor  necefskies, 

Noc  for  delights :  times  to  repair  our  Nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  watte  thefe  times.  Good  hour  of  night,  Sir  Thomas : 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  King,  my  Lord  ? 
Gard.  I  did,Sir  Thomas,  and  left  hhn  at  Primero 

With  the  Duke  of  Sufolk. 
Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too 

Before  he  goe  to  Bed.  I'le  take  my  leave. 
Gard.  Not  yet  Sir  Thomas  Lovel :  what's  the  matter  ? 

It  feems  you  are  in  hafte :  and  if,t  e  ebe 

No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  Friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufinel's :  Affairs  that  walk 
Asthey  fay  Spirits  do)  at  midnight,  have  - 
In  them  a  wilder  Nature ,  then  the  bufinefs 

ThaLCeeks-difpatch  by  day. 
Lov.  My  Lord,  I  love  you  ; 

And  durft  commend  a  fecret  . to  your  ear 

tfuch  weightier  then  this  work.  The  Queen's  in  Labor 
They  fay  in  great  Extremity,  and  fcar'd 
She  11  with  the  Labour,  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit  fhe  goes. with 

pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  finde  . 
Good  time,  and  live:  but  for  the  Stock  SitThomas, 

I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. Lov,  Me  thinks  I  could  . 

fy  the  Amen,  and  yet  my  Conference  fayes 

She's  a  good  Creature,and  fweet  Lady,  do's Deferve  our  better  withes. 

Gard.  But  Sir,  Sir. 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas,  y'are  a  Gentleman  ' 
Of  mine  own  way.  I  Anow  you  are  Wife ,  Religious, 

And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne're  be  well ; 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovely  tak't  of  me, 
'Till  Cranmer,  Cromwel,  her  two  hands,  and  fhe 
Sleep  in  their  Graves. 

Lov.  Now  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 

The  moft  remark'd  i'th'Kingdome ;  as  {oxCromveely 
Befide  that  of  the  Jewel-Houfe,  is  made  Matter 

O'th'Rolles,  and  the  King's  Secretary.  Further  Sir 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  moe  Preferments, 

With  which  the  Lime  will  load  him.  Th'Archbifhop 
Is  the  King's  hand,  or  tongue,  and  who  dare  fpeak 
Qne  fyllable  againft  him  ? 

Gard.  Yes,  yes.  Sir  Thomas, 

There  are  that  Dare,  and  I  my  felf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him :  and  indeed  this  day, 
Sir  ( I  may  tell  it  you  )  I  think  I  have 
Incenft  the  Lords  of  the  Counccl,  that  he  is 

(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  moft  Arch-Heretick,aPeftilence 
That  does  infect  the  Land :  with  which  ,  they  moved 
Have  broken  with  the  King,  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  ear  to  our  Complaint,  of  his  great  Grace, 

And  .Princely  Care,  fore- feeing  thofe  fell  Mifchiefes, 

Our  Reafons  laid  before  him,  hath  commanded 
To  morrow  morning  to  the  Councel  Board 

He  be  con  vented.  He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thorny 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.  From  your  Affairs  - 
I  hinder  you  too  long  :  Good  night,  Sir  Thomat. Exit  Gardiner  and  Page. 

Lov.  Many  good  nights,  my  Lord,  I  reft  your  fervahr. Bnter  King  and  Suffolk^ 

King.  Carles,  I  will  play  no  moie  to  nighty 
My  mind's  not  on't ,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suff.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little  Charles, 

Nor  fhall  not  when  my  Fancie's  on  my  Play. 
Now  Lovel,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  News. 

Lov.  I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her  . 
Whatyoa  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman, 

I  fent  your  Meffage,  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  the  great'ft  humblenefs,  and  defir'd  your  Highnefs Moft  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King .  What  lay'ft  thou  f  Ha  ? 
To  pray  for  her  ?  What,  is  fhe  crying  out? 

Lov.  So  faid  her  woman,  and  that  her  fuff'rance  made Almoft  each  pang,  a  death. 
King.  Alas  good  Lady. 

Sufi.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  Burthen,  and 
With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  Heir. 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles. 
Prychee  to  bed,  and  in  thy  Prayers  remember  , 

Th'ettateof  my  poor  Queen.  Leave  mealont8 For  I  muft  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suff.  I  wifh  your  Highnefs 

A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  Miftrifs  will Remember  in  my  Prayers. 

King.  Charles,  good  night.  Exit  Suffolk^ 
Well  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 

Hen.  Sir ,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Archbifhopj 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King.  Ha  ?  Canterbury  ? 
Den.  I  my  good  Lord. 

King.  'Tis  true  :  where  is  he  *Denny? 
Den.  He  attends  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 
King.  Bring  him  to  Us. 
Lov.  This  is  about  that,  which  the  Bifhop  fpake, 

lam  happily  come  hither. 
Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

King.  Avoid  the  Gallery.        Lovel  feemeth  to  jiaj. 
Ha  ?  1  have  faid,  be  gone. 

Exeunt  Lovel  and  Denny.  • 
Cran.  Iam  fearfull :  Wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 

'Tis  his  Afpectof  terror.  All's  not  well. 
King.  How  now  my  Lord  ? 

You  do  defire  to  know  wherefore 
I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 

T'attend  your  Highnefs  pleafure. 
King.  Pray  you  arife 

My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury : 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together  : 
I  have  News  to  tell  you. 

Come,  come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah  my  good  Lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak, 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows, 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly  of  late Heard 
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Heard  many  grievous  ;  I  do  fay  my  Lord 

Grievous  complain.es  of  you  ;  which  being confider'd, 
Have  mov'd  Us,  and  our  Councel,  that  you  fliall 
This  morning  come  before  us,  where  1  know 
You  caanot  with  fuch  freedome  purge  your  felf, 

But  that  'till  further  Trial,  in  thofc  Charges 
Which  will  require  your  Anfwcr,  you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Towre  :  you,  a  Brother  of  us 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  ogainft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  co  catch  this  good  occafion 
Molt  throughly  to  be  winnowed,  where  my  Chaffe 
And  Com  lliall  flieafunder.  For  I  know 

There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongues, 
Then  I  my  felf,  poor  man. 

King.  Stand  up, good  Canterbury, 
Thy  Truth,  and  thy  Integrity  is  rooted 
In  us  chy  Friend.  Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up, 

Prythee  let's  walk.  Now  by  my  Holydame, 
What  m.inner  of  man  are  you  ?  My  Lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  Petition,  that 

I  fhould  have  ta'ne  fome  pains ,  to  bring  together 
Your  felf,  and  your  Accufers,  and  to  have  heard  you 
Without  indurance  further. 

Cran.  Moft  dread  Liege, 

The  good  I  ftand  on,  is  my  Truth  and  Honefty  : 
If  they  fhallfail,  I  with  mine  Enemies 

Will  triumph  o're  my  perfon,  which  I  waigh  not, 
Being  of  thofe  Virtues  vacant.  I  fear  nothing 
Whaccan  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not 

How  your  ftate  ftands  i'th'wo:Id,  with  the  whole  world  ? 
Your  Enemies  are  many,  and  not  fmall ;  their  practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion ,  and  not  ever 

The  Jufticeand  the  Truth  o'th'qucftion  carries 
The  due  o'th  Verdict  with  it ;  at  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure,  Knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you :  Such  things  have  been  done. 

You  arc  potently  oppos'd,  and  with  a  Malice 
Of  as  great  fize.  Ween  you  of  better  luck, 

I  mean  in  perj'ui'd  Wknefs,  then  yourMafter, 
Whofc  Minifter  you  are,  whiles  here  heliv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  Earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to, 
You  take  a  Precipice  for  no  leap  of  clanger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftru£tion. 

Cran,  God,  and  your  Majefty 
Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me. 

King.  Be  of  good  cheer, 

They  fhalJ  no  more  prevail,  then  we  give  way  to : 
Kcep  ccmfort  to  you,  and  this  Morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.  If  they  fhall  chance 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you : 
The  beft  perfwafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  life  ;  and  with  what  vehemencie 

T  )  occafion  fhall  inftruct  you.  Ifintreatics  k 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  Ring 
Deliver  them^-and  your  Appeal  to  us 
1  here  make  before  them. Look,  the  good  man  weeps : 

H  's  honcft  on  mine  Honour.  God's  bleft  Mother, 
I  fwear  he  is  true-hearted,  and  a  foul 
None  better  in  my  Kingdome.  Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.  Ex  t  Cranmer. 
He  has  ftrangled  all  his  Language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  Old  Lady. 

Gent,  within .  Come  back  :  what  mean  you  ? 
Lady,  l'lc  not  come  back,  the  tidings  that  I.  bring Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners.  Now  good  Angels 

Fly  o're  thy  Royal  head,  and  lhade  thy  perfon Under  their  bleffed  wines. 

King.  Now  by  thy  looks 

I  guefs  thy  Meflage.  Is  the  Queen  deliver'd  ? 
Say  I,  and  of  a  Boy. 

Lady.  I,  I  my  Liege  ; 

And  of  a  lovely  Boy  ;  the  God  of  heaven 

Both  now,  and  ever  blefs  her :  'Tis  a  Girle 
Promifes  Boyes  hereafter.  Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  Vifitation,  and  to  be 

Acquainted  with  thi  >  ftranger ;  'tis  as  like  you As  Cherry ,  is  to  Cherry 

King.  Love  I, Lov.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  Marks. 

I'le  to  the  Queen.  Exit  KiugM 
Lady,  An  hundred  Marks?  By  this  light,  Tie  ha'more, 

An  ordinary  Groom  is  for  fuch  payment, 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 

Said  I  for  this,  the  Girl  was  like  to  him  ?  I'le 

Have  more, or  elfe  unfay't :  and  now,  while  'tis  hot, 
Tie  put  it  to  the  iffue.  Exit  Lady, 

Scena  Secitnda. 

Enter  Cranmer ,  Archbifyop  of  Canterbury's 

Cran.  I  hope  I  am  not  too  Iate,and  yet  the  Gentfema 
That  was  fent  to  me  from  the  Councel,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.  AH  faft  ?  What  means  this?  Hoa  > 
Who  waits  there  ?  Sure  you  know  me  ? Enter  Keeper. 

King.  Yes ;  my  Lord : 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. Cran.  Why  ? 

Keep.  Your  Grace  muft  wait  'till  you  be  call'd  for. Enter  DoBor  Butts. 
Cran.  So. 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  Malice:  I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily.  The  King 

Shall  underftand  it  prefently.  Exit  Butts 

Cran.  'Tis  Butts, 
The  King's  Phyfician,  as  he  paft  along 
How  earneftly  he  caft  his  eyes  upon  me  : 

Pray  heaven  he  found  not  my  difgrace  :for  certain 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fome  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts,  I  never  fought  their  malice) 
To  quench  mine  honour ;  they  would  fhame  to  make  me 
Wait  elfe  at  door :  a  fellow  Councellor 

'Mong  Boyes,  Groomes,  and  Lackeyes. 
But  their  pleasures 

Muft  be  fulfiH'd,and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King,  and  Butts,  at  a  Window above. 

Butts.  I'le  fhew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeft  fight. 

King.  What's  that  Butts  ? 

Butts. 
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Butts.  I  think  your  Highnefs  law  this  many  a  day. 

King.  Body  Hue:  where  is  it  > 
B.tts.  There  my  Loui ; 

The  high  promotion  of  his  Grace  of  Canterbury 

Wno  holds  his  State  at  door  'mongft  Purfevints, 
Pages,  and  Fooc-boys. 

King.  Ha?  'tis  he  indeed. 
Is  tins  the  Honour  they  do  one  another  ? 

'l  is  well  there's  one  above'em  yet  ;  I  had  thought 

They  had  parted  fo  much  honefty  aaiong'cm> 
A:  Icaftgood  manners  ;  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  man  of  his  Piacc,and  fo  near  our  favour 

|  To  dance  attendance  on  their  LordlKips  p'cafures, 
And  at  che  door  too,  like  a  Porte  with  Packets : 

.By  holy  Mary  {Butts)  there's  knavery  ; 
Let'em  alone,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe  : 

|  We  fhall  hear  more  anon. 

VA  Councel  Tf.ble  brought  In  with  Chairs  and  Stools,  and 

placed  under  the  State.  Enter  Lord  Chancellour places 

||   hi  mf elf  at  the  upper  end  of  the  Table, on  the  left  hand: 
A  Seat  being  left  void  above  hiim, as  for  Canterburies 
Seat.  Dakj  of  Suffolk^,  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Surrey, 

if  Lord  Chamberlain,  Gardiner,  feat  themfelvet  In  Or- 
I  \  der  on  each  fide.  Cromwell  at  lower  end,  as  Secretary. 

Chan,  Speak  to  the  bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  ; 

||Why  are  we  met  in  Councel  ? 
Crom,  Pleafc  your  Honouis,  . 

The  chief  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury. 

Card.  Ha's  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? Crom.  Yfs. 

Norf.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Keep.  Without  my  Noble  Lords. 
I  Card.  Yes. 

Keep.  My  Lord  Arch bifhop  : 

And  ha's  done  half  an  hour  to  know  your  pleafurcs. 
Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 

Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 
Cranmer  approaches  the  Councel  Tabic, 

Chan.  My  good  Lord  Aichbifhop,  I'm  very  forry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  Chair  ftand  empty  :  But  we  all  are  men 
In  our  own  natures  frail, and  capable 
Of  our  flelh,  few  are  Angels  ;  out  of  which  frailty 
And  want  of  wifdome,  you  that  belt  fhould  teach  us, 

Have  mifdemean^d  your  felf,and  not  a  little  : 
Toward  the  King  fuft,  then  his  Lawes,  in  filling 
The  whole  Realm  ,  by  your  teaching  and  your  Chaplains 

(For  fo  we  ate  inform'd)  with  new  opinions, 
Divers  and  dangerous  ;  whichare  Hcrefies; 

And  not  reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious, 
'    Gard.  W'bich  Reformation  muft.be  fudden  too 
My  Noble  Lords,  for  thofe  that  tame  wild  Horfes, 

Pace 'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make'em  gentle  ; 
But  ftop  their  mouthes  with  ftnbborn  Bits  and  fpurre'em^ 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.  If  we  fu'ffcr 
Out  of  our  eafinefs  and  childifh  pitie 

\  To  one  man's  Honour,  this  contagious  ficknefs ; 
I  Farewell  all  Phyfick  :  and  what  follows  then  ? 

tj  Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
I  Of  the  whole  State  :  of  late  dayes  our  neighbours, 
i  The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnefs : 
\  Yet  frefhly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  Lords  ;  Hitherto, in  all  the  Progrefs 

I  Both  of  my  Life  and  Office,  I  have  labour'd, 
'And  with  no  little  ftudy,  that  my  teaching 

And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  Authority, 

Might  go  one  v\*3y,and  iaf c'y  ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  rodo  well  :  nor  is  there -living, 
(  I  fpeak  it  with  a  fingle  heart  my  Lords) 
A  man  that  moredetefts ,  more  ftirresagainft, 

Both  in  his  private  Confciencc,  and  his  place,' 
Defacersof  a  publick  Peace  then  I  do  : 

Pray  Heaven  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  lefs  Allegiance  in  it.  Men  thac  make 
Envy,  and  crooked  malice,  nourishment  ; 
Dare  bite  the  beft.  I  do  befecch  your  Lordlhips, 
That  in  this  cafe  of  Juftice,my  Accufers, 

Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  face  to  face. 
And  freely  in ge  againft  me. 

Suff.  Nay,  my  Lord, 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  Counfellor, 

And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dare  accul'e  you.  (ment, 
Gard.  My  Lord,  becaufe  we  have  bufinefs  of  more  rho- 

We  will  be  fhort  with  you.  Tis  his  Highnefs  plealure 
And  our  confent,  for  better  tryal  of  you , 

From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower, 
Where  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  fhall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 

More  then  ( I  fear  )  you  are  provided  for. 
Cran.  Ah  my  good  Lord  of  Winchester :  I  thank  you, 

You  are  alwayes  my  good  Friend,  if  your  will  pafs, 
I  fhall  both  find  your  Lordfhip,  Judge  and  Juror, 
You  arefomercifull.  I  fee  your  end, 

'Tis  my  undoing.  Love  and  meeknefs,Lord Become  a  Churchman  better  then  Ambition  ; 

Win  ftraying  Soules  withmodefty  again, 
Caft  none  away.  That  I  fhall  clear  my  felf, 
Lay  all  the  waight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  a  little  doubt  as  you  do  confeience^  . 

In  doing  daily  wrongs.  I  could  fay  more, 
But  reverence  to  your  calling,  makes  me  modeft. 

Gard.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  you  are  a  Sectary,, 

That's  the  plain  truth  ;  your  painted  glofs  difcovers 
To  men  thatunderftand  you,  words  and  wcaknefs. 

Crom.  My  Lord  of  wlnchefter,  y'are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  iharp  ;  Men  fo  .Noble, 
How  ever  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refpe<& 

For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty, 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gar  A.  Good  Mr.  Secretary, 

I  cry  your  Honour  mercy  ;  you  may  worft: 
Of  all  this  table  fay  fo. 

Crom.  Why  my  Lord  ? 
Gard.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  Favourer 

Of  this  new  Seel  ?  ye  are  not  found. 
Cro?n.  Not  found  ? 

Gard.  Not  found  I  fay. 

Crom.  Would  you.  were  half  fo  honeft : 

M°n's  prayers  then  would  feek  you  ,  not  their  fears. 
Gard,  I  fhall  remember  this  bold  Language. 
Crom.  Doe. 

Remember  your  bold  life  too^ 
Cham.  This  is  too  much. 

Forbear  for  fhame  my  Lords. 
Gard.  I  have  done. 
Crom.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you  my  Lord,  it  ftands  agreed 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices  :  that  forthwith, 

You  be  convey'd  to  th'Tower  a  Pi  itoner ; 
There  to  remain  till  the  Kings  further  pleafute 
Be  known  unto  us  ;  areycu  all  agreed  Lords. 

All) 
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All.  We  are. 

Gran.  Is  thae no  other  way  of  mercy, 

But  I  muft  needs  to  th'Towcr  my  Loidsf Gard.  What  other, 

Would  you  .expeft  ?  You  arc  ft  range  Iy  troublefome : 

Let  fome  o'th'Cuard  be  ready  there. 
Enter  the  Guard. 

£V<*».  For  me  ? 
Mult  1  go  like  a  Traitor  thither  f 

G.rd.  Receive  him, 

And  Ice  him  fafe  i'th'Tower. 
Cra».  Stay  good  my  Lords, 

I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.  Look  there  my  Lords, 
By  virtue  of  that  Ring,  I  take  my  cnufe 

Out  of  the  gtipes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  mod  Noble  Judge,  the  King  my  Mafter. 

Cha  n.  This  is  the  King's  Ring. 
Sur.  'TjS  no  counteifcit. 

Stiff.  'Tis his  right  Ring,  by  Heav'n:  I  told  ye  all, 
When  we  fi  ll  put  this  dangerous  (tone  a  roWIing, 

*  I"  would  fail  Upon  our  felycs. 
Nirf.  Do  you  think  my  Lords 

The  King  will  fuft'er  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham,  '  Tis  now  too  certain, 
How  much  more  is  his  Life  in  value  with  him  ? 

Would :I  were  fairly  outon't. 
Cram.  My  mind  gave  me, 

In  fceking  tales  and  Informations 

Againd  this  man,  whole  honcfty  the  Devil 
And  hisdifc  pies  only  envy  at, 
Ye  blew  the  me  that  burns  ye :  now  have  at  ye. 

Enter  King  frowning  on  them,  takes  his  Seat. 
Gard.  Dread  Soveraign. 

How  much  are  we  bound  to  Heaven, 

In  daily  thanks ;  that  gave  us  fuch  a  Prince  ; 
Not  only  good  and  wile,  but  molt  Religious : 
One  that  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  Church 

The  chief 'aime  of  his  Honour,  and  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  duty  of  our  dear  refpe£t, 
His  Royal  felf  in  Judgement  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her,  and  this  great  offender. 

King.  You  were  ever  good  at  fwdden  Commendations 
Bifliop  of  wlnchefler.    But  know  I  come  not 
To  hear  fuch  flattery  no  .v,  and  in  my  prefence, 
They  are  too  thin,  and  bafe  to  hide  offences, 
To  me  you  cannot  reach.  You  play  the  Spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me : 

But  whatfoe're  thou  tak'll  me  for ;  I'm  fure 
Thou  hall  a  cruel  Natin  e  and  a  bloudy. 

Good  man  fie  down  ■  New  let  me  fee  the  proudeft 
He,  that  dares  mod,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 

By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ftarve, 
Then  but  once  think  his  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  

King.  No  Sir,  it  doe's  not  pleafe  me, 
I  h.  d  thought,  I  had  had  men  of  fome  underftanding, 
And  wifedome  of  my  Counccl ;  but  I  find  none : 
W  is  it  difcretion  Lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man  (few  0f  you  deferve  the  title) 
This  honed  man,  wait  like  a  lowfie  Foot-boy 
Ar  Chamber  door  ?  and  one,  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this  >  Did  my  Commiffion 
5id  ye  fo  far  forget  your  felves  f  I  gave  ye 

~'ower,  as  he  was  a  Counfellour  to  try  him, 

Not  as  a  Groom :  there's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee, More  out  of  Ma  lice  then  Integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  mean, 
Which  ye  fhall  never  have  while  I  do  live. 

Cham.  Thus  far 

My  mod  dread  Soveraign,  may  it  'ike  your  Grace, 
To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.  What  was  purpos'd Concei  ning  his  Imprifonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  tryal, 

And  fair  purgation  to  the  woild  then  malice,' 
I'm  fure  in  me. 

K ing.  Well,  well  my  Lords  refpecT  him, 
I  ake  him,  and  ufc  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. i  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  Prince 
May  be  beholding  to  a  Subject ;  I 
Am  for  his  hve  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  £  doe,  but  all  embrace  him ; 
Be  friends  for  Iriame  my  Lords :  My  Lord  o{  Canterbury 
'  have  a  Suite  which  you  muft  not  deny  me. rhat  is, a  fair  young  Maid  that  yet  wants  Baptifme, 
Y'v.  muft  be  Godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her.  • 

Cran.  The  greateft  Monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
n  1  eh  an  honour:  how  may  I  deferve  it, 
Tlia  am  a  poor  and  humble  Subject  to  you  t 

King.  Come,come  my  Lord,  you'd  fpareyour  fpoons 
You  fhall  hive  two  Noble  Pawners  with  you:  the  ok 
Du.hefs  of  Norftlt,  and  Lady  Marquefs  of  Dorfet Will  thclc  pleafe  you  ? 

Once  more  my  Lord  of  Wlnchefler ,  I  charge  you Embrace, and  love  thisman. 
Gard.  With  a  true  heart, 

And  B»  others  love  I  do  it. 
Cran.  And  let  Heaven 

Witnefs  how  dear,  I  hold  this  Confirmation.  (heart 
King.  Good  Man  ,  thofe  joyfull  teares  ihew  thy  tru< The  common  voice  I  fee  is  vended. 

Of  thee,  wh;ch  fayes  thus  :  Do  my  Lord  of  Canterbury 
\  fhrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  fiend  for  ever. - 
Come  Lords,  we  b  ifle  time  away  :  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one  Lords,  one  remain  : 
So  I  grow  ftron  er,  you  more  H„nou,  gain.  Exeunt 

Scena  Tertian. 

Noife  and  Tumult  rvlthln:  Enter  Porter  and  his  man. 

'Port.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon  ye  Rafcals:do  you 
ake  the  Court  for  parilh  Garden  :  ye  rude  Slaves,  leave yourgnpmg. 

Within.  Good  Mr.  Porter  I  belong  to  th'Larder. 
Por.  Belomg  to  th'Gallows,  and  be  hang  d  ye  Rogue, 

Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  Fetch  me  a  dozen  Crab-tree 

daves,  and  drongones;  thefe  are  but  fwitches  to  'cm  : 
'le  fcratch  your  heads ;  you  mud  be  feeing  Chriftenings? 
Do  you  look  for  Ale , and  Cakes  here, you  rude  Raf- 

calls .? 

Man.  Pray  Sir  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much  impoflible, 
Unlefs  wc  fwept  them  from  the  door  with  Cannons, 

To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  deep 
On  May-day  Morning,  which  will  never  be  : 

We  may  as  well  puili  againft  Toule's  as  ftir  'em. 
Por.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? LMan. . 

I 
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567 CWan.  Alas  I  know  not,  how  gets  the  Tide  in  ? 
As  much  as  one  found  Cudgel  of  f  our  foot, 

(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  diftribute, 
,  I  made  no  fpare  Sir 

tvort.  You  did  nothing  Sir.  -  • 
Man,  I  am  notSampfon,nor  SirC^/,nor  Colebrand, 

I  To  mow'em  down  before,  mc  :  but  if  I  fpar'd  any 
That  had  a  head  to  hit  ,  either  young  or  old, 
He  or  fhe,  Cuckold  or  Cuckoldjnakcr  ; 

Let  me  ne're  hope  to  fee  a  Chine  a^airi, 
And  that  I  would  not  for  a  Cow,  God  fave  her, 

With.  Do  you  hear  ,  Mr. Porter? 
Port .  I  fhall  be  with  you  prefently,  good  Mr.  Puppy. 

Keep  the  door  clofeSirrha. 
Man.  What  would  you  have  mc  do  ? 
Por,  What  fhould  you  do^ 

But  knock. 'em  down  by  th'  dozens  ?  Is  this  Moor-fields 
to  mufter  in  ?  Or  have  we  fome  ftrange  Indian  with  the 
great  Toole ,  come  to  Courts  the  women  <o  befiege  us  ? 

Blefs  me  »  what  a  fry  of  Fonication  is  a;  the  door?  On  my 
Chriftian  Confcience  this  one  Chnftening  will  beget  a 

'By  th' he  Is, and  fuddenly :  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  Fines  for  ncglecT:  y 'are  lazy  knaves. 
And  here  ye  lye  baiting  of  Bombards,  when 
Ye  fhould  do  Service,  Harkc  the  Trumpets  found, 

Th'arecome  already  from  the  Chrifiening, 
Go  break  among  the  preafs,andfind  a  way  out 

To  let  the  troop  pafs fairly  ;  or  1'le  find 
A  Marfhalfey,  fhall  hold  ye  u  lay  thefe  two  Moneths. 

For,  Make  way  cheie  vfor  the  Princefs. 
Man.  You  great  fellow, 

Stand  dofe  up,  or  Tie  make  your  head  ake. 

Por.  You  I'th'Chatnblc'cgecupo'tlVraile, 

I'le  peck  you  o're  the  pales  elfe.  t  txeunt 

It 

thoufand  >  here  will  be  Father,  God -fa  ther ,'  and  all  to- 
gether. , 

Lfitan.  The  Spoons  will  be  the  bigger  Sir:  there  is  a 
fellow  fomewhat  near  the  door ,  he  fhould  be  a  B'  afier 

by  his  face,  for  o'  my  confcience  twenty  of  the  Dog- 
dayes  now  reign  in's  Nofe ;  all  that  ftand  about  hirn  are 
under  the  Line ,  they  need  no  other  penance :  that  Fire- 
Drake  did  I  hit  three  times  on  the  head  ,  and  three  times 

was  his  Nofe  difcharged  againft  me  ;  he  ftands  there 
like  a  Morter-piece  to  blow  us  up.  There  was  a  Hajbber- 

dafher's  Wife  of  fmall  Wit ,  near  him  ,thatrail'd  upon 
me,  till  her  pinck'd  porrenger  fell  off  her  head  ̂ for*  kin- 

dling fuch  a  combuftion  in  the  State.  I  mift.the  Meteor 
once,  and  hit  that  Woman,  who  ciycd  out  C!ubi}S,whcn  I 

might  fee  from  far,  fome  fourty Truncheons  d'avy  to 

her  fuccour,  which  were  the  hopeo'  th'  Strond  where^hc 
was  quartered  ;  they  fell  on ,  I  made  good  my  place ;  at 

length  they  came  to  th'  broorri-ftaff  to  rae  ,IVkfirde'em 
ftill ,  when  fuddenly  a  File  of  Boyes  behind  'em  ,  loofe 
fliot,  delivcr'd  fuch  a  fhowi  of  PibbleS ,  that  I  wis  fain  to 
draw  mine  Honour  in  ,  and  let'em  winne  the  Work  ,  the 
Devil  was  amongft  em  I  think  furely. 

Por.Thefe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  Play-houfe, 
and  fight  for  bitten  Apples,  that  no  Audience  but  the 
tribulation  of  Tower-Hill,  of  the  Limbs  of  Lime-Houfe^ 
their  dear  Brothers  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  fome  or 

'em  in  Limbo  Pat  runt ,  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance 
thefe  three  dayes ;  befides  the  running  Banquet  of  two 
Beadles,  that  is  to  come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain, 

L.  Cham.  Mercy  o'  me :  what  a  Multitude  are  here  ? 
They  grow  ftill  too;  from  all  Parts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  we  kept  a  Fair  here  ?  Where  are  thefe  Porters  ? 

Thefe  lazy  knaves  ?  Y'  have  made  a  fine  hand  fellows? 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in  :  arc  all  thefe 

Your  faithfull  friends  o'th'Subuibs  ?  We  ("hall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room  no  doubt,  left  for  the  Ladies, 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  Chrifiening  ? 

Por.  And't  pleafe  your  Honour, 
j  We  are  but  men,  and  what  fo  many  may  doe, 
I  Not  being  torn  a  pieces,  we  have  done : 

1  An  Army  cannot  rule  'em. 
Cham.  As  I  live  , 

J  If  the  King  blame  me  for't ;  I'le  lay  ye  all 

S cena  Quarta-j. 

Enter  Trumpets  founiing:Then  twuAlderme^L.Mayor) 
Garter, Cranmer,  Duke  of  Norfolkjwith  hifMafhall's 
Staf,  Duke  of  Sufolk^  two  Noble  men,  bearing  great 
ftanding  Bowls  for  the  Christening  Gifts:  Then  four 
Noble  men  bearing  a  Canopy ,  under  which  the  Du- 
cheji,  of  Norfolk^Cjpd-mother ,bearing  the  Child  rich, 
ly  habited  'in  a  Mantle  ,  &c.  Trainborne  by  a  Lady ) The  follows  the  Marchionef  ofDorJet,  the  other  God- 

mother,and  Ladies.  The  Troop  paft  onee  about  the 
Stage,  and  garter  fpeakj. 

Gart.  Heaven 

From  thy  endlefs  Goodnefs,  fend  profperous  lifey 
Longhand  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  Mighty Princefs  of  England,  Elizabeth. 

Flourifh.  Enter  King  and  Guard, 

Cran.And  to  your  Royal  Grace,  and  the  ̂ ood  Queen 

My  Noble  Partners,  and  my  felf  thus  pray  ° All  comfort,  joy  in  this  molt  gracious  Lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  Parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye.  ! 

King.  Thank  you  good  Lord  Areh-bifhop  ; What  is  her  Name  ? 
Cran.  Elizabeth. 
King.  Stand  up  Lord, 

With  this  Kifs,take  my  BleHkg  :  God  protect  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand,  I  give  thy  Life. 

Or  an.  <^Amen. 

King.  My  Noble  Goffips,y'have  been  too  Prodigal, [  thank  ye  heartily  :  So  fhall  this  Lady^ 
When  fhe  has  fo  much  Englijh. 

Cran.  Let  mc  fpeakSir, 

For  Heaven  now  bids  me ;  and  the  words  I  utter^. 

Let  none  think  Flattery  ;  for  they'll  find  'em  Truth. 
This  Royal  Infant,  Heaven  ftill  move  about  her, 
Though  in  her  Cradle  ;  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  Land  a  thoufand  thoufand  Bleffings, 
Which  time  fhall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  fhall  be, 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  Pattern  to  all  Princes  living  with  her, 
And  all  that  fhall  fucceed  :  Saba  was  never 

More  covetous  of  Wifdome,and  fair  Virtue 
Then  this  pure  Soul  fhall  be.  All  Princely  Graces 
That  mould  up  a  mighty  Piece  as  this  is, 
With  alt  the  Virtues  that  attend  the  Good, 
Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.  Truth  fhall  Nitrfe  her, 

Holy, 
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Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  ftiM  Counfcl  her  : 

She  Hull  bclov'd  and  fear'd.  Her  own  fhall  blefs  her ; 
Her  Foes  fhakc  like  a  Field  of  beaten  Corn, 

And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow  : 

Good  growes  with  her. 

In  her  dayes,  Every  Man  ("hall  cat  in  fafctyy 
Under  his  own  Vine  what  he  pla'nts;  and  ting 

The  merry  Son^s  of  Peace  to  all  his  Neighbours. 

God  fhall  be  truly  known,  and  thofe  about  her,  I 

From  her  fhall  read  the  perfect  way  of  honour , 

And  by  thofe  claim  their  Grcatnefs;  not  by  Bloud. 

Nor  (hall  this  peace  deep  with  her :  But  as  whert  . 

The  Bird  of  Wonder  dyes,  the  Maiden  PhcsnjX', 
Her  allies  new  create  another  heir , 

As  great  in  admiration  as  her  felf. 

So  lliall  flic  leave  her  Blefled  net's  to  One, 
(When  Heaven  {Hall  ca  M  her  from  this  cloud  of  darknefs) 

Who,  from  the  facred  AJfhes  of  her  honour  

Shall  Star-hke  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  the  was , 

And  fo  ftand  fix'd.  Peace,  Plenty,  Love,  Truth,  Terrour, 
That  were  the  Servants  to  this  chofen  Infant, 

Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  Vine  grow  to  him  ;  - 

Where  ever  the  bright  Sun  of  heaven  fhall  fhine,^v 
His  honour,  and  the  grennefs  of  his  name, 

Shall  be,  and  make  new  Nations,  He  thall  flotirifh 

And  like  a  Mountain  Cedar,  reach  hisbranches, 

To  all  the  Plains  about  him  :  Our  Children's  Children 
Shall  fee  this,,  and  blefs  Heaven. 

King,  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders. 
Cran.  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 

An  aged  Princefs  ;  many  dayes  fhall  fee  her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  Crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more  :  But  the  muft  dye, 
She  muft,  the  Saints  muft  have  her ;  yet  a  Virgin, 
A  molt  unfpottcd  Lilly  fliall  fhe pats 
To  th'ground,and  all  the  world  thall  mourn  her. 

King,  O  Lord  Archbifhop 

Thou  haft  'made  me  now  a  man :  never ,  before 
This  happy  Child,  did  I  get  any  thing. 
This  Oracle  of  comfort  ̂   has  fo  pleased  me, 
That  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  fhall  defire 

To  Fee  wha't  this  child  does,  and  praifc  my  Maker, 
I  thank  ye  all.  To  you  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 

And  you  good  Brethren,  lam  much  beholding : 
I  have  receiv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  fhall  find  methankfull.  Lead  the  way  Lords, 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  fhe  muft  thanlt  ye. 
She  will  be  tick  elfe.  This  day,  no  man  think 

'Has  bufinefs  at  his  houfc ;  for  all  fliall  ftay  : 
This  little-One  fhall  make  it  Holy-day .  Sxemt. 

The  Epilogue. 

'Hp/>  ten  to  one,  this  flay  can  never  pleafe 
JL  AH  that  are  here :  Some  come  to  take  their  e<tfe, 

jind  Jleep  out  an  Atl  or  two  ;  but  thofe  wefeare  l/~ 

fV'have  affrighted  with  our  Trumpets  :  fo  'tis  clear, 
They 11  fay  it's  naught.  Others  to  hear  the  City 
Abusd  extremely,  and  to  cry  that's  witty, 
which  we  have  not  done  neither  j  that  I  fern 

■  \, 

All  the  expeBedgood  w'are  like  to  hear, 
For  this  Play  at  this  time,  it  only  in 
The  mercifull  tonftrutlion  of  good  fVomen\ 

Tor  fuch  a  one  we  (hew' d' em  :  If  they  fmile, 
And  fay  'twill  doe  ;  /  kjtow  within  a  while, 

All  the  befi  men  art  ours ;  for  'tis  ill  hap, 

If  they  hold,  -when  their  Ladies  bid  'em  dap. 

FINIS. 



ROLOGU 

I5\^  Troy  there  lies  the  Saene :  from  lies  of  Greece 

The  ̂ Princes  Or gillous ,  their  high  blood,  chaf'd  > 

HaDeto  the*~Port  of  Athens  [eni  their  Jhips 
Fraught  with  the  minifers  andmflruments 

Of  cruel  Warr :  Sixty  and  nine  that  wore 

Their  Crownets  T{egalj  from  ih' Athenian  Bay 

Put  forth  toward  Phrygia,  and  their  Dow  is  made 

To  ran[ac\  Troy,  within  whoje  jirong  Immures 

The  ravijb'd  Helen.,  Menelaus  Queen t 

With  wanton  Paris  jleeps ,  andthaVs  the  Quarrel. 

To  Tcnedos  they  come, 

And  the  deep-drawing  Barkj  do  there  dif gorge 

Their  Warlike  frautage  :  now  on  Dardan  ̂ Plains 
The  frefh  and  yet  unbruijed  Greeks  do  pitch 

Their  brave  'PaDillions.  Priams  fix-gated City  , 
Dardan,  aw^Timbria,  Helias,,  Chetas,,  Troien, 

sAnd  Antenonidus  with  maffy  Staples 

And  correfponftve  and  fulfil  ling  Bolts 

Stirrup  the  Sons  of  Troy. 

Now  Expectation  tickling  skitt  'tfb  fpirits. 
On  one  and  other  fide,  Troianand  Greef^} 

Sets  all  on  hazard.  And  hither  am  I  come ̂  

A  'Prologue  arm' d,  but  not  in  confidence 

Of  Authors  pen,  or  Aflors  Voice  ;  but  fuited 

In  like  conditions,  as  our  Argument ; 

To  tell  you  (fair  ̂Beholders  )  that  our  *Play 
heaps  ore  the  Daunt  and  firstlings  of  thofe  broils^ 

'Beginning  in  the  middle  :  ftarting  thence  away. 

To  what  may  be  digefied  in  a'Playi 

Likf9  or  find  fault3  do as  your pleafures  are, 

Now  good,  or  bad>  'tis  but  the  chance  of  Warn 

Bbb 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF 

Troilus  and  Crefsida, 

<iA Bus  Trimus.  Sctena  Trima. 

Enter  Pandarw  and  Troiltts. 

Troilus. 

i  All  here  myVarlet,  He  unarm  again. 

-  '-Why  fhould  I  warr  without  the  walls  of  Troy 
[That  find  fuch  cruel  battel  here  within  ? 
Each  Troianthat  is  matter  of  his  heart* 

Let  him  to  field,  Troilus  alas  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  geer  ne'r  be  mended  ?.       (  ftrengtb, 

Troi.  The  Greeks  are  ftrong,  and  skilful  to  their 1 
Feirce  to  their  skill,  and  to  their  feircenefs  Valiant  • 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman!?  tear : 

Tamer  than  fleep,  fonder  than  ignorance  ; 
Lefs  valiant  than  the  Virgin  in  the  night, 

And  skillefs  as  unpracVis'd  infancy. 
Pa».  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  :  For  my 

part,  lie  not  meddle  nor  make  no  farther.  He  that  will 
have  a  Cake  out  of  the  Wheat ,  mult  needs  tarry  the 
grinding. 

Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  I  the  grinding;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  boulting. 
Troi.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  I  the  bouking;  but  you  muft  tarry  the  leav'ning. Troi.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  I,  to  the  leavening:  but  heresyet  in  the  word 
hereafter,  the  Kneading  ,  the  making  of  the  Cake  ,  the 
heating  of  the  Oven,  and  the  Baking;  nay,  you  muft  ftay 
the  cooling  too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Troi.  Patience  herfelf,  what  Goddefs  ere  Die  be, 
Doth  lefler  blench  at  fufferance,  than  I  do  : 
At  P Hants  Royal  Table  I  fit ; 
And  when  fair  Creflid  comes  into  my  thoughts, 

So  (Traitor)  then  fhe  comes,  when  ihe  is  thence—* 
Pan.  Well : 

She  look'd  yefternight  fairer  ,  than  ever  I  faw  her  look, 
Or  any  woman  elfe.  4 

Troi.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,  when  my  heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  figh,  would  rive  in  twain, 
Left  Hettor,  or  my  father  fhould  perceive  me : 

I  have  (  as  when  the  Sun  doth  light  a-fcorn  ) 
Buried  this  figh,  in  wrinkle  of  afmile  : 

But  forrow,  that  is  couch'dinfeeminggladnefs, 
Is  like  that  mirth,  Fate  turns  to  fudden  fadnefs. 

Pan.  And  her  hair  were  not  fomewhat  darker  than 

Helens,  well  go  to,  there  were  no  more  comparifon  be- 
tween the  Women.  But  for  my  part  {Be  is  my  Kinfwo- 

man,  I  would  not(as  they  tearm  it)praife  it,but  I  would 

fome-body  had  heard  her  talk  yefterday  as  I  did :  I  will  I 

not  difpraife  your  fifter  Cajfandra's  wit,  but  
Troi.  O  Pandarus !  I  tell  thee  Pandartts  • 

When  I  do  tell  thee,  there  my  hopes  lye  drown'd: 
Reply  not  in  how  many  Fadomes  deep 

They  lye  indrench'd.  I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
in  Crejfids  love.  Thou  anfwer'ft  flic  is  Fair, 
Powr'ft  in  the  open  Ulcer  of  my  hearr, 
Her  Eyes,  her  Hair,  her  Cheek,  her  Gate, her  Voice  , 
Handleft  in  thy  difcourfe.  O  that  her  Hand 
( In  whofe  comparifon,  all  whites  are  Ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach  )  to  whofe  foft  feizure, 
The  Cignets  Down  is  harfh,  and  fpirit  of  Senfe 
Hard  as  the  Palm  of  Ploughman.  This  thouteirftme; 

As  true  thou  tell'ft  me,  when  I  fay  I  love  her : 
But  faying  thus,inftead  of  Oyl  and  Balm, 

Thou  lai'ft  in  every  gafh  that  love  hath  given  me, 
The  Knife  that  made  it. 

Pan.  I  fpeak  no  more  than  truth. 

Troi.  Thou  do'ft  not  fpeak  fo  much. 

Pan.  Faith,  He  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be  as  fhe  is, 
if  fhe  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her:  and  fhe  be  not,  (he 
ha's  the  mends  in  her  own  hands. 

Troi.  Good  Pandarus;  How  now  Pandarjts? 
Pan.  I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel,  ill  thought 

on  of  her,  and  ill  thought  on  of  you:  Gone  between  and 
between,  but  fmall  thanks  for  my  labour. 

Troi,  What  art  thou  angry  Pandartts}  what  with  me 

Pan.  Becaufe  the  is  Kin  to  me  ,  therefore  (he's  not 
fo  fair  as  Helen,  and  fhe  were  not  Kin  to  me,  fhe  would 

be  as  fair  on  Friday  ,  as  Helen  is  on  Sunday.  But  what 

care  I?  I  care  not  and  fhe  were  a  Black-a-Moor ,  'tis one  to  me. 

T rot.  Say  I  fiie  is  not  fair  ? 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no.  She's 
Fool  to  ftay  behind  her  Father :  Let  her  to  the  Greeks, 
and  fo  He  tell  her  the  next  time  I  fee  her :  for  my  part, 

He  meddle  nor  make  no  more  i'th'  matter. 
T roi.  Pandarus  > 
Pan.  Not  I. 

Troi.  Sweet  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Pray  you  fpeak  no  more  to  me,  I  will  leave  all 

as  I  found  it,  and  there's  an  end  Exit  Pattd. Sound  Alarum 

TVoi.Peace  you  ungraciousClamors,peace  rude  founds, 
Fools  on  both  fides,  Helen  muft  needs  be  fair, 

When  with  your  blood,  you  daily  paint  her  thus. 
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I  cannot  fight  upon  this  Argument : 

It  is  too  ftarv'd  a  fubjecHor  my  Sword, 

But  Pandarm  •'  O  gods .'  How  do  you  plague  me  ? 
I  cannot  come  to  Crejjid  but  by  Panda? 9 

And  he's  as  teachy  to  be  woo'd  to  woe, 
As  fhe  is  ftubborn,  chaft,  againft  all  fute. 

Tell  me  Apollo  for  thy  Daphnes  Love 
VlhatCrcJjid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we  : 
Her  bed  is  InLa  ,  there  fhe  lyes,  a  Pearl, 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  fhe  relides 

Let  it  be  call'd  the  mild  and  wandring  flood  , 

Our  felt" the  Merchant,  and  this  fayling  Pandar? 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoy  and  our  Bark. 

Alarum.  Enter  u£neaf. 
JEnt.  How  now  Prince  Troilus  ? 

Wherefore  not  afield  ? 

Troi.  Becaufe  not  there  ;  this  womans  anlwer  forts, 
For  woraaniih  it  is  to  be  from  thence  : 

What  news  <JEneas  from  the  field  to  day  ? 
^Sne..  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 

Trol.  By  whom  <s£neas  ? 

-  tA^nc.  Troilus  by  Mene'aus. 
Troi.  Let  Paris  bleed,  'tis  but  a  fear  tofcorn. 

Paru  is  °or'd  with  Menelaus  horn. 
Alarum. 

■  zAZne.  Heark  what  good  fport  is  out  of  town  to  day. 
T roi.  Better  at  home,  if  would  I  might  were  may; 

But  to  the  fporr  abroad,  are  you  bound  thither  ? 
v&ne.  In  all  fwift  haft: 

T roi.  Come  go  we  then  together.  Extant . 
Enter  £rejfid  and  her  man. 

I  Cre.  Who  were  thofe  went  by  ? 
I  Men.  Queen  Hecuba  and  Helen. 

Cre.  And  whither  go  they  ? 
Man.  Up  to  the  Eaftern  Tower, 

Whofe  height  commands  as  fubjeel  ill  the  vale, 
To  fee  the  battel ;  HeEior  whofe  patience, 

Is  as  a  Virtue  fixt,  to  day  was  mov'd  : 
He  chides  Andromache^  and.ftrook  his  Armorer, 
And  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  Warr 
Before  the  Sun  rofe,  he  was  harneft  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he  ;  where  every  flower 
Did  as  a  Prophet  weep  what  itforefaw, 
In  Hetlor  s  wrath. 

Je!  Cre.  What  was  his  caufe  of  anger  ? 
V.  Man.  The  noife  goes  this ; 
There  is  among  the  Greeks, 
A  Lord  of  Troian  blood,  Nephew  to  Hetlor. 
They  call  him  Ajax. 

Cre.  Good  ;  and  what  of  him  ? 

Man,  They  fay  he  is  a  very  man  per /<?  and  ftands  alone 
Cre.  So  do  all  men  ,  unlefs  they  are  drunk ,  fick  ,  or 

have  no  legs. 

Mn.  This  man  ,Lady, hath  robb'd  many  beafts  of  their 
particular  additions,he  is  as  valiant  as  the  Lion,  churlifh 
as  the  Bear ,  flow  as  the  Elephant :  a  man  into  whom 
nature  hath  fo  crowded  humors,  that  his  valour  is  crufht 

into  folly ,  his  folly  fauced  with  discretion  :  there  is  no 

man  hath  a  virtue,  that  he  hath  not  a  glimpfe  of,  nor  a- 
ny  man  an  attaint  ,  but  he  carries  fome  ftain  of  it.  He  is 

melancholy  without  caufe,and  merry  againft  the  hair,  he 

hath  the  joyncs  of  every  thing ,  but  every  thing  fo  out 
of  joynt,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Briareus ,  many  hands  and 
no  ufe;  or  purblinded  Argus,  all  eyes  and  no  fight. 

Cre .  But  how  fhould  this  man  that  makes  me  fmile , 
make  Hetlor  angry  ? 

Man.  They  fay  he  yefterday  cop'd  Hetlor  in  the  bat- 

tel and  ftrook  him  down,  the  difdain  and  fhame  where- 
of, hath  ever  fince  kept  Hetlor  faftingand  waking. 

Enter  Pandarus, 
Cre.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Man.  Madam,  your  Uncle  Pandoras. 
Cre.  Hetlor  s  a  gallant  man. 

Man.  As  may  be  in  the  world  Lady. 

Pan.  What's  that  ?  what's  that  ? 
Cre.  Good  morrow  Uncle  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Good  morrow  Cozen  Crejfid  :  what  do  you  talk 
of  ?  good  morrow  Alexander:  how  do  you  Cozen?  when 
were  you  at  Ilium  ? 

Cre.  This  morning  Uncle. 

Pan,  What  were  you  talking  of  when  I  came  ?  Was 

Hetlor  zvm'd  and  gone  ere  ye  came  to  Ilium?  Helen  was 
not  up?  was  fhe  ? 

Cre.  Hetlor  w,*S  gone,  but  Helen  was  not  up. 
Pan.  E'nefo;  Hetlor  was  ftirring  early. 
Cre.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his  anger. Pan,  Was  he  angry  ? 

Cre .  so  he  fayes  here. 

Pan.  True  he  was  fo;  I  know  the  caufe  too,  he'l  lay 
about  him  to  day  I  can  tell  them  that,and  there's  Troilus 
will  not  come  farr  behind  him ,  let  them  take  heed  of 
Troilus ;  I  can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cre,  What  is  he  angry  too  ? 
Pan.  Who  Troilus  ? 

Troilus  is  the  better  man  of  the  two. 

Cre.  Oh  Jupiter;  there's  no  comparifon. 
Pan.  What  not  between  Troilus  and  Hetlor  }  do  you 

know  a  man  if  you  fee  him  ? 
Cre.  I,  if  I  ever  faw  him  before  and  knew  him. 

Pan.  Well  I  fay  Troilus  is  Troilus, 
Cre.  Then  you  fay  as  I  fay, 

For  I  am  fure  he  is  not  Hetlor. 

Pan.  No,  nor  Hetlor  is  not  Troilus  in  fome  degree &, 

Cre.  'Tis  juft,  to  each  of  them  he  is  himfelf. 
Pan.  Himfelf  ?  alas  poor  Troilus  I  would  he  were, 
Cre.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  Condition  I  had  gone  bare-foot  to  India. 
Cre.  He  is  not  Hetlor. 

Pan.  Himfelf?  no?  he's  not  himfelf ,  would  a  were 
himfelf;  well,  the  gods  are  above,  time  muft  friend  or 

end-  well  Tra'/^well,  I  would  my  heart  were  in  her  bo- 
dy ;  no,  Hetlor  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilus. 
Cre.  Excufe  me. 
Pan.  He  is  elder. 

Cre.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 

Pan.  Th'others  not  come  too'cyou  fhall  tell  me  ano- 
ther tale  vvhea  th'others  come  too't :  Hetlor  (hall  noc 

have  his  will  this  year. 
Cre.  He  fhall  not  need  it  if  he  have  his  own. 

Pan.  Nor  his  qualities. 
Cre.  No  matter. 

Pan.  Nor  his  beauty. 

Cre.  'Twould  not  become  him,hisown's  better. 
Pan.  You  have  no  judgement  Neece ;  Helen  her  felf 

fvvore  th'other  day,that  Troilus  for  a  brown  favour  (  for 
fo  'tis  Lmuftconfefs  )  not  brown  neither. 

Cre.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  Faith  to  fay  truth, brown  and  not  brown 

Cre.  To  fay  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 

Pan.  She  prais'dhis  complexion  above  Paris, 
Cre.  Why  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan.  So  he  has.  , 

Cre,  Then  Tmlas  fhould  have  too  much,if  fhe  prais'd 
Bbbx  him 
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lim  above,  his  complexion  is  higher  than  his,  he  having 
colour  enough,  and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a 

:>raife  for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as  lieve  Helens  gol- 
den tongue  had  commended  Treilus  for  a  copper  nole. 

Pan.  I  fwenr  to  you, 
I  think  Helen  loves  him  better  than  Paris. 

Cre.  Then  fhe's  a  merry  Greek  indeed. 
T^w.Nay  I  am  fure  fhe  does,fhe  came  to  him  th'other 

day  into  the  compaft  window,  and  you  know  he  has  not 

part  three  or  four  hairs  on  his  chin. 
tret  Indeed  a  Tapfters  Arirhmetique  may  foon  bring 

his  particulars  therein,  to  a  total. 
Pand.  Why  he  is  very  young,  and  yet  will  he  within 

three  pound  lift  as  much  as  his  brother  Hettor* 
Cre.  Is  he  fo  young  a  man,  and  fo  old  a  lifter  ? 
Pan.  But  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves  him  ,  fhe 

came  and  puts  me  her  white  hand  to  his  cloven  chin. 

Cre.  Jmo  have  mercy,  how  came  it  cloven  .? 

Pan.  Why,  you  know  'tis  dimpled, 
I  think  his  fmiling  becomes  him  better  than  any  man  in 
all  Phrigia. 

Cre.  Oh  he  fmiles  valiantly. 
Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cre.  Oh  yes,  and  'twere  a  clow'd  in  Autumn. 
Pan.  Why  go  to  then,  but  to  prove  to  you  that  Hellen 

loves  Troilus. 
Cre.  Troilus  will  ftand  to  the 

Proof,  if  you'l  prove  it  fo. 
Pan,  Troilmi  why  he  efteems  her  no  more  than  I  e- 

fteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cre.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as  you  love  an 

idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens  i'th'fhell. 
Pan.  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  think  how  fhe  tick- 

led his  chin,indeed  fhe  has  a  marvel's  white  hand  I  mull 
needs  confefs. 

Cre.  Without  the  rack. 

Pan.  And  fhe  takes  upon  her  to  fpye  a  white  hair  on 
his  chin. 

Cre.  Alas  poor  chin  ?  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
Pand.  But  there  was  fuch  laughing ,  Queen  Hecuba 

laught  that  her  eyes  run  ore. 
Cre.  With  Milftones. 

Pan.  And  Cajfanira  laught. 
Cre.  But  there  was  more  temperate  fire  under  the  pot 

of  her  eyes  :  did  her  eyes  run  ore  too  ? 
Pan.  And  Hetlor  laught. 
Cre.  At  what  was  all  this  laughing  ? 
Pand.  Marry  at  the  white  hair  that  Hellen  fpied  on 

Troilus  chin. 

Cre.  And  'thad  been  a  green  hair,  I  fhould  have 
laught too. 

Pand.  They  laught  not  fo  much  at  the  hair ,  as  at  his 
pretty  anfwer. 

Cre.  What  was  his  anfwer  > 

Pan.  Quoth  fhe ,  here's  but  two  and  fifty  hairs  on 
your  chin;  and  one  of  them  is  white. 

Cre.  This  is  herqueftion. 

Pand.  That's  true,  make  no  queftion  of  that :  two  and 
fifty.hairsquorhhe,and one  white,  that  white  hair  is 
my  Father,  and  all  the  reft  are  his  Sons.  Jupter  quoth 
fhe  >  which  of  thefe  hairs  is  Pans  my  husband  .?  The 

forked  one  quoth  he,  pluck't  out  and  give  it  him-.but  there 
was  fuch  laughing ,  and  Helen  fo  blufht ,  and  Parit  fo 
chaft,  and  all  the  reft  fo  laught,  that  it  part. 

Cre.  So  let  it  now, 
For  it  has  been  a  great  while  going  by. 

Pan.  Well  Cozen, 

I  told  you  a  thing  yefterday,  think  on't. 
Cre.  Soldo. 

Pand.  lie  be  fworn  'tis  true ,  he  will  weep  you  an 

'twere  a  man  born  in  April.  Sound  a  retreat. 

Cre.  And  lie  fpring  up  in  his  tears,  an'twere  a  nettle 
againft  May. 

Pan.  Hark  they  are  commingfrom  the  field,  fhall  we 
ftand  up  here  and  fee  them,  as  they  pafs  toward  Ilium  ? 

good  Neece  do,  fweet  Neece  C  rejfida. 
Cre.  At  your  pleafure. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place ,  here  we 
may  fee  moft  bravely , He  tell  you  them  all  by  their  names, 

as  they  pafs  by,  but  mark  Troilus  above  the  reft. 
Enter  zAZneas. 

C re.  Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Pan.  That's  <JEneasj&  not  that  a  brave  man?  he's  one 
of  the  flowers  of  Troy  I  can  tell  you,  but  mark  Iroilus , ' 
you  fhall  fee  anon. 

Cre.  Who's  that  f  Enter  Antenor. 
Pan.  That's  Antenor he  has  a  fhrew'd  wit  I  can  tell 

you,  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  ,  he's  one  o'th'  foun- 
ded judgment  in  Troy  whofoever,,  and  a  proper  man  of 

perfon:  when  comes  Troiltu}  He  fhew  you  Troilus  anon, 

if  he  fee  me  ,you  fhall  fee  him  nod  at  me. 
Cre.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  ? 
Pan.  You  fhall  fee. 

Cre .  If  he  do,  the  rich  fhall  have  more. 
Enter  Hettor. 

Pan.  That's  Hettor,  that,  that,  look  you,  that  there's  a 
fellow.  Go  thy  way  Hettor,  there's  a  brave  man  Neece, 
O  brave  Hettor !  Look  how  he  looks .?  there's  a  counte- 

nance; is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 

Cre.  O  brave  man .' 
Pan.  Is  a  not  ?  It  does  a  mans  heart  good ,  look  you 

what  hacks  are  on  his  Helmet ,  look  you  yonder ,  do 

you  fee?  Look  you  there?  There's  no  jefting,  laying  on, 
tak'toff  who  will,  as  they  fay,  there  be  hacks. 

Cre.  Be  thofe  with  fwords  ? 
Enter  Paris. 

Pan.  Swords,  any  thing  he  cares  not,  and  the  Devil 

come  to  him,  it's  all  one,  by  Godslid  it  does  ones  heart 
good.  Yonder  comes  Paris,  yonder  comes  Pari*  :  look 

yeyonderNeece,is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,is't  not?Why 
this  is  brave  now  :  who  faidhe  came  hurt  home  to  day? 

He's  not  hurt ,  why  this  will  do  Helens  heart  good 
now ,  ha?  Would  1  could  fee  T roilus  now,  you  fhall  fee 
Troilus  anon. 

Cre.  Whofe  that .? 
Enter  Helenus. 

Pan.  That's  Hellenus,!  marvel  where  Troilus  is,  that's; 
Helenus ,  I  think  he  went  not  forth  to  day  :  that's  KH 
lenus. 

Cre.  Can  Helenus  fight  Uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helentu  no  :  yes  he'l  fight  indifferent  well,  I 
marvel  where  Troilus  is ;  hark,  do  you  not  hear  the 

people  cry  Troilus  ?  Helenus  is  a  Prieft. 
Cre.  What  fneakingfellcw  comes  yonder  ? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  Where?  Yonder?  That's  Deifhobus.  'Tis  Trot- 
/«j .'There's  a  man  Neece?hem3  Brave  Troilus  the  Prince of  Chivalry. 

Cre.  Peace,  for  fhame  peace. 

Pand.  Mark  him,  note  him  :  O  brave  Troilus  -.  look 

well  upon  him  Neece,  look  you  how  his  Sword  is  blou- 
died,  and  his  Helm  more  hackt  ihm  Hettors^nd  how  he looks 
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looks,  and  how  he  goes ,  O  admirable  youth!  he  ne'r faw  three  and  twenty.  Goe  thy  way  Troilus ,  g<5  thy 

way,had  I  a  fifter  were  a  Grace,or  a  daughter  a  Goddefs, 
he  fhould  take  his  choice.  O  admirable  man  !  Paris  ? 
Parisls  durt  to  him,  and  I  warrant,  Hellen  to  change , 

would  give  money  to  boot. 

Enter  common  Swldiers. 

Cre.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Affes,  fools,  dolts ,  chaff  and  bran ,  chaff  and 

bran-,  porridge  after  meat.  I  could  live  and  dye  i'th'  eyes 
of  Troilus.  Ne'r  look  ,  ne'rlook  ;  the  Eagles  are  gone, 
Crows  and  Daws^,  Grows  and  Daws :  I  had  rather  be 
fuch  a  man  as  T mlus,  then  Agamemnon,  and  all  Greece. 

Cre(.  There  is  among  the  Greeks  Achilles  ,  a  better 
man  than  Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles •>  a  Dray-man,  a  Porter,  a  very  Camel. 
Cre.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well?  Why  have  you  any  difcretion?  have 

you  any  eyes?  Do  you  know  what  a  man  is?  Is  not  birth, 

beauty,  good  fhape,  difcourfe,  manhood,  learning,  gen- 
tlenefs,  virtue,  youth,  liberality ,and  fo  forth,  the  Spice, 
and  fait  that  fcafons  a  man  ? 

Cre  J,a  minc'd  man, and  then  to  be  bak'd  with  no  Date 
in  the  pye,  for  then  the  mans  dates  out. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another  woman,  one  knows  not 
at  what  ward  you  lie. 

Cref.  Upon  my  back ,  to  defend  my  belly ;  upon  my 
wit,  to  defend  my  wiles ;  upon  my  fecrecie,  to  defend 
mine  honefty;  my  Mask,  to  defend  my  beauty,  and  you 
to  defend  all  tfrefe:  and  at  all  thefe  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thou- 
ftnd  watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cre.  Nay  He  watch  you  for  that ,  and  that's  one  of 
the  chiefeft  of  them  too;  if  I  cannot  ward  what  I  would 

not  have  hit,  I  can  watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the 
blow  ,  unlcfs  it  fwell  paft  hiding,  and  then  is  paft 
watching. 

Enter  Boy. 

Pan.  You  are  fuch  another. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  inftantlyVpeak  with  you. 
Pan.  Where  ? 

Boy.  At  your  own  houfe. 
Pan.  Good  Boy  tell  him  I  come,  I  doubt  he  be  hurt. 

Fare  ye  well  good  Neece. 
Cref.  Adieu  Unkle. 

Pan.  He  be  with  you  Neece  by  and  by. 
Cref.  To  bring  Unkle. 
Pan.  I,  a  token  from  Troths. 

Cref.  By  the  fame  token,  you  are  a  Bawd.  Exit  Pand. 
Words,  vows,  gifts,  tears,  and  loves  full  facrifice, 
He  offers  in  anothers  enterprife  : 
But  more  in  Troilus  thoufand  fold  I  fee, 

Than  in  the  glafs  of  Pandar's  praife  may  be; 
Yet  hold  I  off.  Women  are  Angels  wooing, 
Things  won  are  done,  the  fouls  joy  lyes  in  doing  : 

That  fhe  belov'd,  knows  nought,  that  knows  not  this: 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd,  more  than  it  is. 
That  fhe  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  go  fo  fweet,  as  when  defire  did  fue : 
Therefore  this  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach; 

4<  Atchievment,  is  command  :  ungain'd ,befeech. 
That  though  my  hearts  Contents  firm  love  doth  bear, 
Nothing  of  that  fhall  from  mine  eyes  appear.  Exit. 

Sonet.  Enter  Agamemnon,  Niflory  tllyjfes,  Diomt-  " 
des}  Memlaus,  with  others. 

Agam.  Princes  : 
What  grief  hath  fet  the  Jauridies  on  your  cheeks  # 
The  ample  proportion  that  hopes  makes 
In  all  defigns,  begun  on  Earth  below 
Fails  in  the  promift  largeriefs :  checks  and  difafters 

Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  higheft  rear'd. 
As  knots  by  the  conflux  of  meeting  fap, 
Infect  the  found  Pine,?.nd  diverts  his  Grain 
Tortive  and  errant  from  his  courfe  of  growth. 
Nor  Princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us, 
That  we  come  fhort  of  our  fuppofe  fo  farr, 
That  after  feven  years  fiegej  yet  T roy  walls  ftand, 

Sith  every  action  that  hath  gone  before,  ^ 
Whereof  we  have  Record,  tryal  did  draw 

Bias  and  thwart,  not  anfwering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 

That  gave't  furmifed  fhape.  Why  then  (  you  Princes  ) 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abafh'd, behold  our  works, 
And  think  them  fhame,  which  are  ( indeed  )  nought  elfe 
But  the  protra&ive  trials  of  great  Jove,  \ 

To  find  perfiftive  conftancy  in  men  ? 
The  finenefs  of  which  Metal  is  not  found 

In  Fortunes  love  :  for  then,  the  Bold  and  Coward, 
The  Wife  and  Fool,  the  Artift  andun-re  d, 

The  hard  and  foft,  feem  all  affin'd,  and  kin. 
But  in  the  Wind  and  Tempeft  of  her  frown, 
Diftin&ion  with  a  loud  and  powerful  fan, 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  iw.iy; 
And  what  hath  mafs,  or  matter  by  it  felf, 
Lies  rich  in  Virtue,  and  unmingied. 

Neft.  With  due  obfervance  of  thy  godly  feat, 

Great  Agamemnon,  Nejlor  ftiall  apply 

Thy  lateft  words. 
In  the  reproof  of  Chance, 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men  :  The  Sea  being  fmooth, 
How  many  fhallow  bauble  Boats  dare  fail 
Upon  her  patient  breaft,  making  their  way 
With  thofe  of  noble  bulk  ? 

But  let  the  Ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 

The  gentle  Thetisy  and  anon  behold 

The  ftrong  ribb'd  Bark,  through  liquid  mountains  cuts 
Bounding  between  the  two  moift  Elements 

Like  Perfeus  Horfe.  Where's  then  the  fawcy  Boat, 
Whofe  weak  untimber'd  fides  but  even  now 

Co-rival'd  Greatnefs  ?  Either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  Toft  for  Neptune.  Even  fo, 
Doth  valours  fhew,  and  valours  worth  divide 

In  ftorms  of  Fortur.e. 
For,  in  her  ray  and  brightnefs, 
The  Herd  hath  more  annoyance  by  the  Brize 

ThanbytheTyger :  But,  wherrthe  fplitting  wmd 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  Oaks, 
And  flyes  fled  under  fhade,  why  then 
The  thing  of  Courage, 

As  rowz'd  with  rage,  with  rage  doth  fympathize, 
And  with  an  accent  tun'd  infelf-famekey, 
Retires  to  chiding  Fortune. 

Vlyf.  Agamemnon. 
Thou  great  Commander,  Nerve,  and  Bone  of  Greece* 
Heart  of  our  Numbers,  foul,  and  only  fpirit, 
In  whom  t  he  tempers,  and  the  minds  of  all 
Should  be  fhut  up  •  Hear  what  Vlyftes  fpeaks, 

Befides  th'applaufe  and  approbation 
The  which  ( moft  mighty  )  for  thy  place  and  may, 

Bbb  3  And 
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And  chou  moft  reverend  for  thy  ftr'etcht-out  life, 
I  give  to  both  your  fpeeches:  which  were  fuch, 
As  A^rntmnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  Brafs  :   and  fuch  again 

As  venerable  Nejlor  (  hatch'd  in  Silver ) 
Should  with  a  bond  of  Syr ,  ttrong  as  the  Axeltree 
On  which  the  Heavens  ride,  knit  all  Greeks  ears 

To  his  experiene'd  tongue  :  yet  let  it  pleafe  both 
(  Thou  Great,  and  Wife  )  to  hear  Vlytfes  fpeak. 

AgA.  Speak  Prince  of  Ithaca,  and  be't  of  lefs  expect; 
That  matter  needlefs  of  importlefs  burthen 
Divide  thy  lips :  then  we  are  confident 
When  rank  Therfttes  opes  his  Maftick  jaws, 
We  ihall  hear  Mufick,  Wit,  and  Oracle. 

Vly{.  Troy  yet  upon  his  bafis  had  been  down , 

And  the  great  Hettors  fvvord  had  lack'd  a  Maiter But  for  thefe  inftances. 

The  fpeciality  of  Rule  hath  been  neglected  ; 
And  look  how  many  Grecian  Tents  do  itand 
Hollow  upon  this  Plain,  fomany  hollow  Factions* 
When  that  the  General  is  not  like  the  Hive, 

To  whom  the  Forragers  fhall  all  repair, 
What  Hony  is  expected  ?  Degree  being  vizarded, 

Th'  unworthieft  {hews  as  fairly  in  the  Mask. 
The  Heavens  themfelves,  the  Planets,  and  this  Centre? 
Obferve  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Infifture,  courfe,  proportion,  feafon,  form, 
Office,  and  cuftom,  in  all  line  of  Order: 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  Planet  Sol 

In  noble  eminence,  enthron'd  and  fphear'd 
Amidft  the  other,  whofe  med'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  Afpects  of  Planets  evil, 

And  pofts  like  the  Command'ment  of  a  King , 
Sans  check,  to  good  and  bad.  But  when  the  Planets 
In  evil  mixture  to  diforder  wander, 

What  Plagues,  and  what  portents,  what  mutiny? 
What  raging  of  the  Sea  ?  fhaking  of  Earth  ? 
Commotion  in  the  Winds  i  Frights,  changes,  horrors , 
Divert,  and  crack,  rend  and  deracinate 
The  unity,  and  married  calm  of  States 

Quite  from  their  fixture  ?  O,  when  degree  is  fhak'd  , 
(  Which  is  the  Ladder  to  all  high  defigns ) 
The  enterprize  is  fick.  How  could  Communities, 

Degrees  in  Schools,  and  brother-hoods  in  Cities, 
Peaceful  Commerce  from  dividable  fhores , 

The  Primogenitive,  and  due  of  Birth , 
Prerogative  of  Age,  Crowns,  Scepters,  Lawrels, 

(  But  by  degree  )  Hand  in  Authentique  place  > 
Take  but  degree  away,  un-tune  that  ftring, 
And  hark  what  Difcord  follows :  each  thing  meets 
In  meer  oppugnancy.  The  bounded  Waters, 
Should  lift  their  bofomes  higher  than  the  Shores, 
And  make  a  fopp  of  all  this  folid  Globe  : 
Strength  fhould  be  Lord  of  imbecillity, 
And  the  rude  Son  fhould  ftrike  his  father  dead : 

Force  fhould  be  righr,  or  rather,  right  and  wrong, 
(  Between  whofe  endlefs  jarr,  jurtice  reftdes  ) 
Should  lofe  their  names,  and  fo  fhould  juftice  too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  it  felf  in  Power , 
Power  into  Will,  Will  into  Appetite, 
And  Appetite  (  an  univerfal  Wolf, 
So  doubly  feconded  with  Will,  and  Power ) 
Muft  make  perforce  an  univerfal  prey, 
And  laft,  eat  up  himfelf. 
Great  Agamemnon ; 

This  Chaos,  when  degree  is  fuffocate, 

Follows  the  choaking ; 
And  this  neglection  of  Degree,  is  it 

That  by  a  pace  goes  backward  in  a  purpofe 

It  hath  to  climb.  The  General's  difdain'd 
By  him  one  ftep  below  ;  he,  by  the  next, 
That  next,  by  him  beneath :  fo  every  ttep 

Exampled  by  the  firft  pace  that  is  fick 
Of  his  Superiour,  grows  to  an  envious  Feavei 

Of  pale,  and  bloodlefs  Emulation. 

And  'tis  this  Feaver  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 
Not  her  own  finews.  To  end  a  tale  of  length , 
Troy  in  our  weaknefs  lives,  not  in  her  ftrength. 

Neft,  Moft  w  ife  ly  hath  Hyf ;s  here  difcover'd 
The  Feaver,  whereof  all  our  power  is  fick. 

AgA.  The  Nature  of  the  ficknefs  found  (  flyfej ) 
What  is  the  remedy  ? 

fljrf.  The  great  Achilles^  whom  Opinion  crowns 

The  finew,  and  the  fore-hand  of  our  Hoft, 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  ayery  Fame, 

Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  Tent 
Lies  mocking  our  defigns.  With  him,  Patrocltu, 

Upon  a  lazy  Bed,  the  live-l6ng  day 
Breaks  fcurril  Jefts, 

And  with  ridiculous  and  aukward  action, 

(  Whicb,Slanderer,  he  imitation  call's  ) He  Pageants  us.  Sometime  great  AgAmemnon  , 

Thy  toplefs  deputation  he  puts  on ; 
And  like  a  ftrutting  Player,  whofe  conceit 

Lies  in  his  Ham- ftring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  woodden  Dialogue  and  found 

'Twixt  his  ftrercht  footing,  and  the  Scaffolage , 
(  Such  to-be-pitted,  and  ore-refted  feeming 
He  acts  thy  Greatnefs  in  :  )  and  when  he  fpeaks, 

'Tis  like  a  Chime  a  mending.  With  tearms  unfquar'd , 
Which  from  the  tongue  of  roaring  Typhon  dropt, 

Would  feem  Hyperboles.  At  this  fufty  ftuff , 

The  large  Achilles  (  on  his  preft-bed  lolling  ) 
From  his  deep  Cheft,  laughs  out  a  lowd  applaufe, 

Cries  excellent,  'tis  Agamemnon  juft. 
Now  play  me  Neftor  ;  hum,  and  ftroke  thy  beard 
As  he,  being  dreft  to  fome  Oration, 

That's  done,  as  ueer  as  the  extremeftends 
Of  paralels ;  asfike,  as  Pule  an  and  his  wife, 
Yet  good  Achilla  ftill  cryes  excellent, 

'Tis  Neftor  right.  Now  play  him  (  vciz)Patroclusy 
Arming  to  anfwerin  a  night-Alarm, 
And  then  (  forfooth  )  the  faint  defects  of  Age 
Muft  be  the  Scene  of  mirth,  to  cough  and  fpit  9 

And  with  a  palfie  fumbling  on  his  Gorget, 
Shake  in  and  out  the  River :  and  at  this  fport 
Sir  Valour  dies;  cries,  O  enough  Patroclus, 
Or,  give  me  ribs  of  Steel,  I  fhall  fplit  all 
In  pleafure  of  myfpleen.  And  in  this,  fafhion, 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  fhapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact, 

Atchievments,  plots,  orders,  preventions, 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  fpeech  for  truce, 

Succefs  or  lofs,  what  is,  or  is  not,  ferves 
As  ftuff  for  thefe  two,  to  make  paradoxes. 

Neft.  And  in  the  imitation  of  thefe  twain, 
Who  (  as  Vlyjfcs  fayes )  Opinion  crowns 

With  an  Imperial  voyce,  many  are  infect: : 

A\ax  is  grown  felf-wiU'd,  and  bears  his  head 
In  fuch  a  reign,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 

As  broad  Achilles,  and  keeps  his  Tent  like  him ; 
Makes  famous  Feafts,  rails  on  our  ftateof  Warr Bold 
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Bold  as  an  Oracle,  and  fets  Therfitet 
A  (lave  (  whofe  Gall  coins  flanders  like  a  Mint, ) 
To  match  us  in  comparifons  with  durt, 
To  weaken  and  difcredit  our  expofure, 
How  rankfoever  rounded  in  with  danger. 

Vlyf.  They  tax  our  Policy,  and  call  it  Cowardice, 
Counc  Wtfdom  as  no  member  of  the  Warr, 

•Fore-flail  prefcience,  and  efteem  no  a£l 
But  that  of  hand  :  The  ftill  and  mental  parrs, 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  fhall  ttrike 
When  fitnefs  calls  them  on,  and  know  by  meafure 
Of  their  obfervant  toyl,  the  Enemies  waight , 

Why  this  hath  not  a  fingers  dignity.- 

They  call  this  Bedwork,  Mapp'ry,  Cloflet-Warr: 
So  that  the  Ramm  that  batters  down  the  wall , 
For  the  great  fwing  and  rudenefs  of  his  poize, 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  Engine, 
Or  thofe  that  with  the  finenefs  of  their  fouls, 

By  Reafon  guide  his  execution. 
Nefi.  Let  this  be  granted,  and  Achilles  horfe 

Makes  many  Thetis fons.  Tucket 
Aga.  What  Trumpet  ?  Look  Menelaus. 
Men.V:om  Troy.  Enter  o£neas. 

Aga.  What  would  you  'fore  our  Tent  ? 
xJEne.  Is  this  great  Agamemnons  Tent,  I  pray  you  ? 
Aga.  Even  this. 
j£ne.  May  one  that  is  a  Herald,  and  a  Prince, 

Do  a  fair  meflage  to  his  Kingly  ears  ? 
Aga.  With  furety  ftronger  than  Achilles  arm, 

'Fore  all  the  Greekifh  heads,  which  with  one  voyce 
Call  Agamemnon  Head  and  General. 

t/£»f.  Fair  leave,  and  large  fecurity.  How  may 
A  ftranger  to  thofe  moft  Imperial  looks, 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  Mortals? 

Aga,  How  ? 
zALne.  I :  I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reverence, 

And  on  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blufh 

Modeft  as  morning,  when  fhe  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Fhcebus : 
Which  is  that  God  in  office  guiding  men? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  * 

Aga.  This  Troian  fcorns  us,  or  the  men  of  Troy 
Are  ceremonious  Courtiers. 

*Aine .  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonnair ;  unarm'd, 

As  bending  Angels  :  that's  their  Fame,  in  peace : 
But  when  they  would  feem  Souldiers,  they  have  galls, 
Good  arms,  ftrong  joynts,  true  fwords,  and  Jovts  accord 
Nothing  fo  full  of  heart.  But  peace  LAZneas, 
Peace  Troian,  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips, 
The  worthiness  of  praife  diftains  his  worth, 

If  that  he  praised  himfelf,  bring  the  praife  forth: 
What  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  blows,  that  praife  fole  pure  ttanfcends. 

Aga.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,  call  you  your  felf  tAineasf 
tAlne.  I  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 

Aga.  What's  your  affair  I  pray  you  ? 
j£ne.  Sir  pardon,  'tis  for  Agamemnons ears. 
Aga.  He  hears  nought  privately 

That  comes  from  Troy. 

<JEne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whifper  him , 
I  bring  a  Trumpet  to  awake  his  ear, 
Tofet  his  fenfe  on  the  attentive  benr, 
And  then  to  fpeak. 

Aga.  Speak  frankly  as  the  wind, 
It  is  not  Agamemnons  fleeping  hour ; 
That  thou  fhalt  know  Troian  he  is  awake. 

He  tells  thee  fo  himfelf. 

kALm.  Trumpet  blow  loud. 
Send  thy  brafs  voyce  through  all  thefe  lazy  Tents , 
And  every  Greek  of  meal,  let  him  know, 
What  Troy  means  fairly,  fhall  befpoke  alowd. 

The  Trumpets  found. 

We  have  great  Agamemnon,  here  in  Troy, 

A  Prince  call'd  Hettor,  Priam  ls  his  Father : 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long  contiiau'cl  Truce 
Is  rufty  grown,  He  bad  me  take  a  Trumpet, 
And  to  this  purpofe  fpeak  :  Kings,  Princes,  Lords, 

If  there  be  one  among'ft  the  fayr'A  of  Greece  , 
That  holds  his  Honor  higher  than  his  eafe, 
That  feeks  his  praife,  more  than  he  fears  his  peril, 
That  knows  his  Valour,  and  knows  not  his  Fear, 
That  loves  his  Miflris  more  than  in  confeflion , 
(  With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves  ) 
And  date  avow  her  Beauty,  and  her  Worth, 
In  other,  arms  than  hers :  to  him  this  Challenge, 
Hettory  in  view  of  Troians,  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  bcrt  to  do  it. 
He  hath  a  Lady,  wifer,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compafs  in  his  arms, 
And  will  to  morrow  with  his  Trumpet  call, 
Midway  between  your  Tents,  and  walls  of  Troy , 
To  rowze  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love. 

If  any  come,  Hettor  fhall  honour  him : 

If  none,  he'l  fay  in  Troy  when  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  Dames  are  funbumt,  and  not  worth 

The  fplinter  of  a  Lance :  Even  fo  much. 
Aga.  This  fhall  be  told  our  Lovers,  Lord  sAEneat, 

If  none  of  them  have  foul  in  fuch  a  kind, 
We  left  them  all  at  home   But  we  are  Souldiers, 
And  may  that  Souldier  a  meer  recreant  prove  , 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love ; 

If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
Tliat  one  meets  Hettor y  if  none,  He  be  he. 

Nef.  Tell  him  of  Neftor,  one  that  was  a  man 
When  Hectors  Granfirefuckt;  he  is  old  now, 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  mould, 

One  Noble  man,  that  hath  one  fpark  of  fire 
To  anfwer  for  his  Love ;  tell  him  from  me, 
He  hide  my  Silver  beard  in  a  Gold  Beaver, 

And  in  my  Vantbrace  put  this  wither'd  brawn, 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  hira,  that  my  Lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  Grandame,  and  as  chaft 

As  may  be  in  the  world :  his  youth  in  flood, 
He  pawn  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of  blood. 

o&ne .  Now  heavens  forbid  fuch  fcarcity  of  youth, 

Ulyf.  Amen. 
Aga.  Fair  Lord  tAZneas, 

Let  me  touch  your  hand  : 
To  our  Pavillion  fhall  I  lead  you  firft^ 
Achilles  ftiall  have  word  of  this  intent, 
So  fhall  each  Lord  of  Grecee  from  Tent  to  Tent; 
Your  felf  fhall  Feaft  with  us  before  you  goe, 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  Noble  Foe.  Extmt. 

Manent  Ulyfes,  and  Nehar. 

Ulyf.  Nefi  or. Nef.  What  fayes  Ulyfes? 

Ulyf.  I  have  a  young  conception  in  my  brain, 

Be  you  my  time  to  bring  it  to  fome  Ihape. 

Nef.  What  is*t  ? 

Ulyf. This  'tis: Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  the  feededPridc 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 

In 
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In  rank  Achilles,  muft  or  now  be  cropt, 

Or  (  fhedding  )  breed  a  Nurfery  of  like  evil 
To  over-bulk  us  all. 

Nefi.  Well,  and  how  ? 
Vlyf.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hettor  fends,  4      Nefi.  Now  Ulyfes,  I  begin  to  rellifh  thy  advice, 

How  ever  it  is  fpread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpofe  only  to  Achilles. 

Nefi.  The  purpofe  is  perfpicuous  even  as  fubftance, 
Whofe  grofsnefs  little  characters  fum  up, 
And  in  the  publication  make  no  ftrain, 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 

As  banks  of  Libya,  though  (Apollo  knows  ) 
Tis  dry  enough,  will  with  great  fpeedof  judgement, 
I,  with  celerity,  find  HeBors  purpofe 
Pointing  on  him. 

Vlyf.  And  wake  him  to  theanfwer,  think  you  ? 

Nefi.  Yes ,  'tis  moft  meet;  whom  may  you  elfe  oppofe 
That  can  from  Hetlor  bring  his  Honor  off, 

If  not  Achilles;  though't  be  a  fportfulCombate, 
Yet  in  this  tryal,  much  opinion  dwels. 

For  here  the  Troians  taft  our  deer'ft  repute 
With  their  fin'ft  Palate:  and  truft  to  me  Vlyffety 
Our  imputation  fhall  be  oddly  poiz'd In  this  wild  action.  For  the  fuccefs 

(  Although  particular )  fhall  giveafcantling 
Of  good  or  bad,  unto  the  General : 
And  in  fuch  Indexes,  although  fmall  pricks 
To  their  fubfequent  Volumes,  there  is  feen 

The  baby  figure  of  the  Gyant-mafs  ,  L 

Of  things  to  come  at  large.  It  is  fuppos'd, 
He  that  meets  Hettor,  iffues  from  our  choice; 
And  choice  being  mutual  acl:  of  all  our  fouls, 
Makes  Merit  her  election,  and  doth  boyl 

As  'twere,  from  forth  us  all  •'  a  man  diftill'd 
Out  of  our  Virtues  ;  whomifcarrying, 

What  heart  from  hence  receives  the  conq'ring  part 
To  fteel  a  ftrong  opinion  to  themfelves 

Which  entertain'd,  Limbs  are  his  inftruments, 
In  nolefs  working,  than  areSwords  and  Bows 
Directive  by  the  Limbs. 

Vlyf.  Give  pardon  to  my  fpeech : 

Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hello?- : 
Let  us  (like  Merchants)  fhew  our  fowleft  Wares, 

And  think  perchance  they'l  fell :  if  not, 
The  luftre  of  the  better  yet  to  fhew,- 
Shall  fhew  the  better.  Do  not  confent,  (J 
That  ever  Hettor  and  Achilles  meet 

For  both  our  Honour,  and  out  Shame  in  this, 

Are  dogg'd  with  two  ftrange  Followers. 
Nesl.  I  fee  them  not  with  my  old  eyes:what  are  they? 

Ulyf.  What  glory  our  Achilles  fhares  from  Hector, 
(  Were  he  not  proud  )  we  all  fhould  wear  with  him 
But  he  already  is  too  infolent, 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Africk  Sun, 
Than  in  the  pride  and  fait  fcorn  of  his  eyes, 
Should  he  fcape  Heblor  fair.  If  he  were  foyld, 
Why  then  we  did  our  main  opinion  crufh 

In  taint  of  our  beft  man.  No,  make  a  Lott'ry,1, 
And  by  device  let  blockifh  Ajax  draw 
The  fort  to  fight  with  Hector  :  Among  our  felves  5 
Give  him  allowance  as  the  worthier  mm, 

For  that  will  phyfick  the  great  Myrmidon 
Who  broyls  in  lowd  applaufe,  and  make  him  fall 
His  Creft,  that  prowder  than  blew  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainlefs  Ajax  comefafe  off, 

Wee'l  drefs  him  up  in  voyces :  if  he  fail, 

Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion  ftill,  - 
That  we  have  better  men.  But  hit  or  mifs, 

Our  projects  life  this  fhape  offence  affumes, 

Ajax  imploy'd,  plucks  down  Achilles  Plumes. 

'And  I  will  give  a  tail  of  it  forthwith 
To  Agamemnon,°oz  we  to  him  ftraight  $ 
Two  Currs  fhall  tame  each  other,  Pride  alone 

Muft  tarr  the  Maftiffs  on,  as  'twere  their  bone,  Exeunt. 
Enter  Ajax,  and  Ther  fit  es. Aja.  Ther  fit  es? 

Ther.  Agamemnon,  how  if  he  had  Biles  (full)  all  over 

generally. 
Aja.  Therfites  ? 
Ther,  And  thofe  Biles  did  run ,  fay  fo  j  did  not  the 

General  run,  were  not  that  a  botchy  core  ? Aja.  Dogg. 

Ther.  Then  there  would  come  fome  matter  from  him: 
I  fee  none  now. 

Aja.  Thou  Bitch- Wolfs  Son ,  canft  thou  not  hear  ? 
Feel  then .  Strikes  him, 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Qreece  upon  thee  thou  Mungrei 
beef-witted  Lord. 

Aja.  Speak  then  you  whinid'ft  leaven  fpeak,I  will beat  thee  into  handfomnefs. 

Ther.  I  fhall  fooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and  holincfs  : 

but  I  think  thy  horfe  will  fooner  con  an  Oration,  than 
thou  learn  a  prayer  without  book  :  Thou  canll  ftrike  , 

canft  thou  ?  A  red  Murren  o'thy  Jades  tricks. 
Aja.  Toads  ftool,  learn  me  the  Proclamation. 

Ther.  Doeft  thou  think  I  have  no  fence  thou  ftrik'ft 
Aja.  The  Proclamation.  (  me  thus? 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclam'd  a  fool,  I  think. 
Aja.  Do  not  Porpentine,  do  not :  my  fingers  itch. 
Ther.  I  would  thou  didft  itch  from  head  to  foot,  and 

I  had  the  fcratching  of  thee,I  would  make  thee  theloth- 
fom'ft  fcab  in  Greece. 

Aja.  I  fay  the  Proclamation. 
Ther.  Thou  grumbleft  and  rayleft  every  hour  on  A- 

chilles ,and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his  greatnefs,as  Cer- 

berus is  at  Proferpina's  beauty. I, that  thou  bark 'ft  at  him. 
Aja.  Miftrefs  Therfnes. 

Ther.  Thou  fhould'ft  ftrike  him. 
Aja.  Coblofe. 
Ther.  He  would  pun  thee  into  fhivers  with  his  fift,  as 

a  Sailor  breaks  a  bisket. 

Aja.  You  horfen  Curr.  Ther.  Doe,doe.. 1 
Aja.  Thou  ftool  for  a  Witch. 

Ther.  I  doe,  doe,  thou  fedden-witted  Lord.-  thou  haft  I 
no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine  elbows  :  An  Afinico 

may  tutor  thee.  Thou  fcurvy  valiant  Afs ,  thou  art  here 

but  to  threfh  Troians,  and  thou  art  bought  and  fold  a-'J 
mong  thofe  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  flave.  If  thou  ufe  ] 
to  beat  me,  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel,  and  tell  what. thou 

art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of  no  bowels  thou. Aja.  You  dogg. 

Ther.  You  fcurvy  Lord. 
Aja.  You  Curr. 

Ther.  Mars  his  Ideot:  do  rudenefs,  doCamel,do,  do. 

Enter  Achil'es,  and  Patroclus. 
Achil.  Why  how  now  Ajax}  wherefore  do  you  this? 

How  now  Therfnes?  what's  the  matter  man  ? 
Ther.  You  fee  him  there,  do  you  ? 

Achil.  I,  what's  the  matter? 
Ther.  Nay  look  upon  him.  • 

Achil.  So  I  do ,  what's  the  matter  > 
'  Ther, 
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Ther.  Nay  but  regard  him  well. 
Achil.  Well,  why  I  do  fo. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him:  for  who- 
foever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Achil.  I  know  that  fool. 

Ther.  I,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himfelf. 
A  ax.  Therefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,lo,lo,lo,what  modicums  of  wit  he  utters:  his 

evafionshave  ears  thus  long.  I  have  bobb'd  his  Brain 
more  than  he  has  beat  my  bones :  I,  will  buy  nine  Spar- 

rows for  a  penny,and  his  Piamater  is  not  worth  the  ninth 
part  of  a  Sparrow.  This  Lord(Achilles)  Ajax  who  wears 
his  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  guts  in  his  head,Ile  tell  you 
what  I  fay  of  him. 

Achil.  What  ? 

Ther.  I  fay  this  A  ax  
Achil.  Nay  good  A,  ax. 
Ther.  Has  not  fo  much  wit  

Achil.  Nay  I  mufthold  you. 
The r.  As  will  flop  the  eye  of  Helens  Needle ,  for 

whom  he  comes  to  fight. 
Achil.  Peace  fool. 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietnefs,  but  the  fool 

will  not  •  he  there,  that  he,  look  you  there. 
A  ax.  O  thou  damn'd  Curr,I  fhall  
Achil,  Will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a  Fools  ? 
Ther.  No  I  warrant  you,  for  a  fools  will  fhame  it. 
Pat .  Good  words  Therfnes. 

Achil.  What's  the  quarrel  ? 
Ajax.  I  bad  thee  vile  Owl ,  go  learn  me  the  tenure 

of  the  Proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon  me. 
Ther.  I  ferve  thee  not. 

Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  ferve  here  voluntary. 

Achil.  Your  laft  fervice  was  fufferance,  'twas  not  vo- 
luntary, no  man  is  beaten  voluntary :  Ajax  was  here  the 

voluntary  and  you  as  under  an  Imprefs. 

Ther.  E'ne  fo,  a  great  deal  of  your  wit  too  lies  in  your 
finnews,  or  e!fe  th;re  be  Liars:  Hettor  fhall  have  a  great 
catch  ,  if  he  knock  out  either  of  your  brains ,  he  were 
as  good  crack  a  fufty  nut  with  no  kernel. 

Achil.  What  with  me  too  Therftes} 

Ther.  There's  Ulyfes,  and  old  Afr/'Vjwhofe  Wit  was 
mouldy  ere  their  Grandfires  had  nails  on  their  toes,  yoke 

you  like  draft-Oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wair. 
Achil.  What?  what  ? 

Ther.  Yes  good  footh,  to  Achilles,  to  Ajax,  to  
Ajax.  I  fhall  cut  out  your  tongue. 

Ther.  'Tis  no  matter ,  I  fhall  fpeak  as  much  as  thou 
afterwards. 

Pat.  No  more  words  Therfttes. 
Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles  Brooch  bids 

me,  fhall  I  ? 

Achil.  There's  for  you  Patroclus. 
Ther.  I  will  fee  you  hang'd  like  Clotpoles  ere  I  come 

any  more  to  your  Tents  ■  I  will  keep  where  there  is  wit 
ftirring,  and  leave  the  facYion  of  fools.  Exit. 

Pat.  A  good  riddance. 

Achli. Marry  this  Sir  is  proclam'd  through  all  our  hoft  , 
Thar  Hector  by  the  fifth  hour  of  the  Sun, 

Will  with  a  Trumpet,  'twixt  our  Tents  and  Troy 
To  morrow  morning  call  fomc  Knight  to  Arms, 
That  hath  a  ftomack,  and  fuch  a  one  that  dare 

Maintain  I  know  not  what :  'tis  trafh.  Farewel. 
Ajax.  Farewel?  who  fhall  anfwer  him  ? 

Ackih  I  know  not,  *tis  put  to  Lottry :  otherwife 

He  knew  his  man. 

Aja.  O  meaningyou,I  will  go  learn  more  of  it.  Ex  t. 
Enter  Priam,  Hettor,  Troilus,  Paris,  and,  Helenvu. 
Pri.  After  fo  many  hours,  lives,  fpeechesfpent, 

•Thus  once  again  fayes  Neftor  from  the  Greeks, 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  elfe 
(  As  honour,  lcfs  of  time,  travel,  expence, 
Wounds,  friends,  and  what  elfe  dear  rhat  is  confurp.'d 
In  not  difgeftion  of  this  cormorant  Warr ) 

Shall  be  ftroke  off.  Hetlor,  what  fay  you  too't. 

Heel.  Though  no  man  leffer  fea'rs  the  Greeks  than  I, As  farr  as  touches  my  particular :  yet  dread  Priam, 
There  is  no  Lady  of  morefofter  bowels, 

More  fpungy,  to  fuck  in  the  fenfe  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cryour,who  knows  what  follow?, 
Than  Hetlor  is :  the  wound  of  peace  is  furety, 

Surety  fecure :  but  modeft  doubt  is  call'd 
The  Beacon  of  the  wife  :  the  Tent  that  fc  arches 

To'th'bottom  of  the  worlt.  Let  Helen  go. 
Since  the  firft  fword  was  drawn  about  this  queltion, 

Every  tythe  foul  'monoft  many  thoufand  difmes, Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen  :  I  mean  of  ours : 

If  we  have  loft  fo  many  tenths  of  ours 

To  guard  a  thing  not  ours,  nor  worth  to  us 
(  Had  it  our  name  )  the  value  of  one  ten; 
What  merit's  in  that  reafon  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Trot.  Fye,  fie,  my  Brother ; 

Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  King 
(  So  great  as  our  dread  Father )  in  a  Scale 
Of  common  Ounces  ?  Will  you  with  Counters  futn 

The  part  proportion  of  his  infinite  ? 
And  buckle  in  a  wart  molt  fathomlefs, 
With  fpans  and  inches  fo  diminutive, 
As  fears  and  reafons?  Fye  for  godly  fhame  ? 

Hel.  No  marvel  though  you  bite  fo  fharp  at  reafons , 
You  are  empty  of  them,  fhould  not  our  father 
Bear  the  great  fway  of  his  affairs  with  reafons, 
Becaufe  your  fpeech  hath  none  that  tells  him  fo  ? 

Tro].  You  are  for  dreams  and  (lumbers  brother  Prieft, 

You  furr  your  gloves  with  reafon:  here  are  your  reafons 
You  know  an  enemy  intends  you  harm. 

You  know,  a  fword  imploy'ed  is  perilous, 
And  reafon  flyes  the  object  of  all  harm, 
Who  marvels  then  when  Helens  beholds 

A  Grecian  and  his  fword,  if  he  do  fit 

The  very  wings  of  reafon  to  his  heels : 

Or  like  a  Starr  diforb'd.  Nay,  if  we  talk  of  reafonj 
And  flye  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 

Let's  fhut  our  gates  and  fleep  :  Manhood  and  Honour 
Shold  have  hard  hearts,would  they  but  fat  their  thoughts 

With  this  cramm'd  reafon :  reafon  and  refpefr, 
Makes  lovers  pale,  and  luftyhood  deject. 

Hett.  Brother,  ("he  is  not  worth 
What  fhe  doth  coft  the  holding. 

T m.  What's  aught, but  as  'tis  valu'd  ? 
HeVc.  But  value  dwells  not  in  particular  will, 

It  holds  his  eftimate  and  dignity 

As  well,  wherein 'tis  precious  of  it  felf, 
As  in  the  prizer :  'Tis  made  Idolatry, 
To  make  the  fervice  greater  than  the  god? 
And  the  will  dotes  that  is  inclineable 

To  what  infe&ioufly  it  felf  affeits, 

Without  fome  image  of  th'affeited  merit. Troi.  I  take  to  day  a  Wife,  and  my  election 
Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 

My 
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My  will  cnk  ndlcd  by  mine  eyes  and  ears,  i 

Two  traded  Pylors'twixt  the  dangerous  fhorcs 
Of  \Vill  and  Judgement.  How  may  I  avoid 
(  Alrhough  my  wll  diftaft  what  it  elected  ) 
The  Wife  I  chofe,  there  can  be  no  evafion 

To  blench  from  this,  and  to  ftand  firm  by  honour. 
We  turn  nor  back  the  Silks  upon  the  Merchant 

When  webavefpoil'd  them;  nor  the  remainder  Viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrefpective  place, 

Bec;ufe  we  now  are  full.  It  wis  thought  meet 
Pans  fhould  do  fome  vengeance  on  the  Greeks  ; 
Your  breath  of  full  confent  bellied  his  Sails, 

The  Seas  and  Winds  (  old  Wranglers  )  took  a  Truce, 

And  did  him  fervice  ;  he  touch'd  the  Ports  defir'd, 
And  for  an  old  Aunt  whom  the  Greeks  held  Captive, 

Hi  brought  a  Grecian  Queen,  whofe  youth  and  frefhnefs 
Wrinkles  Apollocs,  and  makes  ftale  the  morning. 
Why  keep  we  her  ?  the  Grecians  keep  our  Aunt: 
Is  fhe  worth  keeping  >  Why  fhe  is  a  Pearl, 

Whofe  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thoufand  Ships, 
And  rurn'd  Crown'd  Kings  to  Merchants. 
If  you'l  avouch,  'twas  wifdom  Paris  went, 

(As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  cri'd,  Go,  go  :  ) 
If  you'l  confefs,  he  brought  home  Noble  prize, 
(  As  you  muft  needs,  for  you  all  clapt  your  bands  ) 

And  cri'd  ineft  mible  ;  why  do  you  now 
The  iffue  of  your  proper  Wifdoms  rate, 
And  do  a  deed  that  Fortune  never  did  ? 

Begger  the  eftimation  which  you  priz'd, 
Richer  th.m  Sea  and  Land  ?  O  Theft  moft  bafe  / 

That  we  have  ftoln  what  we  do  fear  to  keep. 
But  Thieves  unworthy  of  a  thing  fo  ftoln, 
That  in  their  Country  did  them  that  difgrace, 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  Native  place. 

Enttr  Cafandrawlth'her  hair  about her  ears. 

Cref.  Cry  Troians  cry. 
Priam.  What  noyfe  ?  what  fhreek  is  this  ? 

Troi.  'Tis  our  mad  fifter,  I  do  know  her  voice. 
Caf.  Cry  Troians. 
Hec.  It  is  Cajfandra. 

Caf  Cry  Troians  Cry ;  lend  me  ten  thoufand  eyes  ; 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  Prophetick  tears. 

He c.  Peace  fifter,  peace.  x 

Caf.  Virgins  and  Boys ;  mid-age  and  wrinkled  old, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry, 
Add  to,my  clamour :  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moity  of  that  mafs  of  moan  to  come. 

Cry  Troians  cry,  practife  your  eyes  with  tears, 
Troy  muft  not  be, nor  goodly  Ilion  ftand, 
Our  fire-brand  Brother  Paris  burns  us  all. 

Cry  Troians  cry,  a  Helen  and  a  woe  ; 

Cry,  cry,  Troy  burns,  or  elfe  let  Helen  go.  Exit. 
Htc.  Now  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  thefe  high  ftrains 

Of  divination  in  our  Sifter,  work 
Some  touches  of  remorfe  ?  Or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hor,  that  no  difcourfe  of  reafon, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  fuccefs  in  a  bad  caufe, 
Can  qualifie  the  fame  ? 

Troi.  Why  brother  HeSlor, 

1  We  may  not  think  the  juftnefs  of  each  act 
Such,  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it, 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds  ; 
Becaufe  Cajfandra  s  mad,  her  brainfick  raptures 
Cannot  diftaft  the  goodnefs  of  a  quarrel, 

Which  hath  our  feveral  Honours  all  engag' d 
To  make  it  gracious.  For  my  private  part, 

I  am  no  more  touch'd,  than  ail  Priams  fons, 
And  Jove  forbid  there  fhould  be  done  amongft  us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakeft  fpleen, 
To  fight  for,  and  maintain. 

Par.  Elfe  might  the  world  convince  of  levity, 

As  well  my  under-takings  as  your  counfels : 
But  I  atteft  the  gods,  your  full  confent 

Gave  wings  to  my  propenfion,  and  cut  off 
AH  fears  attending  on  fo  dire  a  project. 
For  what  (alas)  can  thefe  my  fingle  arms  i 

Whatpropugnation  is  in  one  mans  valour 
To  ftand  the  pufh  and  enmity  of  thofe 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  Yet  I  proteft, 
Were  I  alone  to  pafs  the  difficulties, 
And  had  as  ample  power,  as  1  have  will, 

Paris  fhould  ne'r  retract  what  he  hath  done, 
Nor  faint  in  the  purfuit. 

Pri.PariSy  youfpeak 

Like  one  be-fotted  on  your  fweet  delights  ; 
You  have  the  Hony  ftill,  but  thefe  the  Gall, 

So  to  be  valiant,  is  nopraife  at  all. 
Par.  Sir, I  propofe  not  meerly  to  my  felf, 

The  pleafures  fuch  a  beauty  brings  with  it : 
But  I  would  have  the  foyl  of  her  fair  Rape 

Wip'd  off  in  honourable  keeping  her. 

What  Treafon  were  it  to  the  ranfack'd  Queen, 
Difgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  ihame  to  me, 
Now  to  deliver  her  poffeifion  up 

On  terms  of  bafe  compulfion  ?  Can  it  be, 
That  fo  degenerate  a  ftrain  as  this, 
Should  once  fet  foot  in  your  generous  bofomes  > 
There  not  the  meaneft  fpirit  on  oar  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  fword  to  draw, 
When  Helen  is  defended  :  nor  none  fo  Noble, 

Whofe  life  were  ill  beftow'd,  or  death  unfam'd, Where  Helen  is  the  fubject.  Then  (I  fay  ) 

Well  may  we  fight  for  her,,  whom  we  know  well, 

The  worlds  large  fpaces  cannot  parallel. 
Ilett.  Paris  and  Troilns,  you  have  both  faid  wells 

And  on  the  caufe  and  queftion  now  in  hand, 

Have  gloz'd,  but  fuperficially;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Arifiotlc  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  Moral  Philofophy, 

The  Reafons  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 

To  the  hot  palfion  of  diftemper'd  blood , 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 

'Twixt  right  and  wrong :  Forpleafure  and  reyenge  1 
,  Have  ears  more  deaf  than  Adders,  to  the  voyce 
Of  any  true  decifion.  Nature  craves 
All  dues  be  rendred  to  their  Owners ;  now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 
Than  Wife  is  to  the  Husband  ?  If  this  law 

Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection, 
And  that  great  minds  of  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benummed  wills  refift  the  fame, 

There  is  a  Law  in  each  well-ordered  Nation^ 
To  curb  thofe  raging  appetites  that  are 
Moft  dif obedient  and  refractory. 

If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  Kin| 
(  As  it  is  known  fhe  is  )  thefe  Moral  Law? 
Of  Nature,  and  of  Nation,  fpeak  aloud 

To  have  her  back  return'd.  Thus  to  perfift 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong, 

But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.  Htttors  opinion 
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Is  this  in  way  of  truth  :  yet  nere  the  lefs, 
My  fpritely  brethren,  I  propend  to  you 
In  refolution  to  keep  Helen  lull ; 

For  'tis  a  caufe  that  hath  no  mean  dependance, 
Upon  our  joynt  and  feveral  dignities. 

Trot.  Why?  there  you  toucht  the  life  of  our  defign  : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected, 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  fpleens, 
I  would  not  wifti  a  drop  of  Troian  blood, 

Spent  more  in  her  defence.  But  worthy  Hei~lory 
She  is  a  theam-of  honour  and  renown , 
A  fpurf  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds, 
Whofe  prefent  courage  may  beat  down  our  foes, 
And  fame  in  time  to  come  canonize  us. 

For  I  prefume  brave  Hettor  would  not  lofe 

So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  fmiles  upon  the  fore-head  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  worlds  revenue. 

(  Hell.  Iam  yours, 

You  valiant  off-fpring  of  greit  Priamtts, 
I  have  a  roifting  challenge  lent  amongft 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 

■  Will  ftrike  amazement  to  their  drowfie  fpirits. 

I  was  advertiz'd,  their  great  General  ftept, 
Whil'ft  emulation  in  the  army  crept  : 
This  I  prefume  will  wake  him.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ther  fit  fs  folus. 

Now  now  Therjttes}\vhit  loft  in  the  Labyrinth  of  thy 
fury  ?  lhall  the  Elephant  A] ax  carry  it  thus  ?  he  beats 

'  me,  and  I  rail  at  him :  O  worthy  fatisfaction ,  would  it 

Were  otherwife:  that  I  could  beat  him  ,  whil'ft  he  rail'd 
at  me:  Sfoot?  He  learn  to  conjure  and  raife  Devils,  but 

lie  feefomeiflue  of  my  fpiteful  execrations.  Then  ther's 
Achilles,  a  rare  Enginier.  If  Tray  be  not  taken  till  thefe 
two  undermine  ir. ,  the  walls  will  ftand  till  they  fall  of 
themfelves.  O  thou  great  thunder-darter  of  Olympus , 
forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  King  of  gods:  and  Mercury, 
lofe  all  the  Serpentine  craft  of  thy  Caduceus,  if  thou  take 
not  that  little  little  lefs  than  little  wit  from  them  that 

they  have,  which  fhort-arm'd  ignorance  itfelf  knows,is 
fo  abundant  fcarfe,it  will  not  in  circumvention  deliver  a 

Fly  from  a  Spider,  without  drawing  the  maflie  Irons  and 
cutting  the  web:  afcer  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole 

Camp,  or  rather  the  bone-ach,  foi  that  me  thinks  is  the 
tnrfe  dependant  on  thofe  that  vvarr  for  a  placket.  I  have 
did  my  prayers,  and  devil, Envy,  fay  Amen:  What  ho  ? 
my  Lord  Achilles  ? 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Pair.  Who's  there  ?  Therftes.  Good  Therfttes  come in  and  rail. 

Ther.  If  I  could  have  remembred  a  guilt  counterfeit , 

thou  would'ft  not  have  dipt  out  of  my  contemplation  , 
but  it  is  no  muter,  thy  felf  upon  thy  felf.  The  common 
curfe  of  mankind,  folly  and  ignorance  be  thine  in  great 
revenue;  heaven  blefs  thee  from  a  Tutor,  aad  Difcipline 
come  not  near  thee.  Let  thy  blood  be  thy  direction  till 
thy  death,  then  if  fhethat  layes  rhee  out  fayes  thou  art  a 

faircourfe,  He  be  fwornand  fworn  upon'c  lhe  never 
Crowded  any  butLazars,  Amen.  Wher's  Achilles? 

Patr.  What  art  thou  devout?  waft  thou  in  a  prayer  ? 
The r.  I,  the  heavens  hear  m-e. 

Enter  Achil' es. 
Achll.  Who's  there  ? 
Patr.  Therfite >,  my  Lord. 
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Achil.  Where,  vvhere,art  thou  come?  why  my  cheefe, 

my  digeftion,  why  haft  tjiou  not  ferv'd  thy  felf  into  my 
Table,  fo  many  meals  ?  Come,  what's  Agamemnon? Ther.  Thy  Commander  Achilles;  thentellme  Patro- 

clus, what's  Achilles  ? 
Patr.  Thy  Lord  Therfttes :  then  tell  me  I  pray  thee , 

what's  thy  felf  ? 
Ther.  Thy  knower  Patroclus  :  then  tell  me  Patroclm 

what  art  thou? 

Patr.  Thou  maift  tell  that  know'ft. 
Achil.  O  tell,  tell. 

Ther.Wt  decline  the  whole  queftion:  Agamemnon  com- 
mands Achilles ,  Achilles  is  my  Lord  ,  I  am  Patroclm 

knower,  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 
Patr.  You  rafcal. 

Ther.  Peace  fool  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  privileg'd  man ,  proceed  Thrftes. 
Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool,  Achilles  is  a  fool ,  Ther- 

fites is  a  fool,  and  as  aforefaid,  Patroclus  is  a  fool. 
Achil.  Derive  this:  come  ? 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  command  A- 
chilles,  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  commanded  of  Agamem- 

non, Therfites  is  a  fool  to  ferve  fuch  a  fool:  and  Patroclus 
is  a  fool  pofitive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Vlyf[es,Neftor,  Diomedes, 
Ajax}  and  Chalcas. 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  to  the  Creator,it  fuffifes  me 
thou  art.  Look  you,  who  comes  here  > 

Achil.  Patroclus.,  He  fpeak with  no  body:  come  in 
with  me  Therfites.  Exit* 

Ther.  Here  is  fuch  patchery ,  fuch  jugling  ,  and  fucK 
knavery  :  all  the  argument  is  a  Cuckold  and  a  Whore,* 

!  good  quarrel  to  draw  emulatious  factions,  and  bleed  to 
death  upon  :  Now  the  dry  Serpego  on  the  fubject  9  and 
Warr  and  Lechery  confound  all. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  Tent,  but  ill  difpos'd  my  Lord. 
Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are  here: 

He  fent  our  Meffengers,  and  we  lay  by 

Our  appertainments,  vifiting  of  him : 
Let  him  be  told  of ,  left  perchance  he  think 
We  dare  not  move  the  queftion  of  om  place, 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Pat.  I  fhall  fo  fay  to  him. 

Vlyf.  We  faw  him  at  the  opening  of  his  Tent, 
He  is  not  fick.  j 

Aja.Yzs,  Lion  ftck,  fick  of  a  proud  heart:  you  may 
call  it  Melancholy  if  you  will  favour  the  man,  but  by  my 

head,  'tis  pride;  but  why,why,let  him  fhew  us  the  caufe* 
A  word  my  Lord. 

Nef.  What  moves  A\ax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Vlyf.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  Fool  from  hirrr.  / 
Nef.  Who,  Therfites?  I 

Vlyf.  He. Nef.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter ,  if  he  have  loft  his 

Argument. 
Vlyf.  N  o,you  fee  he  is  his  argument  that  has  his  argu- 

ttientyAcbilles. 
Nef.  All  the  better ,  their  fraction  is  more  our  Willi 

than  their  faction ;  but  it  was  a  ftrong  counfellthat  a 
Fool  could  difunite. 

Vlyf.  The  amity  that  wifdom  knits  not ,  folly  may 
eafily  untie.  Enter  Patroclus. Here 
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Here  comes  Patrochs. 

Nef.  No  Achilles  with  h'm  ? Vlyf.  The  Elephant  hath  joynts,but  none  for  courtefie; 
His  legs  are  legs  for  necelhty,  not  for  flighr. 

Pat ro.  Achtlles  b;ds  mc  fay,  he  is  much  forry  , 
If  any  thing  more  than  your  fport  and  pleafure, 
Did  move  your  greatnefs,  ani  this  noble  State, 
To  call  upon  him  ;  he  hopes  it  is  no  other, 
But  for  your  health,  and  your  difgeftion  fake  ; 
An  after  Dinners  breath. 

Aga.  Hear  you  Patrochs  * 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  wirh  thefe  anfwers : 

But  his  evafion  wing'd  thus  fwift  with  fcorn, 
Cannot  outflye  our  apprehenfions. 
Much  attribute  h«  hath,  and  much  the  reafon, 

Why  we  afcribe  it  to  him,  yet  all  his  virtues  > 
(  Not  virtuoufly  of  his  own  part  beheld  ) 
Do  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lofe  their  glofs ; 
And  like  fair  Fruit  in  an  unwholfome  dim, 

Are  like  to  rot  untalted  ;  go  and  tell  him, 
We  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  and  you  mall  not  fin, 

If  you  do  fay,  we  think  him  over  proud, 
And  under  honeft :  in  felf  affumption  greater  (felf. 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgement:  and  worthier  than  him 
Here  tends  the  favage  flrangenefs  he  puts  on, 
Difguife  the  holy  ftrength  of  their  command  : 
And  under  write  in  an  obferving  kind 
His  humorous  predominance,  yea  watch 

His  pettim  lines,  his  ebs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  paffage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 
Rode  on  his  tyde.  Go  tell  him  this,  and  add, 

That  if  he  over-hold  his  price  fo  much  , 

Wee'l  none  of  him;  but  let  him,  like  an  Engine 
Not  portable,  lye  under  this  report. 
Bring  action  hither,this  cannot  go  to  warr: 
A  ftirring  Dwarf,  we  do  allowance  give, 
Before  a  fleeping  Gyant :  tell  him  fo. 

Pat,  I  fhall,  and  bring  his  anfwer  prefen^;ly., 
^Aga.  Infecond  voice  we'l  not  be  fatisfied, 

We  come  to  fpeak  with  him,  Vlyfjfts  enter  you. 
Exit  Vlyffes. 

Ajax.  What  is  he  more  than  another  ? 

Aga.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is, 

A]  ax.  Is  he  fo  much?  do  you  not  think,  he  thinks 
himielf  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 

Aga.  No  queftion. 
Aiax.  Will  you  fubfcribe  his  thought ,  and  fay  he  is  ? 
Aga.  No,  Noble  A  ax,  you  are  as  ftrong,as  valiant,  as 

wife,  no  lefs  noble,  much  more  gentle ,  and  altogether 
more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  Ihould  a  man  be  proud  ?  How  doth  pride 
grow?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Aga.  Your  mind  is  the  clearer  Ajaxjnd  your  virtues 
the  fairer;  he  that  is  proud,  eats  up  himfelf ,  Pride  is  his 
own  Glafs,  his  own  Trumpet,  his  Q\vn  Chronicle  ,  and 
what  ever  praifes  it  felf  but  in  the  deed,  devours  the 
deed  in  the  praife. 

Enter  Vlyfies. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the  engendring of  Toads. 

Nefl.  Yet  he  loves  himfelf :  is't  not  Grange  ? 
Vly\.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to  morrow , 

Aga.  What's  his  excufe  ? 
Vlyf,  He  doth  rely  on  none, 

But  carries  on  the  ftream  of  his  difpofe. 
Without  obfervance  or  refpeft  of  any, 

In  will  peculiar,  and  in  felf  admilTion. 

Aga,  Why,  will  he  not  upon  our  fair  requeft, 
Untent  his  perfon,  and  (hare  the  ayr  wirh  us  ? 

11  yf.  Things  fmall  as  nothing,  for  requefts  fake  only 
He  makes  important  :  poffeft  he  is  with  greatnefs, 
And  fpeaks  not  to  himfelf,  but  with  a  pride 

That  quJrrels  atfelf-breath.  Imagin'd  wrath 
Holds  in  his  blood  fuchfwoln  ancfhot  dlfcourfe, 

That  'twixt  h's  mental  and  his  active  parts  , 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages  , 
And  batters  'gainftit  felf ;  what  mould  I  fay  ? 
He  is  fo  plaguy  proudjthat  the  death-tokens  of  it, 
Cry  no  recovery. 

Aga.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. 

Dear  Lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  Tent ; 

'Tis  faid  he  holds  you  well,  and  will  be  led 
At  your  requett  a  little  from  himfelf. 

Myf.  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  fo. 
Wei  confecrate  the  fteps  that  Ajax  makes , 
When  they  go  from  Achilles ;  fhall  the  proud  Lorcl, 
That  bafts  his  arrogance  wirh  his  own  feam, 
And  never  fuffers  matter  of  the  world 

Enter  his  thoughts ,  fave  fuch  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  himfelf;  Shall  he  be  vvorlhipr, 
Of  that  we  hold  an  Idol,  more  than  he  .? 
No,  this  thrice  worrhy  and  right  valiant  Lord, 

Muft  not  fo  ftaul  his  Palm,  nobly  acquir'd, 
Nor  by  my  will  aftubjugate  his  merit, 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is  ,  by  going  to  AthiiUs, 
That  were  to  enlardhis  fat  already  pride, 

And  add  more  Coles  to  Cancer,  wnen  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. 
This  L.  go  to  him  ?  Jupiter  forbid, 

And  fay  in  thunder,  Achilles  go  to  hirft. 
Nefl.  O  this  is  well,  he  rubs  the  vein  of  him. 
Dio.  And  how  his  filence  drinks  up  this  applaufe. 

Aja.  If  I  go  to  him,  with  my  armed  fift  He  pafh  him 
ore  the  face. 

Aga.  O  no,  you  fhall  not  go. 
A  a.  And  a  be  proud  with  me,  ile  paefe  his  pride:  let 

me  go  to  him. 
Vlyf.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hangs  upon  our  quarrel. 
Aja.  A  paultry  infolent  fellow. 
Nefl.  How  hedefcribes  himfelf. 
A\a.  Can  lie  not  be  fociable  ? 

Vlyf.  The  Raven  chides  blacknefs. 
Aja.  He  let  his  humors  blood. 

Aga.  He  will  be  the  Phyfician  that  fhould  be  the  pa tient. 

Aja.  And  all  men  were  a  ray  mind, 

Ulyf.  Wit  would  be  out  of  faihion. 
Aja.  A  fhould  not  bear  it  fo ,  a  Ihould  eat  Swords 

firft :  lhall  pride  carry  it  ? 

Neft.  And  'twould ,  youl'd  carry  half. 
Ulyf.  A  would  have  ten  fhares. 

Aja.  I  will  knede  him,  He  make  him  fupple,  he's  not 
yet  through  warm. 

Nef.  force  hira  with  praifes ,  pour  in ,  pour  in ,  kis ambition  is  dry. 

Vlyf.  My  L.  you  feed  too  much  on  this  diflike. 
Nefl.  Our  noble  General,  do  not  do  fo. 

Dio.  You  muft  prepare  to  fight  without  Achilles. 

Vlyf.  Why ,  'tis  this  naming  of  him  doth  him  har: 
Here  is  a  man,  but  'tis  before  his  face, 
I  will  be  filent. 

Nefl.  Wherefore  fhould  you  fo  ? 

■m. 
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Ill 

He  is  not  emulous,  as  Achilles  is. 

Vlyf.  'Know  the  whole  world, he  is  as  valiant. 
Aja.  A  horfon  dog ,  that  fhall  palter  thus  with  us, 

would  he  were  a  Trojan. 

Nefi.  What  a  vice  were  it  in  Ajax  now  ■ 
Vlyf.  If  he  were  proud. 
Dio.  Or  covetous  of  praife. 

Uljj.  I,  or  furly  born. 
Dio.  Or  ftrange,  or  felf-affe&ed. 

VI. Thank  the  heavens  L.thou  art  of  fvveet  compofure; 
Praife  him  that  got  thee,  (he  that  gave  thee  fuck  : 
Fame  be  thy  Tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 

Thrice  fam'd  beyond,  beyond  all  erudition ; 
But  he  that  difciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  Eternity  in 'twain, 
And  give  him  half,  and  for  thy  vigor, 

Bull-bearing  Milo  his  addition  yield 
To  finnowie  Ajax  :  I  will  not  praife  thy  wifdome, 
Which  like  a  bourn,  a  pale,  a  fhore  confines 

Thy  fpacious  and  dilated  parts ;  here's  Neftor 
Inftru&ed  by  the  Antiquary  times : 
He  muft,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wife. 

Bur  pardon  Father  Neflor,  were  your  dayes 

As  green  as  Ajax,  and  your  brain  fo  temper'd, 
You  fhould  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  he  as  Ajax. 

Aja.  Shall  I  call  you  Father  ? 

Vlyf.  I. my  good  Son. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him  Lord  A  'ax. 
Vlyf.  There  is  no  tarrying  here,  the  Hart  Achilles 

Keeps  thicket :  pleafe  it  our  General , 
To  call  together  all  this  ftate  of  warr; 
Frefh  Kings  are  come  to  Troy  ;  to  morrow 
We  muft  with  all  our  main  of  power  ftand  fart  : 

And  here's  a  Lord  (come  Knights  from  Eaft  to  Weft, 
And  cull  their  flowr  )  Ajax  fhall  cope  the  beft. 

Ag.  Go  we  t6  Counfel,  let  Achilles  fleep; 
Light  Botes  may  fail  fwift,  though  greater  bulks  draw 
deep.  Exeunt.       MHfick.fou.nAs  within . 

Enter  Pandarus  an  I  a  Servant. 

Van.  Friend,  you,  pray  you  a  word :  Do  not  you  fol- 
low the  young  Lord  Paris  > 

Ser.  I  fir,  When  he  goes  before  fne. 
Van.  You  depend  upon  him  I  mean  ? 
Ser.  Sir,  I  do. depend  upon  the  Lof  d. 
Van.  You  depend  upon  a  noble  Gentleman:  I  muft 

needs  praife  him. 
Set.  The  Lord  be  praifed. 
Va.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 
Ser.  Faith  fir,  fuperficially. 
Va.  Friend  know  me  better,  I  am  the  Lord  Pandarus. 

Ser.  I  hope  I  fhall  know  your  Honour  better. 
Va.  I  do  defire  it. 

Ser.  You  are  in  the  ftate  of  Grace  ? 

Va.  Grace,  not  fo  friend,Honour  and  Lordftiip  are  my 
titles  :  What  Mufick  is  this .? 

Ser.  I  do  but  partly  know  fir :  it  is  Mufick  in  parts. 
Va.  Know  you  the  Muficians  ? 
Ser.  Wholly  fir. 
Va.  Who  play  they  to  ? 
Ser.  To  the  hearers  fir, 
Pa.  At  whofe  pleafure  Friend  ? 
Ser.  At  mine  fir, and  theirs  that  love  Mufick. 
Va.  Command,  1  mean  friend. 
Ser.  Who  fhall  I  command  fir  > 

Va.  Friend,  we  underftand  not  one  another:  I  am  too 
courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cunning.  At  whofe  requeftdo thefe  men  play  ? 

Ser.  That's  to't  indeed  fir :  marry  fir,  at  the  requeft 
of  Paris  my  L.  who's  there  in  perfon;with  him  the  mor- 

tal Venus  ̂   the  heart  blood  of  Beauty,  loves  invifible foul. 

Va.  Who  ?  my  Colin  Creffida. 
Ser.  No,  fir,  Helen,  could  you  not  find  out  that  by  her attributes  ? 

Va.  It  fhould  feem  fellow,  that  thou  haft  not  feen  the 
Lady  Creffida.  I  come  to  fpeak  with  Varis  from  the 
Prince  Troilus:  I  will  make  a  complemental  affault  upon 
him,  for  my  bufinefs  feethes. 

Ser.  Sodden  bufinefs,  there's  a  ftewd  phrafe  indeed. 

Enter  Paris  and  Helena.  * 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you  my  Lord,  and  to  all  this  fair  com- 
pany ;  fair  defires  in  all  fair  meafure  fairly  guide  them, 

efpecially  to  you  fair  Queen,  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair 

pillow. He  I.  Dear  L.  you  are  full  of  fair  words. 
Pan.  You  fpeak  your  fair  pleafure  fweet  Queen :  fair 

Prince,  here  is  good  broken  Mufick. 
Par.  You  have  broken  it  Cofin:  and  by  my  life  you 

fhall  make  it  whole  again,  you  fhall  piece  it  out  with  a 
peece  of  your  performance.  Nel.  he  is  full  of  harmony. Pan.  Truly  Lady  no. 

Hel.  O  fir. 

Van.  Rudeinfooth,  in  good  footh  very  rude. 
Varis,  Well  faid  my  Lord  :  well,  you  fay  fo  in  fits, 
Van.  I  have  bufinefs  to  my  Lord,  dear  Queen:  my 

Lord  will  you  vouchfafe  me  a  word  ? 

Hel.  Nay,  this  lhall  not  hedge  us  out,  wee'l  hear  you 
fing  certainly. 

Van.  Well  fvveet  Queen,  you  are  pleafant  with  me  j 
but,  marry  thus  my  Lord,  my  dear  Lord,and  moft  eftee- 
med  friend  your  brother  Troilus  • — • 

Hel.  My  Lord  Pandarus,  hony  fweet  Lord. 
Van.  Go  to  fweet  Queen,  goto. 

Commends  himfelf  moft  affectionately  to  you. 
He  I.  You  fhall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  melody : 

If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  your  head. 

Pan.  Sweet  Queen ,  fweet  Queen ,  that's  a  fweet 

Queen  Ifaith  He  [.And  to  make  a  fweet  Lady  fad,is  a  fowre  offence. 
Pan.  Nay,  that  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn,  that  fhall  it 

not  in  truth  la.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  fuch  words,  no,  no. 
And  my  Lord  he  defires  you ,  that  if  the  King  call  for 
him  at  Supper,  you  will  make  this  excufe. 

Hel.  My  Lord  Pandarus. 
Pan.  What  fayes  my  fweet  Queen  ,  my  very , 

fweet  Queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand,  where  fups  he  to  night? 
Hel.  Nay  but  my  Lord. 

Pan.  What  fays  my  fweet  Queen  ?  my  Cofin  will  fall 
out  with  you. 

Hel.  You  muft  not  know  where  he  fupSf . 

Par.  With  my  difpofer  Crefftda} 
Pan.  No  ,no,  no  fuch  matter,  you  are  wide,  come  your 

difpofer  is  fick. 
Par.  Well,  lie  make  excufe. 
Pan.  i  good  my  Lord  :  why  ihould  you  fay  Creffida} 

no,  your  poor  difpofer 's  fick. 

Par.  I  fpy. 

C  c  c  Pan.  You 
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Pan.  You  fpie,  what  do  you  fpie?  come,  give  me  an 
Inftrument  now  fweet  Queen. 

Hit.  Why  this  is  kindly  done. 
f  an.  My  N  eece  is  horrible  in  love  with  a  thing  you. 

have  fweet  Queen. 

He'.  She  ihall  have  it  my  Lord,  if  it' be  not  my  Lord Paris. 

Pand.  He  ?  no  fhe'l  none  of  him ,  they  two  are 
twain. 

Met  Falling  in  after  falling  our,may  make  them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  He  hear  no  more  of  this,  lie  fing 
you  a  fong  now, 

HeL  ly  I,  prithee  now  :  by.  my  troth  fweet  Lord  thou 
haft  a  fine  fore-head. 

Pan.  I  you  may,  you  may. 
Hel.  Let  thy  fong  be  love:  this  love  will  undo  us  all. 

Ob  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid. 
Pan.  Love  ?  I  that  it  (hall  yfaith. 

Par.  I,  good  now  love,  love,  nothing  but  love. 
Pan.  In  good  troth  it  begins  fo. 

Love,  lo-ve,  nothing  but  love,  fiiil  more: 
For  O  loves  Bowt 
Shoots  both  Buck^  and  Doe  : 

The  Shaft  confounds  not  that  it  wounds, 
.  But  tickjes  fiiil  the  fore  : 

Theft  Lovers  cry,  oh  ho  they  dye ; 
Tet  that  which  feemsthej  wound  to  kjlly 
Doth  turn  oh  ho,  to  ha  ha  he  : 

So  dy  ing  love  lives  fiiil,  * 
O  hoa  while,  but  ha  ha  ha  ; 

O  ho  grom s  out  for  ha  ha  ha — hey  ho. 

Hel  In  love  yfaith  to  the  very  tip  of  the  nofe. 
Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves, love, and  that  breeds 

hot  blood  ,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot  thoughts ,  and  hot 
thoughts  begot  hot  deeds,  and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love  ?  Hot  blood,  hot 
thoughts  and  hot  deeds,  why  they  are  Vipers,is  Love  a 
generation  of  Vipers  ? 
Sweet  Lord  whofe  a  field  to  day  ? 

Par.  Heflor,Deipbobus,Helenus,j$nthenor,md  all  the 

gallantry  of  Troy.  I  would  fain  have  arm'd  to  day,  but 
my  Nell  would  not  have  it  fo. 
How  chance  my  brother  Troilus  went  not  ? 

Hel.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  fomething  ;  you  know  all 
Lord  Pandarus  ? 

Pan.  Nor.  I  hony  fweet  Queen :  I  long  to  hear  how 
they  fped  to  day  : 

You'l  remember  your  brothers  excufe  ? Par.  To  a  hair. 

Pan.  Farewel  fweet  Queen. 
Hel.  Commend  me  to  your  Neece. 
Pan.  I  will  fweet  Queen.  Sound  a  retreat. 

Par.  They're  come  from  field:  let  us  to  Priams  Hall 
To  greet  the  warriors.  Sweet  Helkn,\  muft  woo  you, 
To  help  unarm  our  Hettor  :  his  ftubborn  buckles, 

W'th  thefe  your  white  enchanting  fingers  toucht, 
Shall  more  obey  than  to  the  edge  of  Steel, 
Or  force  of  Greek'fh  finews,  you  (hall  do  more 
Than  all  the  Hand  Kings,  difirm  great  Hettor. 

Hel.  'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  your  fervant  Paris : 
Yea  what  he  fhall  receive  of  us  in  duty, 

Gives  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have  : 
Yea  overfhines  our  felf. 

Sweet  above  thought  I  love  thee.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus  ar.i  Troilus  Man. 

Pan.  How  now,  where 's  thy  Matter ,  at  my  Coufin 

Cref  d.is  ? Man.  No  fir,  he  flays  for  you  to  conduct  him  thither. 
Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  O  here  he  comes :  How  now,  how  now  > 
Troi.  Sirra  walk  off. 

Pan.  Have  you  feen  my  Coufin  ? 
Troi.  No  Pandarus :  I  ftalk  about  her  door 

Like  a  ftrange  foul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.  O  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  give  me  fwift  tranfportance  to  thofe  fields, 
Where  I  may  wallow  in  the  Lilly  beds 

Propos'd  for  the  deferver.  O  gentle  Pandarus^ 
From  Cupids  Ihoulder  pluck  his  painted  wings, 
And  flie  with  me  to  Creffd. 

Pan.  Walk  here  i'th'  Orchard,  He  bring  her  ftraight. 
Exit  Pandarus. 

Troi.  I  am  giddy;  expectation  whirls  me  round, 

Th'  imaginary  relilh  is  fo  fweet, 
That  it  inchants  my  fenfe  :  what  will  it  be 
When  that  the  watry  palats  taft  indeed 
Loves  thrice  reputed  Nettar  f  Death  I  fear  me 
Sounding  deftruif  ion,  or  fome  joy  too  fine, 
Too  fubtile,  potent,  and  too  fharp  in  fweetnefs, 
For  the  capacitie  of  my  ruder  powers  j 
I  fear  it  much ,  and  I  do  fear  befides, 
That  I  ihall  lofe  diftindtion  in  my  joyes, 

As  doth  a  battel,  when  they  charge  on  heaps  ' 
The  enemy  flying.     ̂   Enter  Pandarus. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready, fhe'l  comeftraighf,  you 
muftbe  witty  now,(he  does  fo  blufh  8c  fetches  her  wind 
fo  fhort,  as  if  fhe  werefraid  with  a  fprite:  lie  fetch  her; 
it  is  the  prettieft  villain ,  fhe  fetches  her  breath  fo  fhort 

as  a  new  ta'en  fparrow.  Exit .  Pand. 
Troi,  Even  fuch  a  paflion  doth  embrace  my  bofome : 

My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  feavourous  pulfe, 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bellowing  lofe, 
Like  vaflalage  at  unawares  encountring 
The  eye  of  Majefty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Crejfida. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blufh  ? 
Shames  a  babie ;  here  fhe  is  now,  fwear  the  oaths  now 

to  her,that  you  have  fvvorn  to  me.What  are  you  gone  a- 
gain,  you  muft  be  watchtere  you  be  made  tame  ,  muft 
you?  come  your  wayes,  come  your  wayes,  and  you  draw 

backward  we'l  put  you  i'th'  files:  why  do  you  not  fpeak 
to  her?  Come  draw  this  Curtain,8c  lets  fee  your  picture. 
Alafs  the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  offend  clay  light?and 

'twere  dark  you'ld  cloze  fooner.  So,  fo,  rub  on,  and  kifs 
the  miftrefs ;  how  now,  a  kifs  in  fee-farm  ?  build  there 
Carpenter;  the  ayr  is  fweet.  Nay,  you  fhall  fight  your 
hearts  out  ere  I  part  you.  The  Faulcon,  as  the  Tercel , 

for  all  the  Ducks  i'th'  River :  go  to,  go  to. 
Troi.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words  Lady. 

Pan.  Words  pay  no  debts;  giver  her  deeds  :  but  fhe'l 
bereave  you  o'th*  deeds  too ,  if  fhe  call  your  activity  in 

queftion:  what  billing  again  ?  here's  in  witnefs  where- of the  Parties  interchangeably.  Come  in,  come  in,  lie 

go  get  a  fire. 

Exit  Pand. 

Cref.  Will  you  walk  in  my  Lord  ? 
Troi.  O  Crejfida,  how  often  have  I  wifht  me  thus? 

Cref.  Wifht  my  Lord?  the  gods  grant?  O  my  Lord. 

Tro'i.  What  fhould  they  grant;  what  makes  this  pret- 
ty abruptionrwhat  too  curious  dreg  efpies  my  fweet  La- 
dy in  the  fountain  of  our  love  ? 

Cref.  More 
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Cref.  More  dregs  than  water,  if  my  tears  have  eyes. 
Trot,  Fears  make  devils  of  Cherubins,  they  never  fee 

\  truly. 
Cref.  Blind  fear,  that  feeing  reafon  leads  ,  finds  fafer 

I  footing,  than  blind  reafon,  ftumbling  without  fear:  to 
fear  the  worti,  oft  cures  the  worfe. 

T rot.  Oh  let  my  Lady  apprehend  no  fear, 
In  all  Cupids  P  tgeant  there  is  prefented  no  monfter. 

Crej.  Nor  nothing  monftrous  neither  ? 
T rol.  Nothing  but  their  undertakings,  when  we  vow 

to  weep  feas,  live  in  fire,  eat  rocks,  tame  Tygers,think- 
ing  it  harder  for  our  Miftrefs  to  devife  impofition 
enough,  than  for  us  to  undergo  any  difficulty  impofed. 
This  is  the  monftrofitie  in  love  (Lady,)that  the  will  is 

infinite,  and  the  execution  confin'd  ;  that  the  defire  is 
bound lefs,  and  the  a£t  a  flave  to  limit. 

Cref.  They  fay  all  lovers  fwear  more  performance 
than  they  are  able,  and  yet  referve  an  ability  that  they 

never  perform:  vowing  more  than  the  perfection  often; 
and  difcharging  lefs  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They 
that  have  the  voice  of  Lions,  and  the  acl;  of  Hares,  are 

they  not  monfters  > 
T roi.  Are  there  fuch?  fuch  are  not  we:  Praife  us  as  we 

are  tafted,  allow  us  as  we  prove:  our  head  fhall  go  bare 
till  merit  crown  it:  no  perfection  in  reverfion  fhall  have 

a  praife  in  prefent :  we  will  not  name  defert  before  his 
birth,  and  being  born,  his  addition  fhall  be  humble :  few 
words  to  fair  faith.  Troilus  fhall  be  fuch  to  Crejfid,  as 

what  envy  can  fay  wortt,  £hall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth 

and  what  truth  can  foeak  trueft ,  not  truer  than  Troi- 
lus. 

£ref.  Will  you  walk  in  my  Lord  ? 
■  Enter  Pandar us. 

Pan.  Whatblufhing  ftill?  have  you  not  done  talking 

yet  ? 
Cref.  Well  Unkle ,  what  folly  I  commit ,  I  dedicate 

to  you, 
Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that :  if  my  Lord  get  a  Boy  of 

you,  you'l  give  him  me:  be  true  to  my  Lord,if  he  flinch, chide  me  for  it. 

Troi.  You  know  now  your  hoftages :  your  Unkles 
word  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  lie  give  my  word  for  her  too :  our  kindred 

though  they  be  long  ere  they  are  wooed  ,  they  are  con- 

stant being  won:  they  are  Burs  I  can  tell  you,  they'l 
(tick  where  they  are  thrown. 

Crej.  Boldnefs  comes  to  me  now ,  and  brings  me 

heart :  Prince  Troilus,  I  have  lov'd  you  night  and  day, 
for  many  weary  months. 

Troi.  Why  was  my  Crejfid  then  fo  hard  to  win  ? 
Cref.  Hard  to  feem  won:  but  I  was  won  my  Lord 

With  thefirft  glance  that  ever:  pardon  me, 
If  I  confefs  much  you  will  play  the  tyrant : 
I  love  you  now,  but  not  till  now  fo  much 

But  I  might  mafter  it ;  in  faith  I  lye  .- 
My  thoughts  were  like  unbridled  children,  grown 

Too  head-ftrong  for  their  mother :  fee  we  fools, 

Why  have  I  blab'd  ?  Who  fhall  be  true  to  us 
When  we  are  fo  unfecret  to  our  felves  > 

But  though  I  lov'd  you  well ,  I  wooed  you  not , 
And  yet  good  faith  I  wifht  my  felf  a  man ; 
Or  that  the  women  had  mens  privilege 

Of  fpeaking  fir  ft.  Sweet,  bid  me  "hold  my  tongue, 
For  in  this,  rapture  I  fhall  furelyfpeak 
The  thing  I  fhall  repent :  fee ,  fee  your  iilence 
Comming  in  dumbnefs,  from  my  weaknefs  draws 

My  foul  of  counfel  from  me.  Stop  my  mouth. 
7 roi.  And  fhall,  albeit  fweet  Mulick  iiTues  thence. 
Pan.  Pretty  yfaith. 

Cref.  My  Lord, I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 

Twas  not  my  purpofe  thus  to  beg  a  k;fs  : 

I  am  afham'd;  O  Heavens,  what  have  I  done.' 
For  this  time  will  I  take  my  leave  my  Lord. 

Troi.  Your  leave  fweet  Crejfii  ? 

Pan.  Leave  i  and  you  take  leave  till  to  morrow  mor- 

ning- Crej.  Pray  you  content  you. 
Tro'i.  What  offends  you  Lady .? 
Cref.  Sir  mine  own  company. 
Troi.  You  cannot  fhun  your  felf. 
Cref  Let  me  go  and  try  : 

I  have  a  kind  of  felf  refides  with  you : 

But  an  unkind  felf,  that  it  felf  will  leave,  **i 
To  be  anothersfool.  Where  is  my  wit  ? 

I  would  be  gone :  I  fpeak  I  know  not  what. 
Troi.  Well  know  they  what  they  fpeak,  that  fpeak fo  wifely. 

O-f/.Perchance  my  Lord,Ifhow  more  craft  than  love. 
,  And  fell  fo  roundly  to  a  large  confeffion, 
To  angle  for  your  thoughts :  but  you  are  wife, 
Or  elfe  you  love  not :  for  to  be  wife  and  love, 
Exceeds  mans  might,  that  dwels  with  gods  above. 

Troi.  O  that  I  thought  it  could  be  in  a  woman ; 
And  if  it  can,  I  will  prefume  in  you, 
To  feed  for  ay  her  lamp  and  flames  of  love, 
To  keep  her  conftaacie  in  plight  and  youth, 

Out-living  beauties  outward,  with  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  fwifter  than  blood  decayes  : 
Or  that  perfwafion  could  but  thus  convince  me, 
That  my  integritie  and  truth  to  you, 
Might  be  affronted  with  the  match  and  waighc 
Of  fuch  a  winnowed  puritie  in  love  : 

How  were  I  then  up-lifted .'  but  alas, 
I  am  as  true,  as  truths  fimplicitie, 

And  fimpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 
Cref  In  that  He  warr  with  you.; 
Troi.  O  vertuous  fight, 

When  right  with  right  wars,  who  fhall  be  molt  right  ? 
True  fwains  in  love,  fhall  in  the  world  to  come 

Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  whan  their  rimes, 
Full  of  proteft,of  oath,and  big  compare, 

Want  fimiles :  truth  tir'dwith  iteration, 
As  true  as  fteel,  as  plantage  to  the  Moon  , 
As  Sun  to  day,  as  Turtle  to  her  mate , 

As  Iron  to  Adamant ,  as  Earth  to  th'  Center : 
Yet  after  all  comparisons  of  truth, 

(  As  truths  authentick  author  to  be  cited  ) 
As  true  as  Troilm,  fhall  crown  up  the  Verfe, 
And  fan£tifie  the  numbers. 

Cref.  Prophet  may  you  be  i 
If  I  be  falfe,  or  fwerve  a  hair  from  truth, 

When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  it  felf , 
When  water-drops  have  worn  the  ftones  of  Troyy 

And  blind  oblivion  fwallow'd  Cities  up , 
And  mighty  ftates-charaderlefs  are  grated 
To  duftie  nothing ;  yet  let  memory, 

From  falfe  to  falfe,  among  falfe  Maids  in  love, 

Upbrai4  my  falfehood,  when  they'ave  faid  as  falfe,: As  Air,  as  Water,  as  Wind,  as  fandie  earth  ; 
As  Fox  to  Lamb;  as  Wolf  to  Heifers  Calf ; 

Pard  to  the  Hind,  or  Stepdame  to  her  Son  ; 
Yea,  let  them  fay,  to  ftick  the  heart  ©f  falfehood, 

C  c  c  2  As 

• 
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As  falfe  isCrefftJ.    .  I 
Pa»d.  Go  to ,  a  bargain  made  :  feal  it ,  feal  it ,  lie  I 

be  the  witnefs,  here  I  hold  your  hand:  here  my  Coufins, 
if  ever  you  prove  falfe  one  to  another,  fince  I  have  taken 
fuch  pains  to  bring  you  together >  let  all  pittiful  goers 

between  be  call'd  to  the  worlds  end  after  my  name:  call 
them  all  Panders ;  let  all  conftant  men  be  Troilufe j,  all 
falfe  women  Oreffids,  and  all  brokers  between,  Panders: 

fry,  Amen. Trot.  Amen. 

Cref.  Amen. 
Pah.  Amen. 

Whereupon  I  will  ihew  you  a  Chamber,  which  bed,  be- 
caufe  it  fhall  not  fpeak  df  your  pretty  encounters,  prefs 
it  to  death  :  away. 

And  Cttyid  grant  all  toung-tide  Maidens  here, 
Bed,  Chamber, and  Pander,to  provide  this  geer.£*f*»r. 

Enter  Vljffes,  Diomedes,  Neftor,  AgAmemnon^ 
MentUHi  And  CaIcas. 

Cal.  Now  Princes  for  the  fervice  I  have  done  you, 

Th'  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud, 
To  call  for  recompence  :  appear  it  to  your  mind, 
That  through  the  fight  I  bear  in  things  to  love, 

I  have  abandon'd  Troyy  left  my  pofleffion, 
Incurr'd  a  Tray  tors  name,  expos'dmy  felf, 
From  certain  and  pofleft  conveniences, 
To  doubtful  fortunes,  fequeftring  from  me  all 
That  time,  acquaintance,  cuftom  and  condition, 
Made  tame,  and  moft  familiar  to  my  nature  : 
And  here  to  do  you  fervice  am  become, 
As  new  into  the  world,  ftrange,  unacquainted. 
I  do  befeech  you,  as  in  way  of  taft, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit : 
Out  of  thofe  many  regiftred  in  promife, 
Which  you  fay  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 

Agam.  What  would'ft  thou  of  us  Troian  ?  make demand  ? 

CaI.  You  have  a  Troian  prifoner,  call'd  Anthenor, 
Yefterday  took  :  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you  (  often  have  you ,  thanks  therefore  ) 

Defir'd  my  Crefjid  in  right  great  exchange. 
Whom  Troy  hath  ftill  deni'd  :  but  this  Anthenor, 
I  know  is  fuch  a  wreft  in  their  affairs, 

That  their  negotiations  all  mutt  flack, 
Wanting  his  mannage :  and  they  will  almoft, 
Give  us  a  Prince  of  blood,  a  Son  of  PriAm, 

In  change  of  him.  Let  him  be  fent  great  Princes, 
And  he  fhall  buy  my  Daughter    and  her  prefence, 
Shall  quite  ftrike  off  all  fervice  I  have  done, 
In  mott  accepted  pain. 

Aga.  Let  Diomedts  bear  him, 
And  bring  us  Crefftd  hither :  CaIcas  (hall  have 

What  he  requefts  of  us."  good  Diomed 
Furnifh  you  fairly  for  this  enterchange ; 
Wichall  bring  word ,  if  Hettor  will  to  morrow 

Be  anfwer'd  in  his  challenge.  Ajax  is  ready. 
Dio.  This  {hall  I  undertake,  and  'tis  a  burthen 

Which  I  am  proud  to  bear.  Exit, 
Enter  A.chillesAnd  Patroclus  in  their  Tent. 

Vljf.  Achilles  ftands  i'th*  entrance  of  this  Tent ; 
Pleafe  it  our  General  to  pafs  ftrangely  by  him, 
As  if  he  were  forgot :  and  Princes  all. 
Lay  negligent  and  loofe  regard  upon  him  ; 

I  will  come  laft,  't;is  like  he'l  queftion  me, 

Why  fuch  unpliufive  eyes  are  bent?  why  turn'd  on  him? 
If  fo,  I  have  decifion  medicinable, 

To  ufe  between  your  ftrangenefs  and  his  pride, 
Which  his  own  will  fhall  have  delire  to  drink  ; 

I  It  may  do  good,  pride  hath  no  other  glafs 
To  fhow  it  felf,  but  pride:  for  fupple  knees, 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  mans  fees. 

Agam.  We'l  execute  your  purpofe,  and  put  on 
A  form  of  ftrangenefs  as  we  pafs  along, 

So  do  each  Lord,  and  either  greet  him  not, 
Or  elfe  difdainfully,  which  (hall  fluke  him  more, 
Than  if  not  lookt  on.  I  will  lead  rhe  way. 

Achil.  What  comes  the  General  to  fpeak  with  me  } 

You  know  my  mind,  He  fight  no  more  'gainft  Troy. 
Aga.  What  fayes  Achilles ,  would  he  ought  with  us  ? 
Nef.  Would  you  my  Lord  ought  with  the  General  .* 
Achll.  No. 

Nef.  Nothing  my  Lord. 

Ag*.  The  better. Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 

Men.  How  do  you  ?  how  do  you  ? 
Achi.  What  does  the  Cuckold  fcorn  me  ? 

Ajax.  How  now  Patroclus  } 
Achil.  Good  morrow  A)ax  ? 

A\ax.  Ha. 
Achil.  Good  morrow. 

Ajax.  I,  and  good  next  day  too,  Exeunt. 
AchiU  What  mean  thefe  fellows  ?  know  they  not Achilles? 

pAtr.  They  pafs  ftrangely:  they  were  us'd  to  bend, To  fend  their  fmiles  before  them,  to  Achilles ; 

To  come  as  humbly  as  they  us'd  to  creep  to  holy  Altars. 
Achil.  What  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 

Tis  certain,greatnefs  once  fall'n  out  with  fortune, 
Muft  fall  out  with  men  too :  what  th?  declin'd  is, 
He  fhall  as  foon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others, 

A  s  feel  in  his  own  fall :  for  men  like  butter-flies, 
Shew  not  their  mealie  wings,  but  to  the  Summer ; 
And  not  a  man  for  being  Ample  man, 

Hath  any  honor ;  but  honor  a  by  thofe  honors 
That  are  without  him ;  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident,  as  oft  as  merit : 

Which  when  they  fall  (  as  being  flippery  ft anders  ) 

The  love  that  Iean'd  ©n  them  as  flippery  too, 
Doth  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 

Dye  in  the  fall;  But  'tis  not  fo  with  me  , Fortune  and  I  are  friends,  I  do  enjoy 

At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  poflefs, 
Save  thefe  mens  looks :  who  do  me  thinks  find  out 

Something  not  worth  in  me  fuch  rich  beholding, 
As  they  have  often  given.  Here  is  Vlyff  ts, 
He  interrupt  his  reading :  how  now  Vljffes  > 

Vlyf.  Now  great  Thetis  Son. 
Achil.  What  are  you  reading  > 

Vlyf.  A  ftrange  fellow  here 
Writes  me,  that  man,  how  dearly  ever  parted, 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, 
Cannot  make  boaft  to  have  that  which  he  hath ; 

Nor  feels  not  what  he  ows,  but  by  reflc&ion : 
As  when  his  virtues  lhining  upon  others, 

Heat  them,and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  thefirft  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  ftrange  Vlyff es  : 

The  beauty  that  is  born  here  in  the  face, 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends  it  felf, 

Not  goins  from  it  felf :  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd, 
Salutes 
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Salutes  each  other,  with  each  others  form. 

For  fpeculation  turns  not  to  it  felf, 

Till  it  hath  travell'd  and  is  married  there 
Where  it  may  fee  it  felf;  this  is  not  ftrangeat  all. 

Uljf.  I  do  not  ftrain  it  at  the  pofition, 
It  is  familiar ;  but  at  the  Authors  drift, 
Who  in  his  circumftance,  exprefly  proves 
That  no  man  is  the  Lord  of  any  thing, 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  is  much  confifting,  ) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himfelf  know  them  for  ought, 

Till  he  behold  them  formed  in  th'  applaufe, 
Where  they're  extended:  who  like  an  arch  reverb'rates 
The  voice  again ;  or  like  a  gate  of  fteel, 
Fronting  the  Sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure,  and  his  heat.  I  was  much  rapt  in  this, 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax ; 
Heavens  what  a  man  is  there?  a  very  Horfe,        (  are 
That  has  he  knows  not  what  Nature ,  what  things  there 
Moft  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  ufe; 
What  things  again  moft  dear  in  the  efteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  :  now  fhall  we  fee  to  morrow, 
And  aft  that  very  chance  dorh  throw  upon  him  ? 

Ajax  renown'd  ?  O  heavens,  whatfome  men  do, 
While  fome  men  leave  to  do  •' 
How  fome  men  creep  in  skittifh  fortunes  hall , 
Whiles  others  play  the  Ideots  in  her  eyes  : 
How  one  man  eats  into  anothers  pride, 

While  pride  is  feafting  in  his  wantonnefs 
To  fee  thefe  Grecian  Lords;  why,  even  already; 

They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  fhoulder, 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hettors  breft, 

And  great  Troy  fhrinking. 
Achil.  I  do  believe  it  : 

For  they  paft  by  me,  as  mifers  do  by  beggars, 
Neither  gave  to  me  good  word,  nor  good  look  : 
What,are  my  deeds  forgot  ? 

Viyf.  Time  hath  (  my  Lord  )  a  wallet  at  his  back, 

j  Wherein  he  puts  almes  for  oblivion  : 

j  A  great  fiz'd  monfter  of  ingratitudes : 
1  Thofe  fcraps  are  good  deeds  paft, 

|  Which  are  devour'd  as  faft  as  they  are  made, 
!  Forgot  as  foon  as  done  :  perfeverance ,  dear  my  Lord  , 
|  Keeps  honour  bright:  to  have  done,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fafhion,  like  a  rufty  male, 
In  monumental  mockrie  :  take  the  inftant  way, 

|  For  honor  travels  in  a  ftraight  fo  narrow, 
j  Where  one  but  goes  abreaft  ,  keep  then  the  path* 
For  emulation  hath  a  thoufand  Sons, 

That  one  by  one  pnrfue ;  if  you  give  way 
r  hedge  afide  from  the  direct  forth  right, 
ike  to  anentred  Tyde,  they  all  rufh  by, 
nd  leave  you  hindmoft ; 

'r  like  a  gallant  Horfe  fain  in  firft  rank, 
ye  there  for  pavement  to  the  abjeft,  near 
re- run  and  trampled  on:  then  what  they  do  in  prefent, 

ough  lefs  than  yours  in  paft,  muft  ore-top  yours : 
or  time  is  like  a  fafhionable  Hoft, 

hat  flightly  fhakes  his  parting  Gueft  by  th'  hand  •> 
And  with  his  arras  out-ftretcht,  as  he  would  flye, 
Grafps  in  the  commer :  the  welcome  ever  fmiles, 

And  farewells  goes  out  fighing:  Olet  not'virtue  feek 
Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was  :  for  beauty,  wit/ 

High  birth,  vigor  of  bone,  defert  in  fefvice^ 
Love,  friendship,  chanty,  are  fubje&s  all 

To  envious  and  calumniating  time : 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin; 
That  all  with  one  content  praife  new  born  gauds, 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things  paft, 
And  gotoduft,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
More  laud  in  gilt  oredufted. 

The  prefent  eye  praifes  the  prefent  object. 
Then  marvail  not  thou  great  and  compleat  man, 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worfhip  A -ax  ; 
Since  things  in  motion  'gin  to  catch  the  eye, 
Than  what  not  ftirs:  the  cry  went  out  on  thee, 
And  ftill  it  might,  and  yet  it  may  again, 

If  thou  would'ft  not  entomb  thy  felf  alive, 
And  cafe  thy  reputation  in  thy  Tent ; 

Whofe  glorious  deeds,but  in  thefe  fields  of  late, 

Made  emulous  millions  'mongft  the  gods  themfelves, 
And  drave  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achil.  Of  this  my  privacy, 

I  have  ftrong  reafons. 

Vlyf.  But  'gainft  your  privacy, 
The  reafons  are  more  potent  and  heroical  • 

'Tis  known  Achilles^  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priams  daughters. 

Achil.  Ha?  known  ? 

Vlyf.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 

The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  State, 
Knows  almoft  every  grain  of  Pluto's  gold ; 
Finds  bottom  inth'  uncomprehenfive  deeps  , 
Keeps  place  with  thought;  and  almoft  like  the  gods, 
Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles : 
There  is  a  myfterie  (  with  whom  relation 
Durft  never  meddle  )  in  the  foul  of  ftate ; 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine, 

Than  breath  or  pen  can  give  expreffure  too : 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troj^ 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,my  Lord. 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much, 
To  throw  down  Hector  than  Polixtnd  , 

But  it  muft  grieve  young  Pyrrhtts  now  at  home:, 
When  fame  fhall  in  herlland  found  her  trump  ; 
And  all  the  Greekifh  Girles  fhall  tripping  fingj 
Great  Hectors  fifter  did  Achilles  win  ; 

But  our  great  Ajax  bravely  beat  down  him. 
Farewell  my  Lord  :  I  as  your  Lover  fpeak  ; 
The  fool  Aides  ore  the  Ice  that  you  fhould  break. 

Patr. To  thi s  effect  Acbilleshnve.  I  mov'd  you  ; 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannifh  grown, 

Is  not  more  loth'd,  than  an  effeminate  man, 
In  time  of  a&ion  :  I  ftand  condemn'd  for  this  ; 
They  think  my  little  ftomack  to  the  warr , 

And  your  great  love  to  me,  reftrains  you  thus r 
Sweet,  roufe  your  felf :  and  the  weak  wanton  CttpiA 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloofe  his  amorous  fold, 

And  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  Lions  mane, 
Be  fhook  to  airie  air. 

Achil.  Shall  Ajax  fight  with  He&or. 
Patr.  I  j  and  perhaps  receive  much  honout-by  liirn. 
Achil.  I  fee  my  reputation  is  at  ftake, 

My  fame  is  fhrewdly  gored. 
Patr.O  then  beware: 

Thofe  wounds  heal  ill,  that  men  do  give  themfelves : 
Omiflion  to  do  what  is  neceffary, 
Seals  a  commiffion  to  a  blank  of  danger, 

Arid  danger  like  an  ague  fubtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  fit  idely  in  the  fun. 

Aekl.  Go  call  Thcrfttts  hither  fweet  Patrochuy 

Ccc  3  He 
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I  have  a  womans  longing, 

He  fend  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  defire  him 

T'invite  the  Troian  Lords  after  the  Combat. 

To  fee  us  here  unarm'd 
An  appetite  that  I  am  hck  withal!, 
To  fee  great  Hettor  in  the  weeds  of  peace;  Enttr  Ther. 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  vifage, 

Even  to  my  full  of  view.  A  labour  iav'd. Ther.  A  wonder. 
What? 

Ther.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field  ,  asking  for 
himfelf. 

Achil.  How  fo  ? 

Ther.  He  muft  fight  fingly  to  morrow  with  Hettor , 
and  is  fo  prophetically  proud  of  an  heroical  cudgelling, 
that  he  raves  in  faying  nothing. 

Achll.  How  can  that  be  ? 
Ther.  Why  he  ftalks  up  and  down  like  a  Peacock ,  a 

ftride  and  a  ftand:  ruminates  like  an  hoftefs,  that  hath  no 

Arithmetique  but  her  brain  to  fet  down  her  reckon- 
ing: bites  his  lip  with  a  politique  regard,  as  who  fhould 

fay,  there  were  wit  in  his  head  and  'twoo'd  out-,  and  fo 
there  is  ;  but  it  lyes  as  coldly  in  him,  as  fire  in  a  flint , 

which  will  not  ihew  withouc  knocking.  The  man's  un- 
done for  ever ;  for  if  Hettor  break  not  his  neck  in  i'th' 

Combat ,  hee'l  break' t  himfelf  in  vain-gbry.  He 
knows  not  me.:  Ifaid,  good  morrow  A  ax  ;  And  he 
replies ,  thanks  Agamemnon.  What  think  you  of  this 

man,  that  takes  me  for  the  General  ?  Hee's  grown  a 
very  land-fifh  ,  languagelefs ,  a  monfter :  a  plague  of 
opinion,  a  man  may  wear  it  on  both  fides  like  a  leather 

jerkin. 
Achll.  Thou  mult  be  myAmbaffador  to  him  Therjites. 

7 her.  Who  I  ?  why  hee'l  anfwer  nobody  :  he  pro- 
feffes  not  anfwering;  (peaking  is  forbeggers :  he  wears 

his  tongue  in's  arms:  I  will  put  on  his  prefence;  let  Pa- 
iroclus  make  his  demands  to  me,  you  fhall  fee  the  Page- 

ant of  Ajax. 
Achd.  To  him  Patroclns,xz\  him,I  humbly  defire  the 

•  valiant  Ajmjto  invite  the  mott  valorous  Hettor, x.o  come 

unarm'd  to  my  Tent,jand  to  procure  fafe  conduct  for  his 
perfon,  of  the  magmnimious  and  moit  illuftrious,  fix  or 

feven  times  honour' d  Captain,  General  of  the  Grecian 
Armie  Agamemnon,  &c.  do  this. 

Patro.  Jove  blefs  great  A  ax, 
Thcr,Hurv>. 

Patr.  I  come  from  the  worthy  Acailles. 
Ther.  Ha  ? 

Patr.  Who  molt  humbly  defires  you  to  invite  Hettor 
to  his  Ten*.? 

Ther.  Hum. 

Patr.  Apd  to  procure  fafe  conduit  from  Agamemnon. 
Ther.  Agamemnon  ? 
Patr.  I  my  Lord. 
Ther. Hz  ? 

Patr.  What  fay  you  to't. 
Ther.  God  buy  you  with  all  my  heart. 
Patr.  Your  anfwer  fir. 

Ther.  Iffto  morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven  a  clock 
it  will  go  oneway  or  other;  howfoever,  he  fhall  pay  for 
mee'rhe  has  me. 

Patr.  Your  anfwer  fir. 

Ther.  Fare  you  well  with  all  my  hearr. 
Achil.  Why,  but  he  is.  not  in  this  tune,  is  he  ?. 

Ther.  No,but  he's  out  a  tune  thus;  what  mufick  will 
be  in  when  Hettor  has  knockt  out  his  brans ,  I  know 

not:  but  I  am  fure  none,  unlefs  the  Fidler  Ap\U  get  his 

finews  to  make  cat  lines  on. 

Achil.  Come ,  thou  fhalt  bear  a  Letter  to  him 

firaight. 

Ther.  Let  me  carry  another  to  his  Horfe;for  that's  the 
more  capable  creature. 

Achil.  My  mind  is  troubled  like  a  Fountain  ftirr'd, 
And  I  my  felf  fee  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

Ther.  Would  the  Fountain  of  your  mind  were  clear 

again,  that  I  might  water  an  Afs  at  it:  I  had  rather  be  a 

Tick  in  a  Sheep,  than  fuch  a  valiant  ignorance. 

Enter  at  one  door  <j£.neas  with  a  Torch ,  at  another 

Paris,  Deiphobus,  Anthenor  ,Diomedthe 
Grecian ,  withTorches. 

Patr.  See  ho,  who  is  that  there  ? 

Deiph.  It  is  the  Lord  ̂ AZneas. 
<jEne.  Is  the  Prince  there  in  perfon  ? 

Had  I  fo  good  occafion  to  he  long 
As  you  Prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly  bufinefs, 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

D,om.  That's  my  mind  too:  good  morrow  Lord cAzneas. 

Par.  A  valiant  Greek  o£neas,  take  his  hand, 
Witnefs  the  procefs  of  your  fpeech  within ; 
You  told  how  Dlomed,  in  a  whole  week  by  dayes 
Did  haunt  you  in  a  Field. 

tAZne .  Health  to  you  valiant  fir ; 

During  allqueltion  of  the  gentle  truce : 

But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance, 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Diom.  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces, 

Our  bloods  are  now  in  calm ;  and  fo  long  health: 
But  when  contention,  and  occafion  meet, 

By  Jove,  He  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  my  force,  purfure  and  policy. 

cA^ne.  And  thou  fhalt  hunt  a  Lion  that  will  flie 

With  his  face  baevvard,  in  humane  gentlenefs  : 
Welcome  to  Troy-  now  by  Anchijes  life, 
Welcome  indeed :  by  Venus  hand  I  fvvear, 
No  man  alive  can  love  in  fuch  a  fort, 

The  thing  he  means  to  kill,  more  excellently. 
Diom.  We  fympathize.  Jove  let  aAZnea*  live 

( If  to  my  fvvord  his  fate  be  not  the  glory  ) 
A  thoufand  compleat  courfes  of  the  Sun: 
But  in  mine  emulous  honor  let  him  die , 

With  every  joynta  wound,  and  that  to  morrow. 
<^£ne .  We  know  each  other  well. 

Dio.  We  do,  and  long  to  know  each  other  worfe. 

Par.  This  is  the  moft  defpightfull'ft  gentle  greeting : 
The  nobleft  hateful  love,  that  e'r  I  heard  of. What  bufinefs  Lord  fo  early  ? 

<y£ne .1  was  fent  for  to  the  King;but  why,I  know  not. 
Par.  His  purpofe  meets  you;it  was  to  bring  thisGreek 

to  Calcha's  houfe:  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Anthenor,  the  fair  Crejfid : 
Lets  have  your  company  ;  or  if  you  pleafe, 
Halle  there  before  us,  1  constantly  do  think 
(Or  rather  call  my  thought  a  certain  knowledge  ) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to  night. 
Roufe  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach, 
With  the  whole  quality,  whereof  I  fear 
We  fhall  be  much  unwelcome. 

^Alne .  That  I  allure  you  : 

Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  born  to  Greece, 
Than  Crejfid  born  from  Troy. 

Par.  There 
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Par.  There  is  no  help  : 
The  bitter  difpofition  of  the  time  will  have  it  fo. 
On  Lord,  weel  follow  you. 

c/£»f.  Good  morrow  all.  Exit  <J£neas 

Par.  And  tell  me  noble  Dlomed  •  faith  tell  me  true, 
Even  in  the  foul  of  found  good  fellowfhip, 

Who  in  your  thoughts  merits  fair  Helen,  moft  ? 
My  lelf,  or  Menelaus  ? 

Diom.  Both  alike. 

He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  feek  her , 

Not  making  any  fcruple  of  her  foylure, 
With  fuch  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge. 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her, 
Not  pallating  the  taft  of  her  difhonour, 
With  fuch  a  coftly  lofs  of  wealth  and  friends  ; 
He  like  a  puling  Cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  peece ; 
You  like  a  letcher,  out  of  whorifh  loyns, 

Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors : 
Both  merits  poyz'd,each  weighs  no  lefsnor  more, 
But  he  as  he,  which  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  are  too  bitter  to  your  country-woman. 

Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  country  :  hear  me  Paris, 
For  every  falfe  drop  in  her  baudy  veins, 
A  Grecians  life  hath  funk :  for  every  fcruple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight, 

ATroianhath  been  flain.  Since  ihe  could  fpeak,' 
She  hath  not  given  fo  many  good  words  breath, 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Troians  fuffred  death. 

Par.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Difpraife  the  thing  that  you  deftre  to  buy  : 
But  we  in  filence  hold  this  virtue  well  ; 

We'l  not  commend,  what  we  intend  to  fell. 
Here  lyes  our  way.  Exeunt. 

■  it  *? 
Enter  Troilm  and  Creffida.  t  J 

Troi.  Dear,  trouble  not  your  felf :  the  morn  isWd. 

Cref.  Then  fweet  my  Lord,- lie  call  my  Unkle  down  ; 
He  fhall  unbolt  the  Gates. 

Troi.  Trouble  him  not  : 

To  bed,  to  bed  :  fleep  kill  thofe  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  loft  attachment  to  thy  fences, 
As  Infants  empty  of  all  thought. 

Cref.  Good  morrow  then. 
Troi.  I  prithee  now  to  bed. 
Cref.  Are  you  a  weary  of  me  } 

Troi.  O  Creffida .'  but  that  the  bufie  day 

Wak'd  by  the  Lark,  hath  rouz'd  the  ribald  Crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  eyes  no  longer  i 
I  would  not  from  thee. 

Cref.  Night  hath  been  too  brief.  (ftayes, 
Troi,  Befhrew  the  witch  1  with  venemous  wights  fhe 

As  hideoufly  as  hell  ;  but  flies  the  grafps  of  love, 
With  wings  more  momentary,  fwifter  than  thought: 
You  will  catch  cold  and  curfe  me. 

Cref.  Prithee  tarry,  you  men  wi  1  never  tarry  ; 
Ofoolifh  Crejfid,  I  might  have  ftillheld  off , 

And  then  you  would  have  tarried.  Heark  there's  one  up. 
Pand.  within.  What's  all  the  doors  open  here  ? 
Troi.  It  is  your  tinkle.  Enter  Panda.ru s. 
Cref  A  peftilence  on  him  :  now  will  he  be  mocking: 

Ifhall  have  fuch  a  life. 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  ?  how  go  maiden-heads  ? 

Hear  you  Maid  :  where's  my  cozin  Crejfid  ?  ' 
Cref. Go  hang  your  felf,  you  naughty  mocking  Unkle: 

You  bring  me  to  do —  mi  then  you  flout  me  too. 
Pan.  To  do  what?  to  do  what?  let  her  fay  what : 

What  have  I  brought  you  ro  ao  f 

Cref  Come,  come,  befhrew  your  heart:  you'l  ne'r  be 
good,  nor  fuffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha:  alas  poor  wretch  :  a  poor  Chipochia,  haft 
not  flept  to  night  ?  would  he  not  (a  naughty  man)  let  it 
fleep  :  a  bug-bear  take  him.  One  knockj. 

Cref.  Did  not  I  tell  you?  would  he  were]knock'd  ith' 
head.  Who's  that  at  door  ?  good  Unkle  go  and  fee. 
My  Lord,  come  you  agiin  into  my  Chamber  .• 
You  fmile  and  mxk  me,  as  if  I  meant  naughtily. Troi.  Hi,  ha. 

Cre.  Come  you  are  deceiv'dj  think  of  no  fuch  thing. 
How  eirneftly  they  knock  :  pray  you  come  in.  ICnoc^. 
I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  feen  here.  Exeunt. 

Pan.  Who's  there?  what's  the  matter?  will  you  beat 
down  the  door?  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

*ALne.  Good  morrow  Lord,  good  morrow. 
Pan  Who's  there,  my  Lord  <JEwas?  by  my  troth  I 

knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you  fo  early  ? 
<y£ne.  Is  nor  Prince  Troilm  here  f 
Pan.  Here?  what  fhould  he  do  here  ? 
ts£»e.  Come  he  is  here,  my  Lord,  do  not  deny  him: 

It  doth  import  him  much  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Pan.  Is  he  here  fay  you?  'tis  more  than  I  know,  He  be 
fvvorn:  For  my  own  part  I  came  in  late;  what  fhould 
he  do  here .? 

*Aine.  Who ,  nay  then  :  Come,  come,  you'l  do  him 
wrong,  ere  y'are  ware  :  you'l  be  fo  true  to  him ,  to  be 
falfe  to  him  :  Do  not  you  know  of  him,but  yet  go  fetch him  hither,  go. 

Enter  Troi  I  us. 

Troi.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
«/£«.  My  Lord,  I  fcarce  have  leifure  to  falute  you, 

My  matter  is  fo  rafh  :  there  is  at  hand, 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphohns, 
The  Grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Anthenor 

Deliver'd  to  us,  and  for  him  forth-with, 
Ere  the  firft  facrifice,  within  this  hour, 
We  muft  give  up  to  Diomedts  hand 

The  Lady  Cteffida.  - Troi.  Is  it  concluded  fo  ? 

zAine.  By  Priam,  and  the  general  ftate  of  TVs;, 
They  are  at  hand,  and  ready  to  eftecl;  it, 

Troi.  How  may  atchievments  mock  me  ? 
I  will  go  meet  them:  and  my  Lord  <^£neasy 
We  met  by  chance  :  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

±Aine.  Good,  good, my  Lord,the  fecrets  of  nature 

Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Crejfid. 

Pan.  Is't  poflible  .?  no  fooner  got  but  loft :  the  devil 
take  Anthenor  1  t\\t  young  Prince  will  go  mad :  a  plague 

upon  Anthenor^  I  would  they  had  broke's  neck. 
Cref.  How  now?  what's  the  matter?  who. was  here  ? 
Pan.  Ah,  ah  f 

Cref.  Why  figh  you  fo  profoundly?  wher's  my  Lord  ? 
gone?  tell  me  fweet  Unkle  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Would  I  vvere  as  deep  under  the  earth  as  I  am 
above. 

Cref.  O  the  godsf  what's  the  matter  ? 
Pan.  Prethee  get  thee  in:  would  thou  hadft  ne'r  been 

born  ;  I  knew  thou  would'ft  be  his  death.  O  poor  Gen- 
tleman ;  a  plague  upon  Anthenor, 

Cref. 
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Cref.  Good  Uncle,T  befeech  you,  on  my  kne^s  ,  I  be- 

feech  you  vvhat*s  the  matter? 
Pan.  Thou  mutt  be  gone  wench,  thou  muft  be  gone; 

thou  art  chang'd  tor  Anthenor  :  thou  muft  to  thy  Father, 

and  be  gone  from  Troilas :  'twill  be  his  death  :  'twill  be 
lis  bane,  he  cannot  bear  it. 

Cref.  O  you  immortal  Gods .'  I  will  not  go. 
Pan.  Thou  muft. 

Cref.l  will  not  Uncle  :  I  have  forgot  my  Father: 
I  know  no  touch  ofconfanguinity  : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  foul,  fo  neer  me, 
As  thefweet  Troilas :  O  you  gods  divine/ 
WL&zCreffi&s  name  the  very  crown  of  falfhood  1 
If  ever  the  leave  Trojlas :  time,  and  death, 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremity  you  can ; 
But  the  ftrong  bate  and  building  of  my  love, 
Is  as  the  very  Centre  of  the  earth, 
Drawing  all  things  to  it.  I  will  go  in  and  weep. 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cref.  Tear  my  bright  hair ,  and  fcratch  my  praifed 
cheeks, 

Crack  my  deer  voice  with  fobs,  and  break  my  heart 
With  founding  Troilas.  I  will  not  go  from  Troy.  Ex. 

Enter  Parts,  Troilas,  ̂ Ainea;  Deiphbus,  An- 
thenor,ani  Diemedes. 

Par.  It  is  great  morning,  and  the  hour  prefixt 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek 
Comes  fait  upon  :  good  my  brother  Troilnst 
Tell  you  the  Lady  what  fhe  is  to  do, 
And  hafte  her  to  the  purpofe. 

Trot.  Walk  into  her  houfe  : 

He  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  prefently ; 
And  to  his  hand  when  I  deliver  her, 

Think  it  an  Altar,  and  thy  brother  Trotlas 
A  Prieft,  rhere  offering  to  it  his  heart. 

Par.  I  know  what  'tis  to  love, 
And  would,  as  I  fhall  pitty,  I  could  help. 

Pleafe  you  walk  in,  my  Lords.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Pandarus  aniCreffld. 
Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 

Cref.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full  perfect  that  I  tafte, 
And  no  lefs  in  a  fenfe  as  ftrong,  as  that 

Which  caufeth  it.  How  can  I  mod'rate  it  ? 
If  I  could  remporife  with  my  affecYion, 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palat , 

The  like  alaiment  could  I  give  my  grief : 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  crofs  :       Enter  Troilm 
No  more  my  grief,  in  fuch  a  precious  lofs. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes,  a  fweet  duck. 
Cref.  O  Troiltts,  Troilas. 

Pan  .What  a  pair  of  fpe&acles  is  here?  let  me  embrace 
too :  oh  heart,  as  the  goodly  faying  is  ;  O  heart ,  heavy 

heart,  why  fitteft  thou  without  breaking  ?  where  he  an- 
fwers  again  ;  becaufe  thou  canft  not  eafe  thy  fmart  by 

friendship,  nor  by  fpeaking:there  was  never  a  truer  rime; 
let  us  caft  away  nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need 
of  fuch  a  Verfe  ;  we  fee  it,  we  fee  it :  how  now  Lambs? 

Trot.  Cref  fid,  I  love  thee  in  fo  ftrange  a  purity ; 

That  theble'ft  gods,  as  angry  with  my  fancy, More  bright  in  zeal,  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  Deities ,  take  thee  from  me. 

Cref.  Have  the  Gods  envy  ? 

Pan.  I,  I,  I,  I,  'tis  too  plain  a  cafe. Cref.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  muft  go  from  Troj} 
Trol.  A  hateful  1  truth. 

Cref,  What,  and  from  Troths  too? 
Trot.  From  Troy,  and  Troilas. 
Cref.  Ift  poflible? 

Troi.  And  fuddenly,  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  juftles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  paufe  :  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoyndure  :  forcibly  prevents 

Our  lockt  embrafures ;  ftrangles  our  dear  vows, 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath. 
We  two  that  with  fo  many  thoufand  fighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  muft  poorly  fell  our  felves, 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  difcharge  of  one; 
Injurious  time  vnow  with  a  robbers  hafte 
Crams  his  rich  Theevery  up,  he  knows  not  how. 
As  many  farewelsas  be  ftarsin  heaven, 

With  diftinct  breath,  and  confign'd kifles  to  them, 
He  fumbles  up  in  a  loofe  adiew : 
And  tcants  us  with  a  tingle  famifht  kifs, 

Diftafting  with  the  fait  of  broken  tears ,  Enter  ̂ neas. 
yAineai  within.  My  Lord,  is  the  Lady  ready  > 

Troi.  Heark,  you  are  call'd  :  fome  fay  the  genius  fo 
Cries,  come,to  him  that  inftantly  muft  die. 
Bid  them  have  patience  \  the  fhall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears?  rain,  to  lay  this  wind,  or 
my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the  toot. 

Cref.  I  muft  then  to  the  Grecians  ? 
Troi.  No  remedy. 

Cref.  A  wofull  Creffti  'mongft  the  merry  Greeks. Troi.  When  fhall  we  fee  again  ? 

Hear  me  my  love :  be  (hou  but  true  of  heart. 
Cref.  I  true?  how  now?  what  wicked  deem  is  this  ? 
Troi.  Nay,  we  muft  ufe  expoftulation kindly, 

For  it  is  parting  from  us  ; 
I  fpeak  not,  be  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee : 
For  I  will  throw  my  Glove  to  death  himfelf, 

That  there's  no  maculation  in  thy  heart  j 
But  be  thou  true,  fay  I,  to  fafhion  in 

My  fequent  proteftation :  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  fee  thee. 

Cref.  o  you  fhall  be  expofd  my  Lord  to  danger? 
As  infinite,  as  imminent :  but  He  be  true. 

Troi.  And  He  grow  friend  with  danger; 
Wear  this  Sleeve. 

Cref.  And  you  this  Glove. 
When  ihall  I  fee  you  ? 

T roi.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  Centinels, 
To  give  thee  nightly  vifitation. 

But  yet  be  true. 
Cref.  O  heavens :  be  true  again  ? 
Troi.  Hear  why  I  fpeak  it ,  Love : 

The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality, 

Their  loving  well  compos'd,  with  gift  of  nature, 
Flowing  and  fwelling  ore  with  Arts  and  exerafe : 
How  novelties  may  move,  and  parts  with  pcrfon, 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealoutie , 
Which  I  befeech  you  call  a  vertuos  fin , 
Makes  me  affraid. 

Cref.  O  heavens,  you  love  me  not! 
Troi.  Dye  I  a  villain  then  : 

In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  queftion 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  ting, 
Nor  heel  the  high  Lavolt ;  not  fweeten  talk ; 
Nor  play  at  fubtile  games  j  fair  virtues  all : 

To 
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To  which  the  Grecians  are  moft  prompt  and  pregnant 
But  I  can  tell  that  in  each  grace  of  thefe, 

There  lurks  a  ftill  and  dumb-difcourfive  devil, 
That  tempts  moft  cunningly :  but  be  not  tempted. 

Crcf.  Do  not  think  I  will. 

Tret.  No,but  fomthing  may  be  done  that  we  will  not: 
And  fometimes  we  are  devils  to  our  felves , 

When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Prefurning  on  their  changeful  porencic. 

^Sneas  within.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Trot.  Come  kifs,  and  let  us  part. 
Paris  within.  Brother  Troilus. 

Tr$i.  Good  brother  come  you  hither, 
And  bring  <y£>neas  and  the  Grecian  with  you. 

Cref.  My  Lord  will  you  be  true  f 
Troi.  Who  I  ?  alas  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 

Whiles  other  filh  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I,  with  great  truth,  catch  meer  Simplicity; 

Whil'ftfome  with  cunning  gild  their  copper  crowns  , 
With  truth  and  plainnefs  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 

Enter  the  Greeks. 

Fear  not  my  truth;  the  moral  of  my  wit 

Is  plain  and  true,  ther's  all  the  reach  of  it. 
Welcome  fir  Diomed,  here  is  the  Lady  ■ 
Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you. 
At  the  port  (  Lord  )  He  give  her  to  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  way  polfefs  thee  what  fhe  is. 
Entreat  her  fair ;  and  by  my  foul,  fair  Greek, 
If  ere  thou  ftand  at  mercy  of  my  fword, 
Name  Creffid,  and  thy  life  (hall  be  as  fafe 
AsP-'wwisinllion. 

Diem.  Fair  Lady  Creffid, 
So  plsafe  you,  fave  the  thanks  this  Prince  expects  : 
The  luttre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek, 
Pleads  your  fair  ufage,and  to  Diomed 
You  fhall  be-miftrefs,  and  command  him  wholly. 

Troi.  Grecian,  thou  doft  not  ufe  me  courteoufly, 
To  fhame  the  feal  cf  my  petition  towards, 
I  praifing  her.  I  tell  thee  Lord  of  Greece  , 

She  is  as  farr  high  foaring  o're  thy  praifes, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'dher  fervant  : 
I  charge  thee  ufe  her  well,  even  for  my  charge  : 

For  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  do'ft  not, 
(  Tnough  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard  ) 
lie  cut  thy  throat. 

Diom.  Oh  be  not  mov'd  Prince  Troilus ; 

Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place  and  meffage, 
To  be  a  fpeaker  free  ;  when  I  am  hence, 

lie  anfwer  to  my  luft  .•  and  know  my  Lord , 
He  nothing  do  on  charge:  to  her  own  worth 

She  {hall  be  priz'd  :  but  that  you  fay  be't  fo ; 
He  fpeak  in  my  fpirit  and  honor,  no. 

Troi.  Come  to  the  Port.  He  tell  thee  Diomed, 
This  brave,  lhall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy  head  : 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand,  and  as  we  walk, 
To  our  own  felves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 

Sound,  Trumpet. 

Par.  Hark,  HeBors  Trumpet . 

tAine.  How  have  we  fpent  this  morning  ?  • 
The  Prince  muft  think  me  tardy  and  remifs, 
That  fwore  to  ride  before  him  in  the  field. 

Par.  'Tis  Troilus  fault:  come,  come,to  field  with  him. Exeunt. 

Dio.  Let  us  make  ready  ftraight. 
lAine.  Yea,  with  a  bridegrooms  frefh  alacrkie 

Let  us  addrefs  to  tend  on  Heclors  heels  • 

The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lye 
On  his  fair  worth,  and  fingle  Chivalry. 

Enter  Ajax  armed,  Achilles, Patroc  Ins,  Agamemnon, 
Menelaus,  Vlyjfes,  Neftor,  Calcas,  &c. 

Ago,.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment  frefh  and  fair 
Anticipating  time.  Withftarting  courage, 
Give  with  thy  Trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy 
Thou  dreadful  Ajax,  that  the  appauled  ayr 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  Combatant, 
And  hale  him  hither. 

Ajax.  Thou,  Trumpet,  there's  my  purfe  j 
Now  crack  thy  lungs  and  fplit  thy  brafen  pipe : 
Blow  villain,  till  thy  fphered  Bias  cheek 
Out-fwell  the  cholick  of  puft  Aqttihn  : 
Come,  ftretch  thy  cheft,  and  let  thy  eyes  fpout  Hood : 
Thou  bloweft  for  Hetlor. 

Vlyf  No  Trumpet  anfwer S. 
Achil.  Tis  but  early  dayes.  Enter  Dio.  Cref. 

Aga.  Is't  not  young  Diomed  with  Calcas  daughter? 
V l)f.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gate, 

He  rifes  on  the  toe  :  that  fpirit  of  his 
In  afpiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth. 

Aga.  is  this  the  Lady  Creffid  ? 
Dio.  Even  ihe. 

Aga.  Molt  dearly  welcome  to>  the  Greeks  ,  fweet 
Lady. 

Nefl,  Our  General  dothfalute  you  with  a  kif$, 

Vly f.  Yet  is  your  kindnefs  but  particular ;  'twere  bet- 
ter fhe  were  kift  in  general. 

Nefi.  And  very  courtly  counfel :  He  begin.  So  much 
for  Ntfior. 

Achil.  He  take  that  winter  from  your  lips:  fair  Lady 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Mene.  I  had  good  argument  for  killing  once. 

Patro.  Bur  that's  no  argument  for  kiflingnow  ; 

For  thus  pop't  Paris  in  his  hardiment.  . 
Vlyf.  Oh  deadly  gall,  and  theam  of  all  our  fcorns, 

For  which  we  lofe  our  heads,  to  gild  his  horns. 
Pat>o.  The  firft  was  MeneUwVsSst  this  mine  : 

Patrocltts  kiffes  you. 
Men.  Oh  this  is  trim. 
Patr.  Paris  and  I  kifs  evermore  for  him. 

Men.  He  have  my  kifs  fir :  Lady  by  your  leave. 
Cref.  In  killing  do  you  render,  or  receive? 
Patr.  Both  take  and  give. 

Cref.  He  make  my  match  to  give, 

The  kifs  you  take  is  better  than  you  give :  therefore  no 
kife. 

Men.  He  give  you  boot,  He  give  you  three  for  one. 
Cref,  You  are  an  odd  man,  give  even,  or  give  none. 
Men.  An  odd  man  Lady?  every  man  is  odd. 

Cref  No,  Paris  is  not;  for  you  know  'tis  true, 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 

Men.  You  fillip  me  a'th'  head. 
Cref.  No,  He  befworn. 
Vlyf.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  againft  his  horn: 

May  I  fweet  Lady  beg  a  kifs  of  you  ? 
Cref.  You  may. 

Vlyf.  I  do  defire  it. 
Cref.  Why  beg  then. 
Vlyf.  Why  then  for  J^enm  fake,  give  me  a  kifs ; 

When  Hellen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his  

Cref.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  'tis  due. 

Vlyf.  Never5* 
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Hh[.  N^ver's  my  day,  and  then  a  kifs  of  you. 
Diom.  Lady  a  word,  He  bring  you  to  your  Father. 
Neft.  A  woman  of  quick  fence. 
Vlyf.  Fie,  fie  upon  her : 

There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip ; 
Nay,  her  foot  fpeaks,  her  wanton  fpirits  look  out 

At  every  joynt,  and  motive  of  her  body  .• 
Oh  thefe  encounters  fo  glib  of  tongue  , 
That  give  a  coafting  welcome  ere  it  comes  j 
And  wide  unclafp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts, 
To  every  tickling  reader  :  fet  them  down, 
For  fluttifh  fpoils  of  opportunitie  ; 
And  daughters  of  the  game.  Exeunt. 

Enter  all  of  Trof,  HeBor,  Paris,  lAlneas^Helenus, 
and  Attendants. 

^//.TheTroians  Trumpet. 
Aga.  Yonder  comes  the  Troop. 
t/£w.Hail  all  you  ftate  of  Greece:\vhat  fhall  be  done 

To  him  that  viitorie  commands  ?  or  do  you  parpofe, 
A  victor  {hall  be  known  :  will  you  the  Knights 

Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremitie 
Pujfue  each  other;  or  fhall  be  divided 

By  any  voice,  or  order  of  the  field :  HeBor  bad  ask? 
Aga.  Which  way  would  HeBor  have  it  ? 

<j£ne.  He  cares  not,  he'l  obey  conditions. 
Aga.  'Tie  done  like  HeBor,  but  fecurely  done, 

A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  difprifing 

The  Knight  oppos'd. 
tAlne.  If  not  Achilles  fir,  what  is  your  name  ? 
AchM.  If  not  Achilles,  nothing. 

tAlne.  Therefore  Achilles  '■  but  what  ere,  know  this, 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little  : 
Valour  and  pride  excel  themfelves  in  HeBor  j 
The  one  almoft  as  infinite  as  all ; 

The  other  blank  as  nothing  :  weigh  hira  well  s 
And  that  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtefie : 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  HeBor  s  blood , 

In  love  whereof,  half  HeBor  ftayes  at  home  : 
•Half  heart, half  hand,  half  HeBor ,  comes  to  feek 
This  blended  Knight,  half  Troian  and  half  Greek. 

AchiL  A  maiden  battel  then?  O I  perceive  you. 
Aga.  Here  is  fir  Disced :  go  gentle  Knight, 

Stand  by  our  Ajax  :  as  ymi  and  Lord  <j£neas 
Confent  upon  th*  order  of  their  fight, 
So  be  it;  either  to  the  uttermoft, 

Or  elfe  a  breach  :  the  Combatants  being  kin, 
Half  flints  their  ftrife5before  their  ftrokes  begin. 

.  Vljf.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 
Aga.  What  Troian  is  that  fame  that  looks  fo  heavy  ? 

The  youngeft  Son  of  Priam  , 
And  a  true  Knight ;  they  call  him  Troilm; 
Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchlefs,  firm  of  word, 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlefs  in  his  tongue ; 

Not  foon  provok't,  nor  being  provok't,  foon  calm'd; 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  arid  both  free: 
For  what  he  has,  he  gives ;  what  thinks,  he  fhews; 

Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgement-guide  his  bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair  thought  with  breath  : 
Manly  as  FeBor,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  HeBor  in  his  blaze  of  wrath  fubferiks 

To  tender  objects  ;  but  he,  in  heat  of  action 
Is  mors,  vindicative  than  jealous  love. 
They  call  him  Troilus ;  and  on  him  erect, 

A  fecond  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  HeBor. 
Thus  fayes  e/£»^ar,  one  that  knows  the  youth^ 
Even  to  his  inches:  and  with  private  foul, 

Did  in  great  llion  thus  tranflate  him  to  me.  Alarum. 

Aga.  They  are  in  action. 
Neft.  Now  Ajax  hold  thine  own. 

Troi.  HeBor,  thou  fleep'ft,  awake  thee. 
Aga. His  blows  are  well  difpos'd  there  Ajax.  trumpets 
Diom.  You  muft  no  more.  c&fe. 
<y£ne.  Princes  enough,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Aja.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  again. 
Diom.  As  HeBor  plenfes. 

HeB.  Why  then  will  I  no  more : 
Thou  art  great  Lord,  my  Fathers  Sifters  Son ; 
A  coufin  german  to  great  Priams  feed : 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 

A  gorie  emulation  'twi'xt  us  twain  : 
Were  thy  commixion,  Greek  and  Troian  fo, 

That  thou  could'ft  fay,  this  hand  is  Grecian  atf , 
And  this  is  Troian :  the  finewsof  this  Leg, 

All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy :  my  Mothers  blood 
Runs  on  the  dexter  cheek,  and  this  finifter 

Bounds  in  my  fathers by  Jove  multipotent, 

Thou  lhould'ft  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekifti  member 
Wherein  my  fword  had  not  impreffure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  but  the  juft  Gods  gainfay, 

That  any  drop  thou  borrow'dft  from  thy  mother, 
My  facred  Aunt,  fhould  by  my  mortal  Sword 

Be  drain'd.  Let  me  embrace  thee  Ajax : 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  haft  lufty  arms.} 
HeBor  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  ch»s, 
Coufin,  all  honor  to  thee. 

Aja.  I  thank  thee  HeBor : 

Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man : 
I  came  to  kill  thee  Coufin,  a#d  bear  hence 

A  great  addition,  earned  in  thy  death. 
HeB.  Not  NeoptolemHs  fo  mirable, 

On  whofe  bright  creft,  fame  with  her  lowd'ft  (O  yes) 
Cries, OThis  is  he ;  could  promtfe to himfelf, 
A  thought  of  added  honor,  torn  from  HeBor. 

<AEne.  There  is  expectance  here  from'both  the  fides: What  further  you  will  do. 

HeB.  We'l  anfwer  it : 
The  iftue  is  embracement :  A,  ax,  farewel,, 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  fuceffs, 
As  feld  I  have  the  chance ;  I  would  defire 

Myfamaus  Coufin  to  our  Grecian  Tents. 

Diom.  Tis  Agamemnons  wifo,  and  great  Acjailles 

Doth  long  to  fee  unarm'd  the  valiant  HeBor. 
Hec.  Z&neas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me : 

And  fignifie  this  lovingenterview 
To  the  expect ors  of  our  Troian  part  : 
Defire  them  home.  Give  me  thy  hand,  my  Coufin  : 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  fee  your  Knights. 

Enter  Agamemnon  and  the  reft. 
Aja.  Great  Agamemnon  comes  to  meet  us  here* 
Hec.  The  worthieft  of  them,  tell  me  name  by  name: 

But  for  Achilles,  mine  own  fearching  eyes 

Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  fize. 

Aga.  Worthy  of  Arms  :  as  welcome  as  to  one, 
That  would  be  rid  of  fuch  an  enemy. 

But  that's  no  welcome :  underftand  more  clear 

What's  paft  and  what's  to  come ,  is  ftrew'd  with  fiusVs Andformlefs  mine  of  oblivion  : 

But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 

Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing 
Bids  thee  with  moft  divine  integritie, 

From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  HeBor,  welcome. 

HeB.  I  thank  thee  moft  imperious  Agamemnon. 
Aga.  My 
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Aga.  My  well-fam'd  Lord  oiTroy,  no  lefs  to  you. 
Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  Princely  brothers  greeting, 

You  brace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 
Hft.  Whom  muft  we  anfwer? 

<j£ne.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Heft.  O,  you  my  Lord,  by  Marshis  gauntlet  thanks, 

Mock  not,  that  I  affect  th'  untraded  Oath, 
Your  c/Hoxdamwife  fwears  ftill  by  Venus  Glove; 

She's  well,  but  bad  me  not  commend  her  to  you. 
Men.  Name  her  not  now  fir,  Abe's  a  deadly  Theam. 
Heft.  O  pardon,  I  offend. 
Ncft.  I  have  ( thou  gallant  Troian  )feen  thee  ore 

Labouring  for  deftiny,  make  cruel  way 
Through  ranks  of  Greekifh  youth  :  and  I  have  feen  thee 
As  hot  as  Perfeus,  fpurr  thy  Phrygian  Steed, 
And  feen  thee  fcorning  forfeits  and  fubduments, 

When  thou  haft  hung  thy  advanced  fword  i'th'  air. 
Nor  letting  it  decline  on  the  declined  : 
That  I  have  faid  unto  my  ftanders  by, 
Loejupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life. 
And  I  have  feen  thee  paufe,  and  take  thy^breath, 

When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks, have  hemm'd  thee  in, 
Like  an  Olympian  wraftling.  This  have  I  feen, 
But  this  thy  countenance  (ftill  lockt  in  fteel  ) 
I  never  faw  till  now.  I  knew  thy  Grandfire, 
And  once  fought  with  him  ;  he  was  a  Souldier  good, 
But  by  great  Mats  (  the  Captain  of  us  all,  ) 
Never  like  thee.  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee, 

And  (  worthy  Warrior  )  welcome  to  our  Tents. 

*/£»f.  'Tis  the  old  Nejhr. 
Heft.  Let  me  embrace  thee  good  old  Chronicle, 

That  haft  ib  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with  Time : 
Moft  reverend  Neflor,  I  am  glad  to  clafpe  the. 

Ne.  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in  contention 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtefie. 

Heft.  I  would  they  could. 

Neft.  Ha?  by  this  white  beard  I'ld  fight  with  thee  to 
morrow.Well,welcom,welcom:  I  have  feen  the  time*— 

Ulyf.  I  wonder  now,  how  yonder  Ciry  ftands,  . 
When  we  have  here  her  Bafe  and  Pill  ar  by  us. 

Heft.  I  know  your  favour  Lord  Ulyffes  well. 

Ah  fir, there's  many  a  Greek  and  Troian  dead  ; 
Since  firft  I  faw  your  felt  ,  and  Diomed 
In  I  Hon,  on  your  Greekifh  Embaffie. 

#>f.Sir,  I  foretold  you  then  what  would  enfue, 
My  prophecie  is  but  half  his  journey  yet;  . 
For  yonder  walls  that  partly  front  your  Town, 

Yrmd  Towers,  whofe  wanton  tops  do  buf<?  the  clouds, 
Muft  kifs  their  own  feet. 

Heft.  I  muft  not  believe  you  : 
There  they  ftand  yet :  and  modeftly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  ftone  will  colt 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood  :  the  end  crowns  all, 
And  that  old  common  Arbitrator, Time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyf.  So  to  him  we  leave  it. 
Moft  gentle,  and  moft  valiant  Heftor,  welcome; 
After  the  General,  I  befeech  you  next 
To  feaft  with  me,  and  fee  me  at  thy  Tent. 

Achil.  I  fhall  foreftall  thee  Lord  Ulytfes,tho\i  r 
Now  Heftor  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee, 

I  have  with  exaft  view  perus'd  thee  Heftor, 
And  quoted  joynt  by  joynt. 

Hec.  Is  this  Achilles} 

Achil.  I  am  ̂ chllles. 

Heft.  Stand  fair  I  prithee,  let  me  look  on  thee. 

Acbil.  Behold  thy  fill. 

Heft.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 
Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief,  I  will  the  fecond  time, 

As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 
Heft.  O  like  a  book  of  fport  thou 'It  read  me  ore: 

Bur  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  underftand'ft. 
Why  doeft  thou  fo  opprefs  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Achil.Tdl  me  you  Heavens  >in  which  part  of  his  body 
Shall  I  deftroy  him?  Whether  there,  or  there,  or  there, 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name  ; 
And  make  diftinft  the  very  breach,  where-ouc 
Heftors  great  lpirit  flew.  Anlwer  me  heavens. 

Heft.  Ic  would  difcredit  the  bleft  gods,  proud  man, 
To  anfwer  fuch  a  queftion  :  Stand  again  ; 

Think'ft  thou  to  catch  my  life  fo  pleafantly, 
As  to  prenominate  in  nice  conjecture 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead  ? 

Acbil.  I  tell  thee  yea. 
Heft*  Wert  thou  the  Oracle  to  tell  me  fo, 

I'ld  not  believe  thee :  henceforth  guard  thee  well, For  He  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor  there, 
But  by  the  forge  that  ftythied  Mars  his  helm,  • 
He  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  ore  and  ore. 
You  wifeft  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  infolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips, 
But  He  endeavour  deeds  to  match  thefe  words, 
Or  may  I  never  

A  ax.  Do  not  chafe  thee  Cofin  : 

And  you  Acbdles,  let  thefe  threats  alone 

Till  accident,  or  purpofe  bring  you  too't. 
You  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Heftor 
If  you  have  ftomach.  The  general  ftate  I  fear, 
Can  fcarce  inireat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Heft.  I  pray  you  let  us  fee  you  in  the  field* 

We  have  had  pelting  Warrs  fince  you  refus'd The  Grecians  caufe. 

.  Acbil.  Do'ft  thou  intreat  me  Heftor  ? 
To  morrow  do  I  meet  thee  fell  as  death, 
To  night,  all  Friends. 

Heft.  Thy  funds  upon  that  match. 
Aga.  Firft,  all  you  Peers  of  Greece  g©  to  my  Tent, 

There  in  the  full  convive  you  Afterwards, 
As  Heftors  leifure,  and  your  bounties  fhall 

Concurr  together,  feverally  intreat  him. 
Beat  loud  theTaborines,  let  the  Trumpets  blow. 
That  this  great  Souldier  may  his  welcorri  know. Exeunt. 

Troi.  My  Lord  Vlyffes,  tell  me  I  befeech  you, 
In  what  place  of  the  Field  doth  Calcas  keep  ? 

Viyf.  At  Menelaus  Tent,  moft  Princely  Troilus  ,: 
There  Diomed  doth  feaft  with  him  to  night, 
Who  neither  looks  on  heaven,  nor  on  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Crejfid. 

Troi  Shall  I  (fweet  Lord)  be  bound  to  thee  fo  much> 
After  we  part  from  Agamemnons  Tent, 
To  bring  rile  thither  ? 

Vlyf.  You  fhall  command  me  fir  : 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  Honour  was 
This  Crejfida  in  Troy,  had  flie  no  Lover  there 
That  wails  her  abfence  .? 

Troi.  O  fir,  to  fuch  as  boafting  fhew  their  fears, 
A  mock  is  due  i  will  you  walk  on  my  Lord  ? 

She  was  belov'd,  fhe  lov'd;  fhe  is,  and  doth. 
But  ftill  fweet  Love  is  food  for  Fortunes  tooth.  Exeunt. 

,  Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 
Achil.  lie  heat  his  blood  withGreekifh  wine  tonight, 

Which 
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Which  with  my  Semitar  lie  cool  to  morrow  : 
Patroclw,  let  us  Feaft  him  to  thehight. 

Pat.  Here  comes  Therfues.  Enter  Therfues. 

Acbll.  How  now,  thou  core  of  Envy  ? 

Thou  crufty  batch  of  Nature,  what's  the  news  ? 
Tfor.Why  thou  picture  of  wh.it  thou  feem'ft,  &  Idoll 

of  Ideot-worfhippers,  here's  a  Letter  for  thee. 
Acbll.  From  whence,  Fragment  ? 
Tber.  Why  thou  full  difh  of  Fool,  from  Troy. 
Par.  Who  keeps  the  Tent  now  ? 
Tbtr.  The  Surgeons  box,  or  the  patients  wound. 
fatr.  Wei  faid  adverfity,  and  what  need  thefe  tricks? 
Ther.  Prethee  be  Client  boy,  I  profit  not  by  thy  talk  , 

thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles  male  Varlot. 

Patr.  M  ile  Varlot  you  Rogue  ?  What's  that  ? 
Ther.  Why  his  mafculine  Whore.  Now  the  rotten 

difeafes  of  the  South,  guts-griping  Ruptures,  Catarres, 

Loads  a  gravell  i'th'  bads,  Lethargies,  coldPalftes,and 
the  like,  take  and  take  again,  fuch  prepofterous  difco- 
veries. 

Pat.  Why  thou  damnable  box  of  envy  thou,  what 

mean'ft  thou  tocurfe  thus  ? 
Ther.  Do  I  curfe  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why  no,  you  ruinous  Butt,  you  whorfon  indi- 
ftinguifhable  Curr. 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exafperate  ,  thou  idle 
immaterial  skein  of  Sleyd  filk  ;  thou  green  Sarcenet  flap 
for  afore  eye,  thou  toffell  of  a  Prodigals  purfe  thou  ?  Ah 

how  the  poor  world  is  peftred  with  fuch  water-flies,dimi- 
nutives  of  Nature. 

Pat.  Out  gall. 
Ther.  Finch  Egg. 

Ach.  My  fvveet  Patrocltu,  I  am  th'vvarted  quite 
From  my  great  purpofe  in  to  morrows  battel: 
Here  is  a  Letter  from  Queen  Hecuba, 

A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  Love, 
Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep 

t  An  Oath  that  I  have  fvvorn.  I  will  not  break  it, 

"Fall  Greek,  fail  Fame,  Honor  or  go^or  ftay, My  major  vow  lyes  here  ;  this  He  obey : 
Come,  come  Ther  fit  es,  he  p  to  trim  my  Tent, 
This  night  in  banquetting  muft  all  befpent. 

Away  Patrocluii  Exit. 
Ther.  With  too  much  blood,and  roo  little  bnin,thefe 

two  may  run  mad :  but  if  with  too  much  brain,  and  too 

little  blood,  they  do,  He  be  a  curer  of  madmen.  Here's 
Agamemnon^  an  honeftfellow  enough,and  one  that  loves 
Quails,  but  he  has  not  fomuch  Brain  as  ear-wax  ;  &  the 
good  transformation  of  Jupiter  there  his  Brother,  the 

Bull,  the  primative  Statue,  and  oblique  memorial  of  Cuc- 
kolds, a  thrifty  fhpoing-horn  in  a  chain ,  hanging  at  his 

Brothers  legg ,  to  what  form  but  that  he  is ,  fhould  wit 
larded  with  malice,and  malice  forced  with  wit;turnhim 

to  ?  toanAfs  were  nothing,  he  is  both  AfsandOx;to 
an  Ox  were  nothing,  he  is  both  Ox  and  Afs :  to  be  a 
Dogg,  a  Mule,  a  Cat,  a  Fitchew,  a  Toad,  a  Lizard,  an 
Owl,  a  Puttock,  or  a  Herring  without  a  Roe  ,  I  would 
not  care  :  but  to  be  Mene law,  I  would  confpire  againft 

Deftiny.  Ask  me  not  what  I  would  be,if  I  were  not  Ther- 
fites :  for  I  care  not  to  be  the  Lowfe  of  a  Lazar  ,fo  I  were 
not  Menelatu.  Hoy-day  fpirits  and  fires. 

E  titer  Heelor,  Ajax,  Agamemnon,  U'.yffes,  Ne~ 
ft  or,  Diomed ,  with  Lights. 

Aga.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

A\a.  No  yonder  'tis,  there  where  we  fee  the  light. 
,    Heel.  I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.  No,  not  a  whit. 
Enter  Achilles. 

Ulyf.  Here  comes  himfelf  to  guide  you.  ' Achil.  Welcome  brave  Heelor,  welcome  Princes  all. 
A  gam.  So  now  fair  Prince  of  Troy,  I  bid  goodnight, 

Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 
Heel.  Thanks,  and  goodnight  to  the  Greeks  general, 
Men,  Good  night  my  Lord. 

Heel,  Good  night  fvveet  Lord  Menelatu. 
Ther.  Sweet  draught  .•  fweet  quoth  a  ?  fweec  fink, 

fvveet  fure. 
Achll.  Good  night  and  welcom,  both  at  once,  to  thofe 

that  go,  or  tarry. 
Aga.  Good  night. 
Ac  hi  I.  Old  Neflor  tarries,and  you  too  Diomed, 

Keep  Heelor  company  an  hour  or  two. 
Dio.  I  cannot  Lord,  I  have  important  bufinefs, 

The  tide  whereof  is  now,  goodnight  great  Heelor. 
Heel.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Ulyf.  Follow  his  Torch,  he  goes  to  ChalcAsTsnt,) 
He  keep  you  company. 

Troi.  Sweet  fir,  you  honour  me. 
Heel.  And  fo  good  night.  \ 

Achil.  Come,  come,  enter  my  Tent.  Exeunt. 

Tber.  That  fame  Diomed 's  a  falfe-hearted  Rogue ,  a 
moft  unjuft  Knave ;  I  will  no  more  truft  him  when  he 

leers,  than  I  will  a  Serpent  when  he  hiffes:  he  will  fpend 
his  mouth  &  promife,  like  Brabler  the  Hound;  but  when 

he  performs,  Aftronomers  foretell  it,  that  it  is  prodigi- 
ous, there  will  come  forae  change :  the  Sun  borrows  of 

the  Moon  whznDiomed  keeps  his  word.  I  will  rather 
leave  to  fee  Heelor,  than  not  to  dog  him :  they  fay,  he 

keeps  a  Trojan  Drab,  and  ufes  the  Traitor  Chalcas  his  « 
Tent.  He  after  —  Nothing  but  Letchery  ?  All  incon- 

tinent Varlets.  Exeunt, 
Enter  Diomed. 

Dio.  What  are  you  tip  here  ho  ?  fpeak. 

f  hal.  Who  calls? 

Dio.  Diomed,  Chalcat  I  think,where's  your  Daughter? 
Chal.  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Trollm  and  Vl^es. 

Vlyf.  Stand  where  the  Torch  may  not  difcover  us. Enter  Crefid. 

Troi.  Crejfid  come  forth  to  him. 
Dio.  How  now  my  charge  ? 

Cref.  Now  my  fvveet  guardian: heark,a  word  with  you. 
Troi.  Yea,  fo  familiar  ? 

Vljf.  She  will  fing  any  man  at  firft  fight. 
Ther.  And  any  man  may  find  her,  if  he  can  takejier 

life  •'  fhe's  noted. 
Dio.  Will  you  remember? 
Cref.  Remember  ?  yes. 

Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  •  and  let  your  mind  be  coupled 
with  your  words. 

T  ol.  What  fhould  fhe  remember? 

Vlyf.  Lift. 
Cref.  Sweet  hony  Greek,  tempt  me  no  more  to  foil Ther.  Roguery. 

Dio.  Nay  then. 

Cref.  He  tell  you  what. 

l>lo.  Fo,  fo,  come  tell  a  pin,  you  are  a  forfworn  — -  j 
Cref.  In  faith  I  cannot :  what  would  you  have  me  do? 

Ther.  A  jugling  trick,  to  be  fecretiy  open. 
Dio.  What  did  you  fwear  you  would  beftotv  on  me  ? 

Cref.  I  prethee  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath. 
1  Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that  fweet  Greek. 
I  Dio.  Good 
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Dio.  Good  night. 
Troi.  Hold  patience. 
Vlyf.  How  now  Troian  ? 
Cref.  Diomed. 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  He  be  your  foo!  no  more. 
Troi  Thy  better  muft. 
Cref.  Heark  one  word  in  your  ear. 

Troi.  O  plague  and  madnefs  / 
HyfYou  are  moved  Prince,let  us  depart  I  pray  you , 

eft  your  difpleafure  fhould  enlarge  it  felf 
b  wrathful  terms:  this  place  is  dangerous  ; 

'  e  time  right  deadly ;  I  befeech  you  go. Troi.  Behold,  I  pray  you. 

Vljf.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  go  off  ? 
ou.  flow  to  great  diftra&ion :  come  my  Lord . 
Troi.  I  pray  thee  ftay  ? 
Vijf.  You  have  not  patience,  come. 

Troi.  I  pray  you  ftay ;  by  hell  and  all  hells  torments, 
will  not  fpeak  a  word. 
Dio.  And  fo  good  night. 
Cref.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 
Troi.  Doth  that  grieve  thee?  O  withered  truth  / 
Vlyf.  Why, how  now  Lord? 
Troi,  By  Jove  I  will  be  patient. 
Cref.  Guardian?  why  Greek? 
Dio.  Fo,fo,  adieu,  you  palter. 
Cre.  In  faith  I  do  not:  come  hither  once  again. 

Vijf.  You  ftnke  my  Lord  at  fomeching;will  you  go  ? 
u  will  break  out. 

Troi.  She  Strokes  his  cheek. 

[  Vijf.  Come,  come. 
Troi.  NTay  ftay, by  Jove  I  will  nor  fpeak  a  word. 

(There  is  between  my  will,  and  all  offences, 
A  guard  of  patience,  ftay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  devil  Luxury  with  his  fat  rump  and 
Potato  finger,  tickles  thefe  together ;  fry  lechery,  fry. 
\  Dio.  But  will  you  then  ? 

Cref  In  faith  I  will  go;  never  truft  me  elfe. 
Dio.  Give  me  forrte  token  for  the  furety  of  it. 

I  "Cref.  lie  fetch  you  one. 
Vjf  You  have  (worn  patience . 
Troi.  Fear  me  not  tweet  Lord. 

I  will  not  be  my  felf,  nor  have  cognition 
Df  what  I  feel :  I  am  all  patience.         Enter  Crejfid. 

Ther.  Now  the  pledge,  now,  now,  now. 
Cref.  Here  Diomed^  keep  this  Sleeve. 

Troi.  O  beauty.'  where  is  thy  Faith  ? 
Vijf.  My  Lord. 
Troi.  I  will  be  patient,  outwardly  I  will. 
Cref  You  look  upon  that  Sleeve;  behold  it  well : 

He  lov'd  me  :  O  falfe  wench :  give't  me  again,  i 
Dio.  Whofe  was't  ? 

Cref.  it  is  no  matter  now  I  have't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to  morrow  night : 

f  prithee  Domed  v'ifa  me  no  more. 
Ther.  Now  fhe  fharpens :  wellfaid  Whetftonej 
Dio.  I  fhall  have  it.  t 
Cref  What,  this  f 
Dio.  I  that. 

Cref.  O  all  you  gods !  O  pretty,  pretty  pledge; 
Thy  Mafter  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee  and  me,  and  fighs,  and  takes  my  Glove  , 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kiffes  to  it ; 
As  I  kifs  thee. 

Dio.  Nay,  do  not  fnatch  it  from  me. 
C ref  He  that  takes  that,takes  my  heart  withalL 

Dio.  I  bad  you  heart  before,  this  folfows  it. 
Troi.  I  did  fvvear  patience. 
Cref. You.  fhall  not  have  it  Diomed-Sxith  you  A' all  not 

lie  give  you  fomething  elfe. 
Dio.  1  vvill  have  this:  whofe  was  it  ? 

Cref.  It  is  no  matter. 
Dio.  Come  tell  me  whofe  it  was  ? 

Cref.  'Twas  one  that  lov'd. me  better  than  you  will. 
But  now  you  have  it,  take  ic. 

Dio.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cref.  By  all  Diana's  waiting  women  yonder, 
And  by  her  felf,  I  vvill  not  tell  you  whofe. 

Dio.  To  morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  Helm, 
And  grieve  hisfpirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it. 

Troi  Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'ft  it  on  thy  horn 
It  fhoald  be  challeng'd. 

Cref  Well,  well;'tis  done,'tis  paft ;  and  yet  it  is  not: I  vvill  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  thenfarewel, 

Thoii*never  ("halt  mock  Diomed  again. 
Cref.  You  fhall  not  go:  t>ne  cannot  fpeak  a  word, 

But  itftrait  ftarts  you. 
Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 
Ther.  Nor  I  by  Pinto:  but  that  that  likes  not  me,plea- 

fes  me  beft. 
Dio.  What  fhall  I  come?  the  hour. 

Cref.  I,  come:  O  Jove  l  do,  come:  I  fhall  be  plagu'd Dh.  F.irevvel  till  then.  Exit. 
Cref.  Good  night :  I  prithee  come  : 

Troilns  farewel ;  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee, 
But  with  my  heart,  rhe  orher  eye,  doth  fee — 
Ah  poor  our  fex  ;  this  fault  in  us  I  find  : 
The  errourof  our  eye,  directs  our  mind. 
What  errour  leads  muft  err :  O  then  conclude, 

Minds  fway'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude.  Exit. 
Ther.  A  proof  of  ftrength  fhe  could  not  publifh  more; 

Unlefs  fhe  fay  my  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore. 

Ulyf.  All's  done  my. Lord. Troi.  It  is. 

Uljf.  Why  ftay  we/then  ? 
Troi.  To  make  a  recordation  to  my  foul 

Of  every  fyllable  that  here  was  fpoke .' 
But  if  I  tell  how  thefe  two  did  coacl: ; 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publifhing  a  truth  ? 
Sith  yet  there  is  a  credence  in  my  heart , 
An  efperance  fo  obftinately  ftrong, 

That  doth  invert  that  reft  of  eyes  and  ears  ; 
As  if  thofe  organs  had  deceptious  functions, 

Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Cre  fid  here? 

Uljf.  I  cannot  conjure  Troian. 
Troi.  She  was  not  fure. 

Ulyf.  Moft  fure  fhe  was. 
Troi.  Why  my  negation  hath  no  taft  of  madnefs. 
Ulyf.  Nor  mine  my  Lord :  Crejfid  was  here  but  now. 

Troi.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  womanhood : 
Think  we  had  mothers;  do  not  give  advantage 

To  ftubbom  Criticks,  apt  without  a  Theme 

For  depravation,  to  fquare  the  general  fex ' 
By  Creffids  rule.  Rather,  think  this  not  Cref  fid. 

Ulyf.  What  hath  fhe  done  Prince,  that  can  foyl  our 
mothers  ? 

Troi.  Nothing  at  all,  unlefs  that  this  were  fhe. 

Ther.  Will  he  fwagger  himfelf  outon's  own  eyes  ? 
T roi.  This  fhef  no,  this  is  Diomeds  CrtJJida  ; 

If  beauty  have  a  foul,  this  is  not  fhe : 
Ddd  If 
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If  fouls  guide  vows,  if  vows  are  fan&imony  • 
If  fan&imony  be  the  gods  delight : 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  it  felf , 
This  is  not  fhe:  O  madnefs  of  difcourfe  / 

That  caufe  fets  up,  with,  and  againft  thy  felf , 
By  foul  authority :  where  reafon  can  revolt 
Without  perdition,  and  lots,  affume  all  reafon, 
Without  revolt.  This  is,  and  is  not  Crejfid  i 

Within  my  foul,  there  doth  conduce  a  fight 
Of  this  ftrange  nature,  that  a  thing  infeparate, 
Divides  more  wider  than  the  skie  and  earth : 

And  yet  the  fpacious  breadth  of  this  divifion , 
Admits  no  Orifice  for  a  point  as  fubtle, 
As  Ariachnes  broken  woof  to  enter  ; 

Inftance,  O  inftance  J  ftrong  as  Plutoe s  gates  : 
Crejfid  is  mine,  tyed  with  the  bonds  of  heaven  ; 

Inftance,  O  inftance .'  ftrong  as  heaven  it  felf : 

The  bonds  of  heaven  are  flipt,  dilTolv'd,  and  loos'd  : And  with  another  knot  five  finger  tyed, 
The  f rations  of  her  faith,  orrs  of  her  love  : 

The  fragments,  fcraps,the  bits,  and  greafy  reliques, 
Of  her  ore-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed, 

Vlyf.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attached 
With  that  which  here  his  paflTion  doth  exprefs  ? 

Trot.  I  Greek,  and  thatfhall  be  divulged  well 
In  Characters,  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart 

Inflam'd  with  Venus;  never  did  young  man  fancy 
With  fo  eternal,  and  fo  fixt  afoul. 
Heark  Greek:  as  much  as  I  do  Crejfida  love  ; 

So  much  by  weight,  hate  I  her  Diomed: 

That  fleeve  is  mine,  that  he'l  bear  in  his  Helm : 
Were  it  a  Caskcompos'd  by  Vulcans  skill, 
My  Sword  fhould  bite  it :  Not  the  dreadful  fpout, 
Which  Shipmen  do  the  Hurricano  call , 

Conftring'd  in  mafs  by  the  Almighty  Fenn, 
Shall  dizzie  with  more  clamour  Neptmes  ear 
In  his  defcent,  than  fhall  my  prompted  Sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther.  He'l  tickle  it  for  his  Concupy. 
Troi.  O  Crejfid!  Ofalfe  Crejfid\  falfe,falfe,  falfe  : 

Let  all  untruths  ftand  by  thy  ftained  name, 

And  they'l  feem  glorious. 
VI)  j.  O  contain  your  felf : 

Your  paflion  draws  ears  hither. 
Enter  <ytLneas. 

zAln.  I  have  been  feeking  you  this  hour  my  Lord  : 
HeBor  by  this  is  arming  him  in  Troy. 
Ajax  your  Guard,  ftayes  to  conduct  you  home. 
Tro/.Have  with  you  Prince:my  courteous  Lord  adieu: 

Fannvel  revolted  fair :  and  Diomed, 

Stanr1  faft,  and  wear  a  Caftle  on  thy  head. 
Vlyf.  lie  bring  you  to  the  Gates. 
Troi.  Accept  diftracted  thanks. 

Exeunt  Troilus,  <j£neai,  an&Viyffes. 
Ther.  Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Diomed ,  I 

would  croke  like  a  Raven:  I  would  bode,  I  would  bode : 

Patroclm  will  give  me  any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of 
this  whore:  the  Parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  Almond, 

than  he  for  a  commodious  drab :  Lechery ,hchery,  ftill 
warrs  and  lechery,nothing  elfe  holds  fafhion.A  burning 
devil  take  them.  Exit. 

Enter  Heel -or ,  and  Andromache. 

-4«rf.When  was  my  Lord  fo  much  ungently  temper'd, 
To  flop  his  ears  againft  admonifhment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  nor  fight  to  day. 

HeB.  You  train  me  to  offend  you :  get  you  gone. 

By  the  everlafting  gods,  Ilegoe. 

And.  My  dreams  will  lure  prove  ominous  to  the  day. 
HeB.  No  more  I  fay.  Enter  Cajfandra. 

Caf.  Where  is  my  brother  HeBor  ? 

And.  Here  fifter,  arm'd,  and  bloudy  in  intent : 
Confort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition : 

Purfue  we  him  on  knees  .-  for  I  have  dreampt 
Of  bloody  turbulence}  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing  been  but  Ihapes,  and  forms  of  (laughter. 

Caf.  O,  'tis  true. Heft.  Ho  ?  bid  my-Trumpet  found. 
Caf.  No  notes  of  fally,for  rhe  heavens,fweet  brother.' 
Hell.  Begon  I  fay  :  the  gods  have  heard  me  fwear. 
Caf.  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot,  and  peevifh  vows  j 

They  are  polluted  off  rings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  fpotted  Livers  in  the  Sacrifice. 

And.  Ojbe  perfvvaded,  do  not  count  it  holy, 

To  hurt  by  being  juft;  it  is  as  lawful: 
For  we  would  count  give  much  to  as  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Caf.  It  is  the  purpofe  that  makes  ftran.g  the  vow ; 

But  vows  to  every  purpofe  muft  not  hold  .• 

Unarm  fvveet  h'eBor. Heft.  Hold  you  ftill  I  fay ; 

Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear,  but  the  dear  man 

Holds  honor  farr  more  precious-dear,  than  life. 
Enter  Troilus. 

How  now  young  manpmean'ft  thou  to  fight  to  day  ? 
And.  Cajfandra,  call  my  father  to  perfwade. 

Exit  Cajfandra. 

HeB.  No  faith  young  Troilus-,  doff  thy  harnefs  youth: 

I  am  to  day  i'th'  vein  of  Chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  Sinews  till  their  knots  be  ftrong  ; 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brufhes  of  the  warr. 
Unarm  thee,  go,  and  doubt  thou  not  brave  boy, 
He  ftand  to  day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  T roy. 

Troi.  Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in  you*, 
Which  better  fits  a  Lion,  than  a  man. 

HeB.  What  vice  is  that?  good  Troilus  chide  me  for  it. 
Troi.  When  many  times  the  captive  Grecian  falls, 

Even  in  thefann  and  wind  of  your  fair  Sword  : 
You  bid  them  rife,  and  live. 

HeB.  O  'tis  fair  play. 
Troi.  Fools  play,  by  heaven  HeBor. 
HeB.  How  now?  how  now  ? 

Troi.  For  th*  love  of  all  the  gods 

Let's  leave  the  Hermit  Pitty  with  our  Mothers  j 
And  when  we  have  our  Armors  buckled  on, 

The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  fwords, 
Spur  them  to  rueful  work,  reign  them  from  ruth. 

HeB.  Fie  favage,  fie. 

Troi.  HeBor,  then  'tis  warrs. 
HeB.  Troilus,  I  would  not  have  you  fight  to  day. 
Troi.  Who  fhould  with-hold  me  ? 

Not  fare,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  oiMars, 
Beckning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire ; 
Not  Prismas,  and  Hecuba  on  knees ; 

Their  eyes  ore-galled  with  recourfe  of  tears ; 
Nor  you  my  brother,  with  your  true  fvvord  drawn 

Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  fhould  flop  my  way  : But  by  my  ruine. 

Enter  Priam  and  Cajfandra. 

Caf.  Lay  hold  upon  him  Priam,  hold  him  faft : 
He  is  thy  crutch;  now  if  thou  lofe  thy  ftay, 

Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee, 
*  Fall 
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Fall  all  together. 
Priam.  Come  HeBor,  come,  go  back  : 

Thy  wife  hach  dreampt ,  thy  mother  hath  had  vifions, 
[affandra  dothforefee and  I  my  felt, 
Am  like  a  Prophet  fuddenly  enrapt, 
To  tell  thee  that  this  day  is  ominous : 
Therefore  come  back. 

HeB.  (juntas  is  a-field, 

And  I  do  ftand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks  , 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Priam.  I,  but  thou  fhalt  not  go. 
He  B.  I  muft  not  break  my  faith : 

You  know  me  dutiful,  therefore  dear  fir , 
Let  me  not  fhame  refpe Si. ;  but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  courfe  by  your  confent  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  Royal  Priam. 

Caf.  O  Priamy  yield  not  to  him. 
And.  Do  not  dear  Father. 

HeB.  Andromache  I  am  offended  with  you : 

Upon  the  love  you  bear  me,  get  you  in. Exit  Andromache. 

Troi.  This  foolifh,  dreaming,  fuperftitious  girl, 
Makes  all  thefebodements. 

Caf.  O  farewel,  dear  HtBor : 
Look  how  thou  dieft;  look  how  thy  eye  turns  pale  j 
Look  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents ; 
Heark  how  T roy  roars  ;  how  Hecttba  cries  out ; 
How  poor  Andromache  fhrils  her  dolour  forth  ; 
Behold  diftraftion,  frency,  and  amazement, 
Like  vvitlefs  Anticks  one  another  meet, 

And  all  cry  HeBor}  HeBors  dead:  O  HtBor ! 
Troi.  Away. 

Caf.  Farewel :  yet,  foft :  HeBor  I  take  my  leave  ; 

Thou  do'ft  thy  felf ,  and  ail  our  Troy  deceive.  Exit. 
Heel.  You  are  amaz'd ,  my  Liege,  at  her  exclaim  : 

Go  in  and  cheer  the  Town,  wel  forth  and  fight : 
Do  deeds  of  praife,and  tell  you  them  at  night. 

Pri*7».Farewel:  the  gods  with  fafety  ftand  about  thee. 
Alarum. 

Troi.  They  are  at  it,  heark:  proud  Biomtd,  believe 
I  come  to  lofe  my  arm,  or  win  my  fleeve. 

Enter  Pandar. 

Pand.  Do  you  hear  my  Lord?  do  you  hear  ? 
Troi.  What  now  ? 

Pand.  Here's  a  Letter  come  from  yond  poor  girl. Troi,  Let  me  read. 

Pand.  A  whorfon  tifick,  a  whorfon  rafcally  rifick  , 
fo  troubles  me  :  and  the  foolifh  fortune  of  this  girl,  and 
what  one  thing,  what  another,  that  I  fhall  leave  you  one 

o'th'dayes ;  and  I  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too ,  and 
fuch  an  ach  in  my  bones ,  that  unlefs  a  man  were  curft , 

I  cannot  tell  what  to  think  on't.  Whatfayes  fhe  there  ? 
Troi.  Words,  words,  meer  words ,  no  matter  from 

the  heart : 

Th'effeA  doth  operate  another  way.. 
Go  wind  to  wind,  there  turn  and  change  together : 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  ftill  fhe  feeds ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

Pand.  Why,  but  hear  you  > 
Troi.  Hence  brother  lacky;  ignomy  and  fhame 

Perfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name. 
Alamm. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Therfues  in  excurfion. 

Ther.  Now  they  are  dapper-clawing  oneanother,Ile 
go  look  on :  that  dilfembling  abhominable  varlet  Dio- 
mede,  has  got  that  fame  fcurvy  ,  doting,  foolifh  young 
knaves  Sleeve  oiTroy,  there  in  his  Helm:  I  would  fain 
fee  them  meet;that,that  fame  young  Troianafs,that  loves 
the  whore  there,  might  fend  that  Greekifh  whore. ma- 
fterly  villain,  with  the  Sleeve ,  back  to  the  diffemblin" 
luxurious  drab,  of  a  fleevelefs  errant.  O'th'tother  fife 

the  policy  of  thofe  crafty  fwearing  rafcals  •  that  ftale* old  Moufe-eaten  dry-cheefe,  Nefior;  and  that  fame  dog- 
fox Ulyffes  is  not  prov'd  worth  a  Black-berry.  They  fet me  up  in  policy  ,  that  mungril  curr  A  ax ,  againft  that 

dog  of  as  bad  a  kind,  Achilles.  And  now  is  the  curr 

A,  ax  prouder  than  the  curr  Achilles ,  and'  will  not  arm today.  Whereupon,  the  Grecians  began  to  proclame 
barbarifm;  and  policy  grows  into  an  ill  opinion. 

Enter  Dlomed  and  Trotltu. 

Soft,  here  comes  Sleeve,  and  th'  other. 
Troi.  Fly  not :  for  fhould'ft  thou  take  the  River  Styx, I  would  fwim  after. 

Dim.  Thou  do'ft  mifcall  retire  •*' 
Ido  not  flyej  butadv^ntagious  c^re 
Withdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude : 
Have  at  thee. 

Ther.  Hold  thy  whore  Grecian :  now  for  thy  whore 
Troian:  Now  the  Sleeve,  now  the  Sleeve. 

Enter  HtBor. 

HcB.VJhzt  art  thou  Greek  part  thou  for  HeBors  march? 
Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No, no :  lama  rafcalj  a  fcurvy  railing kave;  a 
very  filthy  rogue. 

HeB.  I  do  believe  thee,  live. 

Ther.  God  a  mercy  ,  that  thou  wilt  believe  mejbut  a 

plague  break  thy  neck — for  frighting  me:  what's  be- 
come of  the  wenching  rogues  ?  I  think  they  have  fwal- 

lowed  one  another.  I  would  laugh  at  that  miracle  —  yet 
in  a  fort,  lechery  eats  ittelf :  He  feek  them. 

Exit. 

Enter  Dlomed  and  Servant. 

Bio.  Go,  go,  my  fervant,  take  thou  Troths  Horfe ; 
Prefent  the  fair  Steed  to  my  Lady  Crejfid : 

Fellow,  commend  my  fervice  to  her  beauty  : 

Tell  her  I  have  ehaftis'd  the  amorous  Troian, 
And  am  her  Knight  by  proof. 

Ser.  I  go  my  Lord.  Enter  Agamemnon, 
Aga.  Renew,  renew,  the  fierce  PoU  damns 

Hath  beat  down  Mewn:  baftard  Margarelon 
Hath  Doreus  Prifoner, 

And  ftands  Colojfut-miz  waving  his  beam, 
Upon  the  pafhed  courfes  of  the  Kings , 

Epifirofus  and  Ced$u,  Pralixines  is  (lain; 
Amphimacus,  and  Thorn  deadly  hurt ; 

Patroclus  ta'n  or  flain,  and  Palamedes 
Sore  hurt  andbruifed;  the  dreadful  Sagittary 

Appalls  our  numbers,  hafte  we  Diomed 
To  re-inforcement,  or  we  perifh  all. 

Enter  Nefior. 
Neft.  Go  bear  Patroclus  body  to  Achillea 

And  bid  the  fnail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  fhame, 
There  is  a  thoufand  HeBors  in  the  field  : 

Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe\m  Horfe; 

And  there  lacks  work.-  anon  he's  there  a-foot, 
And  there  they  flye  or  dye,  like  fcaled  fculs, 

Ddd  2  Before 
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Before  the  belching  Whale  ;  then  is  he  yonder, 
And  there  the  ftfaying  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge, 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mowers  fwath ; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves  and  takes; 
Dexterity  Co  obeying  appetite, 
That  what  he  will  he  does,  and  does  Co  much , 

That  proof  is  call'd  impolTibility. 

Enter  Illy  fits. 

111  j[.  Oh,  courage,  courage  Princes:  great  Achilles 
Is  arming,  weeping,  curfing,  vowing  vengeance ; 

Patrcclfts  wounds.have  rouz'd  his  drowfie  blood, 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  nofelefs,  handlefs,  hackt  and  chipt,  come  to  him ; 

Crying  on  Hector.  Ajax  hath  loft  a  friend  , 

And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is.arm'd,  and  at  it : 
Roaring  for  Troilus  ;  who  hath  done  to  day, 
Msd  and  fantaftick  execution ; 

Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himfelf , 
With  fuch  a  carelefs  force,  and  forcelefs  care, 

Asif  that  luck  in  very  fpight  of  cunning,bad  him  win  all. 
Enter  Ajax. 

A  ja.  Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus.  Exit. 

Dio.  I,  there,  there.  jj '  • 
Nefi.  So,  fo,  we  draw  together.  Exit. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Where  is  this  Hector  ? 

Come,  come,  thou  boy-quiller,  {hew  thy  face : 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angry. 

Hector ,  wher's  Hettor  ?  I  will  none  but  Hector.  Exit. Enter  Ajax. 

Aja.  Troilus 9  thou  coward  Troilus  ftiew  thy  head. 
Enter  Diomed. 

Diom.  Troilus,  I  fay,  wher's  Troilus  ? 
Aja.  What  would'!*  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

Aja>  Were  I  the  General, 

Thou  ihould'fthave  my  office, 
Ere  that  correction  :  Troilus  I  fay,  what  Troilus  ? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Oh  traitour  Diomed ! 

Turn  thy  falfe  face  thou  traitor, 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  oweft  me  for  my  horfe. 

Dio.  Ha,  art  thou  there  ? 

A;a.  He  fight  with  him  alone,  ftand  Diomed. 
Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon. 
Troi.  Come  both  you  cogging  Greeks  ,  have  at  you 
both.  Exit  Troilus. 

Enter  Hector. 

Hett.Yzz.  TVc'/wfO  well  fought  my  youngeft  Brother. Enter  Achilles. 

Achil.  Now  do  T  fee  thee;  have  at  thee  Hector. 
Hett.  Paufe  if  thou  wilt. 

Achil.  I  do  difdain  thy  courtefie,  proud  Troian ; 
Be  happy  that  my  arms  are  out  of  ufe : 
My  reft  and  negligence  befriend  thee  now, 
But  thou  anon  lhalt  hear  of  me  again : 
Till  when,  go  feek  thy  fortune. 

Hett.  Fare  thee  well  c 

I  would  have  been  much  more  a  frefher  man  , 
Had  I  expected  thee:  how  now  my  Brother  ? 

Enter  Troilus. 

Troi.  Ajax  hath  ta'n  ̂ ^Eneas;  fhall  it  be  ? 
No,  by  the  flame  of  yonder  glorious  heaven, 

He  fhall  not  carry  him :  He  be  ta'n  too  , 
Or  bring  him  off :  Fate  hear  me  what  I  fay ; 

Exit. I  wreak  not,  though  thou  end  my  life  today. 
Enter  one  in  Armour. 

Hett.  Stand,  ftand  thou  Grrek  , 

Thou  art  a  goodly  mark  : 
NoPwilt  thou  not?  I  like  thy  armour  well, 
He  frufh  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all, 
But  He  be  matter  of  it :  wilt  thou  not  beaft  abides 

Why  then  flie  on,  He  hunt  thee  for  thy  hide.     '  Exit. Enter  Achilles  with  Myrmidons. 

Achil.  Come  hear  about  me  you  my  Myrmidons  : 
Mark  what  I  fay;  attend  me  where  I  wheel  s 
Strike  not  a  ftroak,but  keep  your  felves  in  breath; 
And  when  I  have  the  bloudy  Hector  found, 

Empale  him  with  your  weapons  round  about : 
In  felleft  manner  execute  your  arms. 
Follow  me  firs,  and  my  proceedins;  eye  ; 

It  is  decreed,  Hector  the  great  mull  die.  Exit. 
Enter  Therfites,  Menelaus,  and  Paris. 

Ther.  The  Cuckold  and  the  Cuckold-maker  are  at  it: 

now  bull,  now  dog,  low  ;  Paris  low ;  now  my  double 

hen'd  fparrow;  low  Paris ,low  ;  the  bull  has  the  gam? ' ware  horns  ho. 
Exit  Paris  and  Menelaus. 

Enter  BaFtard. 

Baft.  Turn  flave  and  fight. 
Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 

Baft.  A  Baftard  Son  of  Priams. 

Ther.  I  am  a  Baftard  too,  I  love  Baftards,  I  am  a  Ba- 
ftard begot,  Baftard  inftru&ed,  Baftard  in  mind,  Baftard 

in  valour,  in  every  thing  illegitimate:  one  Bear  will  not 
bite  another,  and  wherefore  fhould  one  Baftard?  take 

heed,  the  quarrel's  moft  ominous  to  us  :  if  the  Son  of  a 
whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment :  farewel 
Baftard. 

Baft.  The  devil  take  the  coward.  Exeunt. Enter  Hector. 

Hett.  Moft  putrified  core  fo  fair  without : 

Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  coft  thy  life. 
Now  is  my  days  work  done;  He  take  good  breath : 
Reft  Sword,  thou  haft  thy  fill  of  blood  and  death. 

Enter  Achilles  and  his  Myrmidons.  \ 
Achil.  Look  Hector  how  the  Sun  begins  to  fet :  . 

How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels, 
Even  with  the  veil  and  darking  of  the  Sun. 

To  clofe  the  day  up,  Hectors  life  is  done. 

Hett.  I  am  unarm'd,  forgo  this  vantage  Greek. 
Achil.  Strike  fellows  ftrike,  this  is  the  man  I  feek. 

So  Ilion  fall  thou :  now  Troy  fink  down : 

Here  lyes  thy  heart,  thy  finews,  and  thy  bone. 
On  Myrmidons,  cry  you  all  a  main, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hettor  flain.  Retreat. 
Hark,  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 

Gree.  The  Troian  Trumpets  founds  the  like  my  Lord; 

Achi.The,  dragon  wing  of  night  ore-fpreads  the  earth. 
And  ftickler-like  the  Armies  leparates; 

My  half  fupt  Sword,  that  frankly  would  have  fed, 

Pleas'd  with  this  dainty  bit ,  thus  goes  to  bed. 
Come,  tye  his  body  to  my  horfes  tail : 
Along  the  field:  I  will  the  Troian  trail. 

Exeunt. Sound  Retreat. Shout. 

Enter  Agamemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus^Ncftot 
Diomed)  and  the  reft  marching. 

Aga.  Heark,  heark,  what  Ihout  is  that  ? 
Nejl.  Peace  Drums. 

Sol.  Achil* 
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Sold.  Achilles,  Achilles,  Heller's  (lain  Achilles. 
Dio.  The  bruit  is  Hetlor  {lain,  and  by  Achilles. 
A  a.  If  itbefo,yetbraglefs  let  it  be  : 

Great  Heclor  was  a  man  as  good  as  he. 

Agam.  March  patiently  along;  let  one  be  fent 
To  pray  Achilles  fee  us  at  our  Tent. 
If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended. 
Great  Trey  is  ours,  and  our  fharp  wars  are  ended. 

Exeunt. 
Enter  lAlneasy  Paris,  Anthtnor  an.l  Deifhobus. 

v£nc.  Stand  hoe,  yet  are  we  matters  of  the  field, 

Never  go  home;  here  ttarve  we  out  the  n:ght. Enter  Troilus. 

T roi.  Hetlor  is  (lain. 

All.  Hetlor  }  the  gods  forbid. 

Troi.  He's  dead:  and  at  the  murtherers  Horfes  tail, 

In  beaftly  fort,  drag'd  through  the  (hameful  Field, 
Frown  on  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with  fpeed: 
Sit  gods  upon  your  throans,and  fmile  at  Troy. 
I  fay  at  once,  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy, 
And  linger  not  our  fure  definitions  on. 

is&ne.  My  Lord,  you  do  difcomforc  all  the  Hoft. 
Troi.  You  underftand  me  not,  that  tell  me  fo: 

I  do  not  fpeak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death, 
But  dare  all  imminence  that  gods  and  men, 
Addrefs  their  dangers  in.  Hetlor  is  gone  f 
Who  fnalltell  Priam  fo  ?  or  Hecuba? 

Let  him  that  will  a  fcreechonl  aye  be  cill'd. 
Go  in  x.0 Troy,  and  fay  there,  h color's  dead: There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  ftone  ; 

Make  wells,  and  Nlobes  of  the  muds  and  wives; 
Cool  ftatues  of  the  youch:  and  in  a  word, 
Scare  Troy  out  of  it  felf.  But  march  away, 
Heller  is  dead:  there  is  no  more  to  fay. 

,  Stay  yet:  you  vile  abhominable  Tents, 
Thus  proudly  pight  upon  our  Phrygian  plains  j 
Let  Titan  rife  as  early  as  he  dare, 

lie  through,  and  through  you,&  thou  great  fiz'd  coward, 
No  fpace  of  Earth  fhali  funder  our  two  hates, 
He  haunt  thee,  like  a  wicked  confcience  ftill, 

That  mouldeth  goblins  fwift  as  frenfies  thoughts," 
Strike  a  free  inarch  to  T roy,  with  comfort  go  : 
Hope  of  revenge,  fhall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

Enter  Paniarm 
Pand.  But  hear  you?  hear  you  ? 

Troi,  Hence  brothel,  lacky,  ignominy,  and  fhame 
Perfue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  with  thy  name.  Exeunt. 
Pan.  A  goodly  medcine  for  mine  akingbonesroh  world, 

world,  world .'  thus  is  the  poor  agent  defpis'd:  Oh  trai- 
tors and  bawds ;  how  earnettly  are  you  fet  a  work,  and 

how  ill  requited  ?  why  fhould  our  endeavour  be  fode- 

fir'd,  and  the  performance  fo  loath'd  ?  What  Verfe  for 
it?  whatinttance  for  it?  let  me  fee, 

Full  merrily  the  humble  Bee  doth  fing, 
Till  he  hath  loft  his  hony,  and  his  fting; 

And  being  once  fubdu'd  in  armed  tail, 
Sweet  hony,  and  fvveet  notes  together  fail. 
Good  traders  in  theflefh,fet  this  in  your  painted cloaths, 
As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandars  hall, 

Your  eyes  half  out  weep  out  at  Pandar's  fall : 
Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  fome  grones ; 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  akingbones : 
Brethren  and  fitters  of  the  hold-dore  trade, 
Some  two  months  hence,  my  will  fhall  here  be  made : 
Ir  ihould  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, 
Some  galled  Goofe  oiwinchefter  would  hffs  : 
Till  then,  He  fwear,  and  feek  about  for  eafes ; 
And  at  that  time  bequeath  you  my  difeafes,  Ejcetfot. 
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<zAUm  Trimus.  Selena  ̂ Prima, 

Enter  4  Company  of  Mutinous  Citizens  ̂   with  Staves, 
Clubs,  and  other  weapons. 

I  Citizen. 

Efore  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  fpeak. 
All.  Speak,  Speak. 

i  Cit.  You  are  all  refolv'd  rather  to  die  than 
to  famifti  ? 

All.  Refolv'd,  refolv'd. 
i  Cit .  Firft  you  know,  Cains  Martins  is  chief  enemy 

to  the  people. 

All.  We  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him. ,  and  we'l  have  Corn  at  our 
own  price.  Is't  a  Verdict  ? 

All.  No  more  talking  on't,Let  it  be  d»ne,away,away. 
2  Cit.  One  word,  good  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens ,  the  Patri- 
cians good:  what  Authority  furfets  on,  would  relieve  us; 

If  they  would  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity  while  it  were 
wholefome,  we  might  guefs  they  relieved  as  humanely: 
But  the^y  think  we  are  too  dear;  the  leannefs  that  afflicts 
us,  the  objeft  of  our  mifery,  is  as  an  inventory  to  parti- 

cularize their  abundance,our  fufferance  is  a  gainjo  them. 
Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  Pikes,erc  we  become  racks. 
For  the  Gods  know ,  I  fpeak  this  in  hunger  for  Bread , 
nor.  in  thirft  for  Revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againft  Cairn 

Mart'iui  ? 

AIL  Againft  him  firft:  He's  a  very  dog  to  the  Com- monalty. 

2  Cit .  Confider  you  what  Services  he  ha's  done  for his  Country  ? 

i  Cit.  Very  well,  and  could  be  content  to  give  him 

good  report  for't ,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being 
proud. 

All.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 

1  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  Famoufly  , 

he  did  it  to  that  end:though  foft  confeiene'd  men  can  be 
content  to  fay  it  was  for  his  Country,  he  did  it  to  pleafe 
his  Mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud,  which  he  is,  even  to 
the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  Nature ,  you  ac- 
count a  Vice  in  him  :  You  muft  in  no  way  fay  he  is  cove- tous. 

f  i  Cit.  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  Accufa- 
tions,he  hath  faults(vvith  furplus)to  tire  in  repetition. 

Shouts  within. 

What  fhouts  are  thofe?The  other  fide  a'th'  City  is  rifen: 
why  ftay  we  prating  here?  To  th'Capitol. 

AIL  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Meneniu*  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenins  Agrippa,  one  that  hath  al- 
wayes  lov'd  the  people. 

i  fj'f.He'sone  honeft  enough, would  all  the  reft  were  fo. 
Men.  What  works  my  Countrymen  in  hand  ? 

Where  go  you  with  your  Bats  and  Clubs?  The  matter, 
Speak  I  pray  you. 

2  Cit.  Our  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  th'Senat,  they 
have  had  inkling  this  fortnight  what  we  intend  to  do, 

which  now  we'l  fhew'm  in  deeds:  they  fay  poor  Suters 
have  ftrong  breaths ,  they  (hall  know  we  have  ftrong arms  too. 

Men.  Why  Matters,  my  good  Friends,  mine  honeft 

Neighbours,  will  you  undo  your  felves  ? 
2  Cit.  We  cannot  Sir,  we  are  undone  already. 
Men.  I  tell  you  Friends,  moft  charitable  care 

Have  the  Patricians  of  you  for  your  wants, 
Your  fuffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  Heaven  with  your  ftaves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  State,  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes:  cracking  ten  thoufand  Curbs 

Of  more  ftrong  link'd  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment.  For  the  Dearth, 
The  Gods,  not  the  Patricians  make  ir,  and 
Your  knees  to  them  (not  arms)  muft  help.  Alack, 
You  are  tranfported  by  Calamity 

Thither  where  more  attends  you,  and  you  (lander 

The  Helms  o'th'  State  ;  who  care  for  you  like  Fathers, 
When  youcurfe  them,  as  Enemies. 

2  Cit.  Care  for  \ir~t  True  indeed,they  ne'r  cared  for  us 
yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifti,  and  their  Store-houfes  cramm'd 
with  Grain :  Make  Edi&s  for  Ufury  ,  to  fupport  Ufu- 
rers;  repeal  daily  any  wholefome  Act  eftabliftied  againft 
the  rich ,  and  provide  mors  peircing  Statutes  daily ,  to 
chain  up  and  reftrain  the  poor.  If  the  Wars  eat  us  not 

up,  they  will,  and  ther's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. Men.  Either  you  muft 

Confefs  your  felves  wondrous  Malicious, 

Or  be  accus'd  of  Folly.  I  fhall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale,  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it, 
But  fince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't  a  little  more. 2  Cit.  Well, 

He  hear  it  fir:  yet  you  muft  not  think 
To  fobb  off  our  difgrace  with  a  tale : 

But  and't  pleafe  you  deliver. 
Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  bodies  members 

Rcbell'd  againft  the  belly;  thusaccufed  it : 
That  only  like  a  Gulf  it  did  remain 

rtb* 
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I'th'  midd'ft  a'th'body,idle  and  una£live, 
Still  cubbording  the  Viand,  never  bearing 

Like  labour  with  the  reft,  where  th'other  Inftruments 
Did  fee,  and  hear,  devife,  inftrucl,  walk,  feel, 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Unto  rheappetire;  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  bodyjthe  Belly  anfwers. 

2  Cit.  Well  fir,  what  anfwer  made  the  Belly. 
Men.  Sir,  I  fhalltell  you  with  a  kind  of  Smile, 

Which ne'r  came  from  the  Lungs,  but  even  thus  : 
For  look  you  I  may  make  the  belly  fmile, 
As  well  as  fpeak;  it  tantingly  replyed 

To'th'  difcontented  Members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receit :  even  fo  moll  fitly, 

As  you  malign  our  Senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  fuch  as  you. 

2  Cit.  Your  Bellies  anfwer :  What 

The  Kingly  crown'dhead,the  vigilant  eye, 
The  Counfellor  Heart,  the  Arm  our  Souldier* 

Our  Steed  the  Leg,  the  Tongue  our  Trumpeter; 
With  other  Muniments  and  petty  helps 

In  this  our  Fabrick,  if  that  they  
Men.  What  then?  Foreme,  this  fellow  fpeaks. 

What  then?  What  then  ? 

2  Cit.  should  by  the  Cormorant  belly  be  reftrain'd, 
Who  is  the  fink  a'th'  body. 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 

2  Cit.  The  former  Agents,  if  they  did  complain, 
What  could  the  Belly  anfwer  ? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you, 

If  you'l  bellow  a  fmall  (  of  what  you  have  little  ) 
Patien;e  a  while;  you'll  hear  the  Bellies  anfwer. 

2  Cit .  Y'are  long  about  it. 
Men.  Note  me  this  good  friend  ; 

Your  moft  grave  Belly  was  deliberate, 
Slot  ralTt  like  his  Accufers,  and  thus  anfwered; 

True  is  it  my  Incorporate  Friends  (quoth  he  ) 
That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  firft 
Which  you,  do  live  upon:  and  fit  it  is, 
Becaufe  I  am  the  Store-houfe,  and  the  Shop 
Of  the  whole  Body.  But,  if  you  do  remember, 
I  fend  it  through  the  Rivers  of  your  blood 

Even  to  the  Court,  the  Heart,to  th'feat  o'th'Brain, 
And  through  the  Cranks  and  Offices  of  man,  _ 
The  ftrongeft  Nerves,  and  fmall  inferiour  Veins 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 

Whereby  they  live.  And  though  that  all  at  once 
(  You  my  good  Friends,  this  fayes  the  Belly)  mark  me. 

2  Cit .  I  fir,  well,  well. 
Men.  Though  all  at  once,  cannot 

See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each, 

Yet  I  can  make  my  Awdit  up*  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flowr  of  all* 

And  leave  me  but  the  Bran.  What  fay  you  to>'t  t 
a  C it.  It  was  an  anfwer,  how  apply  you  this  ? 
Men.  The  Senators  of  Rome,  are  this  good  Belly, 

And  you  the  mutinous  Members:  For  examine 
Their  Counfels,and  their  Care;  difgell  things  rightly  , 

Touching  the  Weal  a'th'  Common,  you  fhall  find 
No  publiqu i  benefit  which  you  receive 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  your  felves.  What  do  you  think  ? 
You,  the  gre't  Toe  of  this  Aflembly  ? 

2  Cit.  I  the  great  Toe?  Why  the  great  Toe  > 

Men.  For  that  being  oneo'th'  lowed,  bafell,  pooreft 
Of  this  mod  wife  Rebellion,  thou  goeft  formoft  ; 

Thou  Rafcal,  that  art  word  in  blood  to  run, 

Lead'ft  firft  to  win  fome  vantage. 
But  make  you  ready  your  ftiif  bats  and  clubs, 
Rome,  and  her  Rats,  are  at  the  point  of  battel. 
The  one.  fide  muft  have  bail. 

Enter  Cains  Martitis. 

Hayl,  Noble  Martius. 
/^r. Thanks.  What's  the  matter  you  diffentious  rogues? That  rubbing  the  poor  Itch  of  your  Opinion , 

Make  your  felves  fcabs. 
2  Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee,will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring.  What  would  you  have,  you  Curs, 
That  like  not  Peace,  nor  Warr  ?  The  one  affrights  you, 
The  other  makes  you  proud.  He  that  trufts  to  you, 
Where  he  fhouldfind  you  Lions,  finds  you  Hares: 
Where  Foxes,  Geefe  you  are :  No  furer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  Ice> 

Or  Hailftone  in  the  Sun.  Vour  virtue  is,  "%{ 
To  make  him  worthy,  whofe  offence  fubdues  him, 
And  curfe  that  Juftice  did  it.  Who  deferves  Greatnefs, 
Deferves  your  Hate.-  and  your  Affe&ions  are 
A  fickmans  Appetite;  who  defires  moft  that 
Which  would  encreafe  his  evil.  He  that  depends 
Upon  your  favours,  fwims  with  finns  of  Lead, 
And  hews  down  Oaks,  with  rufhes.Hang  ye:  truft  ye? 
With  every  Minute  you  do  change  a  Mind, 
And  call  him  Noble,  that  was  now  your  Hate : 

Him  vilde,  that  was  your  Garland.  What's  the  matter, 
That  in  thefe  feveral  places  of  the  City, 
You  cry  againft  the  Noble  Senate,  who 
(Under  the  Gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 

VVould  feed  on  one  another?  What's  their  feeking? 
Men.  For  Corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof  they  fay 

The  City  is  well  ftor'd. Mar.-  Hang  'em:  They  fay  , 

They'l  fit  by  th'fire,  arid  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  i'th'  Capitol :  Who's  like  to  rife  , 
Who  thrives,and  who  declines:  Side  fa£lions,&  give  out 
Conjectural  Marriages,  making  parties  ftrong, 
And  feebling  fuch  as  ftand  not  in  their  liking , 

Below  their  cobledShooes.They  fay  ther's  grain  enough. VVould  the  Nobility  lay  afide  their  ruth, 

And  let  me  ufe  my  Sword,  I'de  make  a  Quarry 
With  thoufands  of  chefe  quarter'd  flaves,  as  high A I  could  pick  my  Lance. 

Men,  Nay  thefe  are  almoft  thoroughly  perfwaded : 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion 
Yet  are  they  paffing  Cowardly.  But  i  befeech  you, 
What  fays  the  other  Troop  > 

Mar.  They  are  diffolv'd :  Hang  'em  ; 

They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  Proverbs 
That  Hunger  broke  ftone  wails:  that  dogs  muft  eat 
That,  meat  was  made  for  mouths.  That  the  gods  fent  not 
Corn  for  the  Rich  men  only  :  With  thefe  fbreds 

They  vented  their  Complainings,  which  being  anfwer'd 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  oae, 
To  break  the  heart  of  generality, 

And  make  bold  power  look  pale,  they  threw  their  caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  a'th'  Moon, 
Shooting  their  Emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 
Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifioms 

Of  their  own  choice.  One's  J  unfits  Brut  us  ̂  
Sicinitts  Vtlmuii  and  I  kn^w  not,  Sctaath, 

fhs 
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The  rabble  fhould  have  firlt  unroo'ft  the  City 
lire  fo  prevail'd  with  me ;  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  Themes 
For  InfurrecYions  arguing. 

Mtnsn.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar.  Go  get  you  home  you  Fragments. 

Enter  a  Meffengerhafti'.y. 

Mef.  Where's  Caius  Martins  ? Mar.  Here :  whats  the  matter  ? 

Mef.  The  news  is  fir,  the  Volcies  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  on't,  then  we  fhall  ha  means  to  vent 
Our  mufty  fuperfluity.  See  our  beft  Elders. 

Enter  Sicinius  Velutus,  Annius  Brutus  Cominius,  Titus 
Lartius,  with  other  Senat ours. 

i  Sen.  Martins  tis  true,  that  you  have  lately  told  us, 
The  Volcies  are  in  Arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  Leader* 

Tullus  Anfydius  that  will  put  you  too't : 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wifh  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  haye  fought  together  ? 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  th'ears,  and  be 
Upon  my  party,  Ide  revolt  to  make 
Onely  my  warres  with  him.  He  is  a  Lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

Sen.  Then  worthy  Martius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  Wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 
Mar.  Sir  it  is, 

And  I  am  conftant :  7  It  us  Lucius-,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus  face. 

What  art  thou  ftiff  ?  Stand'ft  out  ? 
Tit.  No  Cuius  Martins, 

He  lean  upon  one  Crutch,  and  fight  with  tother  ; 
Ere  ftay  behind  this  Bufinefs. 

Men .  Oh  true-bred. 

Sen.  Your  company  to'th'Capitol,  where  1  know 
Our  greateft  Friends  attend  us. 
„  Tit.  Lead  you  on :  Follow  Cominius,  we  muft  follow 

yon,  right  worthy  you  Priority. 
Com.  Noble  Martins. 

Sen.  Hence  to  your  homes,  be  gone. 
Mar.  Nay  let  them  follow, 

The  Volcies  have  much  Corn  :  take  thefe  Rats  thither, 
To  gnaw  their  Garners.  Worfhipfull  Mutiners, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth  :  Pray  follow.  Exeunt. 

Citizens  fleal  arvaj.  Maneht  Sicin,and  Brutus. 

Sicitt.  Was  ever  manf  o  proud  as  is  this  Aiartius  ? 
Bru  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic  Whzn  we  were  chofen  Tribunes  for  the  people— 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip  and  eyes. 
Sic  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  be  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the  Gods. Sic.  Bemock  the  modeft  Moon. 

Bru.  The  prefent  Warrs  devour  him,  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic  if!.  Such  a  Nature,  tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  dif- 
dains  the  fhadovv  which  he  treads  on  at  noon,  but  I  do 
wonder,  his  infoience  can  brook  to  be  commanded  un- 

der Cominius  } 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  ayms, 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grae'd,  cannot 
Better  he  held,  nor  more  attain'd  than  by 

A  place  below  the  firft  :  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  Generals  fault,  though  he  perform 

To  th'utmoft  of  a  man,  and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Martius :  Oh,  if  he 
Had  born  the  bufinefs. 

Sic,  Beftdes,if  things  go  well, 

Opinion  that  fp  fticks  on  Martius,  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Br».  Come:  half  all  Comimus  Honors  are  to  Martius 

Though  Martiut  earn«l  them  not.*  and  all  his  faults 
To  Martiui  fhall  be  Honors,  though  indeed 

In  ought  he  merit  not. 
Sic.  Let's  hence  and  hear 

How  the  difpatch  is  made,  and  in  what  fafhion 
More  than  his  fingularity,he  goes 

Upon  this  prefent  Action. 
Bru.  Let's  along.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Tullut  Auffdius  with  Senators  tfCoriolm, 

i  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is  Aujfdius9 
That  they  of  Rome  are  entred  in  our  Counfails, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

•  Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  > 
Whatever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  State 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  aft,  ere  Rome 

Had  circumvention  ?  'tis  not  four  dayes  gone 
Since  I  heard  thence,  thefe  are  the  words, I  thittk- 

I  have  the  Letter  here  :  yes  here  it  is; 
They  have  preft  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 
Whether  for  Eaft  or  Weft-  the  Dearth  is  great, 

The  people  Mutinous:  And  it  is  mmour'd Comimus,  Martius  your  old  Enemy 
(  Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you  ) 
And  Tit Ht  Lartius,  a  moft  valiant  Roman, 
Thefe  three  lead  on  rhis  Preparation 

Whither  'tis  bent :  moft  likely,  'tis  for  you ; 
Confider  of  it . 

x  Sen.  Our  Armie's  in  the  Field :  - 
We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 

To  anfwerus. 
A     Mor  did  you  think  it  folly, 

To  kee  ;  our  grear  pretences  veil  cL  till  when 
Theyne>     muft  fhew  the mlelves, which  in  the  hatching 

It  feem'd  a     T'd  to  Rome.  By  the  difcovery, 
We  fhall  be        ̂   d  in  our  aym,  which  was 
To  take  in  ft  » •  ere  (alrnoft  )  Rome 

Should  know  W      "  -foot. 2  Sen.  Nobi .  Auffidini  , 

Take  your  commilfion,  h;e  you  to  your  Barlds, 

Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioius 

If  they  fet  down  beforc's :  fo-  the  remove 

Bring  up  your  Army:  but  (I  think)  you'l  find 
Th'have  not  prepar'd  for  us. : 

Auf.  O  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.  Nay  more, 

Some  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hithcrward.  I  leave  your  Honors. 
If  we,  and  Cuius  Martius  chance  to  meet, 

'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  fhall  ever  ftrike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  Gods  afliftyou. 

Auf.  And  keep  your  Honors  fafe. 
i  Sen.  Farewel. 
^  Sen.  Farewel. 

All.  Farewel.  Exeunt  mnes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Volumnia  and  Virgil another  and  wife  to  Martins 

They  fet  them  down  on  two  low  /tools  audfow. 

Volu.  I  pray  yon  daughter  fing ,  or  exprefs  your  felf 
I  in  a  more  comfortable  fore :  If  my  Son  were  my  Huf- 
I  band,I  fhould  freelier  rejoyce  in  that  abfence  wherein  he 
■.vonn  Honor,  than  in  the  embracements  of  his  Bed  , 
where  he  fhould  (how  raoft  love.  When  yet  he  was  bur 
render-bodied ,  and  the  only  Son  of  my  womb ;  when 

youth  with  comllnefs  pluck'd  all  gaze  his  way  ;  when 
for  a  day  of  Kings  entreaties  ,  a  Mother  fhould  not  fell 

him  an  hour  from  herbeholding,  I  confidering  how  Ho- 
nour would  become  fuch  a  perfon,  that  it  was  no  better 

than  Picture-like  to  hang  by  th'wall,  if  renown  made  it 

not  ftirr,  was  pleis'd  to  let  him  feek  danger,  where  he 
was  like  to  find  fame :  To  a  cruel  Warr  I  fent  him,  from 

whence  he  returu'd,  his  brows  bound  with  Oak,  I  tell 
thee  Daughter,  I  fprang  not  more  in  joy  at  firft  hearing 

he  was  a  Man-child,  than  now  in  fii'M  feeing  he  had  pro- 
ved himfelf  a  man.  ♦ 

Virg.  But  had  he  died  in  the  Bufinefs  Madam  ,  how 
then  f 

Volum.  Then  his  good  report  fhould  have  been  my 

Son ,  I  therein  would  have  found  iffue.  Here  me  .pro- 
ofs fincerily ,  hid  I  a  dozen  fons  each  in  my  love  alike , 

and  none  left  dear  than  thine,  and  my  good  Martius,  I 

had  rather  bnd  eleven  dye  Nobly  for  their  Countrey,than 
one  voluptuoufly  furfet  out  of  Action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 

Gent,  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vifit  you. 
Virg*  Befeech  you  give  me  leave  to  retire  my  felf. 
Volum.  Indeed  you  (hall  not : 

Me  thinks,  I  heir  hither  your  Husbmds  Drum 

Seehim.plu.k  Auffdius  down  by  th'hair : 
(  As  children  from  a  Bear  )  the  V oleies  (hunning  him  : 
Me  think,  I  fee  him  ftamp  thus,  and  call  thus, 

Come  on  ye  Cowards,  you  were  got  in  fear 
Though  you  were  born  in  Rome  ;  his  bloody  brow 

With  his  mail'd  hand,  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
Like  to  a  Harveft  man,  what's  task'd  to  mo>te 
Or  all,  or  lefe  his  hire. 

Virg.  Hisbloudy  Brow?  Oh  Jupiter ,  no  blood. 
Volum.  Away  you  Fool;  it  more  becomes  a  man 

Than  gilt  his  Trophy.  The  brefts  of  Hecuba 

Wneri  ihe  did'fucde  HeBor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hettors  forehead,  when  i t  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  fwords  Contending  :  tell  V aleria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  Exit  Gent. 

Vir.  Heavens  blefs  my  Lord  from  fell  duffidius. 

Vol.  He'l  beat  Auffidms  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck.  ■ 

Enter  Valeria  with  an  ttfker,  and  a  Gentlewoman. - 
Val.  My  Ladies  both  good  day  to  you. 

'  V ol.  Sweet  Madam. 
Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladylhip. 

V nl.  How  de  you  both  ?  You  are  manifeft  houfe-keep- 

ers.  What  are  you' fowing  here  ?  A  fine  fpot  in  good faith.  How  does  your  little  Son  ? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  Lady-ihip:  Well  good  Madam. 
Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  Drum;  , 

than  look  upon  his  Schoolmafter. 

Val.  A  my  word  the  Fathers  Son  :  He  fwear.  'tis  a 

very  pretty  boy.  A  my  troth,  I  look'd  upon  him  a  Wed- 
nesday half  an  hour  together:  ha's  fuch  a  confirm'd  coun- 

tenance.! fuv  him  run  after  a  gilded  Butterfly,and  when 

he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again,  and  after  it  agtin,  and  0- ' 
ver  and  over  he  comes, and  up  again:  catcht  it  again  :  or 

whether  his  fall  enrag'crhirri,or  now  'twas,  he  d  d  fofet ' 
his  teeth,,  and  t<nr  it.  Oh,I  warrant  how  he  rhammockt 
it. 

V 4.  One  on's  Fathers  moods. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 
Virg.  A  Crack  Madam. 
Val.  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery ,  I  mud  have  you 

play  the  idle  Hufwife  with  me  this  afternoon. 
Virg.  No  ( good  Madam  ) 

I  will  not  out  of  dores. 
Val.  No:  out  of  dores  ? 

Velum.  She  (hall,  (lie  (hall. 

Vir.  Indeed  no,  by  your  patience  ;  lie  not  over  the 
threfhold,  till  my  Lord  return  from  the  Wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  your  felf  moft  unreafonably? 
Come,  you  rauft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lies  in. 

Virg.  I  will  wilh  her  fpeedy  (trength ,  and  vifit  her 
with  my  prayers :  but  I  cannot  go  thither. V olum.  Why  I  pray  you? 

Virg.  Tis  not  to  fave  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 
V <tl.  You  would  be  another  Penelope:  yet.  they  fay ,all 

the  yarn  (he  fpun  in  Ulyffes  abfence,  did  but  fill  Ithaca 

full  of  Mothes.Come,!  would  your  Carribnck  werefen- 
fible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it  for 
pitty.  Come  you  (hall  go  with  us. 

Virg.  No  good  Madam,pardon  me,  indeed  I  will  not 
forth.  .... 

■Val.  In  truth  la  go  with  me,  and  He  tell  you  excellent 
news  of  your  Husband. 

Vir.  oh  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 
Val.  Venly  I  do  not  jeft  with  you:  there  came  news 

from  him  laft  night. 
Vir.  Indeed  Mxdam? 

Val.  In  earneft  it's  true;  I  heard  a  Senatdur  fpeak  it. 
Thus  it  is:the  Volcies  have  an  Army  forth,againft  whom 

Commits  the  General  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Ro- 

man power.  Your  Lord,and  'Tittts  Lartius,zrs,  fet  down 
before  their  City  CanW^jythey  nothing  doubt  prevail- 

ing ,  and  to  make  it  brief  Wars.  This  is  true  on  mine 
Honor,  and  fo  I  pray  go  with  us. 

Vir,  Give  me  excufe  good  Madam,  I  will  obey  you  in 

every  thing  hereafter.  . 
Vol.  Let  her  alone  Lady,  as  (he  is  now  ; 

She  will  but  difeafe  our  better  mirth. 

V d.  In  troth  I  think  (he  would  : 

Fare  you  well  then.  Come  good  fweet  Lady. 

Prithee  Virgilia  turn  thy  folemnefs  out  a  dorej  ' 
And  go  along  with  us. 

Virg.  No 

At  a  word  Madam-,  indeed  I  muft  not,' 
I  vvifh  you  much  mirth. 

Va I.  Well,  then  Fare wel.  Exeunt  Ladies. 

Enter  Martins,  Titus  Lartius,  with  Drum  and  Co- 
lours, with  Captains  and  Souldiers,  as 

before  the  City  Coriolus  :  to  them 
a  Meffenger. 

Mart.  Yonder  comes  News : 

A  Wager  they  have  met. 
Lar.  My  horfe  to  yours,  no, 
Mar.  'Tis  done. 

Lar.  Agreed. 
Mat. 
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Mar.  Say,  ha's  our  General  met  the  Enemy? 
Meff.  They  lye  in  view,  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yet. 
Lart .  So,  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 
Mart.  He  buy  him  of  you.  ♦ 
£ar.No,Ile  not  fell,  nor  give  himjLend  him  you  I  vvil 

For  half  a  hundred  years ;  Summon  the  Town. 
Mar.  How  farr  off  lies  thefe  Armits  f 

Mejf.  Within  this  mile  and  half. 
Mar.Thzn  fhall  we  hear  their  Larum,and  they  Ours. 

Now  Mars y  I  prithee  make  us  quick  ift  work, 
That  we  with  fmoaking  fvvords  may  march  from  hence 

To  help  our  fielded  Friends.  Come,  blow  thy  blatt. 

They  Sound  a  Parley  :  Enter  two  Senators  with  others  on 
the  fValls  ofCorlolas. 

T nllus  Anffdius,  is  he  within  your  Walls  ? 
i  Semt.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he, 

That's  letter  than  a  little :  Drum  a  fur  of. 
Heark,  our  Drums 

Are  bringing  forth  our  youth :  We'i  break  our  Walls 
Rather  than  they  fhall  pound  us  up,our  Gates, 

Which  yet  feem  fruit*  we  have  but  pin'd  with  Rufhes , 
They 'I  open  of  themfelves.  Hark  you  farr  off Alarum  farr  ojf. 

There  is  Aujfidius.  Lift  what  work  he  makes 
Amongft  your  cloven  Army. 

Mar.  Oh  they  are  at  it. 
Lar.  Their  noifc  be  our  inftrucVion.  Ladders  hoe. 

"Enter  the  Army  of  the  Volcics. 
Mar.  They  fear  us  not  -  but  iffue  forth  their  City. 

Now  put  your  Shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  Shields. 
Advance  brave  Titus, 

They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  Thoughts, 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath. Com  on  my  fellows 
He  that  retires,  He  take  him  for  a  Volcie) 
And  he  fhall  feel  mine  edge. 
Alarum,  the  Romans  are  beat  back,  to  their  Tranches. 

Enter  Martins  Curfng. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  South,  light  on  you, 
You  fhames  of  Rome :  you  Herd  of  Biles  and  Plagues 

Plaifter  you  o"re,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Farther  than  feen,  ana  one  jnfec}  another 

Againft  the  Wind  a  mile  :  you  fouls  of  Geefe, 
That  bear  the  fhapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 

From  Slaves*  that  Apes  would  beat?  Pluto  and  Hell, 
All  hurt  behind,  hacks  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear/  mend  and  charge  home, 
Or  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  He  leave  the  Foe, 

And  make  my  Warrs  on  you:  Look  to't:  Come  on , 
If  you'l  ftand  faft,  we*l  beat  th>;m  to  their  Wives , 
As  they  us  to  our  Trenches  followed. 

Another  Alarum,  and  Mart ius  follows  them  to 
the  gates,  and  is  [but  in. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope:  now  prove  good  Seconds, 
Tis  for  the  followers,  Fortune  widens  them, 
Not  for  the  flyers :  Mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

Enter  the  Gates. 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardinefs,not  I. 
2  So'.  Nor  I. 
i  Sol.  See  they  have  lhut  him  in.    Alarum  continues. 

All.  To  th'pot  I  warrant  him.  S nter  Titus  Lartlus. 
Tit.  What  is  become  of  Martin*  ? 

All.  Slain  (Sir)  doubtlefs. 

Flyers  at  the  very  heels, i  Sol.  Following  the 

With  them  he  enters ;  who  upon  the  fodain 
Clapt  to  their  Gates:  he  is  himfelf  alone, 
To  anfwer  all  the  City. 

Lar.  Oh  Noble  Fellow  » 

Who  fenfibly  out-dares  his  fencelefs  Sword,, 

And  when  it  bows,  ftand'ft,  up:  Thou  art  left  Martius , A  Carbuncle  intire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 

Were  not  fo  rich  a  Jewel.  Thou  was't  a  Souldier 
Even  to  Calves  wilh,not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  ftrokes,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  Thunder-like  percuffion  of  thy  founds 
Thou  rnad'ft  thine  enemies  fhake,  as*if  the  World 
Were  feavorous,  and  did  tremble. 

Enter  Martius  Weeding,  ajfaulted  by  the  Enemy 
i  Sol.  Look  Sir. 

Lat.  O  'tis  Martius. 
Let*s  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike 

They  fight,  and  all  enter  the  City. Enter  certain  Romans  with  f foils. 

I  Rom.  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome, 
a  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rom.  A  Murrain  on't,I  took  this  for  Silver. Exeunt. 
Alarum  continues  slillafarrojf. 

Enter  Martius^  and  Titus  with  a  T rumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  thefe  movers, that  do  prize  their  hours 

At  a  crack'd  Drachme  :  Cufhions,  Leaden  Spoons , 
Irons  of  a  Doit,  Dublets  that  Hangmen  would 
Bury  with  thofe  that  wore  them,  Thefe  bafe  flaves, 

Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up,  down  with  them. 
And  hark,  what  noife  the  General  makes:  To  him, 
There  is  the  man  of  my  fouls  hate,  Aujfidius, 
Peircing  our  Romans :  Then  Valianr  Titus  take 
Convenient  Numbers  to  make  good  the  City, 

Whil'ft  I  with  thofe  that  have  the  fpirit,  will  hafte 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lar.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'ft, 
Thy  exercife  hath  been  too  violent , 
For  a  fecond  courfe  of  Fight. 

Max.  Sir,  praife  me  not : 

My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.  Fare  you  well : 
The  blood  I  drop,  is  rather  Phyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me.  To  Auffidius  thus,  I  will  appear 

Lar.  Now  the  fair  Goddefs  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee,  and  her  great  charm? 

Mifguide  thy  Oppofers  fvvords,  Bold  Gentleman  : 
Prosperity  be  thy  Page. 

Mar.  Thy  Friend  no  lefs, 

Than  thofe  fhe  placeth  higheft  :  So  farewel. 
Lar.  Thou  worthieft  Martius, 

Go  found  thy  Trumpet  in  the  Market  place, 

Call  thither  all  the  Officers  a'th'  Town, 
Where  they  fhall  know  our  mind.  Away.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cominius  as  it  were  in  retire,  with  fouldiers. 

Com.  Breath  you  my  friends,well  fought,  we  arc  come 
Like  Romans,  neither  foolifh  in  our  rtands,         (  off 

Nor  Cowardly  in  retire  :  Believe  me  Sirs  , 

We  fhall  be  charg'd  again.  Whiles  we  have  ftrook 
By  interims  and  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 

The  Charges-of  our  Friends.  The  Roman  Gods, 
Lead  their  fucceffes,  as  we  wifh  our  own , 

That  both  our  povvers,with  fmiling  Fronts  eacountring, 
May  give  you  thankful  Sacrifice.  Thy  News  ? 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  The  Citizens  of  Coriolus  have  iffued, 

And  given  to  Lartita  and  to  Martius  Battel. 
i  faw 

(and  fight. 
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Ifaw  our  party  to  their  Trenches  driven, 
;And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  fpeakeft  truth, 

Me  thinks  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.  How  long  is't  fince  ? 
Mef.  Above  an  hour,  my  Lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile :  briefly  we  heard  their  drums. 
Howcould'ft  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour  , 
And  bring  thy  News  fo  late  ? 

Mef.  Spies  of  the  V ilcies 

Held  me  in  chace,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel  ' 
Three  or  four  miles  about,  elfe  had  I  fir 

Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report, 

Enter  Martins. 

Com.  Whole  yonder, 

That  doss  appear  as  he  were  Flead  >  O  Godby 

He  has  the  Itam'p  of  Martins ,  and  I  have Before  time  feen  him  thus. 
Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Cow.The  Shepherd  knows  not  Thunder  from  a  Taber, 
:More  than  I  know  the  found  of  Martins  Tongue 
From  every  meaner  man. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  f,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others, 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh .'  let  me  clip  ye 

In  Arms  as  foaadaas  when  I  woo'd  in  heart; 
'As  merry,  as  when/bur  Nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  Tapers  bimitto  Bedward. 

Cww.Flower  of  Warriors,  how  is't  with  Titus  Lartins} 
Mar.  As  with  a  manbufied  about  decrees  ■ 

Condemning  fome  ro  death,  and  fome  to  exile  , 

.Ranfoming  him,  or  pirtying,  threatning  th'  other;  1 
Holding  Corielns  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  Grey-  hound  in  the  Leafh, 
To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  trot  Slave, 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  Trenches  ?• 
Where  is  he  ?  Call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone, 
He  did  inform  the  truth  :  but  for  our  Gentlemen, 
The  common  file,  fa  plague  Tribunes  for  them  ) 

The  Moufe  ne'r  fhunn'd  the  Cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  Rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail'd  you  } Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell?  I  do  not  think  : 

Where  is  the  enemy?  Are  you  Lords  a*th'  Field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Com.  Martins  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought, 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 
Mar.  How  lies  their  battel?  Know  you  on  what  fide 

They  have  plac'd  their  men  oftruft  ? 
Com.  As  I  guefs  Martins, 

Their  Bands  I'th'  Vaward  are  the  Ancients 
Of  their  beft  truft :  O're  them  Anffdins, 
Their  very  heart  of  Hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befeech  you, 

By  all  the  Battels  wherein  we  have  fought, 

By  th'Blood  we  have  fhed  together, 

By  th'Vows  we  have  made 
jo  endure  Friends,  that  you  dire&ly  fet  me 

Againft  Aujfidtus,  and  his  Ant  tats, 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  prefent  (  but 

Filling  the  air  with  Swords  advanc'd)  and  Darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

C  om.  Though  I  could  wifb, 

You  were  conducted  ro  a  gentle  Bath, 

And  Bilms  applyed  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking,  take  your  choice  of  thofe 
That  beft  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 

That  mod  are  willing  ;  if  any  fuch  be  here ; 

(  As  it  were  fin  to  doubt  )-that  love  this  painting 

Wherein  you  fee  me  fmear'd,  if  any  fear 
Letter  his  perfon,'  than  an  ill  report : 

|  If  any  think,  brave  death  out- weighs  bad  life , 
And  that  his  Countries  dearer  than  himfelf, 

Let  bim  alone  i  or  fo  many  fo  minded,  '. Wave  thus  to  exprefs  his  difpofttion, 

And  follow  Martins.  ; ; ; "  V* !-  1 
They  all  fkout,  and  wave  their  f words1,  take  him  tip  intheh 

Arms,  and  caft  up  their  Caps. 

Oh  me  alone,  make  you  a  fword  of  trie  :  "  ' 
If  thefe  (hews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  V olcies?  None  of  you,  but  is 
Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  Auffidius 
A  Shield,  as  hard  as  his.  A  certain  number 

(  Though  thanks  to  all)  muft  I  feleft  from  all  i 
The  reft  fhall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight 

(  As  caufe  will  be  obey'd : )  pleafe  you  to  march, And  four  fhall  quickly  draw  out  my  Command, 

Which  men  are  beftinclin'd. 
Com.  March  on  my  Fellows : 

Make  good  this  oftentatibn,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all,  with  us. Exeunt. 

Titus  Lartius,  having  fet  a  guard  upon  Coriolus ,  g"'ng with  Drum  and  Trumpet  toward  Cominius,  and  Caitts 
Martins,  Enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  other  Sonldiers  , 
and  a  Scout. 

Lar.  So,  let  the  Portsl)c  guarded;  keep  your  Duties 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.  If  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Centuries  to  our  aid,  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  fhort  Holding;  if  we  lofe  the  Field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  Town. 

Lieu.  Fear  not  our  care  Sir. 

Lar.  Hence;  and  fhut  your  gates  upon's  : 
Our  Guider  come,  to  th 'Roman  Camp  conduct  us.Exit. Alarum  as  in  Battel. 

Enter  Martins  and  Auffidius  at  feveral  doors. 
Mar.  He  fight  with  none  but  thee,  for  I  do  hate  thee 

Worfe  than  a  Promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike  : 
Not  Afrik  owns  a  Serpent  I  abhorr 
More  than  thy  Fame  and  Envy  :  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  Budger  die  the  others  Slave, 
And  the  Gods  doom  him  after. 

Auf.  If  I  flie  Martins,  hollow  me  like  a  Hare. 
Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hours  Tnllus 

Alone  I  fought  in  your  Coriolus  walls, 

And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd  :  'Tis  not  my  blood, 
Wherein  thou  feeft  me  maskt,  for  thy  Revenge 

Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'htgheft. 
Anf.  Wer't  thou  the  Htttor, 

That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  Progeny,  f 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  fcape  me  here. 

Here  they  fght,  and  certain  Volcies  come  in  the  aid  of 
Anffid.  Martins  fights  till  they  be  driven  in  breathlefs. 

Officious  and  not  valiant,  you  have  fham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  Seconds. Flourish 
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Tlouri ft.  Alarum.  A  Retreat  It  founded.  Enter  at 
one  JDore  Cominlus,  with  the  Romans  :  At 

another  'Dore  Martins,  with  his 
Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Cow.  If  I  fhould  tell  thce.o're  this  thy  days  work, 
Thou'c  not  believe  thy  deeds  •  but  He  report  it , 
Where  Senators  fhall  mingle  tears  with  fmiles, 

Where  great  Patricians  fhall  attend,  and  fhrug, 

Fth'end  admire :  where  Ladies  fhall  be  frighted, 

And  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more:  where  the  dull  Tribunes, 
That  with  the  fufty  Plebeans,  hate  thine  Honors, 
Shall  fayagainft  their  hearts,  We  thank  the  Gods 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a  Souldier. 

Yet  cam'ft  thou  to  a  Morfel  of  thisFeaft, 

Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus  with  his  Power,  from  the  Purfute. 

Titus  Lartius.  Oh  General : 

Here  is  the  Steed,  we  the  Caparifon  : 
Hadft  thou  beheld  

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more  : 

My  Mother,  who  ha's  a  Charter  to  extoll  her  blood, 
When  fhe  do's  praife  me,  grieves  me  : 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done,  that's  what  I  can, 
Induc'd  as  you  have  been,  that's  for  my  Country  : 
He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will, 

Hath  overta'n  mine  Aft. 
Com.  You  fhall  not  be  the  Grave  of  your  deferving , 

Rome  muft  know  the  value  of  her  own  : 

'Twere  a  Concealment  worfe  than  a  Theft, 
No  lefs  than  a  Traducement,  ^ 
To  hide  your  doings,  and  to  filence  that, 

Which  to  the  fpire,  and  top  ofrjpraifes  vouch'd, 
Would  feem butmodeft:  therefore  i  befeech  you, 
In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,  before  ourvArmy  hear  me. 

Mar.  I  have  fome  woundsaipon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  remembred. 

Com.  Should  they  not : 

Well  might  they  fefter 'gainft  Ingratitude,  j 
And  tent  themfelves  with  death :  of  all  the  Horfes, 

Whereof  we  haveta'n  good,  and  good  ftore  of  all, 
The  Treafure  in  this  field  atchiev'd,  and  City, 

W e  render  you  the  Tenth,  to  be  ta'n  forth, ' Before  the  common  diftribution, 

At  your  only  choice. 
Mar.  1  thank  you  General : 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  to  take 
A  Bribe,  to  pay  my  Sword :  I  do  refufe  it, 
Andftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe, 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

A  long  fiortrijh .  They  all  cry,  Martius,  Martius 
(aft  up  their  Caps  and.  Lannces;  Cominius 

and  hartim  fland  hart. 

Ma.  May  thefe  fame  Inftruments,which  you  prophane, 

Never  foun/'  more:  when  Drums  and  Trumpets  fhall 

1'th'rield  prove  flatterers, let  Courts  and  Cities  be 
Made  c:  all  falfe-fac'd  foothing  * 
When  Steel  grows  (oft,  as  the  Parafites  Silk, 

Let  him  be  made  an  Overture  for  th'  wars : 

No  more  I  fay,  for  that  I  have  not  wafh'd 

My  NTofe  that  bled,  or  foil'd  fome  debile  wretch, 
Which  without  note,  here's  many  elfe  have  done, 
You  fhoot  me  forth  in  acclamations  hyperbolical, 

As  if  I  lov'd  my  little  fhould  be  dieted 

In  praifes,  fawc'ft  with  Lies, Com.  Too  modeft  are  you  : 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly :  by  your  patience , 

If  againft  your  felf  you  be  incens'd,  we'l  put  you 
(  Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm  )  in  Manacles , 
Then  reafon  fafely  with  you:  Therefore  be  it  known, 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Cairn  Martin* 
Wears  this  wars  garland  :  in  token  of  the  which, 
My  noble  Steed,  known  to  the  Camp,  I  give  him, 
With  all  his  trim  belonging,  and  from  this  time, 

For  what  he  did  before  Coriolus,  call  him,- 

With  all  th'applaufe  and  clamor  of  the  Hoaft, 
Martius  Caius  Coriolanus.Btzr  th'addition  Nobly  ever  ? 

Flourifh.  Trumpets  found,  and  Drums. 
Omnes.  Martius  Caius  Coriolanus, 

Mar.  I  will  go  wafh  : 

And  when  my  Face  is  fair,  you  fhall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh,  or  no :  howbeit,  I  thank  you, 
I  mean  to  ftride  your  Steed,  and  at  all  times 
To  under-creft  your  good  Addition, 
To  th'fairnefsof  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  Tent : 

Where  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 

To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs  :  you  Titus  hartim 
Muft  to  Corlolus  back,  fend  us  to  Rome 

The  beft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Ear.  I  fhall,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me  : 

I  that  now  refus'd  molt  Princely  gifts, 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  Lord  General. 

Com.  Tak't,  'tis  yours  :  what  is'c  ?" Mar.  I  fometime  lay  here  in  Coriofus, 

At  a  poor  mans  houfe :  he  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me  :  I  faw  him  Prifoner : 
But  then  Auffdius  was  within  my  view, 

And  wrath  o're-whelm'd  my  piety  :  I  requcft  you 
To  give  my  poor  Holt  freedom. 

(  w».  Oh  well  begg'd  : 
Were  he  the  Butcher  of  my  Son,  he  fhould 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind:  deliver  him,Titns. 

Lart.  Martius, his  Name. 

Mar.  By  Jupiter  forgot : 

I  am  weary,  yea  my  memory  is  tyr'd  : Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 
Com.  Go  we  to  our  Tent : 

The  blood  upon  your  Vifage  dries,  'tis  time 
I I  fhould  be  lookt  too :  come.  Exeunt. 

A  fiourijh.  Cornets.  Enter  Tullus  AuffdifH 

bloody,  with  two  or  three  SouHiers. 

Auf.  The  Town  is  ta'n, 
Soul.  'Twill  be  deliver'd  back  on  good  Condition. 
Auf.  Condition  ? 

I  would  I  were  a  Roman,  for  I  cannot, 

Being  a  Volcie,  be,  that  I  am.  Condition  ? 
What  good  Condition  can  a  Treaty  find 

I'th'part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  five  times,  Martius, 
I  have  fought  with  thee ;  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me : 
And  would'A  do  fo,  I  think,  fhould  we  encounter 

As 
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And  often  as  we  eat.  By  the  Elements, 

If  ere  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard, 

He's  mine,  or  I  am  his :  Mine  Emulation 

Hath  not  that  honor  in't  it  had :  For  where 
I  thought  to  crufli  him  in  an  equal  Force, 

True  Sword  to  Sword :  He  potch  at  him  fome  way* 

Or  wrath*  or  Craft  may  get  him. 

Sol.  He's  the  devil. 

Auf  .Bolder,though  not  £6  fubtle:my  valor's  poifon
  d, 

With  only  fuffering  ftain  by  him :  for  him 

Shall  flie  out  of  it  felf,  nor  deep,  nor  (aja&uary, 

Being  naked,  fick  ;  norPhane,  nor  Capitol, 

The  Prayers  of  Priefts,  nor  times  of  Sacrifice  : 

Embarquements  all  of  Fury,  fhall  lift  up 

Their  rotten  Privilege,  and  Cuftom  'gainft 
My  hate  to  Martins.  Where  I  find  him,  were  it 

At  home,  upon  my  brothers  Guard,  even  there 

Againft  the  hofpitable  Canon,  would  I 

Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.  Go  you  to  th'City, 
Learn  how  'tis  held,  and  what  they  are  that  muft 
Be  Hoftages  for  Rome. 

Sol.  Will  not  you  go? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  Cyprus  grove.  I  pray  you 

( 'Tis  South  the  City  Mill)  bring  me  word  thithef 

How  the  world  goes :  that  to  the  pace  of  it 

I  may  fpurron  my  journey. 
Sol.  I  fhall  fir. 

Actus  Secundus^ 

Enter  Menenius  with  the  tvco  Tribunes  of  the 

feop!ey  SianiHS  and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  Augurer  tells  me ,  we  fhall  have  news  to 

night. 
Bra.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people ,  for 

they  love  not  Martins. 
Sicin.  Nature  teaches  Beafts  to  know  their  Friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  who  does  the  Wolf  love  ? 
Skin.  The  Lamb. 

Men.l^to  devour  him,as  the  hungry  Plebeians  would 
the  Noble  Martins. 

Bru.  He's  a  Lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a  Bear. 

'    Men.  He's  a  bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  Lamb. 
You  two  are  old  men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  ask 

you. Both.  Well  fir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Martins  poor  m,  that  you 

two  have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault  ,butftor'd  with  all. Sicin.  Efpecially  in  Pride . 

Brn.  And  topping  all  others  in  boaft. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange  now  :  Do  you  two  know ,  how 

you  are  cenfured  here  in  the  City,  I  mean  of  us  a'th'right hand  File,  do  you  ? 
Brn.  Why?  how  are  we  cenfured  ? 

Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  Pride  now  ,  Will  you  not 
be  angry  ? 

Both.  Well,  well  fir,  well. 

Men.  Why  'tis  no  great  matter;  for  a  very  little  thief 
of  Occafion,  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  Patience  i 

Give  your  difpofitions  the  reins  ,  and  be  angry  at  your 
pleafures  ( at  the  leaft)  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to  you, 
in  being  fo  ;  you  blame  Martins  for  being  proud. 

Brut.  We  do  it  not  alone,  fir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone ,  for  your 
helps  are  many,  or  elfe  your  actions  would  grow  won- 

drous fingle  :  your  abilities  are  too  Infant-like,  for  doing 
much  alone.  You  talk  of  Pride:  Oh,  that  you  could  turn 
your  eyes  toward  the  Napes  of  your  necks ,  and  make 
but  an  inreriour  furvey  of  your  good  felves.  Oh  chat  you 

could .' Both.  What  then  fir  ? 

Men.  Why  then  you  fhould  difcover  a  brace  of  un- 

meriting,  proud,  violent,  tefty  Magiftrates  (alias  Fools) 
as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic'm.  Menenitts,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 
Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patritian ,  and 

one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  Wine, with  not  a  drop  of  alay- 

ing  Tiber  in't:  Said,to  be  fomething  imperfect  in  favou- 
ring the  firft  complaint,  hafty  and  Tinder-like  upon ,  to 

trivial  motion:  One,  that  converfes  more  with  the  But- 

tock of  the  night ,  than  with  the  forehead  of  the  mor- 
ning. What  I  think  I  utter,  and  fpend  my  malice  in  my 

breath.  Meeting  two  fuch  Weals-men  as  you  are(I  can- 
not call  your  Licttrguffes  Jif  the  drink  you  give  me,touch 

my  Palat  adverfly,I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it.  I  can  fay5 

your  Worfhips  have  deliver'd  the  matter  well ,  when 
I  find  the  Afs  in  compound  ,  with  the  Major  part  of 
yourfyllables.  And  though  I  muft  be  content  to  bear 
with  thofe,  that  fay  you  are  reverend  grave,  yet  they  lye 
deadly,  that  tell  you  have  good  faces ;  if  you  fee  this  in 
the  Map  of  my  Microcofm ,  follows  it  that  I  am  known 
well  enough  too  ?  What  harm  can  your  beefom  Con- 
fpe&uities  glean  out  of  this  Character ,  if  I  be  known 

well  enough  too  ? 
Bru.  Come  fir  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 
Men.  You  know  neither  me ,  your  felves  ,  nor  any 

thing :  you  are  ambitious ,  for  poor  knaves  caps  and 

legs .-  you  wear  out  a  good  wholefome  Fore-noon ,  in 
hearing  a  caufe  between  an  Orendge  wife,  and  a  Forfet- 
feller,and  then  rejourn  the  Controverfie  of  three-pence 
to  a  fecond  day  of  Audience.  When  you  are  hearing  a 

matter  between  party  and  party  ,  if  you  chance  to  be 

pinch'd  with  the  Collick:  you  make  faces  like  Mum- 
mers ,  fet  up  the  bloody  Flagg  againft  all  Patience,  and 

in  roaring  for  a  Chamber  -pot ,  difmifs  the  Controverfie 
bleeding,  the  more  intangled  by  your  hearing  :  All  the 
peace  you  make  in  their  Caufe,is  calling  both  the  parties 
Knaves.  You  are  a  pair  of  ftrange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to  be  a 
perfe&er  gyber  for  the  Table,  than  a  neceflary  Bencher 
in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  Priefts  muft  become  Mockers,  if  they 
fhall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  Subjects  as  you  are,when 

you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  purpofe,  It  is  not  worth  the 

wagging  of  your  Beards,  and  your  Beards  deferve  not  fo 
honourable  a  grave,  as  to  fluff  a  Botchers  Cufhion,or  to 

be  intomb'd  in  an  Affes  Pack-faddle  ;  yet  you  muft  be 

faying,  Martins  is  proud :  who  in  a  cheap  eftimation,is 

worthall  your  predeceffors  fince  2>f*c*/»o»,thoughper- 
adventure  fome  of  the  beft  of  'em  were  hereditary  hang- 

men. God  den  to  your  Worftiips,more  of  your  conver- 
fation  would  infe&  my  brain ,  being  the  Heardfmen  of 

the  Beaftly  Plebeians.I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of 

Mr  at  Hi t  and  SkitiiilSi  A  fide, 
E  e  e  Enter 
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Enter  V olumnia  and  Valeria. 

How  now  (  my  as  Fair  as  Noble)  Ladies,  and  the  Moon 
were  ftie  Earthly,  no  Nobler  j  whither  do  you  follow 

your  Eyes  fo  faft  ? 

Volum.  Honorable  Menenins,  my  Boy  Martins  appro- 

ches :  for  the  love  oijuno  let's  go. 
Menen.  Ha?  Martins  comming  home  ? 
Volum.  I,  worthy  Menenins  ̂ xA  with  moft  profperous 

pprob.ttion. 
Menen.  Take  my  Cap  Jupiter  ,  and  I  thank  thee  : 

100,  Martins  comming  home  ? 

2  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 
Volum.  Look,  here's  a  Letter  from  him,the  State  hath 

another,  his  Wife  another,  and  (  I  think  )  there's  one  at 
lonie  for  you. 

Menen.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night: 
A  Letter  forme? 

Virgil.  Yes  certain,  there's  a  Letter  for  you,  I  faw't. 
Menen.  A  Letter  for  me?  it  gives  me  an  Eftate  of  fe- 

ven  years  health;  in  which  time  ,  I  will  make  a  Lip  at 
the  PhyficiaivThe  moft  foveraignPrefcription  inGalen, 
is  but  Erripeficktique  ;  and  to  this  Prefer vative,  of  no 

better  report  than  a  Horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ? 
he  was  wont  to  come  home  wounded  >. 

Virgil.  Oh  no,  no,  no. 

Volum.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods  for't. 
Menen.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much :  brings  a 

Vi&orie  in  his  Pocket  ?  the  wounds  become  him. 

Volum.  On's  Brows :  Menenins  y  he  comes  the  third 
time  home  with  the  Oaken  Garland. 

Menen.  Ha's  he  difciplin'd  JuffidtusCcwndly  ? 
Volum.  Titus  Lartius  writes,they  fought  together,but 

Aujjidius  got  off. 

Menen.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  He  warrant  him 

that:  and  he  had  ftay'dby  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo 
.fiddious'd ,  for  all  the  Chefts  in  Coriolm ,  and  the  Gold 
that's  in  them.  Is  the  Senate  poffeft  of  this  ? 

Volum.  Good  Ladies  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes :  The 
Senate  ha's  Letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives 
my  Son  the  whole  Name  of  the  Warr ,  he  hath  in  this 

Action  out-done  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Valer.  In  troth  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 
Menen.  Wondrous  ?  1,1  warrant  you,  and  not  with- 

out his  true  purchasing. 
Virgil.  The  gods  grant  them  true. 
Volum.  True  ?  pow  waw. 
Mene.  True  ?  lie  be  fworn  they  are  true:  where  is 

he  wounded,  God  fave  your  good  Worfhips  ?  Martins 

is  comming  home :  he  ha's  more  caufe  to  be  proud  : 
where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Volum.  I'th'Sholder,  and  i'th'left  Arm:  there  will  be 
large  Cicatrices  to  fhew  the  People,when  he  £hall  ftand 
for  his  place:he  received  in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquin  feven 

hurts  i'th'Body. 
Men.  One  i'th'Neck,  and  two  i'th'  Thigh,  there's  nine 

that  I  know. 

Volum.  He  had,  before  this  laft  Expedition  ,  twenty 
five  Wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty  feven;  every  gafh  was  an  E- 
nemies  Grave.  Heark,the  Trumpets. 

A  (houty  and  Flourifb. 
V }lum.  Thefe  are  the  Ufhers  of  Martins  : 

Before  him,  he  carries  Noife  ; 
And  behind  him,  he  leaves  Tears  : 

De.uh,  that  dark  Spirit,  in's  nervy  Arm  doth  lye, 
Which  being  advane'd,  declines,  and  then  men  dye. 

A  Sonet.  Trumpets  found. 
Enter  Commus  the  General^  and  Titus  Lartius :  between 

them  Cortolantts,  crown  d  with  an  Oaken 

Garland,  with  Captains  and  Soul- 
diers,  and  a  Herauld. 

Hera.  Know  Rome,  that  all  alone  Martins  did  fight 
Within  Coriolus  Gates :  where  he  hath  wonn, 
With  Fame,  a  Name  to  Martins  Cains : 
Thefe  in  honor  follows  Martins  Cains,  Coriolanns. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanns. 

Sound.  Flouri(h. 

All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Corhlanns. 
Corio.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart;  pray 

now  no  more. 
Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  Mother. 

Corio.  Oh  /  you  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
for  my  profperity.  Kneels. 

V olum.  Nay,  my  good  Souldier,  up : 

My  gentle  Martins,  worthy  Cains, 

And  by  deed-atchieving  Honor  newly  nam'd, What  is  it  (  Coriolanns )  muft  I  call  thee  ? 

But  oh,  thy  Wife.  : 
Corio.  My  gracious  filence,  hail: 

Woujd'ft  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  Coffin'd  home, 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  triumph  ?  Ah  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  Widows  in  Coriolus  wear, 
And  Mothers  that  lack  Sons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  Crown  thee. 
Com.  And  live  you  yet  ?  Oh  my  fweet  Lady,  pardon.* 
V olum.  I  know  not  where  to  turn. 

Oh  welcome  home  :  and  welcome  General, 

And  y'are  welcome  all. 
Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  Welcomes : 

I  could  weep,  and  I  could  laugh, 

I  am  light,  and  heavy  ;  welcome  : 

A  Curfe  begin  at  very  root  on's  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee. 

You  are  three ,  that  Rome  fhould  dote  on : 
Yet  by  the  faith  of  men,  we  have 
Some  old  Crab-trees  here  at  home, 
That  will  not  be  grafted  to  your  Rellifh, 
Yet  welcome  Warriors : 

We  call  a  Nettle,  but  a  Nettle  ; 
And  the  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Hera.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on." 
Cor.  Your  Hand,  and  yours  ?  . 

Ere  in  our  ovyn  houfe  I  do  fhade  my  head, 

The  good  Patricians  muft  be  vifited, 

From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  greetiags, 
But  with  them,  change  of  honors. 
V olum.  I  have  lived, 

To  fee  inherited  my  very  Wifhes, 
And  the  Buildings  of  my  Fancy : 

Only  there's  one  thing  wanting, 
Which  ( I  doubt  not )  but  our  Rome 
Will  caft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Kno\v,  good  Mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  fervant  in  my  way, 

Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol.       Flonrijh.  Cornets 

Exeunt  in.  State,  as  before. 

Enter 
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.  Enter  Brnttis  ami  Sic  wins* 

Bru.  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,and  the  bleared  fights 

'Are  fpe&acled  to  fee  him.  Your  pratling  Nurfe 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  Baby  cry, 
;Whi!e  fhe  chats  him :  the  Kitchin  Malkjn  pinns 

{Her  richeft  Lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 
Chmbring  the  Walls  to  eye  him  : 

;Stalls,  Bulks,  Windows,  are  fmother'd  up, 
■Leads  fill'd,  and  Ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  Complexions ;  all  agreeing 

'In  earneftnefc  to  fee  him.:  fdd>fhown  Flamins 

Do  piefs  'mong  the  popular  Throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgarisation  •!  our  veil'd  Dames Commit  the  Warr  of  White  and  Damask 

In  their  nicely  gawded  Cheeks,  to  th'vvanton  fpoil 
Of  Phcebus  burning  Kiffes ;  fucb  a  poother , 
As  if  that  whatfoever  God,  who  leads  him, 

Were  flily  crept  into  his  humane  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Skin.  On  the  fuddain,  I  warrant  him  Conful. 

Brit.  Then  our  Office  may  ,  during  his  power ,  §6 
fleep. 

Ski.  He  cannot  temp'rately  tranfport  his  honors, 
From  where  he  fhould  begin,  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Br u.  In  that  there's  comfort. 
Ski.  Doubt  not, 

The  Commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they 
Upon  their  antient  malice,  will  forget 
With  the  leaft  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honors, 

Which  that  he  will  give  them,make  I  as  little  queftion, 

As  he  is  proud :todo3t. 
Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear 

Were  he  to  ftand  for  Conful,  never  would  he  |  ̂  

Appear  i'th'  Market  place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  Naples  Vefture  of  humility,  . 

Nor  fhswing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  Wounds 

To  th'people^beg;their  linking  Breaths. 
Sici.  'Tis  right:. 
Bru.  It  was  his  word : 

Oh  he  would  mifs  it,  rather  than  carry  it, 

But  by  the  fute  of  the  Gentry  to  him, 
And  the  defire  of  the  Nobles. 

Ski.  I  wills  no  better,  than  have  him  hold  that  pur- 
pofe,  and  to  put  it  in  execution. 

Bru.  'Tis-molt  like  he  will. 
Sid.  It  fhallbe  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills,  afure 

deftruction.   ■'      i  rn! 
Bru.  So  itmuft  fall  our 

To  him,  or  our  Authorities, for  an  end.  - 
We  muft  fuggeft  the  People,  in  what  hatred 
He  ftill  batiaheld  them  :  thatto!s  power  he  would 

Have  made  them  Mules,  filene'd. their  Pleaders, 
And  difptcportioned  their  Freedoms;  holding  them, 
In  humane  A£Uon,and  Capacity, 
Of  no  more  Soul,  nor  fitnefsfor  the  world, 
Than  Camels  in  theie  Warr,  who  have  their  Provand 

Only  forbearing  Burthens,  and  fore  blows 
For  linking  under  them. 

Ski.  This  (  as  you  fay  )  fuggefted, 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foarmg.infolence 
Shall  teach  theTeople,  which  time  fhall  not  want, 

If  he  be  put  upon't,  and  that's  as  eafie, 
As  to  fet  Doggs  on  Sheep,  wilt-be  his  fire . 

To  kindle  their  cry  Stubble :  and  their  Blaze* Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Mefenger. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mejf.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Capitol : 

'Tis  thought,  that.  Martins  faall  be  Conful  i 
I  have  feen  the  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him, 
And  the  blind  to  hear  him  fpeak:  Matrons  flung  Gloves, 
Ladies  and  Mauls  their  Scarffs,  and  Handkerchers , 

Upon  him  as  he  pafs'd :  the  Nobles  bended 
As  to  Jove s  Statue  ,  and  the  Commons  made 
A  Shower,  and  Thunder,  with  their  Caps,,  and  Shouts  : I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let*s  to  the  Capitol, 

And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  th'time, But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Ski.  Have  with  you.  Exeunt. 

;     I ob  jfi  Imu  av7     i'.:  srii  rbidw  .»t& 
Enter  two  Officers r  to  lay  Cufhion^  as  it  werey 

in  the  Capitol. 

"■■  .o-       •'.  -j  ::  !  >  .  .  h  ftoVisdtf 

1  Of  Come,  come,  they  are  almoft  here;  how  many 
ftand  for=  Confulfhips  ? 

2  Off.  Three,  they  fay:  but  'tis  thought  of  every  one CorioUnuA  will  carry  it.  I 

i  Of. That's  a  brave  fellow,but  he's  vengeance  proud, and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

zOf.  'Faith,  there  hath  been  many  great  men  thir 
have  flatter'd  the  people,who  ne'r  loved  themjand  tnere 
be  many  that  they  have  loved,they  know  not  wherefore- 
fo  ihat  it  they  love  they  know  not  why ,  they  hate  upon 
no  better  a  ground.  Therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to 
care  whether  they  love,  or  hate  him ,  manifelts  the  true 

knowledge  he  ha's  in  their  difpofition,and  out  of  his  No- 
ble carelefnefs  lets  them  plainly  fee't. 
1  Of  .  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their.  love,or 

no,  he  waved  indifferently ,  'twkt  doing  them  neither 
good,  nor  harm:  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with  greater 
devotion, than  they  can  render  jt  him;and  leaves  nothing 
undone,that  may  fully  difcoverhim  their  oppofite.Novv 
to  feem  to  affec\  the  malice  and  difpleafure  of  the  Peo- 

ple, is  as  bad,  as  that  which,he  diflikes ,  to  flatter  them 
for  their  love. 

2  Of.  He  hath  deferved  worthily  of  his  Countrey, 
And  his  afcent  is  not  by  fuch  eafie  degrees  as  thofe,who 

having  been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  People ,  Bon- 
netted,without  any  further  deed,to  have  them  at  all  into 
their  eftimation,  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  planted  his 
honors  in  their  Eyes,  and  his  adtions  in  their  hearts,that 
for  their  Tongues  to  befilent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much  , 
were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury  :  to  report  othervvife, 

were  a  Malice,that  giving  it  felt"  the  Lye,  would  pluck 
reproof  and  rebuke  from  every  Ear  that  keard  it. 

i  Of.  No  more  of  him  ,  he's  a  worthy  man  :  make 
way,  they  are  comming. 

A  Sonnet.  Enter  the  Patricians,  and  the  Tribunes  of 

the  People,  Littors  before  them;  C.oriolanusy  Me- 
nemns,  Cominim  the  Conful :  Sicinius  and 
Brutus  take  their  places  by  themfelves- 

Coriolamis  fiends. 

Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  trolciesy And  to  fend  for  Titus  Lartius  :  it  remains, 

As  the  main  Point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
E  e  e  a  To 
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To  grarifie  his  Noble  fervice  ,  that  hath 

Th'.-s  flood  for  his  Country.  Therefore  pleafe  you, 
Moft  reverend  and  grave  Elders  ,to  defire 
The  prefent  Conful, and  laft  Gener.il, 
In  our  well-found  Succefles,  to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  Work  perform'd 

By  Mart'tUi  Cairn  Coriolanw  :  whom 
We  met  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 
With  honors  like  himfelf. 

i  Sen.  Speak  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think 
Rather  our  ftates  defective  for  requital, 

Than  we  to  ftretch  it  out.  Matters  a'th'People, 
We  do  requeft  your  kindeft  ear ,  and  after, 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  Body, 
To  yield  what  pafles  here. 

Stein.  We  are  convented  upon  a  pleafing  Treaty ,and 
have  hearts  inclinable  to  honor  and  advance  the  Theam 

of  our  Aflembly. 
Brtt.  Which  the  rather  we  fhall  be  bleft  to  do ,  if  he 

remember  a  kinder  value  of  the  People ,  than  he  hath 

hereto  prii'd  therrwt. 
Men.  That's  off,  that's  off :  I  would  you  rather  had 

been  fiknt :  Pleafe  you  to  hear  Cominitu  fpeak  ? 
Bru.  Moft  willingly  :  but  yet  my  Caution  was  more 

pertinent  than  the  rebuke  you  gixte  it. . 
Men.  He  loves  your  people  ,  buttye  him  not  to  be 

their  Bedfellow  :  Worthy  Cominius  fpeak. 
Coriolanm  rifts  ,  and  offers  to  go  away. 

Nay,  keep  your  place. 

Senat.  Sir,  C or io'antu,  never  fhame  to  hear 
What  you  have  Nobly  done. 

C orio.  Your  honors  pardon  s  * 
I  had  rather  have  my  Wounds  to  heal  again, . 
Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them. 

Brtt.  Sir.,  I  hope  my  words  dis-bench'dyou  not  ? 
Corio.  No  Sir yet  oft, 

.When  blows  have  made  me  ftay,  I  fled  from  words. T 

You  footh'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :  but  your  people, 
I  love  them  as  they  weigh  

Men.  Pray  now  fit  down. 

Corio.l  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  H;ad  i'th'Sun, 
When  the  Alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 

To  hear  my  Nothings  monfter'd.         Exit  Coriolanns. 
Men.  Matters  of  the  People, 

Your  multiplying  Spawn,  how  can  he  flatter  ? 

That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one,  when  you  now  fee 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  Limbs  for  honor, 

Than  one  on's  Ears  to  hear  it.  Proceed  Cominius. 
Com.  I  fhall  lack  voice  :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 

Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly  :  it  is  held, 
That  Valour  is  the  chiefeft  Virtue,  and 
Moft  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  fpeak  of,  cannot  in  the  World 

Be  fingly  counter-poys'd.  At  fixteen  years, 
VfhznTarquin  made  a  Head  for  Rome, he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others :  our  then  Dictator, 

'  horn  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight, 
r'n  n  with  his  Amazonian  Chin  he  drove 

Vizled  Lips  before  him :  he  beftrid 

•-preft  Roman,  and  i'th'ConfuIs  view 
i  hrefe  oppofers :  Tar  quins  felf  he  met, 
ruck  him  on  his  Knee  :  in  that  days  feats, 

When  h<  might  act  the  woman  in  the  Scene, 

He  prov'd  beft  maiu'th'field,  and  for  his  meed 
.  w-bound  with  the  Oak.  His  Pupil-age 

Man-entredthus,  he  waited  like  a  Sea, 
And  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  Battels  fince , 

He  lurcht  all  Swords  o'th'Garland  :  for  this  latt, 
Before,  and  in  CV/c.W,  let  me  fay 
I  cannot  fpeak  him  home :  he  ftopt  the  flyers, 
And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  Coward 
Turn  terror  into  fport :  as  Waves  before 

A  Veflel  under  fayl,  fo  menobey'd, 
And  fell  below  his  Stem :  his  Sword  (Deaths  ftamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  face  to  foot : 

He  was  a  thing  of  Blood,  whofc  every  motion 

Was  trimm'd  with  dying  Cries :  alone  he  entred 
The  mortal  Gate  o'th'City,  which  he  painted 
With  fhunlefs  defamy :  aidlefs  came  off, 
And  with  a  fudden  re-inforcement  ftruck 

Coriolus  like  a  Planet :  now  all's  this, 

When  by  and  by  the  din  of  Warr  'gan  peirce 
His  ready  fence ,  then  ftraight  his  doubled  fpirit 
Requickned  what  in  flefh  was  fatigate, 
And  to  the  Battel  came  he ,  where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o're  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 

'Twere  a  perpetual  fpoyl ;  and  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  City  ours ,  he  never  flood 
To  eafe  his  breft  with  painting. 

Men.  Worthy  man. 
Senat.  He  cannot  but  with  meafute  fit  the  honors 

which  we  devife  him. 
Com.  Our  fpoyls  hekickt  at, 

And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  Muck  o'th*  World  :  he  covets  lefs 
Than  Mifery  it  felf  would  give,  rewards  his  deeds 
With  doing  them,  and  is  content 
To  fpend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  Noble,  let  him  be  call'd  for. Senat.  Call  Coriolanns. 

Off.  He  doth  appear. 

Enttr  Coritlanus. 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanusyuz  well  pleas 'd  to  make thee  Conful. 

Corio.  I  do  owe  them  ftill  my  life,  and  Services. 
Men.  It  then  remains  ,  that  you  do  fpeak  to  the 

People. 
Corio.  I  do  befeech  you, 

Let  me  o're-leap  that  cuftom :  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  Gewn,  ftand  naked,  and  entreat  them 
For  my  Wounds  fake,  to  give  their  fufferage : 
Pleafe  you  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sicin.  Sir,  the  people"  mufthave  their  Voices, 
Neither  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  Ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't : 
Pray  you  go  fit  you  to  the  Cuftom, 
And  take  to  you,  as  your  Predeceffors  have, 
Your  honor  with  your  form. 

Corio.  It  is  a  part  that  I  fhall  blufh  in  acting, 
And  might  well  be  taken  from  the  People. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that. 

Corio.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I  did,  and  thus, 

Shew  them  th'unaking  Skarrs,  which  I  lhould  hide, 
As  if  i  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only. 

A1en.  Do  not  ftand  upon't : 
We  recommend  to  you  Tribunes  of  the  People 

Our  purpofe  to  them,  and  to  our  Noble  Conful 
Wifh  we  all  Toy,  and  Honor. J  1  SenMt. 
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Senat.  To  Coriolanuscovaz  all  joy  and  honor. 
Flourish  Cornets. 

Then  Exeunt.  Manet  Sicinim  and  Brutus. 

Brtt.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  People. 

SlcinMvj  they  perceive's  inrentrhe  will  require  them As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requefted, 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bm.  Come,  we'l  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here  on  th'Market  place, 
I  know  they  do  attend  us. 

Enter  [even  or  eight  Citizens. 
1  fir.  Once  if  he  do  require  our  voices ,  we  ought 

not  to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may  Sir  if  we  will.  • 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  inoui  felves  to  do  it,  but  it  is 

a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  For,  if  he  fhew 
us  his  wounds,and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our 

tongues  into thofe wounds, and fpeak  for  them:  So  if 
he  tell  us  his  noble  deeds,we  muft  alfo  tell  him  our  noble 

acceptance  of  them.Ingratitude  is  monftrous,andfor  the 

multitude  to  be  ingrateful ,  were  to  make  a  Monfter  of 
the  multitude;  of  the  which,  we  being  members ,fhould 

bring  our  felves  to  be  monftrous  members. 
.  1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of  a  little 

help  will  ferve :  for  once  we  ftood  up  about  the  Corn  , 

hehimfelfftucknottocallus  the  many-headed  Mul- 
titude. 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many,  not  that  our 
heads  are  fome  brown,  fome  black ,  fome  Abram,  fome 

bid;  but  that  our  wits  are  fodiverfly  Colour'djand  tru- 
ly I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  iffue  out  of  one  Scull, 

they  would  flye  Eaft,Weft,  North,South,  and  their  con- 
fent  of  one  direct  way,fhould  be  at  once  to  all  the  points 

a'th'Compafs. 
2  Cit.  Think  you  fo  ?  Which  way  do  you  judge  my 

wit  would  flye? 
3  Cit.  Nay  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 

mans  will,  'tis  ftrongty  wedg'd  up  in  a  blockhead  :  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould  fure  Southward. 

2  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

3  Cit.  To  lofe  it  felt"  in  a  Fogg  ,  vvhere  being  three 
parts  melted  away  with  rotten  Dews  ,  the  fourth  would 
return  for  Confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  Wife. 

2  Cit.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks  ,  you  may, 

you  may. 
3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  give  your  voices  >  But 

that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it,  I  fay.  If  he 
would  incline  to  the  People,  there  was  never  a  worthier 
man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  a  gown  of  Humility,  with 
Menemns. 

Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  Gown  of  humility,  mark 
his  behaviounwe  are  not  to  ftay  all  together,but  to  come 

by  him  where  he  ftands,by  ones,by  twoes,and  by  threes. 

He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  particulars,  wherein  every 
one  of  us  ha's  a  finde  Honor ,  in giving 

him  our  own 

- 

voices  with  our  own  tongues,  therefore  follow  me,  and 
He  direct  you  how  you  fhall  go  by  him. 

A  I.  Content,  content. 

Men.  Oh  Sir,  you  are  not  right ;  have  you  not  known 

The  worthieft  men  have  don't  ? 
Corio.  What  muft  i  fay,  I  pray  Sir  ? 

plague  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  fitch  a  pace.  Look  Sir,  my  wounds', 
I  got  therri  in  my  Countries  Service,  when 

Some  certain  of  your  Brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 

From  the  noife  of  our  own  drums, 

Men.  Oh  me  the  gods,  you  mull  not  fpeik  of  tiur, 
You  muft  defire  them  to  think  upon  you.  • 

Corio.  Think  upon  me  ?  Hang  'em, 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  Virtues  . 

Which  our  Divines  lofe  by  'em. 
Men.  Youlmarr  all, 

He  leave  you  :  Pray  you  fpeak  to  em,  I  pray  you 
In  wholefome  manner.  Exit. 

Enter  three  of  the  Citizens. 
Corio.  Bid  them  wafh  their  Faces, 

And  keep  their  teeth  clean  :  So  here  comes  a  brace, 
You  know  the  caufe  (Sir)  of  my  ftanding  here. 

3  Cit.  We  do  Sir,  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't. Corio.  Mine  own  defart. 
2  Cit.  Your  own  defert  ? 

Corio.  I,  not  mine  own  defire. 

3  Cit.  How  not  your  own  defire  ? 

Corio.  No  Sir,  'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble the  poor  with  begging. 

3  Cit.  You  muft  think  if  we  give  you  any  thing ,  we 
hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Corio.  Well  then  I  pray,  your  price  a'th'Confullhip. 
1  Cit.  The  price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Corio.  Kindly  fir,  I  pray  let  me  ha't:I  have  wounds  to 
fhew  you,  which  fhall  be  yours  in  private  :  your  good 
voice  Sir,  what  fay  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  fhall  ha't  worthy  Sir. 

Corio.  A  match  Sir,  there's  in  all  two  worthy  voices 
begg'd  :  I  have  your  Almes,  Adieu. 

3  Cit .  But  this  is  fomething  odd. 

2  Cit.  And  'twere  to  give  again :  but  'tis  no  matter. 
Exeunt.      Enter  two  other  Citizens. 

Corio.  Pray  you  now  ,  if  it  may  ftand  with  the  tune 
of  your  voices,  that  I  may  be  Conful ,  I  have  here  the 
Cuftomary  Gown. 

1.  You  have  deferved  Nobly  of  your  Country ,  and 

you  have  not  deferved  Nobly. 
Corio.  Your  ./Enigma? 

1.  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  enemies ,  you  have 
been  a  Rod  to  her  Friends ,  you  have  not  indeed  loved 
the  Common  People. 

Corio.  You  fhould  account  me  the  more  Virtuous,that 

I  have  not  been  common  in  my  Love  ,  I  will  fir  flatter 

my  fworn  Brother  the  People  to  earn  a  dearer  eftima- 
tionof  them,*tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle:&  fince 
the  wifdome  of  their  choice  ,  is  rather  to  have  my  hat , 

than  my  heart,  I  will  practice  the  mfinuating  nod,and  be 
off  to  them  moft  counterfitly,  that  is  fir,  I  will  counter- 
fit  the  bewitchment  of  fome  popular  man  ,  and  give  it 
bountiful  to  the  defires  :  Therefore  befeech  you,  I  may 
be  Conful. 

2  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend:  and  therefore  give 
you  our  voices  heartily. 

1.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  your  Coun- trey. 

Corio.  I  will  not  Seal  your  knowledge  with  fhewing 
them.  1  will  make  much  of  your  voices ,  and  fo  trouble 

you  no  farther. 
Bothy  The  gods  give  you  joy  Sir  heartily. 
Corio.  Moft  fweet  Voices : 

Better  it  is  to  dye,  better  to  fterve , 
Than  crave  the  hire,  which  firft  we  dodeferve. 
Why  in  this  Woolvifh  gown  fhould  I  ftand  here, 

To  beg  of  H»br  and  Dick,  that  does  appear 

Eee  3  Their 
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Their  needlefs  Vouches :  Cuftom  calls  me  to't : 
What  Cuftom  wills  in  all  things,  fhould  we  do't  ? 
The  Duft  on  antique  Time  would  lie  unfwept, 
And  mountainous  Error  be  too  highly  heapt, 

For  Truth  to  o're-peer.  Rather  than  fool  it  to, 
Let  the  high  Office  and  the  Honor  go, 
To  one  that  would  do  thus.  I  am  half  through, 

The  one  part  fuffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. Enter  three  Citizens  more. 

Here  come  more  Voices. 

Your  Voices  ?  for  your  Voices  I  have  fought, 

Watcht  for  your  Voices  •  for  your  Voices,  bear 
Of  Wounds,  two  dozen  odd  :  Battels  thrice  fix 

i  have  feen,  and  heard  of :  for  your  Voices, 
Have  done  many  things,  fome  lefs,  fome  more  : 
Your  Voices  ?  indeed  I  would  be  Conful. 

1  Cit.  He  has  done  Nobly  ,  and  cannot  go  without 
any  honeft  mans  Voice. 

2  Cit.  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful :  the  Gods  give 

him  joy,. and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  people. 
All.  Amen,  Amen.  God  fave  thee,  Noble  Conful. 
Corio.  Worthy  Voices. 

Enter  Meneriw^  with  Brutus,  and  Sicimus. 

Men.  You  have  flood  your  Limitation  : 
And  the  Tribunes  endue  <7©u  with  the  Peoples  Voice  > 

Remains,  that  in  th'Official  Marks  inverted, 
You  anon  do  meet  the  Senate. 

Or  to.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sici.  The  Cuftom  of  Requeft  you  have  difcharg'd  : 
The  People  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummon'd  . 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Corio.  Where  ?  at  the  Senate-houfe  ?. 
Sici.  There,  Corialanus. 

Corio.  May  I  change  thefe  Garments .?  / 
Stern.  You  may  Sir. 

Cori.  That  He  ftraight  do:  and  knowing  tny  felf  again 

Repair  to  th'Senate-houfe.  . 
Men.  lie  keep  you  company.  Will  you  along  ? 
Bra.  We  ftay  here  for  the  People.  :  „ 
Siein.  Fare  you  well.  <        Exeunt  Coriol.  mi  Men. 

He  ha's  it  now  :  and  by  his  Looks,  me  thinks 
'Tis  warm  at's  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore  his  humb'e  Weeds: 
Will  you  difmifs  the  People  ? 

Enter  the  Plebeians. 

Sici.  Hf>w  now,my  Matters,  have  you  chofethis  man? 

i  fit.  He  ha's  our  Voices,  Sir. 
Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods,  he  may  deferve  your  loves. 
a  Cit.  Amen,  Sir :  to  my  po©r  unworthy  notice, 

He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  Voices. 
3  Cit.  Certainly  he  flowted  us  down-right. 

i  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kind  of  fpeech.he  did  not  mock  us. 
a  Cit.  Not  one  amongft  us,fave  your  felf,  but  fayes 

He  us'd  us  fcornfully  :  he  fhould  have  fhew'd  us 
His  Marks  of  Merit,  Wounds  receiv'd  for's  Countrey. 

Skin.  Why  fo  he  did,  I  am  fure. 

All.  No,  no;  no  man  faw  'em. 
3  Cit.  He  faid  he  had  Wounds, 

Which  he  could  fhew  in  private : 
And  with  his  Hat,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn  , 
I  would  be  Conful,  fayes  he  :  aged  Cuftom, 
But  by  your  Voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me. 
YourV  oices  therefore :  when  we  granted  that, 
Here  was,  I  thank  you  for  your  Voices,  thank  you 

Your  moft  fweet  Voices:no\v  you  have  left  your  Voices 
I  have  no  further  with  you.  Was  not  this  mockery  ? 

Sicin.  Why  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  > 
Or  feeing  it ,  of  fuch  Childilli  friendlinefs, 

To  yield  your  Voices? 
Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  leflon'd ;  When  he  had  no  Power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervantto  the  State  , 
He  was  your  Enemy,  ever  fpake  againft 
Your  Liberties,  and  the  Charters  that  you  beat 
1'th'Body  ©f  the  Weal :  and  now  arriving 

A  place  of  Potency,  and  fway  o'tiVState 
If  he  fhould ttill  malignantly  remain 

Faft  Foe  to  ih'Plehijj  your  Voices  might 
Be  Curfes  to  your  felves.  You  fhould  have  faid, 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  ftood  for :  fo  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you,  for  your  Voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  Malice  towards  you,  into  Love, 

Standing  your  friendly  Lord. 
Sicin.  Thus  to  have  faid, 

As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  toucht  his  Spirit, 
And  try'd  his  inclination  :  from  him  pluckt, 
Either  his  gracious  Promife,  which  you  might 

As  caufe  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to ; 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall'd  his  furly  nature  ; 
Which  eafily  endures  not  Article, 

Tying  him  to  ought,  fo  putting  him  to  Rage, 

You  fhould  have  ta'n  th'advantage  of  his  Cooler, 
And  pafs'd  him  unele&ed. Bru.  Did  you  perceive, 

He  did  follicit  you  in  free  Contempt , 

When  lie  did  need  your  Loves :  and  do  you  think, 
That  his  Contempt  ihall  not  be  bruifing  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh  ?  Why,  had  yottrBoiies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  Tongues,  to  cry 
Againft  the  Reclorfhip  of  judgement  ? 

Sicin.  Have  you,  ere  now,  deny'd  the  asker  t 
And  now  again,  of  him  that  did  not  ask,  bat  mock, 

Beftow  your  fu'd-for  Tongues  ? 
3  Cit.  He's  not  confirmed,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 
2  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  : 

He  have  five  hundred  Voices  of  that  found. 

i  Cit. I  twice  five  hundred,&  their  friends,to  piece '■OB. 
Bru.  Get  you  hepce  inftantly,  and  tell  thofe  fricndls, 

They  have  chofe  a  Conful,  that  will  from  them  rite 
Their  Liberties,  make  them  of  no  more  Voice 

Than  Doggs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  dofo. 

Sicin.  Let  them  afTemble :  and  on  a  fafer  judgement, 

All  revoke  your  ignorant  election :  Enforce  histede, 
And  his  old  Hate  unto  you :  befides,  forget  not 
With  what  Contempt  he  wore  the  humble  Weed, 

How  in  his  Sute  he  fcorn'd  you:  but  your  Loves, 
Thinking  upon  his  Services,  took  from  you 

Th'apprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance, 
Which  moftgibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhioii 
After  the  inveterate  Hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay  a  fault  on  us,  your  Tribunes, 

That  we  labour 'd  (  no  impediment  between  )  , 
But  that  you  muft  caft  your  Election  on  him. 

£/V/.Say  you  cbofe  him,morc  after  our  commandment, 

Than  as  guided  by  your  own  true  affections,  and  that 

Your  minds  pre-occupi'd  with  what  you  rather  mutf  da 
Than  what  you  fhould,made  you  againft  the  grain 
To  Voice  him  Conful.  Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Brut. 
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Bru.  I,  fpare  us  not :  Say,  we  read  Le&ures  to  you, 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  Country, 
How  long  continaed,  and  what  ftock  he  fprings  of , 

The  Noble  houfe  o'th1 'Martians:  from  whence  came 
That  Anctts  Martius,  Nttmaes  Daughters  Son  : 
Who  after  great  Hoftilius  here  was  King, 
Of  the  fame  houfe  Publms  and  Quintns  were, 

That  our  beft  Water,  brought  by  Conduits  hither, 

And  Nobly  nam'd,  fo  twice  being  Cenfor, 
Was  his  great  Anceftor. 

Sici.  One  thus  defcended, 

That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfon  wrought, 
To  befet  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances :  but  you  have  found, 
Skaiing  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  paft, 

That  he's  your  fixed  enemy ;  and  revoke 
Your  fuddain  approbation. 

Bru.  Say  you  ne'r  had  don't, 
(  Harp  on  that  ftill )  but  by  our  putting  on  : 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 

Repair  to  th'Capitol. 
All.  We  will  fo  :  almoft  all  repent  in  their  election. 

Exeunt  Plebeians. 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on : 
This  Mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  ftay  paft  doubt,  for  greater  : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refufal,  both  obferve,  and  anfwer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Skin.  To  th'Capitol,  come  : 

We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o'th'People  : 
And  this  fhall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goaded  on-ward.  Exeunt. 

jiilus  Tertius. 

Cornets.  Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  all  the  Gentry, 
Comimus^fitju  Lartiui,  and  other  Senators. 

Corio.  Tulltts  Aujfidius  then  had  made  new  head. 

Larti.  He  had  my  Lord,  and  that  it  was  which  caus'd 
Ourfvvifter  Compofition. 

Corio.  So  then  the  Volcies  ftand  but  as  at  firft, 
Ready  when  time  ihall  prompt  them,  to  make  toad 

Upon's  again. 
Com.  They  are  worn  (Lord  Conful)  fo, 

That  we  fhall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 
Their  Banners  wave  again. 

Corio.  Saw  you  Aujfidius  ? 
Larti.  On  fafegard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curfe 

Againft  the  Volcies,  for  they  had  fo  vildly 
Yielded  the  Town :  he  is  retired  to  Annum. 

Corio.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 
Larti.  He  did  my  Lord. 
Corio.  How  ?  what  ? 

Larti.  How  often  he  had  met  you  Sword  to  Sword  : 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  perfon  moft :  That  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hopelefs  reftitution,  fo  he  might 

Be  call'd  your  Vanquifher. 
Corio.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 
Larti.  At  Aatium. 

Corio.  I  wifli  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there, 
To  oppofe  his  hatred  fully.  Welcome  home. 

Enter  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Behold,  thefe  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  People, 

The  Tongues  o'th'Common  Mouth,  I  do  defpife  them : 
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For  they  do  prank  them  in  Authority, 
Againft  all  Noble  fufferance. 

Sicin.  pafs  no  further. 
Cono.  Hah?  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on — No  Further. 
Corio.  What  makes  this  change  ? 
Men.  The  matter  ? 

Oww.Hath  he  notpafs'dthe  NobIe,andthcCommons? Bru.  Com.uius,  no. 

Corio.  Have  I  hadChildrens  Voices  ? 

Senat.  Tribunes  give  way,he  fhall  to  th'Marker  place. 
Bru.  The  People,  are  incens'd  againft  him. 
Sicin.  Stop,  or  all  will  fall  in  broyl. 
Cork.  Are  th;fe  your  herd  ? 

Muft  thefe  have  Voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And  ftraight  difclaim  their  tongs? what  are  yourOffices? 
You  being  their  Mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  Teeth? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Corio.  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  Plot, To  curb  the  will  of  the  Nobility  : 

Suffer't,  and  live  with  fiich  as  cannot  rule, Nor  ever  will  be  ruled. 
Bru.  CalPt  not  a  Plot: 

The  People  cry  you  mockt  them  :  and  of  late, 
When  Corn  was  given  them^fw ,  you  repin'd, 
Scandall'd  the  Suppliants :  for  the  People,  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  flatterers,  foes  to  Noblenefs. 

Corio.  Why  this  was  known  before. 
Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Corio.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fithence? 
Bru.  How  ?  I  inform  them  ? 
Com.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 
Bru.  Not  unlike  each  way  to  better  yours. 
Corio.  Why  then  fhould  I  be  Conful?  by  yond  Clouds 

Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  Tribune. 

Sicin.  You  fhew  too  much  of  that, 

For  which  the  People  ftirr  *  if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  you  are  bound,  you  muft  enquire  your  way, 
V  Vhich  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit, 
Or  never  be  fo  Noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yo.tk  with  him  for  Tribune. 

Men.  Lets  be  calm. 

Com.  The  People  are  abus'd  :  fet  on,  this  paltring Becomes  not  Rome :  nor  has  Coriolanus 

Deferv'd  this  fo  difhonoured  Rub,  laidfalfely 
Ith 'plain  way  of  his  Merit. 

Corio.  Tell  me  of  Corn .'  this  was  my  fpeech. 
And  I  will  fpeak't  again. Men.  Not  riow,  not  now. 

Senat.  Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 
Corio.  Now  as  I  live,  I  will. 

My  Nobler  friends,  I  crave  their  pardons : 
For  the  mutable  rank-fented  Meyny, 
Let  them  regard  me,  as  I  do  not  flitter, 
And  therein  behold  themfelves :  I  fay  again, 

In  foothing  them,  we  nourifh  'gainft  our  Senate 
The  Cockle  of  Rebellion,  Infolence,  Sedition, 

Which  we  our  felves  havePlowed  for,fow'd  &  fcacter'd, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honor'd  Number, 
Who  lack  not  Virtue,  no,  nor  Power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  Beggars. 

Men.  VVell,  no  more. 
Senat,  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you. 
Corio,  How?  no  more  ? 
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As  for  my  Country,  I  have  fhed  my  blood, 
Nor  fearing  outward  force :  So  fhall  my  Lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  Meazels 
Which  we  difdain  fhould  Tetter  us,  yet  fought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Brt*.  You  fpeak  a'th' People,  as  if  you  were  a  god, 
To  punifh;  Not  a  man  of  their  infirmity. 

Stem.  *Twere  well  we  let  the  People  know't. 
Men.  What,  what  ?  his  Choler  ? 
Cor.  Choler?  Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  deep, 

By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 
Stem.  It  is  a  mind  that  fhall  remain  apcifon 

Where  it  is :  not  poifon  any  further. 
Corio.  Shall  remain  ? 

Here  you  this  Triton  of  the  Minnoaes  ?  Mark  you 
His  abfolute  fhall  ? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  Cannon. 

Corio.  Shall?  O  God !  bu:  moft  unwife  Patricians'why 
You  grave,  but  wre.aklefs  Senators ,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hidrabett  to  choofe  an  Officer, 

That  with  his  peremptory  fhall,  being  but 

The  horn,  and  noife  o'th'Monfters,  wants  not  fpirk 
To  fay,  he'l  turn  your  Current  in  a  ditch, 
And  make  your  Chanel  his?  if  he  have  power, 
Then  vale  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 

Your  dangerous  Lenity  :  if  you  are  Leam'd, 
Be  not  as  common  Fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 
Let  them  have  Cufhions  by  you.  You  are  Plebeians, 
If  they  be  Senators  :  and  they  are  no  lefs, 

When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  great'ft  taft 
Moft  pallats  theirs.  They  choofe  their  Magiftrate, 
And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  Shall, 
His  popular  Shall,  againft  a  graver  Bench 

Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece.  By  Jove  himfelf, 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bafe;  and  my  foul  akes 
To  know,  when  two  Authorities  are  up, 
Neither  Supreme  ,  how  foonconfufion 

May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  Both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th'other. 

Com.  Well,  on  to  th'Market  place. 
Corio.  Who  ever  gave  that  Counfel,  to  give  forth 

The  Corn  a'th'Store-houfe^^^,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece — 

Men.  Well,  Well,  no  more  of  that. 

Cor.Though  there  thePeople  had  more  abfolute  power 
I  fay  they  nourifht  difobediencetfed  the  ruineof  theState. 

Brtt.  Why  fhall  the  People  give 
One  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Corio.  lie  give  my  Reafons, 
More  worthy  than  their  Voices.  They  know  the  Corn 

Was  not  our  rerompence,  retting  well  affur'd 

They  ne'r  did  fervice  for't;  being  preft  to  th'VVarr, 
Even  when  the  Navel  of  the  State  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thred  the  Gates :  This  kind  of  Service 

Did  not  deferve  Corn  gratis.  Being  i'th'  VVarr, 
Their  Mutinies  and  Revolts,  wherein  they  fhew'd 

Moft  Valour,  fpoke  not  for  them.  Th'Accufation 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  Senate, 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  Native 
Of  our  fo  frank  Denotion.  Well,  what  then  ? 

How  fhall  this  Bofome-multiplied,  digeft 
The  Senates  courtefie  ?  Let  deeds  exprefs 

What's  like  to  be  their  words.  We  did  requeft  it, 
We  are  the  greater  pole,  and  in  true  fear 
Thy  gave  us  our  demands.  Thus  we  debafe 
The  Nature  of  our  Seats,  and  make  the  Rabble 

Call  our  Cares,  Fears ;  which  will  in  time 

Break  ope  the  Locks  a'th'Senate,  and  bring  in 
The  Crows  to  peck  the  Eagles. 

Alen,  Come  enough. 

Brt*.  Enough,  with  over  meafure. 
Corio.  No,  take  more. 

What  may  befworn  by,  both  Divine  and  Humane, 
Seal  what  I  end  withalL  This  double  worihip, 
Whereon  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infult  without  all  feafon;  where  Gentry,Title,  wifdom, 
Cannot  conclude  ,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 

Of  general  ignorance,  it  muftomit 
Real  Neceffities,  and  give  way  the  while 

To  unftable  Slightnefs:  Purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe.  Therefore  befeech  you, 
You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful,  than  dilcreec, 
That  love  the  Fundamental  part  of  State 

More  than  you  doubt  the  change  of 't:  that  preferr 
A  Noble  life,  before  a  Long  ,  and  Wifh, 

To  jump  a  Body  with  a  dangerous  Phyfick, 

That's  fure  of  death  without  it :  at  once  pluck  out 
The  Multitudinous  Tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poyfon.  Your  dilhonor 
Mangles  true  judgement,  and  bereaves  the  State 

Of  that  Integrity  which  fhould  become't : 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would 

For  th'ill  which  doth  controul't. 
Bru.  Ha's  faid  enough. 

Sicin.  Ha's  fpoken  like  a  Traitor,  and  fhall  anfwer As  Traitors  do. 

Corio.  Thou  wretch,  defpight  ore-whelm  thee : 
Whatfhould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 

To  th'greater  Bench,  in  a  Rebellion  : 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muft  be,  was  Law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  :  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid  it  muft  be  meet, 

And  throw  their  power  i'th'  duft. Bra.  Manifeft  treafon. 
Sicin.  This  a  Conful  ?  No. 

Enter  an  tAldile. 
Bru.  The  j£diles  hoe ;  Let  him  be  apprehended. 

*  Sicin.'Go  call  thePeople,  in  whofe  name  my  Self 
Attach  thee  as  a  Traiterous  Innovator  .• 

A  Foe  to  th'publike  Weal.  Obey  I  charge  thee, And  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 
Corio.  Hence  old  Goat. 

All.  We'l  Surety  him. 

Com.  Ag'd  fir,  hands  off. 
Corio.  Hence  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  fliake  thy  bones 

Out  of  thy  Garments. 
Sicin.  Help  me  Citizens. 

Enter  a  rabble  of  Plebeians  with  the  ̂ £dtles. 
Men.  On  both  fides  more  refpeft. 

Sicin.  Here's  he ,  that  would  take  from  you  all  your 

power. 

Bru.  Seize  him  lAZdiles. 

Ail.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him. 
2  Sena.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons : 

They  all  bujlle  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  Patricians,  Citizens :  what  hoe  • 
Sicinius,  BratiHyC oriolanttty  Citizens. 

All.  Peace, peace,  peace,  Hay,  hold,  peace. 
Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ?  I  am  out  of  Breath, 

Confufion's  near,  I  cannot  fpeak.  You  Tribunes  _ 

To  th'People:  Coriolanus,  patience:  fpeak  good  Skimtai 
Sicin. 
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Sicin.  Hear  me,  People  peace. 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune  :  peace  ,  fpeak,  fpeak, 

fpeak. 
Sici.  You  are  ar  point  to  lofe  your  Liberties  : 

Martins  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Martiusy 

Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  Conful. 
Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie  ,  this  is  the  way  to  kindle  ,  not  to 

quench. 
Sena,  To  unbuild  the  City,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 
Sici  What  is  the  City,  but  the  People  ? 
All.  True,  the  People  are  the  City. 

Bru.  By  the  confent  of  all ,  we  wereeftabliihed  the 
^Peoples  Magiftrates. 

All.  You  fo  remain. 
Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  do. 

Com.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  City  flat, 
To  bring  the  Roof  to  the  Foundation, 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diftinftly  ranges, 
In  heaps,  and  piles  of  Ruine. 

Skin.  This  deferves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  ftand  to  our  Authority, 
Or  let  us  lofe  it :  we  do  here  pronounce, 

Upon  the  part  o'th'People,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Martins  is  worthy 

Of  prcfent  Death. 
Sicin.  Therefore  lay  hold  of  him : 

Bear  him  to  th'Rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  deftru&ion  caft  him. 

Bru.  vfcdiles  feize  him. 

All  Pie.  Yki&Martius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word  ,  'befeech  you  Tribunes , 
hear  me  but  a  word. 

tAZ  Jiles.  Peace,  peace. 
Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  Countries  friend, 

And  temp'rauely  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.  Sir,  thofe  cold  waves, 

That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poyfonous, 
Where  the  Difeafe  is  violent.  Lay  hands  upon  him, 
And  bear  him  to  the  Rock.         Qorlo.  draws  bis  J  word. 

Corio.  No,  lie  dye  here  : 

There's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting, 
Come  try  upon  your  f elves,  what  you  nave  feen  me. 

Men.  Down  with  that  Sword,  Tribunes' withdraw  a 
while. 

Bru*  Lay  hands  upon  him. 
Men.  Help  Martws,hz\p :  you  that  be  noble  ,  help 

him  young  and  old. 
All.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him.  Exeunt. 

In  this  Mutiny  y  the  Tribune s,the  <^£diles,and  the 
People  are  beat  in. 

Men.  Go,  get  you  to  our  Houfe :  be  gone,  away, 
All  will  be  naught  elfe. 

2  Senat.  Get  you  gone. 
Com,  Stand  faft,  we  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 
Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 
Sena.  The  Gods  forbid  : 

I  prithee  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe, 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  Caufe. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  Sore  upon  us. 
You  cannot  Tent  your  felf :  begon,  'befeech  you. 

Com.  Come  Sir,  along  with  us. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  Barbarians,  as  they  are, 

Though  in  Rome  litter'd :  not  Romans,  as  they  are  not, 

Though  calved  i'th'Porch  o'th'Capitol : 
I  Be  gone,  put  not  your  worthy  Rage  into  your  Tongue , 
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One  time  will  owe  another. 

Com.  On  fairground,  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Meh.l  could  my  felf  take  up  a  Brace  o'th'beft  of  them, 
yea,  the  two  Tribune*. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  Arithmet  ck, 
And  Manhood  iscali'dFoolry,  when  it  ftands 
Againft  a  falling  Fabrick.  Will  you  hence, 

Before  the  Tag  return  ?  whofe  Ra^e  doth  rend 

Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o're-bear 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you  be  gone  : 

He  try  whether  my  old  Wit  be  in  requeft 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little :  this  muft  be  patent 
With  Cloth  of  any  Colour. 

Com.  Nay,  come  away.  Exeunt  Coriolanut  [ andCominius, 

Patri.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  World : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  Trident, 

Or  Jove,  for's  power  to  thunder :  his  heart's  his  Mouth: 
What  his  breft  forges,  that  his  tongue  muft  vent, 
And  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  Name  of  death.  A  Noije  within. 
Here's  goodly  work. 

Patri.  I  would  they  were  a  bed. 
Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tyber. 

What  the  vengeance,  could  he  not  fpeak  'em  fair  ?• 
Enter  Brutus ,  and  Sicinius  with  the  rabble. again. 

Sicin.  V  Vhere  is  this  Viper, 

That  would  depopulate  the  city,&  be  every  man  himfelf? 
Men.  You  worthy  Tribunes. 
Sicin.  He  fliall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  Rock  I 

With  rigorous  hands:  he  hath  refilled  Law,  j 
And  therefore  Law  fhall  florn  him  further  Tryal 
Than  the  feverity  of  the  publick  Power, 
Which  hefo  fets  at  naught. 

1  Cit.  He  fliall  well  know  the  Noble  Tribunes  are 

Thepeoples  mouths,  and  we  their  hands. 
All.  He  fliall  fure  out. 

Men.  Sir,  fir.  Sicin.  Peace. 

Mm.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  fliould  but  hunt 
With  modeft  warrant. 

Sicin.  Sir,  howcom'ft  that  you  have  holp To  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak  ;  As  I  do  know 
The  Confuls  worthinefs,  fo  can  I  name  his  Faults. 

Sicin.  Conful  ?  what  Confut  ? 
Men.  The  Conful  Corlolanus. 
Bru.  He  Conful? 
All.  No,  no,  no, no,  no. 

Men.  If  by  the  Tribunes  leave, 
And  yours  good  people, 

I  may  be  heard,  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two, 
The  which  (hall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm, 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sicin.  Speak  briefly  then , 

For  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  Viporous  Traitor :  to  eje£t  him  hence 

Were  but  one  danger,  and  to  keep  him  here 
Our  certain  death :  therefore  it  is  decreed, 

He  dyes  to  night. 
Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid, 

That  our  renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 

Towards  herdeferved  Children,  is  enrol  I'd 
In  Joves  own  Book,  like  an  unnatural  Dam 

Should  now  eat  up  her  own." I  Skin. 



Sicin.  He's  a  Difeafe  that  muftbe  cut  away. 
Men.Ok  he's  a  Limb,  that  ba's  but  a  Difeafe'; 

Mortal,  to  cut  it  off  ,  to  cure  it,eafie. 

What  ha's  he  done  to  Rome,  that's  worthy  death  f 
Killing  our  Enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  loft 
(  Which  I  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that  he  hath. 

By  many  an  Ounce  )  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  Country  : 
And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  Country, 

Were  to  us  all  that  do't,  and  fuffer  it 

A  brand  to  th'end  a'th'World. 
Sicin.  This  is  clean  kamm  , 

Bm.  Meerly  awry : 
When  he  did  love  his  Country,  it  honoured  him. 

Men.  The  fervice  of  the  foot 

Being  once  gangren'd  ,  is  not  then  refpe&ed For  what  before  it  was. 

Bru.  We'l  hear  no  more  : 

Purfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck'him  thence, 
Left  his  infection  being  of  catching  nature, 

Spread  further. 
Men.  One  word  more,  one  word : 

This  Tigex-footed-rage,  when  it  iliall  find 

The  harm  of  unskan'd  fwifenefs,  will  (  too  late  ) 

Tye  Leaden  pounds  to's  heels.  Proceed  b,y  Procefs, 
Left  parties  (  as  he  is  belov'd  J  break  out, 
And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  it  werefo  

Ski.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taft  of  his  Obedience  ? 

Our  Ediles  fmot ,  our  felves  refifted,  come. 

Men.  Confider  this  •  He  ha's  been  bred  i'th'  Warrs 

Since  a  could  draw  a  Sword,  and  is  ill-fchool'd 
In  boulted  Language  :  Meal  and  Bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftin&ion.  Give  me  leave, 

lie  goto  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him  in  peace, 
Where  he  ftiall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  Form 

( In  peace  )  to  his  utmoft  peril. 
i  Sen.  Noble  Tribunes, 

It  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  courfe 

Will  prove  too  bloody:  and  the  end  of  it, 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

5/c.Noble  Meneniusfcz  you  then  as  the  peoples  officer: 
Matters,  lay  down  your  Weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

5/Vi.Meet  on  the  Market  place:  we'l  attend  you  there, 
Where  if  you  bring  not  Martins,  we'l  proceed 
In  ourfirft  way. 

Men.  He  bring  him  to  you.  '  • 
Let  me  defire  you  company    he  mult  come, 
Or  what  is  worft  will  follow. 

Sena.  Pray  you  let's  to  him.  Exeunt  omnes. Enter  Coriolanus  with  Nobles. 

Corio.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears,  prefent  me 
Death  on  the  Wheel,  or  at  wild  Horfcs  heels, 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  ft  retch 
Below  the  beam  of  fight ,  yet  will  I  ftill 
Be  tkus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

Nub'e.  You  do  the  Nobler. 
Corio.  I  mufe  my  Mother 

Do's  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont. To  call  them  Wollen  Vaflails,  things  created 
To  buy  and  fell  with  Groats,  to  ftievv  bare  heads 
In  Congregations,  to  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  wonder, 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  flood  up 

To  fpeak  of  Peace,  or  Warr,  I  talk  of  you, 

Why  did  you  wi(h  me  milder  ?  Would  you  have  me. 

Fall'e  to  my  Nature  ?  Rather  fay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

Volum.  Oh  fir,  fir,  fir. 

I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Corio.  Lets  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  are, 
With  ftriving  lefs  to  be  fo.  Leffer  had  been. 
The  things  of  your  difpofitions,  if 

You  had  not  ftiew'd  them  bow  ye  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. Corio.  Let  them  hang. 

Volum.  I,  and  burn  too. 
Enter  Menenius  with  the  Senators. 

Afr».Come,come,you  have  been  too  rough,fomethin 
too  rough :  you  muft  return,  and  mend  it. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy, 
Unlefs  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  City 

Cleave  in  the  raidd'ft,  and  perifh. 
V ilum.  Pray  be  counfell'd ; 

I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours  , 

But  yet  a  brain,  that  leads  my  ufe  of  Anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Mene.  Well  faid,  Noble  woman: 

Before  he  fhould  thus  ftoop  to'th'heart,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  a'th'time  craves  it  as  Phyfick 
For  the  whole  ftate  ;  I  would  put  mine  Armour  on^ 
Which  I  can  fcarcely  bear. 

Corio.  What  muft  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  toth'Tribunes. 
Corio.  Well,  what  then?  what  then  > 
Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 
Corio.  For  them?  I  cannot  do  it  to  the  Gods , 

Muft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 
V olum.  You  are  too  abfolute, 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  Noble, 
But  when  extremities  fpeak.  I  have  heard  you  fay, 

Honor  and  Policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
I'th'  Warr  do  grow  together :  Grant  that ,  and  tell  me 

In  Peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'ocher  lofe, 
That  they  combine  not  there  > 

Corio.  Tufh,  tufh. 

Men.  A  good  demand. 
V r!ttm.  If  it  be  honor  in  your  Warrs,  to  fcem 

The  fame  you  are  not ,  which  for  your  beft  ends 

You  adopt  your  policy :  How  is  it  lefs  or  worfe 
That  it  fhall  hold  Companionfhip  in  Peace 
With  honor,  as  in  Warr ;  fince  that  to  both 
It  ftands  in  like  requeft. 

Corio.  Why  force  you  this  ? 
V ilum.  Becaufe,  that 

Now  it  lies  you  on  to  fpeak  to  th'people  : 

Not  by  your  own  inftru&ion,  nor  by  th'matter 
Which  your  heart  prompts  you  to ,  but  with  fuch  words 
That  are  but  roated  in  your  Tongue  : 

Though  but  Baftards,  and  Syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofoms  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonors  you  at  all, 
Than  to  take  in  a  Town  with  gentle  words, 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood-. 
I  would  diflemble  with  my  Nature,  where 
My  Fortunes  and  my  Friends  at  ftake,  requiVd 
I  fhould  do  fo  in  honor.  I  am  in  this 

Your 
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Your  Wife,  your  Son  :  thefe  Senators,  the  Nobles, 
And  you,  will  rather  fhew  our  general  Lows, 

I  How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em, 
I  For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  fafegard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruine. 

Men.  Noble  Lady, 

Come  go  with  fis,  fpeak  fair :  you  may  falve  fo, 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  bur  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

Volum.  I  prithee  now,  my  Son, 
Go  to  them,  with  this  Bonnet  in  thy  hand, 
And  thus  farr  having  ftretchtit  (here  be  with  them) 
Thy  Knee  bulling  the  ftones :  for  in  fuch  bufinefs 

Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  th'ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears,  waving  thy  head , 
Which  often  thus  correcting  thy  ftout  heart, 
Now  humble  as  the  ripeft  Mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling  :  or  fay  to  them, 
Thou  art  their  Souldier,  and  being  bred  in  broyls 

Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  do'ft  confefs 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  they  to  claim, 

'  In  asking  their  good  loves,  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thy  felf  (forfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  farr, 
As  thou  haft  power  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 

Even  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why  their  hearts  were  yours : 

For  they  have  Pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free, 
;  As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Volum.  Prithee  now, 

Go,  and  be  rul'd :  although  I  know  thou  hadft  rather 
Follow  thine  Enemy  in  a  fiery  Gulf, 
Th><  n-  flatter  him  in  a  Bower.  Enter  Cominlus. 
Here  is  Cominlus. 

Com.  I  have  been  i'th'Market  place;  and  Sir  'tis  fie  . 
You  make  ftrong  party,  or  defend  your  felf 

By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence  :  all's  in  anger. 
Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Com.  I  think  'twill  ferve,  if  he  can  thereto  frame  his 
fpirit. 

Volum.  He  muft  and  will : 

Prithee  nowfay  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Corio.  Muft  I  go  fhew  them  my  unbarb'd  Sconce? 
Muft  I  with  my  Safe  Tongue  give  to  my  Noble  heart 

tA  Lye,  that  it  muft  bear  well  ?  I  will  do't : 
Yet  were  there  but  this  fmgle  plot,  to  lofe 
This  Mould  of  Martins,  they  to  duft  fhould  grind  it, 

And  throvv't  againft  the  Wind.  To  th'Market  place  : 
You  have  put  me  now  to^fuch  a  part,  which  never 

I  fhall  difcharge  to  th'Life. 
Com.  Come,  come,  we'l  prompt  you. 
Volnm.  I  prithee  now  fweet  Son,  as  thou  haft  faid 

My  praifes  made  thee  firft  a  Souldier :  fo 

To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

Corio.  Well,  I  muft  do't: 
Away  my  difpofition,  and  poffefs  me 

Some  Harlots  fpirit :  My  throat  of  Warr  be  turn'dj 
Which  quier'd  with  my  Drum  into  a  Pipe, 
Small  as  an  Eunuch,  or  the  Virgin  voice 

That  Babies  lull  a-fleep    The  fmiles  of  Knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks,  and  School-boyes  Tears  take  up 
The  Glares  of  my  hght :  A  Beggers  Tongue 

Make  motion  through  my  Lips,  and  my  Arm'd  knees 
Whobow'dbut  in  my  Stirrop,  bend  like  his 

that  hath  receiv'd  an  Almes.  I  will  not  do't, 
LePc  1  furceafe  to  honor  mine  own  truth, 
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And  by  my  bodies  action,  teach  my  Mind 
A  molt  inherent  Bafenefs, 
V slum.  At  thy  choice  then  : 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dif-honor, 
Than  thou  of  them.  Come  all  to  ruine,  let 
Thy  Mother  rather  feel  thy  Pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  Stoutnefs :  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.  Do.as  thou  lift, 

Thy  Valiantnefs  was  mine,  thoufuck'ft  it  from  me : 
Bur  own  thy  Pride  thy  felf. 

Corto.  Pray  be  content : 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  Market  place  * 
Chide  me  no  more.  He  Mountebank  their  Loves , 

Cogg  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  Trades  in  Rome.  Look,  I  am  goin°- : 

Commend  me  to  my  Wife,  He  return  Conful  °> Or  never  truft  to  what  my  Tongue  can  do 
I'th'  way  of  Flattery  further. 
V olum.  Do  your  will .  Exit  VolumnU. 
Com.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm  your 

To  anfvver  mildly  :  for  they  are  prepar'd  ( felf 
With  Accufations,  as  I  hear  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Corio.  The  word  is,  Mildly.  Pray  you  let  us  go, 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  invention  :  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  Honor. 

Men.  f,  but  mildly. 

Corio.  Well  mildly  be  it  then,  Mildly.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sicinlus  and  Brutus. 

Bru.  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  ath  :r- 
Tyrannical  power :  if  he  evade  us  there, 
Inforce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people, 

And  that  the  Spoil  got  on  the  Antiats 

Was  ne'r  diftributed.  What,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter  an  Edile. 

Edile.  He's  comming. 
Bru.  How  accompanied  ? 
Edil.  With  old  Menenius>  and  thofe  Senators 

That  alwayes  favour'd  him. Stem.  Have  you  a  Catalogue 

Of  all  the  Voices  that  we  have  procur'd,fet  down  by  th* 
Edil.  I  have :  'tis  ready.  f  Pole  ? 
Sicin.  Have  you  collected  them  by  Tribes  ? 

Edil.  I  have  :  'tis  ready. 
Sicin.  Affemble  prefently  the  people  hither : 

And  when  they  hear  me  fay,  it  fhall  be  fo, 

I'th'right  and  ftrength  a'th'Commons  :  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  Banifhment;  then  let  them 
If  I  fay  Fine,  cry  Fine ;  if  Death,  cry  Death, 
Infifting  on  the  old  prerogative 

And  power  i'th'Truth  a'th'Caufe. Edil.  I  fhall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry, 

Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  adinn  confus'd, 
Inforce  the  prefent  Execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  Sentence. 

Edil.  Very  well. 

Sicin.  Make  them  be  ftrong,  and  ready  for  this  hint 

When  we  fhall  hap  to  giv't  them. Bm.  Go  about  ifi, 

Put  him  to  Choler  ftraie,  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradi6tion.  Being  once  chaft,  he  cannot 

Be  reign'd  again  to  Temperance;  then  he  fpeaks 

What's 
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What's  in  his  heart,  and  that  is  there  which  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  CerioLtnas,  Mcnen'.tu,  and  Comi- 
rinu,  with  others. 

Stein.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeech  you. 
Cork.  I,  as  an  Hoftler,  that  tor  the  pooreft  piece 

Will  bear  the  Knave  by  th'Volume : 
Th'honor'd  gods 
Keep  Rome  in  fafety,  and  the  Chairs  of  juftice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men,  plant  love  amongft  you, 
Through  our  large  Temples  with  the  fhews  of  peace 
And  not  our  ftreets  with  Warr. 

i  Sen.  Amen,  Amen. 
Men.  A  Noble  wifh. 

Enter  the  Edile  with  the  Plebeians. 

Skin.  Draw  near  ye  people. 
Edile.  Lift  to  yonr  Tribunes.  Audience ; 

Peace  I  fay. 
Corio.  F.rft  hear  me  fpeak. 
Both  T ri.  Well,  fay  :  Peace  ho. 

Cono.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  t  han  this  prefent? 
Muft  all  determine  here  ? 

Ski.  I  do  demand, 

If  you  fubmit  you  to  the  peoples  voices, 
Allow  their  Officers,  and  are  content 
To  fuffer  lawful  Cenfure  for  fuch  faults 

As  fhall  be  prov'd  upon  you. 
C orio.  I  am  content, 

Mem .  Lo  Citizens,  he  fayes  he  is  Content : 

The  warlike  Service  he  ha's  done,  confider ;  Think 
Upon  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  fhew 

Like  Graves  i'th'  holy  Church-yard. 
Cork.  Scratches  with  Briars?  fcarrs  to  move 

Laughter  only. 
Men.  Confider  further : 

That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  Citizen , 
You  find  him  like  a  Souldier :  do  not  take 

Hisxougher  Actions  for  malicious  founds : 
But  as  I  fay,  Luch  as  become  a  Souldier, 

Rat'. ier  than  envy  you. 
Com.  Well,  well,  no  more. 
Corio.  What  is  the  matter, 

That  being  paft  for  Conful  with  full  voice  : 

1  amfo  dillionour'd,that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  > 

Ski.  Anfwer  to  us  , 

Cork.  Say  then  :  'tis  true,  I  ought  fo. 

Ski.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd  to  take 
From  Rome  al  l  feafon'd  Office,  and  to  wind 
Your  felf  into  a  power  tyrannical, 
For  which  you  are  a  Traitor  to  the  people. 

Cork.  How  ?  Traitor  I 

Ment.  Nay  temperately :  your  promife. 

Corio.  The  fires  l'ch'loweft hell,  Fould  inthe  people .' 
Call  me  their  Traitor ,  thou  injurious  Tribune. 
Within  thine  eyes  fate  twenty  thoufand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clucht  as  many  Millions,  in 

Thy  lying  tongue,  both  numbers,  I  would  fay 
Thou  lyeft  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free, 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sicw.  Mark  you  this  people  ? 
All.  To  th'Rock  with  him. 
Skin.  Peace : 

We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge  : 
What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak , 
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Beating  your  Officers,  curling  yourfelves, 
Oppofing  Laws  with  ftroaks,  and  here  defying 
Thofe  whofe  great  power  muft  try  him; 
Even  this  fo  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 

Delerves  th'extreameft  death. 
Bru.  But  fincehe  hath  ferv'd  well  for  Rome — 
Cork.  What  do  you  prate  of  Service  ? 
Bra.  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cork.  You  ? 
Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  mother? Com.  Know,  I  pray  you* 

Cork.  He  know  no  farther  .• 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death, 
Vagabond  exile,  Fleaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  1  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy,  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word, 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 

To  have't  with  faying, Good  morrow. 
Skin.  For  that  he  ha's 

(  As  much  as  in  him  lies )  from  time  to  time 

Envy'd  againft  the  people  ;  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power :  as  now  at  laft, 
Given  Hoftile  ftrokes,  and  that  not  in  the  prefence 
Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  Minifters 

That  do  diftribute  it.  In  the  name  a'th'people, 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 

(  Ev'n  from  this  inftant)  banifh  him  our  City 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  Rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome  gates.  I'th'peoples  name, 
I  fay  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Jtlk  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo  :  let  him  away  : 
He's  banifh'd,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com.  Hear  me  my  Mafters,  and  my  common  friends. 

Skin.  He's  fentene'd  :  No  more  hearing. 
Com.  Let  me  fpeak : 

I  have  been  Conful,  and  can  fhew  from  Rome 

Her  Enemies  marks  upon  me.  I  do  love 
My  Countries  good,  with  a  refpeft  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  Wives  eft  mate ,  her  wombs  encreafe, 
And  treafure  of  my  Loyns  :  then  if  I  would 

Speak  that— Skin.  We  know  your  drift.  Speak  what  ? 

Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  banifh'd 
As  Enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  Country. 
It  fhall  be  fo. 

ML  It  fhall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo. 
Cork.  You  common  cry  of  Curs,  whofe  breath  I  hate, 

As  reek  a'th 'rotten  Fenns  :  whofe  Loves  I  prize, 
As  the  dead  Carkaffesof  unburied  men, 
That  do  corrupt  my  Air  :  I  banifh  you, 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty. 

Let  every  feeble  Rumor  fhake  your  hearts  : 
Your  Enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  Plumes 
Fan  you  into  defpair :  Have  the  power  ftill 
To  banifh  your  Defenders,  till  at  length 
Your  ignorance  (  which  finds  not  till  it  feels, 
Making  but  refervation  of  yourfelves, 
Still  your  own  Foes  )  deliver  you 
As  moft  abated  Captives,  to  fome  Nation 
That  won  you  without  blows,  defpifing 
For  you  the  City.  Thus  I  turn  my  back ; 
There  is  a  world  elfewhere. 

Exeunt  Coriolanuf,  Cominitts,  Cum  aliis9 

The/  all  fhout,  and  throw  nf  their  Cafs. Edile 
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!'      Edile.  The  peoples  Enemy  is  gone,  is  gone. 
All.  Our  Enemy  is  binifh'd,  he  is  gone.  Hoo  hoo. 
Sicin.  Go  fee  him  out  at  Gate5;,  and  follow  him 

I  As  he  hath  follovv'd  you,  with  all  defpight , 
Give  him  deferv'd  vexation.  Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  City. 

All.  Come,  come,  lets  fee  him  ̂ ut  at  the  gates,come. 

|  The  gods  preferve  our  Noble  Tribunes,  come.  Exeunt. 

jftlus  0  nanus. 

Enter  CorioUwts,  ValumniayirgjllA^Menenlm^Commus, 
rvith  the  young  Nobilit]  of  Rome. 

Corio.  Come  leave  your  tears:  a  brief  farewel:  the  beaft 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away.  Nay  Mother, 

VVhere  is  your  antient:  Courage  ?  You  were  us'd 
To  fay  ,  Extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits, 
That  common  chances,  common  men  could  bear, 

;  That  when  the  Sea  was  calm,  all  Boats  alike 

Snew'd  Mafterfhip  in  floating.  Fortunes  blows, 
When  moft  ftrook  home,  being  gentle  wounded,  craves 

A  Noble  cunning.  You  were  us'd  to  load  me 
W  th  precepts  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

Vlrg.  Oh  heavens  i  O  heavens  \ 

Co-"o.  Nay,  I  prithee  woman. 
FW.Now  theRed  Peftilence  ftrike  allTrades  inRome, 

Ana  Occupations  perifh. 
Corio.  What,  what,  what  : 

I  flu  1 1  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lack'd.  Nay  Mother, 
Rcfume  that  fpitft,  when  you  were  wont  rofay, 

If  you  had  been  the  Wife  of  Herat1*  r, 

Six  of  his  Labours  youl'd  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  husband  fo  much  fweat.  Comlnuts, 

Droop  not,  Adieu  :  Farewel  ray  Wife,  my  Mother , 
He  do  well  yet.  Thou  old  and  true  Meneniusr 

Thy  tears  are  filter  than  a  vo'unger  mans, 
And  venemous  to  thine  eyes. My  (fometime)  General , 
I  have  feen  thee  Stern  ,and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 

Heart-hardning  fpe£hc,les.  Tell  thefe  fad  women-, 
'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  ftrokes, 

As  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em.  My  Mother,  you  wot  well 
My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace,and 

Believ't  not  lightly,  though  I  go  alone 
Like  to  a  lonely  Dragon,  that  his  Fen 

Makes  fear'd,  and  talk'd  of  more  than  feen  :  your  Son 
VViU  or  exceed  the  Common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

Volum.  My  firft  Son, 

Whether  will  you  go  ?  Take  good  Cummins 
With  thee  a  while  ;  determine  on  fome  courfe 

More  than  a  wild  expoftnre,to  each  chance 

That  ftarrs  i'th'way  before  thee. 
Corio.  O  the  gods  I 
C om.  He  follow  thee  aMonth,devife  with  thee 

Where  thou  fruit  reft,  that  thou  may'ft  hear  of  us, 
And  we.of  thee.  So  if  the  time  thruft  forth 

A  caufe  for  thy  Repeal,  we  fhall  not  fend 

O're  the  vaft  world,  to  feek  a  (ingle  man, 
•  And  lofe  advantage,  wh;ch  doth  ever  cool 
I'th'abfence  of  the  needer. ' 

r  orio.  Fare  ye  well : 

Thou  baft  years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  full 

Of  the  warrs  furfets ,  to  go  rove  vVith  one 

That's  yet  unbruis'd  :  bring  me  but  out  at  gate. 
Come  my  fweet  Wife,  my  deareft  Mother,  and 
My  Friends  of  Noble  touch  :  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  fmile.  I  pray  you  come : 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  fhall 

Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  ought 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 

As  any  ear  can  hear.  Come,  let's  not  weep, 

If  I  could  ("hake  off  but  one  feven  years From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods 

Ii'd  with  thee  every  foot. 
Corio.  Give  me  thy  hand,  come.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  two  Tribunes,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus  y 
with  the  Ed-He. 

Sicin.KA  them  all  home,he's  gone:and  we'l  no  further, 
The  Nobility  are  vexed,  whom  we  lee  have  fided In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  fhevVn  our  power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done, 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sicin.  Bid  them  home,  fay  their  great  enemy  is  gone, 
And  they,  ftand  in  their  antient  ftrength. 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home.  Here  comes  his  Mother; 

EnUr  V ilumnidy  Virgilia,  and  Menenms. 

Sicin.  Let's  not  meet  her. Brut.  Why  f 

Sicin.  They  fay  fhe's  mad. 
Brut.  They  have  ta'ne  note  of  us:  keep  on  your  way. 
Volum.  Oh  y 'are  well  met 

Th'hoorded  plague  a'th'gods  requite  your  love. 
Alenen.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  fo  loud. 
V olnw.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  flaould  hear, 

Nay,  and  you  ("hall  hear  fome.  Vvill  you  be  gone  ? 
Virg.  You  fhall  ftay  too :  I  would  I  had  the  power 

To  fay  fo  to  my  Husband. 
Sicin.  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Volum.  I  fool,  is  that  a  flume?  Note  but  this  Fool, 

Was  not  a  man  my  Father?  Had'ft  thou  Foxfhip To  banifh  him  that  ftrook  more  blows  for  Rome 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words. 

Sicin.  Oh  bleffed  Heavens  \ 

Vol.  More  Noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wife  words. 
And  for  Romes  good  He  tell  thee  what ;  yet  go : 
Nay  but  thou  (halt  ftay  too :  I  would  my  Son 
VVere  in  Arabia,  and  thy  Tribe  before  him, 

His  good  Sword  in  his  hand. 
Sicin.  What  then  ? 

^rg.VVnatthen?He'ld  make  an  end  of  thy  pofterity. 
V o'um.  Baftards,  and  all. 

Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  do's  bear  for  Rome  f 
Menen.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sicin.  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  Country 

Ajs  he  began,  and  not  unknit  himfelf 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

V H.  I  would  he  had :  'Twas  you  incens'd  the  rabble. 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth, 
As  I  can  of  thofe  Myfteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Brut.  Pray  let's  go. 
V olum.  Now  pray  fir  get  you  gone. 

You  have  done  a  brave  deed  :  Ere  you  go,  hear  this  : 
As  farr  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  houfe  in  Rome;  fo  farr  my  Son 
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This  Ladies  Husband  here  ;jihis  (  do  you  fee  )  i 

Whom  you  have  banifh'd,  does  exceed  you  all, 
Bru.  Well,  well,  we'l  leave  you. 
Sicin.  Why  ftay  you  to  be  baited 

With  one  that  want  •  her  Wits?  Exit  Tribunes 
Volnm.  Take  my  Prayers  with  you. 

I  would  the  Gods  hid  nothing  elle  to  do, 

But  to  confirm  my  Curfes.  Could  I  meet  'em 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  undog  my  heart 

Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 
Men.  You  have  told  them  home, 

And  by  my  troth  you  have  caufe :  you'l  fup  with  ms? 
Volum.  Angers  my  Meat :  I  fup  upon  my  felf, 

And  fo  fhall  ft  arve  vv  ith  Feeding  :  Come,  let's  go, 
Leave  this  faint-puling,  and  lament  as  I  do, 
In  Anger,  J#«0-like :  Come,  come,  come.  Exeunt 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie.  Exit. 

Enter  a  Roman y  and  a  Vo'.clel 
Rom. I  know  you  well  fir,  and  you  know  me:  your 

name  I  think  is  Adrian. 

Vo'cie.  It  is  fo  fir,  truly  I  have  forgot  you. 
Rom.  I  am  a  Roman ,  and  my  Services  are  as  you  are 

againft  'em.  Know  you  me  yet? Volcie.  Niccinor  ?  no. 
Rom.  Thefime  fir. 

Volcie.  You  had  more  Beard  when  I  lart  faw  you,  but 

your  Favour  is  well  appear'd  by  your  Tongue.  What's the  News  in  Rome  ?  I  have  a  Note  from  the  Volcean 

fine  ro  find  you  out  here.  You  have  well  faved  me  a 

days  journey. 
Rem.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  Infurretli- 

ons  :  the  people,  againft  the  Senators,  Patric/ans,  and 
Mobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been ;  is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  State  thinks 

not  fo,  they  are  in  a  moft  warlike  preparation  ,and  hope 
to  come  upon  them  In  the  heat  of  their  divifion. 

Rom.  Themainbiazeofitis  paft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
world  make  ic  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  fo 
to  heart  the  B^nifhmenr  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus ,  that 

they  are  in  a  r;peaptnefs,totake  all  power  from  the  peo- 
ple ,  and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  tor  ever. 

This  lyes  glowing  I  can  tell  you,  and  is  almoft  mature 

I'or  the  violent  breaking  out. 
Vol.  eriolanus  Banifht  ? 

Rom.  Ba ■nih'd  fir. 
Vol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligenci  Ni- 

ranor. 

Rom.  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now. I  have  heard 
it  faid,  the  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  mans  Wife,  is  when 

{he's  filln  our  with  her  Husband.  Your  Noble  Tal  us 
Auffiditts  will  appear  well  in  thefe  Wars  ,  his  great 

Oppofer  ( onolanns  being  now  in  no  requeft  of  his  coun- 
trey. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choofe  :  I  am  moft  fortunat: ,  thus 

accidentally  to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my  Bu- 
finefs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rom.  I  fhall  between  this  and  Supper ,  tell  you  moft 

ftrange  th;n»sfrom  Rome  :  all  tending  to  the  good  of 
their  Adversaries.  Hive  you  an  Army  reidy  fay  you  ? 

Vol.  A  moft' Royal  one.  The  Centurions ,  and  their 

charges  dift  n.tly  billetted  already  in  th'  ei'tertaiament, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hours  warning, 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiaefs,  and  am 
thl  WOJi  I  think,  thar  fhall  fet  them  in  prefent  Action. 

So  fir,  heirt'ly  well  met,and  moft  glad  of  yourGompany. 
Vol.  You  take  my  part  from  me  fir,  I  have  the  moft 

caufe  to  be  glad  of  yours. 
Rom.  Well  let  us  ?o  tocrethc: Exeunt. 

Enter  Coriolanusln.mean  A  flare  I,  Dif- 
guis'd  and  muffled. 

Carlo.  A  goodly  City  is  this  Antium.  City, 
Tis  I  that  made  thy  Widdowes  :  Many  an  heyr  \ 
Of  thefe  fair  Edifices  for  my  Warrs 
Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop  :  Then  know  me  not, 

Lift  thar  thy  VVives  with  Spits,  and  Boys  with  Stones- 
In  puny  Battel  flay  me.  Save  you  fir. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 
Cit.  And  you. 

(  mo.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  vvill,where  great  Auf- 
fidius  lies  ;  Is  he  in  Antium? 

Cit.  He  is,  and  Feafts  the  Nobles  of  the  State,  at  his 
houfe  this  night. 

Corio.  Which  is  his  houfe,  befeech  you  ? 
Cit.  This  here  before  you. 

Corio.  Thank  you  fir,  farewel.  *t  Exit  Citizen. 
Oh  World,  thy  flippery  turns !  Friends  now  faft  fworn, 
Whofe  double  bofomes  feen  wear  on  heart, 

Whofe  Hours,  whofe  Bed,  whofe  Meal  and  Exercife 

Are  ftill  together :  who  Twine  (as  'twere)  in  Love, 
Unfeparable,  fhall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  diffention  of  a  Doit,  bre  k  out 

To  bittereft  Enmity  .•  So  felleft  Foes, 

Whole  paffions,  and  whofe  Plots  have  broke  their  fleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance, 

Some  trick  not  worth  an  E°s;,  fhall  °row  dear  friends 

And  inter- joyn  their  iffues.  So  wirh  me, 
My  Birth-lace  have  I,  and  my  lover  upon 
This  Enemie  Town  He  enter,  if  he  flay  me 
He  does  fair  Juftice :  if  he  give  me  way, 

He  do  his  Counrry  Service.  Exit. 

Mu  'kkjflayes.  Enter  a  Serv\ngmanm 
1  Ser.  Wine,  Wine,  Wine  :  Whatfervice  is  here?I 

think  our  Fellows  are  a  fleep. 
Enter  another  Servingman. 

2  Ser.  Where's  Cotus  t my  M. calls  fo:him:Cotus.Exit. Enter  Coriolanus. 
Corio.  A  goodly  houfe ; 

The  Feaft  fmels  ■  but  I  appear  not  like  a  Gueft. 

Enter  thefirfiServ'ngman. 
1  .SVr.What  would  you  have  Fr;end?whence'areyou? 

Here's  no  place  for  you  :  Pray  go  to  the  dore.  Exit. 
Corio.  I  have  deferv'd  no  better  entertainment,  in  be- 
ing Coriolanus.  Enter  fecond  Servant. 

2  Se /-.Whence  are  you  fir?  Has  the  Porter  his  eyes  in 

h's  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  Companions  ? 
Pray  get  you  out. Corio.  Away. 

2  Ser.  Away  ?  Get  you  away. 

Carlo.  Now  th'troublefome. 

2  Ser.  Are  youfobraveTIe  have  you  ralkt  with  anon. 
Enter  3  Servlngmeny  the  fir  [I  meets  him. 

3.  What  Fellow's  this  ? 

1.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on:  I  cannot  get  him 
out  o'th'houfe  :  Prithee  call  my  Mafter  to  him. 

3 .  What  have  you  to  do  here  fellow?  Pray  you  avoid the  houfe. 

Corio.  Let  me  but  ftand,  I  will  nor  hurt  your  Harth. 

3.  What  are  you? Corio.  A  Gentleman. 

3.  A  marv'llous  poor  one, 

Corio.  True,  fo  I  am.' 

3.  Pray  you  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  fome  other fta- 
tion 
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don  here's  no  place  for  you,  pray  you  avoid  :  Come. 
Coria.  Follow  your  Fun&ion,  go,  and  batten  on  cold 
bits.  Pufhes  him  away  from  him. 

5.  What  you  will  not?  Prithee  tell  my  Mafter,what  a 

ftrange  died  he  ha's  here. 2.  And  I  iliall.  Exit fccond  Servtngman. 

5.  Where  dwell'ft  thou  ? i    Corio.  Under  the  Canopy. 
5.  Under  the  Canopy  ? 
Corio.  I. 

I  t  3.  Where's  that  ? 
Corio.I'm'City  of  Kites  and  Crows.  . 
5.  l'th'City  of  Kites  and  Crows.  What  an  Afs  it  is , 

{then  thou  dwellTt  with  Daws  too  ? 
Corio.  No,  I  Cerve  not  thy  Mafter. 

3.  How  fir?  Do  you  meddle  with  my  M after  ? 

Corio.  I,  'tis  an  honefter  fervice,  than  to  meddle  with 

thy  Miftris :  Thou  prat'ft,  and  prar'ft ,  ferve  with  thy 
trencher  :  Hence.  Beats  him  away. 

Enter  Attffid'us  with  a  Servingm&n. Auf.  Where  is  this  Fellow  ? 

2.  Here  fir,  I'de  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but  for 
difturbmg  the  Lords  within.  name? 

I  ̂/.Whence  com'ft  thou?  What  would'ft  thou?  Thy 

Why  fpeak'ft  not?  Speak  man:  what's  thy  name  ? 
'.  Corio.  If  Tttlks  not  yet  thou  know 'ft  me  ,  and  feeing 
me,  doft  not  think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necetfity  com- 

I  mands  me  name  my  felf. 
i    Auf.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Corio.  A  name  unmufical  to  the  Volceans  ears , 
And  harfh  in  found  to  thine. 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thymine  ? 
,Thou  haft  a  Grim  appearance,  and  thy  Face 

Bears  a  Command  in't  :  Though  thy  Tackles  torn, 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  Veffel  .•  What's  thy  name? 
Com.Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown:  know'ft  ihou  me  yet? 
Auf.  I  know  thee  not;  thy  Name  ? 
Corio.  My  name  is  Caius  Martius,  who  hath  done 

To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volcies 
Great  hurt  an;)  Mifchief:  thereto  witnefs  may 

My  Surname  Coriolanus.  The  painful  Service, 
The  extreme  Dangers,  and  the  drops  of  Blood 
Shed  for  thy  thanklels  Country  are  requited : 

But  with'  that  Surname,  a  good  memory 
And  witnefs  of  the  Malice  and  Difpleafure 

Which  thou  could'ft  bear  me,  only  that  name  remains. 
The  Cruelty  and  Envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles,  who 

Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft  : 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th' voice  of  Slaves  to  be 
Hoop'dout  of  Rome.  Now  this  extremity, 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  Harth,  not  out  of  hope 
(  Miftake  me  not )  to  fave  my  life  :  for  if 

I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  Men  i'th'  world 
I  would  have  voided  thee.  But  in  meer  fpight 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  banifhers, 
Stand  1  before  thee  here  :  Then  if  thou  haft 

A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 

Thine  own  particnlar  wrongs,  and  ftop  thoCe  maims  . 

Of  fhame  feen  through  thy  Country,  fpeed  thee  ftraight 
And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn :  So  ufe  it, 
That  my  revengeful  Services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee.  For  I  will  fight 

Againft  my  Cankred  Country,  with  thefpleen 
Of  all  the  under  Fiends.  Butiffobe, 

Thou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  Fortunes 

Th'art  tyr'd,  then  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 
Longer  to  live  molt  weary :  and  prefent 
My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Antient  Malice : 
Which  not  to  cut,  would  llaevv  thee  but  a  Fool, 
Since  I  have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate, 
Drawn  Tunns  of  Blcod  out  .of  thy  Countries  breft 
And  cannot  live,  but  to  thy  fhame,  unlefs 
It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Auf.  Oh  Martins }  Martius^ 
Each  vvord  thou  haft  fpoke,  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  Antient  Envy.  If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yon  Clowd  fpeak  divine  things, 

And  fay  'tis  true  ;  I'de  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee  all-Noble  Martins.  Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againft 

My  grained  Alii  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 

And  fcarr'd  the  Moon  with  fplinters :  here  I  deep 
The  Anvile  of  my  Sword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  Love, 
As  ever  in  Ambitious  ftrength,  I  did 

Contend  againft  thy  Valour.  Know  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  Maid  I  married  :  never  man 

Sigh'd  truer  breath.  But  that  I  fee  thee  h  :re 
Thou  Noble  thing,  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  firft  my  wedded  Miftris  faw 
Beftrid  my  Threfhold.  Why,  thou  Mars  I  tell  thee, 
We  have  a  Power  on  foot  rand  I  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  Target  from  thy  Brawn, 

Or  lofe  mine  Arm  for't :  Thou  haft  beat  me  out  ■ 
Twelve  feveral  times,  and  I  have  nightly  fince 

Dreamt  of  encounters  "twixt  thy  felf  md  me 
We  Have  been  down  together  in  my  fleep, 

Unbuckling  Helms,  filling  each  others  Tnroat , 

And  wak'd  half  dead  with  nothing.  Worthy  Martins 
Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Rome,  but  that 

Thou  art  thence  banifh'd,  we  would  mufter  all 
From  twelve  to  feventy  :  And  powring  Warr 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungratefull  Rome, 

Like  a  bold  Flood  o're-beat.  Oh  come,  go  in, 

And  take  our  Friendly  Senators  by'th'  hands 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me, 

Who  am  prepar'd  againft  your  Territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  it  felf. 

Corio.  You  blefs  me  Gods. 

Auf.  Therefore  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 

Th'one  half  of  my  Commiffion,  and  fet  down 

As  beft  thou  artexperienc'd,  fince  thou  know'ft 

Thy  Countries  ftrength  and  weaknefs,  thine  own  waies' Whether  to  knock  againft  the  Gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 

To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.  But  come  in, 
Let  me  comment  thee  firft,  to  thofe  that  fhall 

Say  yea  to  thy  defires.  A  thonfand  welcomes, 
And  more  a  friend,  than  ere  an  Enemie, 
Yet  Martius  that  was  much.  Your  handrmoft  welcome. 

Exeunt. 
Enter  two  of  the  Servingmen. 

1  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration. 
2  By  my  hand  ,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftrucken  him 

with  a  Cudgel,  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me  ,  his:  cloaths 
made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

1  What  an  Arm  he  has,  he  tum'd  me  about  with  his 
finger,  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a  Top. 

2  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  fomething 
in  him.  He  had  fir,  a  kind  of  face  me  thought.  I  cannot 

F  f  f  2  tell 
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*ell  how  to  term  it. 

i  He  had  fo,  looking  as  it  were,would  I  were  hang'd 
but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him,  than  I  could  think. 

2.  So  did  I ,  He  be  fworn  :  He  is  (imply  the  rareft  man 
i'th'  world. 

1  I  think  he  is :  but  a  greater  foldier  than  he, 
You  wot  one. 

2  Who  my  Mafter? 

1  Nay  it's  no  matter  for  that.  y 
2  Worth  fix  on  him. 

1  Nay  not  fo  neither :  but  I  take  him  to  be  the  greater 
Souldiour. 

2  Faith  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  fay  that :  for 
the  defence  of  a  Town,  our  General  is  excellent. 

1 1,  and  for  an  affault  too. 
Enter  the  third  Servlngman. 

3  Oh  Slaves,  I  can  tell  you  News,  News  you  Rafcals. 

Both.  What, what,  what?  Let's  partake. 
3  I  would  not  be  a  Roman  of  all  Nations;  I  had  as 

!  ̂ive  be  a  condemn'd  man. 
Both.  Wherefore?  Wherefore? 

3  Why  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our  Ge- 
neral, Cains  Martins, 

1  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General  ? 

3  I  do  not  fay  thwack  our  General ,  but  he  was  al- 
wayes  good  enough  for  him 

2  Come  we  are  fellows  and  friends  :  he  was  ever  too 

rdfor  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 
1  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  fay  the  Troth 

on't  before  Coriolns-^z  fcotcht  him,and  notcht  him  like  a 
Carbinado. 

2  And  hee  had  been  Cannibally  given,hee  might  have 

boyld  and  eaten  him -.too. 
1  But  more  of  thy.  News. 

3  Why  he  is  fomade  on  here  within  ,  as  if  he  were 

Son  and  Heir  to  Mars,  fet  at  upper  end  o'th'  Table:  No 
queftion  ask  him  by  any  of  the  Senators,  but  rhey  ftand 
bald  before  him.  Our  General  himfelf  makes  a  miftris 

of  him,  San&ifies  himfelf  with's  hand  ,  and  turns  up  the 
white  o  th' eye  to  his  difcourfe.  But  the  bottomeof  the 
News  is  ,  our  General  is  cut  i'th'rnjddle,  &  but  one  half 

of  what  he  was  yefterday.  For  the  other  ha's  half ,  by 
theintreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  Table.  Hee'l  go  hee 
fayes,  and  fole  the  porter  of  Rome  Gates  by  th'eares.  He 
will  mow  all  down  before  him  ,  and  leave  his  paflage 

poul'd. 2  And  he's  as  like  to  dot  as  any  man  I  can  imagine. 
3  Do't?  he  will  do't  :  for  look  you  fir,  he  has  as  ma- 
ny Friends  as  Enemies; which  Friends  fir,as  it  were,durft 

not  (  look  you  fir)  Chew  themfelves  (  as  we  term  it  )  his 

Friends ,  wnileft  he„'s  in  Dire£titude. i  Direititude  ?  Whats  that? 

3  But  wh:n  they  fhall  fee  fir,  his  Creft  up  again ,  and 
the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  Burroughes  ( like 
Conies  after  Rain  )  and  reveilall  with  him. 

•i  But  when  goes  this  forward? 
3  To  morrow,  to  day,  prefently,  you  fhall  have  the 

Drum  ftrook  up  this  afternoon  :  'Tis  as  it  were  a  parcel 
of  theirFeaft,and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Why  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  World  again  : 
This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to  ruft  Iron,encreafe  Taylors, 
and  breed  Ballad-makers. 

i  Let  me  have  Warr  fay  T ,  it  'exceeds  peace  as  farr 

as  day  do's  night :  It's  fprightly  walking,audible,and  full 
of  Vent.  Peace,  is  a  very  Apoplexy  Lethargie,  mull'd  , 
deaf,  fleepy,  infenfible,  a  getter  ofmorebaftard  Chil- 

dren, than  Warrs  a  dsftroyer  of  men. 

2  'Tis  fo,  and  as  Warrs  in  fome  fort  may  bee  faid  to 
be  a  Ravifher,fo  it  cannot  be  denied,but  peace  is  a  great 
maker  of  Cuckolds. 

i  I,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Reafon,  becaufe  they  then  lefs  need  one  another: 
The  Warres  for  my  money.  I  hope  to  fe;  Romans  as 
cheap  as  Volcians.  They  are  rifing,  they  are  rifing. 

Both.  In,  in,  in,  in.  Exeunt. 
Enter  the  two  Tribunes ,  Sicinins,  and  Br  pit  as. 

Sicin.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him, 
His  remedies  are  tame,  the  prefent  peace, 

And  quietnefs  of  the  people,  Which  before 
Were  in  Wilde  hurry.  Here  do  We  make  his  Friends 
Blufh,  that  the  world  goes  well :  who  rather  had, 

Though  they  themfelves  did  fuffer  by't,  behold 
Diffentious  numbers  peftring  ftreets,  than  fee 
Our  Trade fmen  finging  in  their  fhops,  and  going 
About  their  Functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenlus. 

Bru.  VVe  ftood  too't  in  good  time.  Is  this  Menemns  ? 

Sicin.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he  •  O  he  is  grown  molt  kind  of  late: 
Hail  Sir.  Mene.  Haile  to  you  both. 

Sicin.  Your  C orioianus  is  not  much  mift,  but  with  his 
Friends  :  the  Common  wealth  doth  ftand,  and  fo  would 

do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Mene.  All's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better, 

if  he  could  have  temporiz'd. 
Sicin.  V  Vhere  is  he,  hear  you? 
Mene.  Nay  I  hear  nothing : 

His  Mother  and  his  wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 
Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 

AH.  The  Gods  preferve  you  both. 
Skin.  Gooden  Neighbours. 

Bru.  Gooden  to  you  all,  gooden  to  you  all. 
i  Our  felves,  our  Wives  and  children,  on  our  knees, 

Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 
Sicin.  Live,  and  thrive. 

Bra.  Farewell  kinde  Neighbours  : 

We  wifht  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you  as  we  did. 
All.  Now  the  Gods  keep  you. 
Both  T rl.  Farewell,  farewell.         Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sicin.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time, 
Than  when  thefe  Fellowes  ran  about  the  ftreets, 

Crying  Confufion. Bmt.  Cains  Martins  was 

A  worthy  Officer  i'th' Warr,  butlnfolenr, 
O're:ome  with  pride,  Ambitious,  paft  all  thinking 
Self-loving. 

Sici.  And  affecting  onefoleThrone,without  affiftance. 
Mene .  I  think  not  fo. 

Skin.  V  Ve  fhould  by  this  to  all  out  Lamentation, 
If  he  had  gone  forth  Conful,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.  The  Gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enter  ̂ /Eiilt. 

ty£dile.  Worthy  Tribunes, 

There  is  a  Slave  whom  we  have  put  in  prifon  , 

Reports  the  Voices  with  twofeveral  Powers 
Are  entred  in  the  Roman  Territories, 

And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  Warr, 

Deftroy  what  lies  before'em. Mene.  'Tis  Aujfdins, 

Who  hearing  of  our  Martins  Banifhment, 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  a°ain  into  the  World 

Which  were  In-l"hell,d,VVhen^n/«/  ftood  forRome, 
And 
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And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

SiciM.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Martins} 

7irn.  Go  fee  this  Rumorer  vvhipt,  it  cannot  be, 

The  Volcies  dare  break  with  us. 
Men.  Cannot  be  ? 

We  have  record  ,  that  very  Well  it  r«>, 

And  three  examples  of  the  like  hath  been 

Within  my  Age.  But  reafon  with  the  fellow 

Before  you  punifhhim,  where  he  heard  rhis, , 

Left  you  fhall  chance  to  whip  your  Information, 
And  beat  the  Meffenger,  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sicm.  Tell  not  me  :  I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru.  Not  polfible. 
Eater  a  Mtffenger. 

Mef.  The  Nobles  in  great  earneftrtefs  are  going 
All  to  the  Senate-houfe :  fome  news  is  comming 
That  turns  their  Countenances. 

Sich.  Tis  this  Slave  : 

Go  whip  him 'fore  the  peoples  eyes  :  His  railing, 
Nothing  but  his  report. 

Mef.  Yes  worthy  Sir, 

The  Slaves  report  is  feconded,  and  more, 

More  fearful  is  deliver'd. 
Stein.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mef.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
How  probable  I  do  not  know,  that  Martins 

Joyn'd  with  Auffdiw,  leads  a  power  'gainft  Rome, 
And  vows  Revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 

The  young'ft  and  oldeft  thing. 
Stem.  This  is  rnoft  likely. 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wifa 
Good  Martins  home  again. 

Skin.  The  very  trick  on't. 
Men.  This  is  unlikely, 

He,  and  Auffidius  can  no  more  attone 

Than  violent 'ft  Contrariety. 
Enter  Meffenger, 

Mef.  You  are  fent  for  to  the  Senate : 

A  fearful  Army,  led  by  Cams  Martins, 

Aflbciated  with  Aujfidius's  Rages 
Upon  our  Territories,  and  have  already 

O're-born  their  way,  confum'd  with  fire,  and  to<rk 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Cominius. 

Com.  Oh  you  have  made  good  work. 
Men.  What  news?  What  news? 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravifh  your  own  daughters,and 
To  melt  the  City  Leads  upon  your  pates, 

To  fee  your  Wives  difhonour'd  to  your  Nofes. 
Men.  Whar's  the  news?  What's  the  news  ? 
Com.  Your  Temples  burned  in  their  Ciment,  and 

Your  Franchifes,  whereon  you  ftood,  confin'd 
Into  an  Augors  boar. 

Men.  Pray  now  the  news  ? 

You  have  made  fair  work  I  fear  me  :  pray  your  news? 

If  Martins  fhould  be  joyn'd  with  Volceans. 
Com.  If?  He  is  their  God,  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 

Made  by  fome  other  Deity  than  Nature, 
That  fhapes  man  Better :  and  they  follow  him 
Againft  us  Brats,  with  no  lefs  Confidence, 

Than  Boyes  perfuing  Summer  Butter-flies, 
Or  Butchers  killing  flyes. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  Apron  men  :  you,  that  ftood  fo  much 
Upon  t.he  voice  of  occupation,  and 
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The  breath  of  Garlike-eaters. 

C  om.  He'l  ftiake  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 
Men.  As  Hercules  did  lhake  down  Mellow  Fruit : 

You  have  made  fair  work. 
Bru.  But  is  this  true  fir  ? 

Com.  I,  and  you'l  look  pale 

Before  you  find  it  other.  All  the  Regions' 
Do  fmilingly  revolt,  and  who  refills 

Are  mock'd  for  valiant  Ignorance, 

And  perifti  conftant  fools :  who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  Enemies  and  his,  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  Noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  ftiall  ask  it  > 

The  Tribunes  cannot  do'tfor  fiiame  ;  the  people 
Deferve  fuch  pitty  of  him,  as  the  Wolf 

Do's  of  the  Shepherds ;  For  his  beft  friends  if  they 
Should  fay  be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  thofe  Ibould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate, 
And  therein  lhew'd  like  Enemies. 
Me.'Tis  true,if  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe,the  brand 

That  fhould  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 

To  fay,  befeech  you  ceafe.  You  have  made  fail  hands, 
You  and  your  Crafts,  you  have  crafted  fair. 

Com.  You  have  brought 

A  Trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
S'incanable  of  help. 

Tri  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  ?  Was't  we  ?  We  lov'd  him, 
But  like  beafts,  and  Cowardly  Nobles, 

Gave  way  unto  your  Clufters,  who  did  hoot 
Him  out  o'th'City. Com.  But  I  fear 

They'l  roar  him  in  again.  Tultus  Auffidius, 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  Officer :  Defperation, 
Is  all  the  policy,  Strength,  and  Defence 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

Enter  a  Troof  of  Citizens. 
Men.  Here  come  the  Clufters. 

And  is  Auffidius  with  him  ?  You  are  they 
That  made  the  Ayr  unwholfome,  when  you  caft 

Your  (linking,  greafie  Caps,  in  hooting 

At  Coriolanus  Exile.  How  he's  comming, 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  Souldiers  head 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip :  As  many  Coxcombes 

As  you  threw  Caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.  Tis  no  matter. 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  coal, 

We  have  deferv'd  it. 
Omnes.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  News, 
i  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 

When  I  f aid  banifh  him,  I  faid  'twas  pitty. 
2.  And  fo  did  I. 

3.  Andfo  did  I;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  very  ma- 
ny of  us,  that  we  did,  we  did  for  the  beft:  and  though  we 

willingly  confented  to  his  Banifhment,yet  it  was  againft 
our  will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things,  you  Voices. 
Men.  You  nave  made  you  good  work 

You  and  your  cry.  Shall's  to  the  Capitol  f 
Com.  Oh  I,  what  elfe  ?  Exeunt  both. 
Sicin.  Go  Matters  get  you  home,be  not  difmaid, 

Thefe  are  a  Side,  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.  Go  home, 

And  ihew  no  fign  of  Fear. 
Fff?  iCit. 
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1  Cit.  The  Gods  be  good  to  us  :  Come  Matters  let's 

lorne,  I  ever  did  we  were  i'th'wrong,when  we  baniflvd lim. 

2  Cit,  So  did  we  all,  bun  come,  let's  home.  Exit  Cit. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  News. 
Sicin.  Nor  I. 

Brtt.  Let's  to  the  Capitol :  would  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lye. 

Sim,  Pray  let's  go.  Exeunt  Tribunes. 
Enter  Auffdius  with  bis  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  ftill  flie  to  th'Roman  ? 
Lien.  I  do  not  know  what  Witchcraft's  in  him:  but 

Your  Souldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat  , 
Their  talk  at  Table,  and  their  Thanks  at  end, 
And  you  are  darkned  in  this  a&ion  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf.  I  cannot  help  it  now; 

Unlefsby  ufing  means  1  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defign.  He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly, 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.  Yet  his  Nature 

In  that's  no  Changeling,  and  I  mutt  excufe What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wifh  Sir, 

(I  mean  for  your  particular )  you  had  not 

Joyn'd  in  Commiffion  with  him  :  but  either  have  born 
The  action  of  your  felf,  or  elfe  to  him  had  left  it  foly. 

Auf  I  underftand  thee  well,  and  be  thou  fure  , 
When  he  {hall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 

What  I  can  urge  againft  him,  although  itfeems 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 

To  th'vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly , 
And  thews  good  Husbandry  for  the  Volcean  State , 

F;ghts  Dragon-like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  Sword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 

That  which  (hall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine, 
When  ere  we  come  to  our  account. 

Lieu.  Sir,  1  befeech  you,  think  you  he'l  carry  Rome  ? 
Auf.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down, 

And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his : 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too : 

The  Tribunes  are  no  Souldiers :  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rafh  in  the  repeal,  as  hafty 

To  expell  him  thence.  I  think  he'l  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  Afpray  to  the  Fi<h,  who  takes  it 
By  Soveraigncy  of  Nature.  Firft,  he  was 
A  Noble  fervant  to  them,  but  he  could  not 

Carry  his  Honors  even  :  whether  'twas  Pride 
Which  out  of  dayly  Fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man  ;  whether  defect  of  judgement, 
To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  chances 
Which  he  was  Lotd  of :  or  whether  Nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 

From  th'Cask  to  th'Cufhion :  but  commanding  peace 
Even  with  the  fame  aufterity  and  garb, 

As  he  controll'd  the  warr.  But  one  of  thefe 
(  As  he  hath  [pices  of  them  all )  not  all, 

For  I  dare  fofarrfree  him,  made  him  feared, 
So,  hated  and  fo  banifh'd  :  but  he  ha's  a  Merit 
To  choik  it  in  the  utt'rance :  So  our  Virtues, 
Lie  in  ̂ 'interpretation  of  the  time, 
And  power  unto  it  felf  moft  commendable, 
Huh  not  a  Tomb  fo  evident  as  a  Chair 

T'ex'to!  what  it  hath  done. 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire;  oneNail,  one  Nail ; 

Rights  by  rights  fouler,  ftrengths  by  ftrengths  do  fail. 

Come  let's  away  :  when  Cams  Rome  is  thine, 
Thou  art  poor'ft  ofall;then  lhortly  art  thou  mmz.Exeunt 

ABus  Quintus. 

Enter  Meneniuf,  Cominim^  Siciniusy  Brutus, 
the  two  Tribunes,  with  others. 

Menen.  No,  He  not  go  :  you  hear  what  he  hath  faid 

Which  was  fometime  his  General  •'  who  loved  hira 

In  a  moft  dear  particular.  Hecall'd  me  Father : 

But  what  o'that  ?  Go  you  that  banifh'd  him 
A  mile  before  his  Tent,  fall  down  and  kneel 

The  way  into  his  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  lie  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 
Menen.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yer  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name : 

I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.  Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to :  Forbad  all  Names , 
He  was  a  kind  of  Nothing,  Titlelefs, 

Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  a'th'fire  - Of  burning  Rome. 

Menen.  Why,  fo :  you  havi-made  good  work : 

A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  wrack 'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  Coals  cheap :  A  Noble  memory. 

Com.  I  minded  him,  how  Royal  'twas  to  pardon When  it  was  lefs  expe&ed.  He  replyed, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  State 

To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 
Menen.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 
Com.  I  offered  to  awaken  his  regard 

For's  private  Friends.  His  anfwer  to  me  waS 
He  could  not  ftay  to  pick  them,  in  a  pile 

Of  noyfom  mufty  Chaff.  He  faid,  'twas  folly 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unborn* 

And  ftill  to  nofe  th'offence. 
Menen.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 

I  am  one  of  thofe :  his  Mother,  Wife,  his  Child, 
And  this  brave  Fellow  too :  we  are  the  Grains, 
You  are  the  Mufty  Chaff,  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  Moon.  We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sicin.  Nay,  pray  be  patient :  If  you  refufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 

Upbraid's  with  ourdiftrefs  Butfure  if  you 
Would  be  your  Countries  Pleader,  your  good  tongue 
More  than  the  inftant  Army  we  can  make 

Might  flop  our  Countryman. 
Menen.  No :  lie  not  meddle. 

Sicin.  Pray  you  go  to  him. 
Menen.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  Love  din  do^ 
For  Rome,  towards  Martius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay  that  Martius  return  me, 

As  Cominius  is  return'd,  unheard  :  what  then  > 
But  as  a  difcontented  Friend,  grief-fhot 

With  his  unkindnefs.  Say't  be  fo  > 
Skin.  Yet  your  good  will 

Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  He  undertak't : 
I  think  he'l  hear  me.  Yet  to  bite  his  lip, 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me* 
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He  was  not  taken  well,  he  had  notdin'd, 
The  Veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  powt  upon  the  Morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive ;  but  when  we  have  ftufft 

Theie  Pipes,  and  thefe  Conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  Wine  and  feeding,  we  have  fuppler  Souls 
Than  in  our  Prieft-like  Fafts :  therefore  He  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  requeft  , 
And  then  He  fet  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  rode  into  his  kindnefs, 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith  He  prove  h;m, 
Speed  how  it  will.  I  flaall  ere  long  have  knowledge 

Ofmyfuccefs.  Exit. 

Com.  He'l  never  hear  him. 
Sicln.  Not .? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  do's  fit  in  Gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  :  and  his  Injury 

The  Gaoler  to  his  pitty.  I  kneel'd  before  him, 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  faid  Rife  :  difmift  me 
Thus  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.  What  he  would  do 
He  fent  in  writing  after  me :  what  he  would  not, 
Bound  with  an  Oath  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  Noble  Mother, 
And  his  Wife  (  who  as  I  hear )  mean  to  folicite  him 

For  mercy  to, his  Country  :  therefore  let  s  hence, 
And  with  our  fair  intreaties  haft  them  on.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch  or  Guard. 

1  Wat.  Stay :  whence  are  you? 

2  Wat.  Stand,*and  go  back. ' 

Men.  You  guard  like  men,  'tis  well.But  by  your  leave 
I  am  anOfficer  of  State, 5c  come  to  fpeak  mthCoriolanus. 

1 .  From  whence  f  Men.  From  Rome. 

r.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return  :  our  General 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2.  You'l  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd  with  fire,  before 
You'l  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  Friends, 
If  you  have  heard  your  General  talk  of  Rome^ 
And  of  his  Friends  there,  it  is  Lots  to  Blanks, 

My  name  hath  toucht  your  ears  :  it  is  Menenius. 
1 .  Be  it  fo,  go  back :  the  virtue  of  your  name  , 

Is  not  here  paflable. 
Men.  1  tell  the  Fellow, 

Thy  General  is  my  Lover :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  Acts,  whence  men  have  read 

His  Fame  unparallel'd,  happily  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  Friends, 

(  Of  whom  he's  chief  )  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Wotild  without  lapfing  fuffer :  Nay,  fometimes, 
Like  to  a  Bowl  upon  afubtil  ground 
I  have  tumbled  paft  the  throw :  and  in  his  praife 

Have  (almoft)  ftampt  the  Leafing.  Therefore  Fellow, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  paft. 

u  Faith  Sir,if  you  had  told  as  many  lyes  in  his  behalf, 
as  you  have  uttered  words  in  your  own,  you  fhould  not 
pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lye,  as  to 
live  chaftly.  Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Prithee  fellovv,remember  my  name  is  Menemtu, 

alwaycs  fa&ionary  on  the  party  of  your  General. 
2.  Howfoevcr  you  have  been  his  Lyar,  as  you  fay  you 

have,  I  am  one  that  telling  true  under  him, muft  fry  you 

cannot  pafs.  Therefore  go  back. 
Men.  Ha's  he  din'd  can'ft  thou  tell?  For  I  would  not 

fpeak  with  him,  till  after  dinner, 
i.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 

Men.  I  am  as  thy  General  is. 

i.  Then  you  fhouldhate  Rome,  as  he  do's.  Can  you, 
when  you  have  pufht  out  your  gates,  the  very  Defender 
of  them,  and  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,  given  your 
enemy  your  fhield,  think  to  front  his  revenges  with  the 
eafic  groans  of  old  women,  the  Virginal  palms  oE  your 
daughters ,  or  with  the  palfied  interceftion  of  fuch  a  de- 

cay'd  Dotant  as  you  feem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow out  the  intended  fire,your  City  is  ready  to  flame  in,wtth 
fuch  weak  breath  as  this?No,you  are  deceiv'd,  therefore 
back  to  Rome,  and  prepare  for  your  execution:  you  are 
condemn'd,  our  General  has  fvvorn  you  out  of  reprieve and  pardon. 

Men.  Sirra,  if  the  Captain  knew  I  were  here,' He  would  ufe  me  with  eftimation. 

i.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not. 
Men.  I  mean  thy  General. 

t.  My  General  cares  not  for  you.  Back  I  fay,  go:  left 

I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood.  Back,  that's  the  ut- moft  of  your  having,  back. 

Men.  Nay  but  Fellow,  Fellow. 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Atsjfidififl 

Corio.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now  you  Companion.-  He  fay  an  arrant  for  you: 

you  fhall  know  now  that  I  am  in  eftimat'on  :  you  fhall 
perceive,  that  a  Jack  gardant  cannot  office  me  from  my 
Son  Coriolanus,  guefs  but  my  entertainment  with  himrif 
thou  ftand'ft  noti'th'State  of  hanging,  or  of  fome  death 
more  long  in  Spe£tatorfhip,and  crueller  infuffering,be- 

hold  now  prefently,andfwoond  for  what's  to  come  upon 
thee.  The  glorious  Gods  fit  in  hourly  Synod  about  thy 

particular  profperity,and  love  thee  no  worfe  than  thy  old 

Father  Menenitudo's.  O  my  Son,  my  Son  /  thou  art  pre- 
paring fire  for  us :  look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it. 

I  was  hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee :  but  being  affured 
none  but  my  felf  could  move  thee,  I  have  been  blown 

out  of  your  Gates  with  fighs :  and  conjure  thee  to  par- 
don Rome,  and  thy  petitionary  Countrymen.  The  good 

Gods  aflwage  thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of  it ,  upon 
this  Varlet  here  :  This,  who  like  a  block  hath  denyed 

my  accefs  to  thee. Corio.  Away. 

Men.  How?  Away  ? 

Corio.  Wife,  Mother,  Child,  I  know  not.  My  affairs 
Are  fervanted  to  others:  Though  I  owe 

My  revenge  properly,  my  remillion  lies 
In  Volcean  brefts.  That  we  have  been  familiar, 

Ingrateforgetfulnefs  fhall  po  fon  rather 
Than  pitty  :  Note  how  much,  therefore  be  gone? 
Mine  ears  againft  your  futes,  are  ftronger  than 

Your  gates  againft  my  force.  Yet  for  I  loved  thee, 
Take  this  along,  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 
And  would  have  fent  it.  Another  word  Menemtu, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak.  This  man  Aujjidiut 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  :  yet  thou  behold'ft— - 
Auf.  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  Exeunt. 

Manent  the  Guard  and  Menenltti, 

i.  Now  fir,  is  your  name  Menenlus  ? 

2  Tis  a  fpell  you  fee  of  much  power : 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1.  Do  you  hear  how  we'  are  fhent  for  keeping  your 
greatnefs  back  ? 

2.  Wiiat  caufe  do  you  think  I  have  to  fwoond  ? 

Men.  I  neither  care  for  th'world  ,  nor  your  General : 
for  fuch  things  as  you  J  can  fcarce  th'nk  ther's  any,  y'are 

fo  flight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  dye  by  himfelf ,  fears  it  ' 
not 
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not  from  another :  Let  your  General  do  his  worft.  For 

you,  be  that  you  are  ,  long;  and  yourmifery  encfeafe 
with  your  age.  I  fay  to  you,  as  I  was  faid  to,  Away.  Exit. 

i.  A  Noble  Fellow  1  warrant  him. 

a  The  worthy  Fellow  is  our  General.  He's  the  Rock , 
The  Oak  not  to  be  winde-ftuken.  Exit  Watch. 

Enter  Coriolanus  ani  Auffidim. 
Corio.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to  morrow 

Set  down  our  Hoaft.  My  partner  in  this  A&ion 

You  muft  report  to  th'  Volcian  Lords,  how  plainly I  have  Born  this  Bufinefs. 

Aitf.  Only  their  ends  you  have  refpe&ed. 
Stopt  your  ears  againft  the  general  fute  of  Rome  : 
Never  admitted  a  privat  whifper,no  not  with  fuch  friends 
That  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Corio.  This  laft  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  cfack'd  heart  I  have  fcnr  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me,  above  the  meafure  of  a  Father, 
Nay  godded  me  indeed.  Their  lateft  refuge, 
Was  to  fend  him  for  whofe  old  love  I  have 

(Though  I  ftiew'd  fowrly  to  him  )  once  more  offer'd 
The  firft  Conditions  which  they  did  refufe , 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  onely, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more:  Avery  little 
I  haveyeeldedto.  Frelh  Embafles,  andSutes, 
Nor  from  the  State,  nor  private  friends  heereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to.  Ha  ?  what  fhout  is  this?  Shout  within 

Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  myvow 

In  the  fame  time'  tis  made  ?  I  will  not. 
Enter  Virgilia^olnmnia^Valeria^ong  Martitts; 

with  Attendants. 

My  wife  comes  formoft,  then  the  honour'd  mould 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  Grandchilde  to  her  blood.  But  our  arfe&ion, 

All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature-break; 
Let  it  be  Virtuous  to  be  Obftinate. 

What  is  that  Curt'fie  worth  f  Or  thofe  Doves  eyes , Which  can  make  Gods  forfworn  ?  I  melt ,  and  am  not 

Of  Wronger  earth  than  others :  my  Mother  bows, 

As  if  Oljmfm  to  a  Mole-hill  fhould 
In  fupplication  Nod:  and  my  young  Boy 
Hath  an  afpeft  of  interceffion,  which  , 
Great  Nature  cries,  Deny  not.  Let  the  Volcies 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy ,  He  never 
Be  fuch  a  Gofling  to  obey  inftinft  :  but  ftand 
As  if  a  man  wereAuthor  of  himfelf,&  knew  no  other  kin. 

Virgil.  My  Lord  and  Husband. 
Corio.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  in  Rome. 

Virg.  The  forrow  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd 
Makes  you  think  fo. 

Corio.  Like  a  dull  A&or  now,  I  have  forgot  my  part, 
And  I  am  out,  even  to  a  full  Difgrace.Beft  of  my  Flefh, 
Forgive  my  Tyranny  :  but  do  not  fay, 
For  that  forgive  our  Romans.  O  a  kifs 

Long  as  my  Exile,  fweet  as  my  Revenge  / 
Now  by  the  jealous  Queen  of  Heaven,  that  kifs 
I  carried  from  thee  dear ;  and  my  true  Lip 

Hath  Virgin'd  it  ere  fince.  You  Gods,  I  pray, And  the  moll  Noble  Mother  of  the  world 

Leave  unfaluted :  Sink  my  knee  ith'earth  ;  Kneels. 
Of  thy  deep  duty,  more  impreffton  (hew 
Than  that  of  common  Sons. 

Volum.  Oh  ftand  up  Weft.' 
Whil'ft  with  nofofter  Cufliion  than  the  Flint 
I  kneel  before  thee,  and  unproperly 
Shew  duty  as  miftaken,  all  this  while, 

Between  the  Child,  and  Parent. 

Corio.  What's  this?  your  knees  to  me  ? 
To  your  Corrected  Son  ? 
Then  let  the  Pibbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillop  the  Starrs :  Then,  let  the  mutinous  winds 

Strike  the  proud  Cedars  "againft  the  fiery  Sun  : 
Murd'ring  impoffibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

.  V ilwn.  Thou  art  my  Warriour,  I  hope  to  frame  thee, 
Do  you  know  this  Lady  f 

Corio.  The  Noble  Sifter  of  Publicola ; 
The  Moon  of  Rome  :  Chaft  as  the  Ificle 

That's  curdied  by  the  Froft ,  from  pureft  Snow, 
And  hangs  on  Dims  Temple  :  Dear  Valeria. 
V olttm.  This  is  a  poor  Epitome  of  yours , 

Which  by  th'interpretation  of  full  time, 
May  fliew  like  all  your  felf. 

Corio.  The  God  of  Souldiers , 

With  the  confent  of  fupfeme  Jove,  inform 

Thy  thoughts  with  Noblenefs,  that  thou  maift  prove 

To  flume  unvulnerable,  and  ftrike  i'th'Wafrs 
Like  a  great  Sea-mark  {landing  every  flaw, 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee. 
V 9lum.  Your  knee,  Sirrah. 

Corio.  That's  my  brave  boy. 
V ilum.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  Lady ,  and  my  felf, 

Are  Suterstoyou. 
Corio.  I  befeech  you  peace  : 

Or  if  yould  ask,  remember  this  before  ; 
The  thing  I  have  forfworn  to  grant ,  may  never 
Be  held  by  your  denials.  Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  my  Souldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Romes  Mechanicks.  Tell  me  not 

Wherein  I  leem  unnatural :  Defire  not  t'allay 
My  Rages  and  Revenges,with  your  colder  reafons. 
V ilunt.  Oh  no  more,  no  more  : 

You  have  faid  you  will  not  grant  us  any  thing : 
For  we  have  nothing  elfeto  ask,  but  that 

Which  you  deny  already  :  yet  we  will  ask, 
That  if  you  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 

May  hang  upon  your  hardnefs,  therefore  hear  us. 

Corio.  AufiidiHs,  and  you  Volcies,  mark,  for  we'l 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private.  Your  requeft  ? 

Volum.  Should  we  be  filent  8c  not  fpeak,our  Raiment 
And  ftate  of  Bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  fince  thy  Exile.  Think  with  thy  felf, 
How  more  unfortunate  than  living  women 

Are  we  come  hither ;  fince  that  thy  fight,  which  (houlc 
Make  our  eys  flow  with  joy:  hearts  dance  with  comforts. 
Conftrains  them  weep,and  ftiake  with  fear  and  forrow 
Making  the  Mother,  Wife,  and  Child  to  fee, 
The  Son,  the  Husband,  and  the  Father  tearing 
His  Countries  Bowels  out :  and  to  poor  we 

Thine  enmities  moft  capital  •  Thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  Gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.  For  how  can  we  > 
Alas !  how  can  we,  for  our  Country  pray  ? 

Whereto  we  are  bound,  together  with  thy  victory , 
Whereto  we  are  bound :.  Alack,  or  we  muft  lofe 
The  Country  our  dear  Nurfe  ,  or  elfe  thy  perfon 
Our  comfort  in  the  Country.  We  muft  find 
An  evident  Calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wifh,  which  fide  fliould  win.  For  either  thou 
Muft  as  a  Forein  Recreant  be  led 

With  Manacles  through  our  ftreets,or  elfe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  Countries  ruine, 
And 
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And  bear  the  Palm  ,  for  hiving  bravely  llied 
Thy  Wife  and  Childrens  blood  :  For  my  felf,  Sonn , 
I  purpofe  not  to  w.;ite  on  Fortune,  till 
Thefe  warrs  determin  :  if  I  cannot  perfwadethee 
Rather  to  fhew  a  Noble  grace  to  both  parts 
Than  feek  the  end  of  one  ;  thou  fhalt  no  fooner 

March  to  affault  thy  Country,  than  to  tread 

( Truft  to't ,  thou  Shalt  not)  on  thy  Mothers  wombs 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Virg.  I,  and  mine,  brought  you  forth  this  boy, 
To  keep  your  name  living  to  time. 

Boy.  A  fhall  not  tread  on  me  s  lie  run  away 

Till  I  am  bigger,  but  then  He  fight. 
Corlo.  Not  of  a  womans  tendemefs  to  be 

Requires  nor  Childe,  nor  womans  face  to  fee: 
I  have  fate  too  long. 

Volnm.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus: 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans  ,  thereby  to  deftroy 

The  Voices  whom  you  ferve ,  you  might  condemn  us 
As  poyfonous  of  your  Honour.  No,  our  fute 
is  chat  you  reconcile  them:  While  the  Voices. 

Miy  fay,  this  mercy  we  have  fhew'd  :  the  Romans, 
This  we  receiv'd,  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  All-halle  to  thee,  and  cry  be  Bleft 

'  For  making  up  this  peace.  Thou  khow'ft  (  great  Sonn  ) 
The  end  of  Warr's  uncertain:  but  this  certain, 
That  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  fhalt,  thereby  reapyis  fuch  a  name 

Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  Curfcs : 
Whofe  Chronicle  thus  writ,  The  man  was  Noble, 

But  with  his  Lift  Attempt,he  w;p'd  it  out, 
Deftroy'd  his  Country,  and  his  name  remains 
To  th'infuing  Age,  abhorr'd.  Speak  to  me  Son: 
Thou  haft  affected  the  five  (trains  of  Honor, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  Gods. 

To  tear  with  Thunder  the  wide  Cheeks  a'th'  Ayr , 
And  yet  to  change  thy  Sulphure  with  aBoult. 

That  fho aid  but  rive  an  Oak.  Why  do'ft  not  fpeak? 
Think'ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  Noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs  ?  Daughter,  Speak  you  : 
He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.  Speak  thou  Boy, 
Perhaps  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 
Than  can  our  Renfons.  There  is  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to's  Mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 
Like  one  i'th'  Stocks.  Thou  haft  never  in  thy  life, 
Shewed  thy  deer  Mother  any  curtefie, 

When  foe  (  poor  Hen  )  fon'd  of  no  fecond  brood 
Ha's  cluck'd  thee  to  the  Warrs,  and  f.ifely  home 

Loden  with  Honour.  Say  my  Requeft's  unjuft, 
And  fpurn  me  back  :  But  if  it  be  not  fo 
Thou  art  not  honeft,  and  the  Gods  will  plague  thee 

That  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  Duty  which 
To  a  Mothers  part  belongs.  He  turns  away  : 
Down  Ladies  I  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  knees 

To  his  fur-name  Corlolanm  longs  more  pride 
Than  pitty  to  our  Prayers.  Down  :  an  end,. 
This  is  the  laft.  So,  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  dye  among  our  Neighbours :  Nay  behold's, 
Th;s  Boy  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowship, 

Doe's  renfonour  Petition  with  more  ftr  ;ngth, 
Than  thou  haft  to  deny 'r.  Come,  let  us  go : 
This  Fellow  had  a  Volcean  to  his  Mother  : 
His  Wife  is  in  Conolusy  and  his  Childe 

Like  him  by  chance  :  yet  give  us-our  difpatch: 
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I  am  hufht  until  ourCity  be  afire,&then  He  fpeak  a  little. 
Holds  her  by  the  hand  ftlent. 

Corlo.  o  Mother,  Mother ! 

What  have  you  done  ?  Behold,  the  Heavens  do  ope, 
The  Gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  Scene 

They  laugh  at.  Oh  my  Mother,  Mother:  Oh  [ 
You  have  wonn  a  happy  Victory  to  Rome. 
But  for  your  Son,  beleeve  it :  Oh  beleeve  ir, 

Moft  dangeroufly  you  have  with  him  prevail'd, 
If  not  moft  mortal  to  him.  But  let  it  come  : 

■duffiJwsy  though  I  cannot  make  true  Warrs, 
He  frame  convenient  peace.  Now  good  Anjfidiuf, 
Were  you  in  my  fteed,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs?  or  granted  lefs  Anffidin^ 

Auf.  I  was  mov'd  withall. 
Corlo.  I  dare  be  fvvorn  you  were 

And  fir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  fweat  companion.  But  (good  lir) 

What  peace  you'l  make,  advife  me:  For  my  part, He  not  to  Rome,  He  back  with  you  ,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  me  in  this  caufe.  O  Mother.'  Wife ! 

Auf.  1  am  glad  thou  haft  fet  thy  mercy,  &  thy  Honor 
A  difference  in  thee Out  of  that  He  work 

My  felf  a  former  Fortune. 
Corio.  I  by  and  by;  But  we  will  drink  together : 

And  you  fhall  bear 
A  better  witnefs  back  than  words,  which  we 

On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-feal'd. 
Come  enter  with  us :  Ladies  you  deferve 
To  have  a  Temple  built  you  :  All  the  Swords 
In  Italy,  and  her  Confederate  Arms 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinitis.  (ftone? 

Mene.  See  you  yon'd  Coin  a'th'  Capitol,  yon'd  corner 
Sicin.  Why  what  of  that? 
Mene.  If  it  be  poflible  for  you  to  difplace  it  with  your 

little  finger,there  is  fomehope  theLadies  of  Rome,efpe- 
cially  his  Mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  fay,  there 

is  no  hope  in 't,  our  throats  are  fentenc'd,  and  ftay  upon execution. 

Skin.  Is't  po(Tible,thatfo  fhort  a  time  can  alter  the condition  of  a  man. 

Mene.  There  is  difference  between  a  Grub  &  a  But- 

terfly, yet  your  Butterfly  was  a  Grub :  this  Martius,[s 

grown  from  Man  to  Dragon  :  He  has  wiugs,  hee's  more 
than  a  creeping  thing. 

Sicin.  He  lov'd  his  Mother  dearly. 
Mene.  So  did  he  me and  he  no  more  remembers  his 

Mother  now,than  an  eight  years  old  horfe ,  The  tartnefs 
of  his  face,  fours  ripe  Grapes.  When  he  walks,he  moves 

like  an  Engine,  and  the  ground  fhrinks  before  his  Trea- 
ding. He  is  able  to  peirce  a  Corflet  with  h<s  eye :  Talks 

like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  Battery.  He  fits  in  his  State 
as  a  thing  made  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be  done  is 
finifht  with  his  bidding.  He  wants  nothing  of  a  God  but 
Eternitie,and  a  Heaven  to  Throne  in. 

Sicin.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 
Mene.  I  paint  him  in  the  Character.  Mark  what  mer- 
cy his  Mother  fhall  bring  from  him :  There  is  no  more 

mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  milk  in  a  male-Tyger,  that 
fhall  our  poor  City  find  :  and  all  this  is  long  of  you. 

Sic '».  The  Gods  be  good  unto  us. 
Mwe.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  Gods  will  not  bee  good 

unto  us.  When  we  banifh'd  him,vve  refpe&ed  not  them : 
and  he  returning  to  break  our  necks,they  refpec-t  not  us. 

Enter  a  Mejfcnger, 

Mef. 
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Mef.  Sir,  if  you'ld  fave  your  life  flye  to  your  Houfe, 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  Fellow  Tribune, 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  ;  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  Ladies  bring  no:  comfort  home  , 

They'l  give  him  death  by  Inches. 
Enter  another  Meffengtr. 

Sicin.  What's  the  News  ?  (prevayi'd, 
Mef.  Good  News,  good  news,  the  Ladies  have 

The  Volciansare  diflodg'd,  and  Martins  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 

No,  not  th'  expulfion  of  the  Tarqmns. 
Sicin.  Friend,  art  thou  certain  this  is  true  ? 

Is'tmoft  certain?; 
Mef.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  Sun  is  fire : 

Where  have  you  lurk'd  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 
Ne're  through  an  Arch  fo  hurried  the  blown  Tide 

As  the  recomforted  through  th'  gates.  Why  heark  you  ? 
Trumpets,Hoboyes,  Drums  beat,  altogether. 

The  Trumpets,  Sack-buts,  Pfalteries,  and  Fifes, 
Tabors,and  Cymboles,and  the  fhowting Romans, 
Make  the  Sun  dance.  Heark  you.         A  fhout  within. 

Mtne.  This  is  good  News  • 
I  will  go  meet  the  Ladies.  This  Volumnia, 
Is  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 

A  City  full:  Of  Tribunes  fuch  as  you, 

A  Sea  and  Land  full:  you  have  pray'd  well  to  day: 
This  Morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats, 

~'de  not  have  given  a  da>it.  Heark,  how  they  joy. Sound  Bill  with  the  Shouts. 

Sicin.  Firft,  the  Gods  blefs  you  for  your  tydings: 
Next,  accept  my  thankefulnefs. 

Mef.  Sir. we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thanks. 
Sicin.  They  are  neer  the  City? 
Mef.  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. 

Sicin.  Wee'l  meet  them  and  help  the  joy.  Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Senators,  with  Ladies faffing  over 
the  Stage,  with  other  Lords. 

Sena.  Behold  our  Patronnefs,  the  life  of  Rome  : 

Call  all  your  Tribes  together,  praife  the  Gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires,  ftrow  Flowers  before  them: 

Vnfhoot  the  noifethat  banifh'd  Martius; 
Repeal  him,  with  the  welcome  of  his  Mother: 
Cry  welcome  Ladies,  welcome. 

All.  Welcome  Ladies,  welcome.  Exeunt. 
A  Flourifh  with  Drums  &  Trumpets. 

Enter  Tullut  Aujfiditts,  with  Attendants. 

Auf.  Go  tell  the  Lords  a'th'  City,I  am  here: 
Deliver  them  this  Paper :  having  read  it, 

Bid  them  repair  to  th'  Market  place,  Where  I 
Even  in  theirs,  and  in  the  Commons  ears, 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.  Him  I  accufe; 

The  City  Ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  t'appear  before  the  People,  hoping 
To  purge  himfelf  with  words.  Difpatch. 

Enter  5  or  4  Confpirators  of  Auffiditis  Fatlion. 
Mod  Welcome.  ' 

1 .  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General? 

Auf.  Even  fo/as  with  a  man  by  his  own  Alms  im- 

poyfon'd,  and  with  his  Charity  (lain. 
2  Con.  Molt  Noble  Sir,  If  you  do  hold  the  fame  intent 

Wherein  you  wifht  us  parties :  Wee'l  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Auf.  Sir  I  cannot  tell, 

We  mr.fi  proceed  as  we  do  finde  the  People. 

3.  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whil'ft 
Twixt  you  there's  difference:  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  Survivor  heyr  of  all. 

Auf.  1  know  it: 
And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him,  admits 

A  good  conftruclion.  I  rais'd  him,  and  I  pavvn'd 
Mine  Honor  for  his  truth:  who  being  fo  heighten'd, 
He  watered  his  new  Plants  with  dews  of  Flatteric, 
Seducing  fo  my  Friends:  and  to  this  end, 
He  bowd  his  Nature,  never  known  before, 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayable,  and  free. 

3.  Confp.  Sir,  his  ftoutnefs 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 
By  lack  of  (looping. 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of : 

Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  Harth, 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  Throat:  I  took  him, 

Made  him  joynt-fervant  with  me:  Gave  him  way 
In  all  his  owne  defires:  Nay,  let  him  choofe 

Out  of  my  Files,  his  projects  to  accomplish, 
My  bett  and  frefheft  men,  fervd  his  defignements 
In  mine  own  perfon :  hope  to  reap  the  Fame 
Which  he  did  end  all  his;  and  took  fome  pride 

To  do  my  felf  this  wrong;  Till  at  the  laft 

1  feem'd  his  Follower ,  nor  Partner}  and 

He  wag'd  me  with  his  Countenance,  as  if I  had  been  Mercenary. 

1.  Con.  So  he  did  my  Lord : 

The  Army  marveyled  at  it,  and  in  the  laft 

When  he  had  carried  Rome,  and  that  we  look'd 
For  no  lefs  Spoil,  than  Glory — . 

Auf.  There  was  it  : 
For  which  my  finewes  fhall  be  ftretcht  upon  him, 
At  a  few  drops  of  Worsens  rhewm,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  Lies;  he  fold  the  Blood  and  Labour 

Of  our  great  Action-,  therefore  fhall  he  dye, 

And  He  renew  me  in  his  fall.  But  'heark. 
Drums  and  Trumpets  found,  with  great 

fhowts  of  the  people. 

1  Con.  Your  Native  Town  you  enter'd  like  a  Pofte, 
And  had  no  welcomes  home,  but  he  returns 

Splitting  the  Ayr  with  noyfe.  • 
2.  Con.  And  patient  Fools, 

Whofe  children  he  hath  (lain,  their  bafe  throats  tear 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3.  Con.  Therefore  at  your  vantage, 
Ere  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 

With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  Sword : 
Which  he  will  fecond,  when  he  lies  along 

After  your  way.  His  Tale  pronoune'd,  fhall  bury 
His  Reafons,  with  his  Body. 

Auf.  Say  no  more.  Here  come  the  Lords. 
Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

All  Lords.You  are  moft  welcome  home. 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But  worthy  Lords,  have  you  with  heed  perufed 
What  I  have  written  to  you? 

A  I.  We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear't. What  faults  he  made  before  the  laft,  I  thinke 

Might  have  found  eafie  Fines:  But  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  Levies,  anfwering  us 

With  our  own  charge :  making  a  Treatie,  where 
There  was  a  yeelding;  this  admits  no  excufe.  , 

Attf. 
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Auf.  He  approaches,,you  ili.il I  hear  him. 
Enter  Conolanns  Marching  with  Drum,  apd  Colours. The 

■   Commoners  being  with  him. 

I    Corlo.  Hail  Lords,  I  am  return'd,  your  Souldier : 
No  more  infecled  with  my  Countries  love 
Than  when  I  parted  hence  :  but  {till  fubfiftirig 
Under  your  great  Command.  You  are  to  know, 
That  protperbiifly  1  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  pillage  led  your  Warrs,  even  to 

The  gates  of  Rome  :  Our  fpoils  we  have  brought  home 
Doth  more  than  Counterpoize  a  full  third  part 
The  charges  of  the  Action.  W e  have  made  peace 
With  no  lefs  Honour  to  the  Antiates 

Than  flume  to  th'Romms.  And  we  here  deliver 

Subfcrib  d  by  th'ConluIs,and  Patricians, 
Together  with  the  Seal  a'th'  Scnat,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

Auf.  Read  it  not  Noble  Lords, 
But  tell  the  Tnitot  in  the  highelt  degree 

He  hath  abus'd  your  Powers. Corlo.  Traitor  ?  How  now  > 

'A$$f.  I  Traitor,  Martins. 
Cor*  ?:i>vffini  ? 

Auf.  I  Martin.,  Cam  Man  fat :  Do'ft  thou  think 
He  grace  thee  with  that  Robbery,  thy  ftoln  name 

Cor'iolanus  in  Corialu  ? 

You  Lords  and  Head  a'th'State,  perfidioufly 
He  ha's  betray'd  your  bufinefs,  and  given  up 
For  certain  drops  of  Salt,  your  City  Rome , 
I  fay  your  City,  to  his  Wife  and  Mother, 
Breaking  his  Oach  and  Resolution  like 
A  twift  of  rotten  Silk,  never  admitting 

Counlail  a'th*  Warr :  But  at  his  Nurfes  tears 

He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  Viclorie, 
That  Pages  blufti'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wond'ring  each  at  others. 

Corlo.  Hear'il  thou  Mar,  ? 
Auf.  Name  not  the  God,  thou  boy  of  Tears. 
Corio.  Ha  > 

Auf.  No  more, 

Corio.  Meafu-elefs  Lyar  thou  haft  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  whit  contains  it.  Boy  ?  Oh  Slave. 
Pardon  me  Lords,  tis  the  firft  time  that  ever 

I  was  ore  d  to  fcould  Your  judgements  my  grave  Lords 

M-H  give  this  Curr  the  Lye  :  and  his  own  Notion, 
Wno  w  ears  my  (tripes  impreft  upon  him,  that 
Mult  bear  my  beating  to  his  Grave ,  (nail  joyn 
To  tbruft  the  Lye  unto  him. 

i  Lor d.  Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Corlo.  Cut  me  to  pieces  Volcies,  Men  and  Lads, 
Stain  all  your  edges  on  me.  Boy,  falfe  Hound  • 

If  you  have  writ  yoar  Annates  true,  'tis  there, 
That  like  an  Eagle  in  a  Dove-coat,  I 

Flutrer'd  your  Volcians  in  Conolns. 
Alone  I  did  it,  Boy  .' 

Auf.  Why  Noble  Lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  Fortune, 
Which  was  your  flume,  by  this  unholy  Braggart? 
'Fore  your  own  eyes,  and  ears  ? 

All  Confp.  Let  him  dye  for't. 
•    All.  Peopl  .  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently  : 
He  kill'd  my  Son,  my  Daughter,  he  kill'd  my  Colin 
Marcus,  he  kill'd  my  Father. 

2  Lord.  Peace  hoe  :  no  outrage,  peace  : 
The  man  is  Noble,  and  his  Fame  folds  in 
This  Orb  o'th'earth  :  His  laft  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  Judicious  hearing.  Stand  Aufftdins, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Corlo.  O  that  I  had  him,  with  fix  Auffdiuffes3oi  more: 
His  Tribe  to  ufe  my  lawful  Sword. 

Auf.  Infolent  Villain. 

All  Confp.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill, kill  him. 
Bravo  both  the  Conjpirators,  and  kills  Martins ,  who 

falls,  Auffidius  [lands  on  him. 
Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Auf.  My  Noble  Mafters,  hear  me  fpeak. 
1  Lord,  OTulur. 
2  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed,  whereat Valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him  Mafters,  all  be  quiet, 
Pur  up  your  Swords. 

Auf.  My  Lords. 
When  you  iliill  know  (  as  in  this  Rage 

Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot  )  the  greu  danger 
Which  this  mans  life  did  owe  you,  you'l  rejoyce 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.  Pleafe  it  your  Honours 

To  call  me  to  your  Senate,  He  deliver 
My  felf  your  loyal  Servant,  or  endure 
Your  heavieft  Genfure. 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body , 

And  mourn  you  for  him.  Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  Noble  Coarfe,  that  ever  Herald 
Did  follow  to  his  Urn. 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience, 

Takes  from  Auffidius  a  great  part  of  blame  : 
Let's  make  the  Beft  of  it. 

Auf.  My  Rage  is  gone, 
And  I  am  ftruck  with  forrpw.  Take  him  up : 

Help  three  a'th'chiefeft  Souldiers ;  He  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  Drum  that  it  fpeak  mournfully  : 
Trail  your  fteel  Pikes.  Though  in  this  City  he 
Hath  widdowed  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  Injury, 

Yet  he  Hull  have  a  Noble  memory.  Aflift. 

Exeunt  bearing  the  Body  of  Martins.  A  dead  March Sounded. 

FI  3v*  IS, 
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The  Lamentable  Tragedy  of 

Titus  Andronicus. 

qAHus  Trimus.  St&na  Trirna. 

Enter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft.  And  then  enter 
Saturmnus  and  his  Followers  at  one  dore,  and 

Bajfianus  and  bis  Followers  at  the  other , 
with  Drum  &  Colours, 

m 

SatHrn'musr. 
Oble  Patricians,  Patrons  of  my  right. 
Defend  the  juftice  of  my  Caufe  with  Arms. 

And  Country-men  ,  my  loving  Followers, 
Plead  my  SuccelTive  Title  with  your  Swords. 

I  was  the  firft-born  Son,  that  was  the  laft 
That  wore  the  Imperial  Diadem  of  Rome: 
Then  let  my  Fathers  Honours  live  in  me, 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignitie. 

Bajfian.  Romans,  Friends,  Followers* 
Favourers  of  my  Right : 
If  ever  Baffianus,  Cafars  Son, 

Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  Royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  pailage  to  the  Capitol; 
And  futfer  not  Difnonour  to  approach 

Th'Imperial  Seat  to  Virtue :  confecrate 
To  Juftice,  Continence,  and  Nobility  : 
But  let  Defert  in  pure  election  fhine  ; 
And  Romanes,  fight  for  Freedom  in  your  Choice. 

Enter  Marctts  Andron'cus  aloft  with  the  Crown. 

Princes,  that  ftrive  by  Factions,  and  my  Friends, 
Ambitioufly  for  Rule  and  Emperie  : 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome  for  whom  we  ftand 
A  fpecial  Party,  have  by  Common  voice 
In  Election  for  the  Romane  Emperie, 

ChofuU  Andronicus,  Sur-nam'd  Pius, 
For  many  good  and  great  delerts  to  Rome. 
A  Nobler  man,  a  braver  Warriour, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  the  City  Walls. 
He  by  the  Senate  is  accitsd  home 
From  weary  Warrs  againft  the  barbarous  Gothes, 
That  with  his  Sons  (  a  terror  to  our  Foes  ) 

Hath  yoak'd  a  Nation  ftrong,  train'd  up  in  Arms. 
Ten  years  are  fpent,fince  firft  he  undertook 
This  Caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  arms 

Our  Enemies  pride.  Five  times  he  hath  return'd 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  Sons 
In  Coffins  from  the  Field. 

And  now  at  laft,  laden  with  Honors  Spoyls, 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 

"Renowned  7 ifttr}  ftourifhing  in  Arms. 

Let  us  intreat,  by  Honour  of  hi ;  Name 
Whom  ( worthily)  you  would  have  now  fucced, 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  Senates  right, 

Whom  you  pretend  to  honor  and  adore, 

That  you  withdraw  you,  and'abate  your  Strength, 
Difmifs  your  Followers,  and  as  Saters  fhould , 
Plead  your  Deferts  in  Peace  and  Humblenefs. 

Satumin.  How  fair  the  Tribune  (peaks, 

To  calm  my  thoughts. 

Bajfia.  Marcus  Anironius^  fo  I  do  affie 

In  thy  uprightnefs  and  Integrity  : 
And  fo  I  Love  and  honor  thee,  and  thine, 

Thy  Noble  Brother  Titus,  and  his  Sons, 
And  her  (to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all ) 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Romes  rich  Ornament, 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  Friends : 

And  to  my  Fortunes,  and  the  Peoples  Favour, 

Commit  my  Caufe  in  ballance  to  be  weigh'd. 

£.y.  Souldiers. Saturn'm.  Friends  that  have  been 
Thus  forward  in  my  Right, 

I  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all, 
And  to  the  Love  and  Favour  of  ray  Countrey , 

Commit  my  Self,  my  Perfon,  and  the  Caufe : 
Rome,  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me, 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 

Open  the  Gates,  and  let  me  in. 
Bajfia.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  Competitor. 

They  go  up  Into  the  Senate-koufe. 

Enter  a  Captain. 

Cap.  Romans  make  way :  the  good  Andtonlcw, 
Patron  of  Virtue,  Romes  Deft  Champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  Battels  that  he  fights, 

With  Honour  and  with  Fortune  is  return'd , 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  Sword, 

And  brought  to  yoke  the  Enemies  of  Rome, 

Sound  Drums  dnd  Trumpets.  And  then  Enter  two  of  Tittu 
Sons ;  After  them ,  two  men  bearing  a  Coffin  covered 
with  hlacl^,  then  two  other  Sons.  After  them,  Titus 
Andronicus  ,aud  then  T amor  a  the  Queen  of  Got.hes,  and 

her  two  Sons,  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  with  Aaron  the 
Moor,  and  others,  as  many  as  can  be :  They  fet  down 
the  Coffin,  and  Titus  ff>eakj. 

Andronicus.  Hail  Rome : 

Victorious  in  thy  mourning  Weeds : 

Loe 
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Loe  as  the  Birk  that  huh  difcharg'd  his  fraught, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  Bay, 

From  whence  at  firft  fhe  weigh'd  her  Anchorage : 
Commeth  Andronicns  bound  with  Lawrel  bowes, 
To  refalute  his  Country  with  his  tears, 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome, 

Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  Rites  that  we  intend. 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  Valiant  Sons, 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  poor  remains  alive  and  dead  \ 

Thefe  that  Survive,  let  Rome  reward  with  Love : 
TheTe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home, 
With  burial  amongft  their  Anceftors. 
Here  Gothes  have  given  me  leave  to  fheath  my  Sword 
Titus  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own, 

Why  fuffer'ft  thou  thy  Sons  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhoreof  Styx? 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  Brethren. 

They  open  the  Tomb. 
There  greet  in  filence  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  deep  in  peace,  flain  in  jpur  Countries  warrs : 
6  facred  receptacle  of  my  joyes, 
,Sweet  Cell  of  virtue  and  Nobility, 

'  How  many  Sons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  ftore, 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Goth:s, . 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile 
Ad  mams  fra.tr urn,  facrifice  his  flefh  , 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  oi  their  bones , 

That  fo  the'fhadowsbe  not  unappeas'd, 
Nor  wedifturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  Nobleft  thatfurvives, 
The  eldeft  Son  of  this  diftrelTed  Queen. 

Tarn.  Stay  Roman  brethren,  gracious  Conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  true  the  tears  I  fried, 
A  Mothers  tears  in  patfion  for  her  fbn : 

And  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
Oh  think  my  fons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 

To  b;autifie  thy  Triumphs,  and  return 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoak  ; 
But  mull  my  fons  be  flaughtred  in  the  ftreets, 
For  Valiant  doings  in  their  Countries  caufe  > 

O  !  If  to  fight  for  "King  and  Common-weal, 
;  V Vere  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe : 
An&ronicHs,  i\vA\VLOti\y  Tomb  withbloDd. 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods  ? 

;Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful, 
Sweet  mercy  i£j  Nobilities  true  badge, 

Thrice  Noble*Ttf«r,  (pare  my  firft  born-fon. 
Tit.  Patient  yuir  felf  Madam, and  pardon  me. 

Thefe  are  the  Brethren,  whom  you  Gothes  behold 

'■  Alive  and  dejd>.ahi  for  their  brethren  flain, 

'Religioufly'they,  ask  a  facrifice  ; 
To  this  your'  fon  is.rmrkt,  and  die  he  muft, 
To  appeafe  their  groaning  fhadows, that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him3Andmakeafire  ftraight. 

And  with -our  Swords  upon  a,  pile  of  wood, 

|  Let's  hew  his  limbs  till  they  be  clean  conlum'd. 

Exit.Sons  wv.h  Alarms. 

Tarn.  O  cruel  irreligious  piety. 
Chi.  VVas  ever  Scjihia  half  fo  barbarous  ? 

Bern.  Oppofe  me  Sc)thia  to  ambitions  Rome, 

Alar  bus  go  to  reft,  and  we  furvive, 
To  tremble  under  Titus  threatning  looks, 

Then  Madam  ftand  refolv'd,  but  hope  with  all, 

The  felf  fame  Gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  fharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thjracian  Tyrant  in  his  Tent, 
Miy  favour  Tamora  the  Queen  of  Gothes, 
(  When  Gothes  were  Gothes,andT*»wv*was  Queen) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Enter  the  Sons  of  Andronicus  again. 

Luc,  See  Lord  and  Father,  how  we  have  perform'd 
Our  Roman  rites,  Alarbas  limbs  are  lopr, 
And  intrals  feed  rhe  facrifizing  fire  , 
Whofe  fmoke  like  incenfe  doth  perfume  the  skie. 
Remaineth  nought  but  to  interr  our  Brethren, 
And  with  loud  Larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit,  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronlcus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

Then  Sound  Trumpets,  and  lay  the  Coffins  in  the  Tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here  my  Sons  , 
Romes  readied  Champions,  repofe  you  here  in  reft, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifhaps  : 
Here  lurks  no  Treafon,  here  no  envie  fwells, 

Here  grow  no  damned  grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 
No  noife,  but  filence  and  Eternal  fleep  : 
In  peace  and  Honour  reft  you  here  my  fons. 

Enter  Lavina. 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour,  live  Lord  Titus  long. 
My  Noble  Lord  and  Father,  live  in  Fame  : 
Loe  at  this  Tomb  my  tributary  tears, 

I  render  for  my  Brethrens  Obfequies : 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth  for  thy  return  to  Rome. 
O  blefs  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 

VVhofe  Fortune  Romes  beft  Citizens  applau'd. Tit.  Kind  Rome, 

That  haft  thus  lovingly  referv'd 
The  Cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  hearc, 

Lavinia  live,  our-live  thy  Fathers  days  : 
And  Fames  eternal  date  for  virtues  praife. 

Mar.  Long  live  LotdTitus,  my  beloved  brother , 
Gracious  Triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome. 

Tit.  Thanks  gentle  Tribune, 
Noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome.Nephevvs  from  fuccefsful  warrs, 
You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  Fame: 
Fair  Lords  your  Fortunes  are  all  alike  in  all, 
That  in  your  Countries  fervice  drew  your  Swords, 
But  fafer  Triumph  is  this  Funeral  Pomp, 

That  hath  afpir'd  to  5o/o«ihappinefs, 
And  Triumphs  over  chance  in  honors  bed.  , 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whofe  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been, 

Send  thee  by  me  their  Tribune,  and  their  truft, 
This  Palliament  of  white  and  fpotlefs  Hue , 
And  name  thee  in  Election  for  the  Empire 
With  thefe  our  late  deceafed  Emperors  Sons : 
Be  Candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on, 
And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  Glorious  body  fit?, 

Then  his  that  flukes  for  age  and  feeblenefs : 

v*  8  9 
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What  fhould  I  d'on  this  Robe  and  trouble  you? 
Be chofen with  proclamations  today, 
To  morrow  yeeld  up  rule,refigne  my  life, 
And  fet  abroach  new  bulinefs  for  you  all. 
Rome  I  have  bene  thy  Souldier  forty  years, 
And  led  my  Countries  ftrength  fuccefsfully, 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  Valiant  Sonns, 
Knighted  in  Field,  flain  manfully  in  Arms, 
In  right  and  Service  of  their  Noble  Country: 
Give  me  a  ftaff  of  Honour  for  mine  age, 
But  not  a  Scepter  to  controul  the  world, 

Vpnght  he  held  it  Lords,  that  held  it  laft. 
Mar.  Titus ,  thou  fhalt  obtain  and  ask  the  Empiry. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune  can'ft  thou  tell? 
Titns.  Patience  Prince  Saturnlnns. 

Sat.  Romans  dome  right. 
Paxricians  draw  your  Swords,  and  ihcath  them  not 
Till  Saturnintts  be  Romes  Emperour: 
Andronictis  would  thou  vveret  fhipt  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  peoples  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  Nk.ble- minded  Titus  means  to  thee. 

Tit.  Content  thee  Prince,  I  will  reftore  to  thee 

The  peoples  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelvs. 
Bafs.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 

But  Honour  thee,  and  will  doe  till  I  d;e: 
My  FaSion  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  Friends 
I  will  molt  thankful  be,  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  Noble  mindes,  is  Honourable  Meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  Noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices  and  your  Suffrages, 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

Tribu.  To  gratifie  the  good  Andronlcusy 
And  Gratulate  his  fafe  return  to  Rome 

The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admirs. 
Tit.  Tribunes  I  thank  you  ,  and  this  fute  I  make, 

That  youjCreate  your  Emperours  el  deft  fonne, 
Lord  Satuminty  whofe  Virtues  will,  I  hope, 
,Refie£t  on  Rome  as  Tytans  Rays  on  earth, 

And  ripen  Iuftice  in  this  Common-weal: 
Then  if  you  wil  ele&  by  my  advife, 
Crown  him  ,  and  fay,  Long  live  our  Emperour. 

Mar.  An.  With  Voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort, 
Patricians  and  Plebeians,we  Create 
Lord  Satumlnm  Romes  Great  Emperour. 

And  fay,  hong  live  our  Emperour  Saturnine. 

A  long  F'ourijh  till  thty  come  down. 
Sat.  Titus  AndronicHfy  for  thy  Favours  done, 

To  us  in  our  Ele£tinn  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  ia  pare  of  thy  Deferts, 
And  will  with  Deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefs: 
And  for  an  Onfet  Titus  to  advance 

Thy  Name,  and  Honourable  Family, 
Litviniamli  I  make  my  Emprefs, 

Romes  Royal  Milan's,  Miftris  of  my  heart, And  in  the  Sacred  Panthdon  her  efpoufe  : 

Tell  me  Andronicus  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee? 
Tit.  It  doth  my  worthy  Lord,  and  in  this  match, 

I  hold  me  Highly  Honoured  of  your  Grace, 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, 
King  and  Commander^of  our  Common-weal, 
The  wide-worlds  Emperour,  do  I  Confecrate, 
My  Sword,  my  Chariot,  and  my  Prifoners, 
Prefents  well  Worthy  Romes  Imperial  Lord  • 
Receive  them  then,  the  Tribute  that  1  owe,- 
Mine  Honours  Enfignes  humbled  at  my  feet. 

! 

Sat.  Thanks  Noble  Titus,  Father  of  my  life; 

How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  fhall  record,  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thefs  unlpeakable  Deferts, 

Romans  forget  your  Fealty  to  me. 
Tit.  Now  Madam,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  Emperour, 

To  him  that  for  your  Honour  and  your  State, 

Will  ufe  you  Nobly  and  your  Followers. 
Sat  A  goodly  Lady,truft  me  of  the  Hue 

That  I  would  choofs,  were  I  to  choofs  a  new: 

CleerupFair  Queen  that  cloudy  countenance, 
Though  chance  of  warr  hath  wrought  this  change  of 

Thou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome.-    (  cheer> 
Princely  fhall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 

Reft  on  my  word,  and  let  not  difcontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes:  Madam  he  comforts  you, 
Can  make  you  Greater  than  the  Queen  of  Gothes? 

Lavinia,you  are  not  difpleas'd  with  this? 
Lav.  Not  I  my  Lord,  fith  true  Nobility, 

Warrants  thefe  words  in  Princely  curtefie. 
Sat.  Thanks  fweet  Lavinia,}\6mzt\5  let  us  goe: 

Ranfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  Prifoners  free, 

Proclaim  our  Honours  Lords  with  Trumpet  and  Drum. 
Bafs.  Lord  lituiby  your  leave  this  Maid  is  mine. 
Tit.  How  fir?  Are  you  in  earneft  then  my  Lord? 

Bafs.  I  Noble  Titus,  and  refolv'd  withall,, 
To  doe  my  felf  this  reafon,  and  this  right. 

Marc.  Snum  cuique,  is  our  Romane  Iuftice: 
This  Prince  in  Iuftice  ceazeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  will  and  fhall  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit.  Traytors  avant,  where  is  the  Emperours  Guard? 

Treafon  my  Lord,  Lavlnlais  furpris'd. 
Sat.  Surpris'd,by  whom? 
Bafs.  By  him  that  juftly  may 

Bear  his  Betroth'd  ,  from  all  the  world  away. 
Mut.  Brothers  help  to  convey  her  hence  away, 

And  with  my  Sword  He  keep  this  door  fafe. 
Tit.  Follow  my  Lord,  and  He  foon  bring  her  back. 
Mut.  My  Lord  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit.  What  villain  Boy  ,  barr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome? 
Mut.  Help,  Lucius  help.  Ht  kjlshlm. 
Luc.  My  Lord  you  are  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo, 

In~wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 
T  t.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  fonns  of  mine. 

My  fonns  would  never  fo  dishonour  me. 
Traitor  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  Emperour. 

Luc  Dead  if  you  will,  but  not  to  be  his  wife, 
That  is  anothers  lawful  promift  Love. 

Enter  aloft  the  Emperour  with  Tamora  ani  her  tvt» 
fonns  and  Aaron  the  Moor. 

Emp.  No  Titus,  no,  the  Emperour  needs  her  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  ftock: 
He  trurt  by  Leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once, 
Thee  never:  nor  thy  Traiterous  haughty  fonns, 
Confederates  all,  thus  to  diihonour  me. 
Was  there  none  els  in  Rome  to  make  a  ftale  of 

But  Saturnine}  Full  well  Andronicus 

Agree  thefe  Deeds,  with  that  proud  bragg  of  thine, 

That  faid'ft,  I  beg'd  the  Empire  at  thy  hands. 
Tit.  O  monftrous,  what  reproachfull  words  are  thefe? 
Sat.  But  goe  thy  ways,  goe  give  that  changing  pcece, 

To  him  that  flourifht  for  her  with  his  Sword: 
A  Valiant  form  in-law  thou  fhalt  enjoy : 
One,  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawlefs  Sonns. 
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To  ruffle  in  the  Common- wealth  of  Rome. 
Tit.  Thefe  words  are  Razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 
Sat.  And  therefore  lovely  Tamom  Queen  of  Gothes, 

That  like  the  ftarely  Pb*be  mong'ft  her  Nimphs, 
Doft  over-lhine  the  Gallant'ft  Dames  of  Rom:, 
If  thou  be  pleas  cl  with  this  my  fodain  choice, 
Behold  I  choofe  thee  Tamora  for  my  Bride, 
And  will  Create  thee  Emperefs  of  Rome. 

Speak  Queen  of  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  choice  > 
And  here  I  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  Gods, 

SithPrieft  and  Holy-water  are  fo  neer, 
And  Tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hjmentus  ftand, 
I  will  not  refalute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 

Or  climb  my  Palace ,  till  from  forth  this  place, 

1  lead  efpous'd  my  Bride  along  with  me* 
Tamo.  And  here  in  fight  of  heaven  to  Rome  I  fwear, 

If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Gothes, 
She  will  a  H  md-maid  be  to  his  defires. 
A  loving  Nurfe,  a  Mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afcend  Fair  Queen, 
Panthean  Lords,  accompany 
Your  Noble  Emperonr  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 

;  Whofe  wifdome  hath  her  Fortune  Conquered, 
There  fhall  we  Confummate  our  Spoulal  rites. 

Exeunt  mats. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  Bride. 

Titus  when  wer't  thou  wont  to  \Valk  alone, 
i  Dishonoured  thus  and  Ch.illenged  of  wrongs? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Titus  Sons,. 

Mar.  O  Titus  fee  .'  O  fee  what  thou  haft  done  ! 
In  a  bad  quarrel,  flam  a  Vertuous  Son. 

Tit.  No  foolifh  Tribune, no :  No  Son  of  mine, 

••  Nor  thou,  nor  thefe  Confederates  in  the  deed, 
That  hath  dillxQtvxired  all  our  Family, 

Unworthy  Brother,  and  unworthy  Sons. 
Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes. 

|  Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  Bretheren. 
Tit.  Traitors  away,  he  refts  not  in  this  Tombe  : 

This  Monument  five  hundred  years  hath  ftood, 

Which  I  have  fumptuoufly  re-edified  : 
Here  none  but  Souldiers,  and  Romes  Servitors, 

Repofe  in  Fame  :  None  bafely  (lain  in  brawls. 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here, 

Mar.  My  Lord  this  is  impiety  in  you, 
My  Nephew  Mutius  deeds  do  plead  for  him, 
Hemuft  be  buried  with  his  bretheren. 

Titus  two  fons  [peak. 

And  fhall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 
77.  And  fhall/  What  villain  was  it  fpake  that  word? 

Titus  [on  fpeaks. 

He  that  would,  vouch'd  it  in  any  place  but  here. 
Tit.  What  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight? 
Mar.  No  Noble  Titw^nt  intreat  of  thee, 

To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 
Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  haft  fir ack  upon  my  Creft, 

And  with  thefe  Boys  mine  Honour  thou  haft  wounded^ 
My  foes  I  doe  repute  you  every  one. 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

i.Son.  He  is  not  himfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 
a.  Son.  Not  I  till  Mmius  bones  be  buried. 

The  Brother  and  the  font  kneel. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  mme  doth  nature  plead. 

2.  Son.  Father,  and  in  th  it  nanne  doth  nature  fpeak. 

Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,if  all  the  reft  will  fpeed. ' 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  foul.* Luc.  Dear  Father,  foul  and  fubttance  of  us  all. 
Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  interr 

His  Noble  Nephew  here  in  virtues  neft, 
That  died  in  Honour  and  Lavinlas  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Romain,  bs  not  barbarous: 
The  Greeks  upon  advife  did  bury  Ajax 
That  flew  h;mfelf:  And  Laertes  (on 

Did  gracioufly  plead  for  bis  Funerals: 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit .  Rife  Marcus ,  rife, 

The  difmall'ftday  is  this  that  ere  I  faw, 
To  be  difhonored  by  my  Stns  in  Rome:  « 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

They  put  him  in  the  Tomb. 
Luc.  There  lie  thy  bones  fweet  Mutius  with  thy 

Till  we  with  Trophees  do  adorn  thy  Tomb.  (friends, 
They  all  kneel  and  fay. 

No  man  fhed  tears  for  Noble  Mutius. 

He  lives  in  Fame  that  di'd  in  virtues  caufe.  Exit. 
Mar.  My  Lord,co  ftep  out  of  thefe  fudden  dumps, 

How  comes  it  that  the  fubtile  Queen  of  Gothes, 

Is  of  a  fodain  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome? 
77. 1  know  not  Marcus:  but  I  know  it  is, 

(Whether  by  devife  or  no  )the  heavens  can  tell, 
Is  fhe  not  then  beholding  to  the  man, 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  fan? 

Yes,  and  will  Nobly  him  remunerate. 
Flouri(h. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  and  her  two  fons  ,  with  the 
Moor  at  one  door.  £ nter  at  the  other  door  Bafsiams  and 

Lavinla  with  others. 

Sat.  So  BaJfianus,you  have  plaid  your  prize, 

God  give  you  joy  Sir  of  your  Gallant  Bride. 

Baf.  And  you  of  yours  my  Lord-'  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifh  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  If  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power, 
Thou  and  thy  Fa&ion  ihall  repent  this  Rape. 

Baf.  Rape  call  you  it  my  Lord,  to  fcize  my  own., 
My  true  betrothed  Love,  and  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  lawes  of  Rome  determine  all, 
Meanwhile  I  am  pofleft  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  Tis  good  fir:  you  are  very  fhort  with  us^ 

But  if  we  live,we'l  be  as  iharp  with  you. 
B*f.  My  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  I  may, 

Anfwer  I  muft,  and  ihall  do  with  my  life, 
Onely  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know, 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  ow  to  Rome, 
This  Noble  Gentleman  Lord  77>#/here, 

Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd, 
That  in  the  refcue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  flay  his  youngeft  Son, 

In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath, 
To  be  controll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gavei 
Receive  him  then  to  favour  Saturnine, 

Thttftath  expreft  himfelf  in  all  his  deed*, 
A  Father  and  a  friend  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

77*.  Prince  Bafsianw  leave  to  plead  my  Deeds, 
Tis  thou,  and  thofej  that  have  difhonoured  me, 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge, 

How  I  have  loVd  and  Honotir'd  Satnrnim. 
T*m.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora, 

f  O  g  g  i  Were 
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Were  gratious  in  thofe  Princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  f peak  indifferently  for  all  : 
And  at  my  fute  (fweet)  pardon  what  is  paft. 

Sat.  What  Madam, be  difhonoured  openly, 

Arid  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 
T am.  Not  fo  my  Lord, 

The  Gods  of  Rome  fore-fend, 
I  fhould  be  Author  to  diihonour  you, 
But  on  mine  honour  dare  I  undertake 

For  good  Lord  Tltm  innocence1  in  all : 
Whofe  fury  not  diffembled  fpeaks  his  griefs  : 
Then  at  my  fute  look  gracioufly  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuppofe,  ̂  
Nor  with  fowr  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. 

My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  laft, 
Diffemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents, 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  Throne, 
Left  then  the  people,  and  Patricians  too, 
Upon  a  juft  furvey  take  Tim;  part, 
And  fo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 
Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heynous  fin. 
Yield  at  intreats,  and  then  let  me  alone  ; 
lie  find  a  day  to  maffacre  them  all, 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 

The  cruel  Father,  and  his  trayt'rous  fons, 
To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fons  life; 

And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  Queen 
Kneel  in  the  ftreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain. 
Come, come,  fweet  Emperour  (come  Andronlcus ) 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart, 
That  dies  in  tempeft  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife  T/r»/,  rife, 

My  Emprefs  hath  prevail'd. Tit.  I  thank  your  Majefty, 

And  her  my  Lord. 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks, 
Infufe  new  life  in  me. 
T «tm.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 

A  Roman  now  adopted  happily : 
And  muft  advife  the  Emperour  for  his  good, 
This  day  all  quarrels  die  Andr aniens , 
And  let  it  be  my  honour  good  my  Lord, 
That  I  have  reconciPd  your  friends  and  you. 

For  you  Prince  Bajfiantt*,!  have  paft 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  Emperour, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tradable. 
And  fear  not  Lords : 

And  you  L  ovinia, 
By  my  advife  all  humbled  on  your  knees, 
You  fhall  ask  pardon  of  his  Majefty. 

Son.  We  do, 

And  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  Highnefs, 
That  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tendringour  fifters  honour  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft. 
Sat.  Away  and  talk  not,  trouble  us  no  more. 
T<m?.Nay,  nay, 

Sweet  Emperour,  we  muft  all  be  friends, 
The  Tribune  and  his  Nephews  kneel  for  grace, 
I  will  not  be  denyed,  fweet  heart  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus  ■ 
For  thy  fake  and  thy  brothers  here, 

And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  intreats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  mens  heynous  faults. 

Stand  up  Lavim*,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl , 
I  found  a  friend,  and  fure  as  death  I  fvvare, 

I  would  net  part  a  B.nchelor  from  the  Prieft. 
Come,  if  the  Emperours  Court  can  feaft  two  Brides, 

You  are  my  gueft  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  : 
This  day  fhall  be  a  Love-day  Tamora. 

Tit.  To  morrow  and  it  pleife  your  Majefty, 
To  hunt  the  Panther  and  the  Hare  with  me, 
With  Horn  and  Hound, 

Wee'l  give  your  Grace  Bon  jomry 
Sat.  Be  it  lo  Ttttts,  and  Gramercy  too.  Exeunt. 

Actus  Sccundus. 

Enter  Arm  alone, 

Aron.  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus  top, 
Safe  out  of  Fortunes  fhot,  and  fits  aloft, 
Secure  ofThunders  crack  or  lightning  flafh, 

Advanc'd  above  pale  envies  threatning  reach : 
As  when  the  golden  Sun  falutes  the  morn, 
And  having  gilt  the  Ocean  with  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  Zodiack  in  hisgliftering  Coach, 
And  over-looks  the  higheft  piring  hills : 
So  T amor  a. 
Upon  her  wit  doth  early  honour  wait, 
And  virtue  ftoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then  Ann  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts, 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  Emperial  Miftrifs, 
And  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Haft  prifoner  held,fettred  in  amorous  chains, 
And  fafter  bound  to  Arons  charming  eyes, 

Than  is  PrometheUs  ti'd  to  Caucafas. 
Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts, 
I  will  be  bright,  and  fhine  in  Pearl  and  Gold, 
To  wait  upon  this  new  made  Emperefs, 
To  wait  faid  I  ?  To  wanton  with  this  Queen, 
This  Goddefs,  this  Semiramis^  this  Queen, 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Romes  Saturnine^ 
And  fee  his  fhipwrack,  and  his  Common  weals. 

Holla,  what  ftorm  is  this  > 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetr'ttis  braving. 
Bern.  Chiron  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge 

And  manners  to  intrude  where  I  am  grae'd, 
And  may  for  ought  thou  knowft  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thoudo'ft  over-ween  in  all, 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves, 

'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou, 
foferve,  and  to  deferve  my  Miftrifs  grace, 
And  that  my  fword  upon  thee  fhall  approve, 

And  plead  my  paftions  for  Lavim'a's  love. A r.  Clubs,  clubs,  thefe  lovers  will  not  keep  the  peace. 
Bern.  Why  Boy,  although  our  mother  (unadvifed) 

Gave  you  a  dancing  Rapier  by  your  fide, 

Are  you  fo  defperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  :  have  your  Lath  glued  within  your  fheath, 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while  Sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have, 
Full  well  {halt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  I  Boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  They  draw. 
Ar.  Why  now  Lords  ? 

So  near  the  Emperours  Palace  dare  you  draw  > And 
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And  maintain  inch  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
p all  well  I  wot,  the  ground  of  all  this  grudg. 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  Gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns. 

Nor  would  your  noble  mother  for  much  more 
Be  fo  dishonoured  in  the  Court  of  Rome. 

For  fhame  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I,  till  I  have  fheath*d 
My  rapier  in  his  bofom,  and  withall 
Thruft  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throat. 

That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  difhonour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd,  and  full  refolv'd, 
Foul  fpoken  Coward, 
That  thundreft  with  thy  tongue, 

And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform. 
Ar.  Away  I  fay. 

Now  by  the  Gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 

This  pretty  brable  will  undo  us  all : 

Why  Lords,  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  fee  upon  a  Princes  right  ? 
What  is  Lxvinia  then  become  fo  loofe, 

Or  Bajftamsio  degenerate, 
That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  m-iy  be  broachc, 
Without  cont roul merit,  Juftice  or  revenge  ? 

Young  Lords  beware,  and  fhould  the  Emprefs  know 
This  difcord  ground,  the  mufick  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I, knew  fhe  and  all  the  world, 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling, 
Learn  thou  to  make  fome  better  choice, 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brothers  hope. 

Ar.  Why  are  ye  mad  ?  Or  know  ye  not  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be, 

And  cannot  brook  Competitors  in  love  ? 

tell  you  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  devife. 

Chi.  Aran,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  I  propofe, 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love. 

Ar.  To  atchieve  her,  how  ? 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  fo  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd, 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won, 

She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What  man,  more  water  gliderh  by  the  Mill 
Than  wots  the  Miller  of,-  and  eafie  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  fhive  we  know  : 

Though  Bajfianus  be  the  Emperours  Brother, 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  V cleans  badge. 

Ar.  I,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may. 
Dem.  Then  why  fhould  he  defpair  that  knows  to 

With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ?         (  court  it 
What  haft  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  Doe, 

And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  Keepers  nofe  > 
Ar.  Why  then  it  feems  fome  certain  fnatch  or  fo 

Would  ferve  your  turns. 
Chi.  I  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 
Dem.  Aran  thou  haft  hit  it. 

Ar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 

Then  fhould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado  * 
Why  hark  yee>  hark  yee,  and  are  you  fuch  fools. 
To  fquare  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  then  ? 

Chi.  Faith  aot  me. 
Dem.  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  one. 
Ar.  For  fhame  be  friends,  and  joyn  for  that  you  jar : 

Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do 

That  you  affect,  and  fo  muft  you  refolve, 

That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  atchieve, 
You  muft  perforce  accomplifh  as  you  may : 
Take  this  of  me,L*/cr«-*  was  not  more  chaft 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bajjianus  love, 

A  fpeedier  courfe  this  lingring  languifhment 
Muft  we  purfue,  and  I  have  found  the  path : 
My  Lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand, 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  Ladies  troop : 
The  Foreft  walks  are  wide  andfpacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany  : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  Doe, 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  : 
This  way  or  not  at  all,  ftand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  wit 
To  villany  and  vengeance  confecrate, 
Will  vve  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend, 
And  fhe  fhall  file  our  engines  with  advife, 
That  will  not  fuffer  you  to  fquare  your  felves, 
But  to  your  wifhes  height  advance  you  both. 
The  Emperours  Court  is  like  the  houfe  of  Fame, 
The  Palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears  : 
The  Woods  are  ruthleffe,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull  i 
There  fpeak,and  ftrike  brave  Boyes,and  take  your  tarns. 

There  ferve  your  lufts,  fhadow'd  from  heavens  eye, 
And  revel  in  Z^z/i'w/Vj  Treafury. 

Chi.  Thy  counfel  Lad  fmells  of  no  cowardife. 
Dem.  Si  fas  ant  nefas,  till  I  find  the  ftreams 

To  cool  this  heat,  a  Charm  to  calm  their  fits, 

P er  Stygia  per  manes  V (hor.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  fons,  makjng  a  noife 
with  hounds  and  horns ,  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and  gray, 
The  fields  are  fragranr,  and  the  Woods  are  green, 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
And  wake  the  Emperour  and  his  lovely  Bride, 
And  rouze  the  Prince,  and  ring  a  hunters  peal, 
That  all  the  Court  may  eccho  with  the  noife. 
Sons  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  attend  the  Emperours  perfon  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night, 

But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  infpir'd. 
W'w<k  Horns. 

Here  a  cry  of  hounds ,  and  wind  herns  in  a  peal,  then 
Enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Bajfiantis,  Lavinia,  Chiron, 

Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  Majefty, 
Madam  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 

I  promifed  your  Grace  a  hunters  peal. 
Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily  my  Lords, 

Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  Ladies. 
Baf.  Lavinia,  how  fay  you  ? 
Lav.  I  fay  no  : 

I  have  been  awake  two  hours  and  more. 
Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  Chariots  let  us  have, 

And  to  our  fport :  Madam,  now  fhall  ye  fee 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

Mar.  I  have  dogs  my  Lord, 

Will  rouze  the  proudeft  Panther  in  the  Chafe, 
And  climb  the  higheft  Promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow  where  the  game 

Makes  away,  and  run  like  Swallows  o're  the  plain. 

G  g  g  3  Dem.  Chirou. 
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Dent.  Cb!rony  we  hunt  not,we,  with  Horfenor  Hound, 

But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  Doe  to  ground.  '  Exeunt. Enter  Aron  alone. 

Ar.  He  that  had  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  hone, 
To  bury  lb  much  Gold  under  a  Tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 

Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abjectly. 
Know  that  this  Gold  muft  coin  a  ftratagem, 
Which  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany : 
And  fo  repofe  fweet  Gold  for  their  unreft, 
That  have  their  Alms  out  of  the  Emprefs  Cheft. 

Enter  7  amor  A  to  the  Moor, 

Tarn.  My  lovely  Aron> 

Wherefore  look'ft  thou  fad, 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  Gleeful boaft  ? 
The  Birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bufh, 
The  Snake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  Sun, 

The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 

And  make  a  checquer'd  fhadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  fweec  ihade,  Aron  let  us  fit, 

And  whil'rt  the  babling  Eccho  mocks  the  Hounds, 
Replying  fnnlly  to  the  well-tun'd  Horns, As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 

Let  us  fit  down,  and  mark  their  yelping  noife  : 

And  after  conflict,  fuch  as  was  luppos'd 
The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 
When  with  a  happy  ftorm  they  were  furpriz'd, 
And  Curtain'd  with  a  counfel-keeping  Cave, 
We  may  each  wreathed  in  the  others  arms, 
(  Our  paftimes  done  )  poffefs  a  Golden  (lumber, 
Whiles  Hounds  and  Horns,  and  fweet  Melodious  Birds 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  Nurfes  Song 
Of  Lullaby,  to  bring  her  Babe  afleep. 

Ar.  Madam, 

Though  V inns  govern  your  defires, 
Saturn  is  Dominator  over  mine 

What  fignifies  my  deadly  ftanding  eye, 
My  filence.,  and  my  Cloudy  Melancholy, 
My  fleece  of  Woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurles, 
Even  as  an  Adder  when  flie  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 

No  Madam,  thefe  are  no  Venerial  figns, 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  Hammering  in  my  head, 
HtfkTamora,  the  Emprefs  6f  my  Soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven,  than  refts  in  thee, 
This  is  the  day  of  Doom  for  Baf  nanus ; 
His  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  tongue  to  day, 
Thy  Sons  make  Pillage  of  her  Chaftiry, 
And  wafh  their  hands  in  Bafsianns  blood. 
Seeft  thou  this  Letter,  take  it  up  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  King  this  fatal  plotted  Scrowl ; 
Now  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  efpied, 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  Booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives  definition. 

Enter  Befsianus  and  Lavinia. 

Tarn.  Ah  my  fweet  Moor, 
Sweeter  to  me  than  life. 

Ar.  No  more  great  Emprefs,  Bafsianns  comes, 
Be  crofs  with  him,  and  Pie  go  fetch  thy  Sons 

To  back  thy  quarrels  whatfoe're  they  be. 
Baf.  Whom  have  we  here  ? 

Romes  Royal  Emprefs, 

UnfumiiVc  of  our  well-befeeming  troop  > 
Or  is  it  Dian  habited  like  her, 

Who  hath  'abandoned  her  holy  Groves, 
To  fee  the  general  Hunting  in  thisForeft  ? 

Tarn.  Sawcy  controller  of  our  private  fteps  : 
Had  I  the  power  that  fome  fay  2>/W«  had, 
Thy  Temples  fhouldbe  planted  prefently 
With  Horns,  as  was  Aftaons,  and  the  Hounds 
Should  drive  upon  his  new  transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  Intruder  as  thou  arr. 

Lav.  Under  your  patience  gentle  Erriprefs, 

'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  Horning, 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  fingled  forth  to  try  experiments  : 
Jove  fh;eld  your  Husband  from  his  Hounds  to  day, 

'Tis  pity  they  fhould  take  him  for  a  Stag. 
Baf.  Believe  me  Queen, your  fwarth  Cymmerian 

Doth  make  your  Honour  of  his  bodies  Hue, 

Spotted,  detefted,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  iequeftred  from  all  your  train  t 
Difmounted  from  your  Snow-white  goodly  Steed, 
And  wandred  hicher  to  an  obfeure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Maor> 
If  foul  defire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav.  And  being  intercepted  in  your  fport, 
Great  reafon  that  my  Noble  Lord  be  rated 
For  Saucinefs;  I  pray  you  let  us  hence, 

And  let  her  jcy  her  Raven-coloured  love, 
This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  palling  well. 

Baf.  The  King  my  brother  fhall  have  notice  of  this. 
Lav.  I,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long, 

Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed. 
Tarn.  Why  have  I  paience  to  endure  all  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  How  now  dear  Sovereign 
And  our  gracious  Mother, 

Why  doth  your  Hignefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan  ? 
Tarn.  Have  I  not  reafon  think  you  to  look  pale  ? 

Thefe  two  have  tie'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren,  detefted  vale  you  fee  it  is. 
The  Trees  ( though  Summer )  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
Ore-come  with  Mofs,  and  baleful  Miffelto. 
Here  never  fhines  the  Sun,  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unlefs  the  nightly  Owl,  or  fatal  Raven. 

And  when  they  ihew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 
They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thoufand  Fiends,  a  thoufand  hilling  Snakes, 
Ten  thoufand  fwelling  Toads,  as  many  Urchins, 
Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries, 
As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it, 
Should  ftrait  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  hellifh  tale, 

But  ftrait  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here, 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew, 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death. 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  Adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Gofti,  and  all  the  bittereft  terms 
That  ever  ears  did  hear  to  fuch  effect. 

And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed : 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  Mothers  life, 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  Children. 
Dem.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  Son.   Stab  him. 
Chi.  And  this  for  me, 

Strook  home  to  fhew  my  ftrength. 

Lav.  I  come  Semiramis.  nay  Barbarous  Tawra, 

For 
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For  no  mme  firs  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 
T am.  Give  me  thy  poygnard:you  fhall  knpvv  my  boys 

Your  Mothers  hand  lhall  right  your  Mothers  wrong. 
Dem.  Stay  Madam,here  is  more  belongs  to  her, 

Firft  thrafh  the  Corn,  then  after  burn  the  ftraw  j 
This  Minion  flood  upon  her  chaftity , 

Upon  her  Nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  hope  fhe  braves  your  Mightinefs, 
And  (hall  fhe  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

Chi.  And  if  the  do, 
I  would  I  were  an  Eunuch. 

Drag  hence  her  husband  to  fome  fecret  hole. 
And  make  his  dead  Trunk-Pillow  to  our  luft. 

Tarn.  But  when  ye  have  the  hony  ye  defire, 

Let  not  this  Whafp  out-live  us  both  to  fling. 
Chi.  I  warrant  you  Madam  we  will  make  that  fure  : 

Come  Miftris,now  perforce  we  will  enjoy, 

Thst  nice- preserved  honefty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  7 'amor a  thou  bear'ft  a  womans  face. 
Tarn,  i  will  not  hear  her  fpeak,  away  with  her. 
Lav.  Sweet  Lords  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Liftenfair  Madam,  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  fee  her  tears,  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  flints  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.Whzn  did  theTygers  young-ones  teach  the  dam? 
O  do  not  learn  her  wrath,  fhe  taught  it  thee  , 

The  milk  thou  fuck'ft  from  her  did  turn  to  Marble, 

Even  at  thy  Teat  thou  had'A  thy  Tyranny, 
Yet  every  Mother  breeds  not  Sons  alike, 
Do  thou  intreat  her  fhew  a  woman  pitty. 

Chi.  What, 

V  Vould'fl  thou  have  me  prove  my  felf  a  baftjrd  ? 
Lav.  'Tis  true, 

The  Raven  doth  not  hatch  a  Lark, 
Yet  have  I  heard,  O  could  I  find  it  now, 

The  Lyon  mov'd  with  pitty,  did  indure 
To  have  his  Princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 
Some  fay,  that  Ravens  fofter  forlorn  children, 

The  whil'ft  their  own  b'rds  famifh  in  their  nefts  : 
Oh  be  to  me  though  thy  hard .heart  fay  no, 
Nothing  fo  kind  but  fomerhing  pittiful. 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means,  away  with  her. 
Lav.  Oh  let  me  teach  thee  for  my  Fathers  fake. 

That  gave  thee  life  when  well  he  might  have  flain  thee: 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

T am.  Had'ft  thou  in  perfon  nere  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  fake  am  I  now  pittilefs  : 

•Remember  Boys  I  powr'd  forth  tears  in  vain, 
Tofaveyour  brother  from  the  facrifice, 
But  fierce  Androgens  would  not  relent, 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will, 

The  worfe  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 
Lav.  Oh  Tamtra, 

Be  call'd  a  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place, 

'For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begg'd  fo  long, 
Poor!  was  flain,' When  Bajjianus dy'd. 

7*w.What  begg'ft  thou  thtnpfond  woman,let  me  go. 
Lav.  'Tis  prefent  death  I  beg  ,  and  one  thing  more  , 

That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
Oh  keep-me  from  their  worfe  than  killing  luft , 
And  tumble  me  into  fome  loathfome  pit, 
Vvhere  never  mans  eye  may  behold  my  body: 
Do  this, and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

lam.  So  fhould  I  rob  my  fweet  Sons  of  their  fee, 
No,  let  them  fatisfie  their  luft  on  thee. 

Aw.  Away. 

For  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 
Lav.  No  grace  >  . 

No  woman-hood  ?  Ah  beaftly  creature, 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name, 
Confufion  all  . 

Chi.  Nay  then  He  ftop  your  mouth  , 
Bring  thou  her  husband, 
This  is  the  Hole  where  Aron  bid  us  hide  him.  Exeunt. 

Tarn.  Farevvel  my  Sons,  fee  that  you  make  her  fure, 
Nere  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away : 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  fpleenful  Sons  this  Trul  defiour.       Exit . 

Enter  Aron  with  two  of  Titus  Sons. 

Aron.  Come  on  my  Lords,  the  better  foot  before, 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathfome  pit, 
V Vhere  I  efpied  the  Panther  faft  afleep. 

Ohm.  My  fight  is  very  dull  what  ere  it  bodes. 
Mar.  And  mine  I  promife  you,  were  it  not  for  fhame, 

Well  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  fleep  a  while. 
Qttin.  What  art  thou  fallen  } 

What  fubtile  Hole  is  this, 

VVhofe  mouth  is  covered  with  Rude  growing  Briers, 
Upon  whofe  leavs  are  drops  of  new-fhed-blood, 

As  frefh  as  mornings  dew  diftill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me  : 
Speak  Brother  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  > 

Mar.  Oh  Brother, 

With  the  difmall'ft  obje& 
That  ever  eye  with  fight  made  heart  lament. 

Ar.  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  find  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  a  likely  guefa, 

How  thefe  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother. Exit  Aron. 

Mar.  Why  doft  not  comforr  me  and  help  me  out, 

From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  Hole  ? 
Quin.  I  am  furprized  with  an  uncouch  fear, 

A  chilling  fweat  ore-runs  my  trembling  joynts, 
My  heart  fuf peels  more  than  mine  eye  can  fee. 

Mar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  true  divining  heart, 
Aron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 

And  fee  a  fearful  fight  of  blood  and  death. 
Qttm.  Aron  is  gone, 

And  my  companionate  hearc 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes,  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furrnife  : 
Oh  tell  me  how  it  is,  for  nere  till  now 
V  Vas  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mar.  Lord  Bajfianus  lies  embrewedhere, 
All  on  a  heap  like  to  the  fhughtred  Lamb, 

In  this  derefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

Q»in,  If  it  be  dark,  how  do'ft  thou  know  'tis  he  > 
Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 

A  precious  Ring,  that  lightens  all  the  Hole : 
V  Vhich  like  a  Taper  in  fome  Monument, 
Doth  fhine  upon  the  dead  mans  earthly  cheek?, 

And  fhews  the  ragged  intrails  of  the  pit : 
So  pale  did  fhine  the  Moon  on  Piramus^ 

VVhen  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  Maiden  blood  : 
O  Brother  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 
As  hateful  as  Coeitus  miftie  mouth, 

Qgin.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out, 

Or 
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Or  Ranting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fomuch  good, 
I  may  be  pluck t  into  the  fwallowing  womb 

Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Baffimus  grave :  ' 
I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  Nor  1  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 
Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more,  I  will  not  loofe  again, 

Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  1  below  : 

Thou  can'ft  not  come  to  me,I  come  to  thee.  Beth  fall  in. 

Enter  the  Emferour,  Arm  the  Moor. 

Sat.  Along  with  me,  I'le  fee  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leapt  into  it. 

Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  did'ft  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mar.  The  unhappy  fonof  old  Andronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bajfianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  do'ft  but  jeft, 
He  and  his  Lady  both  are  at  the  Lodg, 

Upon  the  North-fide  of  this  pleafant  Chafe, 
'Tis  not  an  hout  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive, 
But  out  alas,  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  A  ndr  aniens,  and  Lucius. 

T am.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King  ? 

Sat.  Here  Tamora,  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 
Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bafsianus  ? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  do'ft  thou  fearch  my  wound, 
Poor  Bafsiams  here  lies  murthered. 
T am.  Then  all  too  late  1  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

The  complot  of  this  timelefs  Tragedy, 
And  wonder  greatly  that  mans  face  can  fold 
In  pleafing  frrules  fuch  murderous  Tyranny. 

She  givtth  Saturnine  a  Letter. 

Saturninus  reads  the  Letter. 

And  if  rce  mifs  to  meet  him  handfomly, 

Sweet  huntfman,  BaJJianus  'tis  we  mean, 
Do  thott  fo  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him, 

Thou  know' ft  our  meaning,  lool^for  thy  reward 
Among  the  Nettles  at  the  Elder  tree  : 

Which  over-shades  the  month  of  that  fame  fit, 
Where  we  decreed  to  kury  Bajfiantts  ; 
Do  this,  and  purchafe  as  thy  lafling  friends. 

Sat.  OhTamer*,wzs  ever  heard  the  like  ? 

This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  Elder  tree, 
Look  firs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
That  fhould  have  murthered  Bajfianut  here. 

Ar.  My  gracious  Lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  Gold. 
Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  Curs  of  bloody  kind 

Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life  : 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon, 

There  let  thembide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never  heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.  What  are  they  in  this  pit  ? 
Oh  wondrous  thing  1 
How  eafily  murder  is  difcovered  ? 

Tit.  High  Emperour,  upon  my  feeble  knee, 
I  beg  thisboon,  with  tears,  not  lightly  fhed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  Sons, 

Accurfed,  if  the  faults  be  prov'd  in  them  — - 
Sat .  If  it  be  prov'd  ?  you  fee  it  is  apparent, 

Who  found  this  Letter,  Tamora  was  it  you .? 
Tarn.  y'nironicHs  himfelfdid  take  it  up. Tit.  I  did  my  Lord, 

Yet  let  me  be  their  bail. 

For  by  my  Fathers  reverent  Tomb  I  vow 
They  lliall  be  ready  at  your  Higneis  will, 
To  anfwer  their  fufpition  with  tb  ;ir  lives. 

Sat:  Thou  (halt  not  bail  them, fee  thou  follow  me : 
Some  bring  the  murthered  body.,  fome  the  murtherers, 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain, 

For  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  Should  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus  I  will  intreat  the  King, 

Fear  not  thy  Sons,  they  fhalldo  well  enough. 
Tit.  Come  Lucius,  come,  • 

Stay  not  to  talk  with  them.  Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Emprefs  Sonst  with  Laviniay  her  hands  cut  of, 
and  her  tongue  cut  out,  and  ravifht. 

Dem.  So  now  go  tel,and  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak, 

Who  t'was  that  cut  thy  tongue  and  ravifht  thee. 
Chi.  W rite  down  thy  mind, bewray  thy  meaning  fo, 

And  if  thy  (tumps  will  let  thee  play  the  Scribe. 
Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  fhe  can  fcowl. Chi.  Go  home, 

Call  for  fweet  water,  wafh  thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wafh. 

And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi.  And  t'were  my  caufe,  I  fhould  go  hang  my  felf. 
Dem.  If  thou  had'ft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. Exeunt. 

Wind  Horns. 

Enter  Marcus  from  hunting  to  Lavtnia. 

Who  is  this,  my  Neece,that  flies  away  fo  faft  ? 
Cofen,  a  word,  where  is  your  husband  ? 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me, 
if  I  do  wake,  fome  Planet  ftrike  me  down, 
That  I  may  flumber  in  eternal  fleep. 

Speak  gentle  Neece,  what  ftern  ungentle  hands 

Hath  lop'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  thofe  fweet  Ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fhadows,  Kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in, 
And  might  not  gain  fo  great  a  happinefs 

As  half  thy  love  ?  Why  do'ft  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 
Alas,  a  Crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 

Like  to  a  bubling  fountain  fttr'd  with  wind, 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  Rofed  lips, 

Comming  and  going  with  thy  hony  breath. 
Butfure  fome  Tereus  hathdefloured  thee, 

And  left  thou  fhould'ft  detect  them,  cut  thy  tongue ; 

Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  lhame  [ 
And  natwithftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, 
As  from  a  Conduit  with  their  iffuing  Spouts, 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titans  face^ 
Blufhing  to  be  encountred  with  a  Cloud, 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  fhall  I  fay  'tis  fo  ? 
Oh  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beaft, 
Thit  I  might  rail  at  him  to  eale  my  mind. 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  Oven  ftopt, 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  Cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela  fhe  but  loft  her  tongue, 

And  in  a  tedious  Sampler  fowed  her  mind. 

But  lovely  Neece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee, 
A  craftier  Tereushad  thou  met  withall. 

And  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  ringers  off 
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That  could  hive  better  fevved  than  Philomel. 

Oh  had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  Lilly  hands 
Tremble  like  Afpen  leaves  upon  a  Lute, 
And  make  the  filken  firings  delight  to  kifs  them, 
He  would  not  then  have  toucht  thera  for  his  life. 

Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  Harmony 
Which  that  fWeet  tongue  hath  made  ; 

He  would  have  dropt  his  knife  and  fell  afleepi 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  Poets  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind, 
For  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  fathers  eye. 
One  hovvers  ftorui  will  drown  the  fragrant  Meads, 
What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  Fathers  eyes  £ 
Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee : 

Oh  could  our  mourning  eafe  thy  mifery.  Exeunt 

Actus  Tertius. 

Enter  the  Judges  anl  Senators,  with  Titus's  two  Sons 
bound  tpaf sing  on  the  Stage  to  the  place  of  execution, 

and  Titus  going  before  pleading. 

Tk.Hear  me  grave  Fathers,  noble  Tribunes  (by, 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilft  you  fecurely  flept  i 
For  all  my  blood  in  Romes  greac  quarrel  thed, 

For-all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watcht, 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  fee 

Filling  the  aged  Wrinkles  in  my  cheeks, 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  Sons, 

Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought  : 
For  two  and  twenty  fons  I  never  Wept, 
Becaufe  they  died  in  honours  lofty  bed. 

Andronicus  lyeth  dou>n,ani  the  Judges  pafs  by  him. 
For  thefe,  thefe  Tribunes,  in  the  duft  I  write 
My  hearts  deep  languor,  and  my  fouls  fad  tears : 
Let  my  tears  flench  the  earths  dry  appetite, 
My  fons  fvVeet  blood,  will  make  it  lhame  and  blufh  • 
O  earth  1 1  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,  Exeunt. 
That  fhall  diftill  from  thefe  two  ancient  ruines, 
Than  youthful  April  ihall  with  all  his  fhowers 
In  Summers  drought :  Tie  drop  upon  thee  ftill, 
In  Winter  with  warm  tears  Tie  melt  the  fnow, 

And  keep  eternal  Spring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  with  his  weapon  dram. 

Oh  reverend  Tribunes,  oh  gentle  aged  men, 
Unbind  rfty  Ions,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death, 
Arid  let  me  fay  ( that  never  wept  before  ) 

»My  tears'  aire  now  prevailing  Oratours. Lu.  Oh  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain, 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  nor,  no  man  is  by, 
And  you  recount  your  forrows  to  a  ftone. 

Tit.  Ah  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead, 

Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you  — 

Lu.  My  gracious  Lord,rio  Tribune  hears  you  fpeafe'. 
Tit.  Why  *tis  no  matter  man,  if  they  did  hear. 

They  would  not  mark  me :  oh  if  they  did  hear, 

They  would  not  pity  me. " 

Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  boottefs  to  the  ftorie'sV 

Who  though  they  cannot  anfvver  my  diftrefs, 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they  are  better  than  the  Tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  ; 

When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  fecr 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me, 
And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftone  is  as  foft  wax, 
Tribunes  more  hard  than  ftones  i 

A  ftone  is  filenr,  and  offendeth'  not, And  Tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death. 

But  wherefore  ftand'ft  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 
Lu.  To  refcue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death, 

For  which  attempt  the  Judges  have  pronoune'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  baniflnment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee  ; 

Why  foolifh  Lucius,  do'ft  thou  not  perceive 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wildernefs  of  Tigers  f 

Tigers  muft  prey,  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine  :  how  happy  art  thou  then, 
From  thefe  devourers  to  be  baniiTied  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep, 
Or  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  : 
I  bring  confuming  forrcvv  to  thine  age. 

77V.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  Let  me  fee  it  then. 
Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why  Marcus  fo  fhe  is. 

Lu.  Aye  me,  this  object  kills  me. 
Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arife,  and  look  upon  her, 

Speak  my  Lavinia,  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs  in  thy  Fathers  fight  ? 
What  fool  hath  added  vVater  to  the  Sea  ? 

Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 

My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'ft, And  now  like  Nylus  it  difdaineth  bounds : 
Give  rhe  a  fword,  Tie  chop  off  my  hands  too, 

For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain : 

And  they  have  nur'ft  this  woe, 
In  feeding  life : 

In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 

Arid  they  have  ferv'd  me  to  effe&lefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  fervice  I  require  of  them, 

Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other : 

'Tis  vvell  Lavinia,  that  thou  haft  no  hands, 
For  hands  to  do  Rome  fervice,  is  but  vain. 

Lu.  Speak  gentle  fifter,  who  hath  martyr *d  thee .? Mar.  o  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughtSj 

That  blab'd  them  with  fuch  pleafing  eloquences 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage, 
Where  like  a  fweet  melodious  bird  it  fung, 
Sweet  various  notes  inchanting  every  ear. 

Luc .  Oh  fay  thou  for  her, 
Who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  Oh  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  Park, 

Seeking  to  hide1  her  felf,  as  doth  the  Deer 
That  hath  receiv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. Tit.  it  was  my  Dear, 

And  he  that  wounded  her, 

Hath  hart  mfe  mor£,  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 
For  now  1  ftand  as  one  Upon  a  Rock, 

Iriviron'd  with  a  wilderriefs  of  Sea,- 
Who  makes  the  waxing  tide 

Grow  mii  i#  w'ahte,  •' 
Expe&ing 
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Expelling  ever  when  £ome  envious  furge, 

Will  in  his  briniih  bowels  {"wallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone: 
Here  ftands  my  other  fon,  a  banifht  man, 
And  here  my  brother  weeping  at  my  woes. 
But  that  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  foul. 
Had  I  but  feen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 
It  would  have  madded  me.  What  fhall  I  doe? 

Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  fo? 
Thou  haft  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
Nor  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr  d  theei 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead,  and  for  his  death 

Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,and  dead  by  this. 
Look  Marcus,  ah  fon  Luciut  look  on  her: 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  frefh  teares 

Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  hony  dew, 

Vpon  a  gath'red  Lillie  almoft  withered.  4  , 
Mar.  Perchance  fhe  weeps  becaufs  they  kil'd  net husband, 

Perchance  becaufs  fhe  knows  him  innocent. 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband  then  be  joyfull, 
Becaufe  the  law  hath  tane  revenge  on  them. 
No,  no,  they  would  not  doe  fo  foul  a  deed  , 
Witnefs  theforrow  that  their  fifter  makes. 

Gentle  Lavinia  let  mekifs  thy  lips, 

Or  make  fome  fignes  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe: 
Shall  thy  good  Vncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou  and  I  fit  round  about  fome  Fountain, 

Looking  all  downwards  to  behold  our  cheeks 

How  they  are  ftain'd  in  meadows  yet  not  dry 
With  miery  flime  left  on  them  by  a  flood: 
And  in  the  Fountain  fhall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
Till  the  frefh  tafte  be  taken  from  that  cleernefs, 

And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears? 
Or  fhall  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine? 
Or  fhall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  fhews 
Pafs  the  remainder  of  our  hatefull  dayes? 
What  fhall  we  doe?  Let  us  that  have  our  tongues 
Plot  fomedevife  of  further  miferies 
To  make  us  wondred  at  in  time  to  come. 

Lu.  Sweet  Father  ceafe  your  tears ,  for  at  your  grief 

See  how  my  wretched  fifter  fobs  and  weeps. 
AU,  Patience  dear  Neece ,  good  Tittu  drip  thine 

eyes. 
Tit,Ah  Marcus,  Marcus,  Brother,  well  I  wot, 

Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 

For  thou  poor  man  baft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 
Lu.  Ah  my  Lavinia  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 
Tit.  Mark  Marcus  ,  mark,  I  underftand  her  figns  , 

Had  fhe  a  tongue  to  fpeak ,  now  would  the  fay 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee. 

His  Napkin  with  her  true  teares  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  fervice  on  her  forrowful  cheeks. 

Oh  what  a  fympathy  of  woe  is  this .' 
As  farr  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  blifs. 

"Enter  Aron  the  Moor  alone. 

Maor.  Titus  Andronicus,my  Lord  the  Emperor, 
Sends  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  ions , 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thy  felf  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  fend  it  to  the  King:  he  for  the  fame, 
Will  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive, 
And  that  fhall  be  the  ranfome  for  their  fault. 

7lif.Oh  gracious  Emperour,  oh  gentle  Aaron. 
Did  ever  Raven  fing  fo  like  a  Lark, 

That  gives  fweet  tydings  oi  the  Suns  uprifi? 
With  all  my  heart,' He  fend  the  Lmperour  my  hand, 
Good  Aaron  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Lu.  Stay  Father,  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine 
That  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  fent:  my  hand  Will  ferve  the  turn. 

My  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you, 
And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  my  brothers  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 

And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  Battelax, 
Writing  deftrucYion  on  the  enemies  Caftle? 
Oh  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  defert: 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  ferve 

To  ranfome  my  two  Nephewes  from  their  death, 

Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end.  * 
^  Moo.  Nay  come  agree,  whole  hand  fhall  go§  .  along, 

Tor  /ear  they  die  before  fftir  pardon  come.  m 
Mar.  My  hand  fhall  goe. 
Lu.  By  heaven  it  fhall  not  goe. 

Ti.  Sirs  ftrive  no  more,-  fuch  withered  herbs  as  thefe 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up ,  and  therefore  mine. 

Lu.  Sweet  Father,  if  I  fhall  be  thought  thy  fon, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.  And  for  our  fathers  fake,  and  mothers  care, 
Now.  let  me  fhew  a  brothers  love  to  thee. 

Ti.  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 
Lu.  Then  He  goe  fetch  an  Ax. 
Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  the  Ax.  Exeunt . 
Ti.  Come  hither  Aaron,  He  deceive  them  both,. 

Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Moo.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  behoneft, 
And  never  whil'ft  I  live  deceive  men  fo: 
But  He  deceive  you  in  another  fort, 

And  that  you'l  fay  ere  half  an  hower  pafs. 

He  cuts  of  Titus  hand. 

Enter  Lucius  anl  Marcus  again. 

Ti.  Now  ftay  your  ftrife,  what  fhall  be,  is  difpatcht: 
Good  Aaron  give  his  Majefty  my  hand, 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 

From  thoufand  dangers'  bid  him  bury  it: More  hath  it  merited:  That  let  it  have. 

As  for  my  fons ,  fay  I  account  of  them, 
As  jewels  purchaft  at  an  eafie  price, 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  owne. 

Aaron,  I  goe  Andronicus,  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with  thee: 
Their  heads  I  mean :  Oh  how  this  villany 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it. 
Let  fools  doe  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  foul  black  like  his  face.  Exit. 

Tit.  O  hear  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven,       ,  \ 
And  bow  this  feeble  mine  to  the  earth, 

If  any  power  pitties  wretched  tears, 
To  that  I  call:  what  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me? 

Doe  then  dear  heart,  for  heaven  fhall  hear  our  prayers, 
Or  with  our  fighs  weel  breach  the  welkin  dimm, 
And  ftain  the  Sun  with  fogg  as  fometime  clouds, 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting bofomes 

Mar.  Oh  brother  fpeak  with  poflibilires. 
And  do  not  break  m:o  thefe  deep  extremes. 

Ti.  Is  not  my  forrow  deep ,  having  no  bottome?. 

Then 
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Then  be  my  pallions  bottomlefs  with  them. 
Mar.  But  yet  letreafon  govern  thy  lament. 
Tit .  If  there  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies, 

Then  into  l'mits  could  I  bind  my  woes  : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  ore-flow  .? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  Sea  wax  mad, 

Threatning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  face  ? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  Sea.  Heark  how  her  fighs  do  blow : 

She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth ; 
Then  muft  my  Seabe  moved  with  her  fighs^ 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  her  continual  tearS, 

Become  a  deluge  ,  overflow'd  and  d.rown'd  : 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  muft  I  vomit  them : 

Then  give  me  leave,  for.lofers  will  have  leave, 
To  eafetheir  ftonaachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  4frjfe»ger  with  two  heads  and  a  band. 

■Mef.  Worthy  Andronicusy  ill  art  thou  repaid, 

For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  Emperour  i 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons. 

And  here's  thy  hind  in  fcom  to  thee  ferit  back ; 
Thy  griefs,  their  fporrs :  Thy  refolucion  mockt, 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  fathers  death.  Exit. 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  jEtna  cool  in  Sicily, 

And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell : 
Thefe  miferies  are  more  than  may  be  born. 

To  weep  with  them,  that  weep,  doth  eafefome  deal, 
But  forrow  flouted  at,  is  double  death. 

Ltic.  Ah  that  this  fight  fhould  make  fo  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  fhrink  thereat : 
That  ever  death  fhould  let  life  bear  his  name, 

Where  life  ha'th  no  more  intereft  but  to  breath. 
Mar.  Alas  poor  heart  that  kifs  is  comfortlefs, 

As  frozen  water  to  a  ftarved  fnake. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  (lumber  have  an  end  ?l 
Mar.  Now  farewel  flattery,  die  Andonicus, 

Thou  doft  not  (lumber,  fee  thy  two  Ions  heads,' 
Thy  warlike  hands,  thy  mangled  daughter  here ; 
Thy  other  banifht  fons  with  this  dear  fight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs,  and  thy  brother  I3 
Even  like  a  ftony  Image,  cold  and  numm. 
Ah  now  no  more  will  I  controul  my  griefs, 
Rent  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth,  and  be  this  difmal  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  our  moft  wretched  eyes : 
Now  is  a  time  to  ftorm,  why  art  thou  ftill .? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Why  doft  thou  laugh?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 
Tit.  Why  I  have  not  another  tear  to  fhed : 

Befides,  this  forrow  is  an  enemy, 

And  would  ufuf  p  upon  my  watry  eyes , 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears, 

Then  which  way  Hull  I  find  Revenges  Cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpeak  to  me, 
And  threat  me,  I  (hall  never  come  to  blifs, 

Till  all  thefe  mifchiefs  be  return'd  again, 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come  let  me  fee  what  task  I  have  to  do; 

You  heavy  people  circle  me  about, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 

Andfwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrong'.- 
c  vow  is  made,  come  Brother  take  a  head, 

And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear. 

Laviniathou  (halt  be  employ 'd  in  thefe  things : 
Bear  thou  my  hand  fWeet  wench  between  thy  ceeth  : 
As  for  thee  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
Thou  art  an  Exile, and  thou  muft  not  flay, 
Hie  to  the  Gothes,  and  raife  an  army  there, 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 

Let's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do,  Exeunt. 

Manet  Lucius. 

Luc.  Farewell  Andronlcus  my  noble  Father  r 

The  woful'ft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  : 
Farewell  proud  Rome,  till  Lucius  come  again, 

'He  loves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life  : 
Farewell  Lavinla  my  noble  fifter, 
O  would  thou  wert  as  thou  to  fore  haft  been , 
But  now,  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinlalives 
But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs : 

Ti'Ltteitts\ivQ\  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  EmprefS 
Be^  at  the  gates  like  Tarquln  and  his  Queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Gothes  and  raife  a  power, 

To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine,   Exit  Lucius. 

A  Banquet. 
Enter  AndronicUs,  Marcus,  Lavinla,  and  the  boy.  H 

An.  So,  fo,  now  fit,  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftrefigth  in  u$ 
As  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus  unknit  that  forrow  wreathen  knot : 

Thy  Neece  and  I  (  poor  Creatures  )  want  our  hands 
And  cannot  paffionate  our  tenfold  grief, 
With  foulded  Arms.  This  poor  right  hand  of  mine, 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft 
Who  when  my  heart  all  mad  with  mifery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prifon  of  my  flefh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. 

Thou  Map  of  woe,  that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns , 

When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outra'gtous  beating , Thou  canft  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill : 

Wound  it  with  fighing  girl,  kill  it  With  groans  : 
Or  get  Come  little  knife  between  thy  teeth, 
And  juft  againft  thy  neart  make  thou  a  hole, 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 

May  run  into  that  fink,  and  foakingin, 

Drown  the  lamenting  fool,  in  Sea-falt  tears. 
Mar.  Fie  brother  ne,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 

Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

An.  How  now .'  Has  forrow  made  thee  doat  already  ? 
Why  Marcus  no  man  fhould  be  mad  but  I : 
What  violent  hands  can  fhe  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands, 

To  bid  tAlntas  tell  the  tale  twice  o're 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  f 
0  handle  not  the  theam,  to  talk  of  hands, 
Left  we  remember  ftill  that  We  have  none. 

Fie,  fie,  how  Frantiquely  I  fquare  my  talk 

As  if  vve  fhould  forget  we  had  no  hands' : If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands? 

Come,  lets  fall  too,  and  gentle  girl  eat  this, 
Here  is  no  drink  :  Heark  MdrcUs  what  fhe  fays, 

1  can  interpret  all  her  imrtyr'd  figns, 
She  faieS,  fhe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears 

Brew'd  with  her  forrows :  meih'd  upon  her  cheeks. 

Speech- t 
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SpeechTefs  complaint,  O  I  will  learn  thy  thought. 
In  thy  dumb  action,  will  I  be  as  perfect 
As  begging  Hermits  in  their  holy  prayers, 
Thou  matt  not  ftgh,  nor  hold  thy  flumps  to  heaven, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  figp, 
But  I  (  of  thefe  )  will  wrcft  an -Alphabet, 
And  by  (till  practice,  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Eoj,  Good  Grandlire  leave  thefe  bitter  deep  laments, 
Make  my  Aunt  merry,  with  fome  pleating  tale. 

Mgr.  Alas,  the  tender  boy  in  pallion  mov'd, 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  Grandfires  heavinefs. 

An.  Peace  fender  fapling,  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

Marcus  ftrikes  the  difh  with  a  knife. 

What  do'ft  thou  ftrike  at  Marcus  with  thy  knife  ? 

Mar.  At  tha'tthat  I  have  kill'd  my  Lord,  a  Fly  '. 
An.  Out  on  thee  murderour:  thou  kill'ft  my  heart. 

Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  Tyranny: A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  Innocent 

Becomes  not  Ttim  brother;  get  thee  gone, 
I  fee  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas  (my  Lord")  I  have  but  kill'd  a  Fly. An.  ButpHow  if  that  flie  had  a  father  and  Mother  ? 

How  would  he  hang  his  (lender  gilded  wings, 

!And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  Ayr  ? 
Poor  harmlefs  Fly, 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Game  here  to  make  us  merry, 

And  thou  haft  kill'd  him. 
Mar.  Pardon  me  fir, 

It  was  a  black  ill-favour 'd  Fly, 
:Like  to  the  Emprefs  Moor}  therefore  I  kill'd  him-. 

An.  O,o,  o, 

Then  pardon  me  For  reprehending  thee  , 
-For  thou  haft  done  a  Charitable  deed  : 

Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  infulc  on  him, 

Flattering  my  lejf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. 

There's  for  thy  felf,  and  that's  for  Tamora ;  Ah  firra, 
Yet  I  think  we  are  not.  brought  fo  low, 
But  that  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  Fly, 
That  comes  in  likenefs  of  a  Cole-Mack  Moor. 

Mar.  Alas  poor  man,  grief  ha's  fo  wrought  in  him , 
He  takes  falfe  ihadcws,  for  true  fubftances. 

And,  Come,  takeaway  ;  Lavinia,  go  with  me, 
He  to  thy  cloffet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  ftories,  chanced  in  the.  times  of  old. 

Come  boy,  and  go  with  me,  thy  fight  is  young, 
And  thou  {halt  read,  when  mine  begin  to  dzzzLExettnt. 

Actus  Quartus. 

Enter  young  Lucius -ami  Lavinia  running  after  him,  and 

the  Boy' files  from  her  with  his  hookas  under  his arm,  Enter  Titus  and  Marcus. 

Boy.  Help  Grandfire  help,  my  Aunt  Lavinia, 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why. 
G  ood  Uncle  Marcus  fee  how  fwift  fh  e  comes, 

Alafsfweet  Aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 
Mar.  Stand  by  me  Lucius ,  do  .not  fear  thy  Aunt. 
Tit.  She  loves  thee  boy  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Boy.  I  when  my  Father  was  in  Rome  ihe  did. . 

I  -  -   

A/-*?. What  means  my  Neece  Laviniaby  thefe  figns  ? Tit.  Fear  not  Lucius,  fomewhat  doth  the  mean  : 
See  Lucius  fee,  how  much  fhe  makes  of  thee  : 
Some  whither  would  ihe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  mo:e  care 
Read  to  her  fons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee, 

Swe^t  Poetry,  and  Tullies  Oratour : 
Canft  thou  notguefs  wherefore  fhe  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Boy.  My  Lord  I  know  not,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  or  frenfy  do  poffefs  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  Grandfire  fay  full  ofr, 

Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad. 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy, 
Ran  mad  through  forrow,  that  made  me  to  fear, 
Although  my  Lord,  I  know  my  noble  Aunt, 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  ere  my  Mother  did, 
And  would  not  but  in  fury  fright  my  youth, 

Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly 
Cauflefs  perhaps,  but  pardon  me  fweett  Aunt, 
And  Madam,  if  my  Uncle  Marcus  go, 

I  mod  willingly  attend  your  Lady-lhip. 
Mar.  Lucius  I  will. 

Ti.  How  now  Lavinia}  Marcus  what  means  this)? 
Som  book  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee, 
Which  is  it  girl  of  thefe  ?  Open  them  boy, 

But  thou  art  deeper  read  and  better  skill'd, 
Come  and  take  choice  of  all  my  Library, 

And  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  till  the  heavens 

Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed  : What  book  ? 

VVhy  lifts  flie  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus? 
Mar.  I  think  Ihe  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 

Confederate  in  the  factT  I  more  there  was  : 

Or  elfe  to  heaven  fhe  heaves  them  to  revenge. 
Tit,  Lucius  what  book  is  that  Ihe  toffeth  fo  > 

Boy.  Grandfire  tis  Ovids  Metamorphofis, 

My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 

Perhaps  fhe  cull'd  it  from  among  the  reft. 
Tit.  Soft,  fo  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves. 

Help  her,  what  would  ihe  find  >  Lavinia  fhall  I  read  ? 
This  is  the  tjagick  tale  of  Philomel? 
And  treats  diTereus  treafon  and  his  rape, 

And  rape  1  fear  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 
Mar.  See  brother  fee,note  how  fhe  quotes  the  leaves. 

Tit.  Lavinia ,vvert  thou  thus  furpriz'd  fweet  girl? 
Ravilh'd  and  wrong'd  as  Philomela  was  , 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,and  gloomy  woods? 
See,  fee,  I  fuch  a  place  there  is  where  we  did  hunt, 
(  O  had  we  never,  never  hunted  there) 

Patern'd  by  that  the  Poet  here  defcribes, 
By  nature  made  for  murthers  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O  Why  ihould  nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
Unlefs  the  Gods  delight  in  tragedies  ? 

T?'r.Give  figns  fweet  girl, for  here  are  none  but  friends^ What  Roman  Lord  it  was  durft  do  the  deed  ? 

Or  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erft, 

That  left  the  Camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece  bed  ? 
Mar.  Sit  down  fweet.  Neece.brother  fic  down  by  me, 

Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Infpire  me  that  I  may  this  treafonfind. 
My  Lord  look  here,  look  here  Lavinia.  . 

He  writes  his  Name  with  his  ftaff,  and  guides  it 
with  feet  and  mouth. 

This  fandy  plot  is  plain,  guide  if  thou  canft 
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This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name, 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  ar  all. 

Curft  be  that  heart  that  t'ore'd  us  to  thisfhift  t 
Write  thou  goodNeece,  and  here  difplay  at  lift, 

What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge, 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  forrows  phirt, 
That  we  may  know  the  Tray  tcrs  and  the  truth. 

She  takes  the  (luff  in  her  month,  and  guides  it  with  her 

flumps  And  writes. 
Tit.  OH  do  you  read  my  Lord  what  fhe  hath  writ  ? 

Stuprum,  Chiron,  Demetrius. 
Mar.  Whit,  what,  the  luftful  Sons  cATamora, 

Performers  of  thishainous  bloody  deed  ? 
l  it.  Magni  Dominatcr  poll, 

T am  lentus  audis  [cetera  !  tarn  lent  as  vides ! 
Mar.  Oh  calm  thee  gentle  Lord :  Although  I  know 

There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth, 
To  ftirr  a  mutiny  in  the  mildeft  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 

My  Lord  kneel  down  with  me  :  Lavinia  kneel, 
And  kneel  (weet  boy,  the  Roman  Hetlors  hope, 
And  fweat  with  me,  as  with  the  woful  Feer 
And  father  of  that  chaft  dishonoured  Dame, 

Lord  J nn': us  E rut u>  fware  for  Lucrece  rape, 
That  we  will  profecute  (  by  good  advice  ) 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traycerous  Gothes, 
And  fee  their  blood,  or  dye  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  fu re  enough,  and  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hunt  thefe  Bear-whelps,  then  beware 
The  Dam  will  wake,  and  if  fhe  wind  you  once, 

She's  with  the  Lyon  deeply  ftill  in  league, 
And  lulis  him  whilft  Che  playeth  on  her  b.ick, 
And  when  he  fbeps  will  fhe  do  what  fhe  lift. 
You  arc  a  young  huntfman  Marcus,  let  it  alone : 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs , 
And  with  a  Gad  of  fteel  will  write  thefe  words  , 

And  lay  it  by  :  the  angry  Northern  wind 
Will  blow  thele  fandslike  Sybils  leavs  abroad, 

And  w here's  your  letfon  then?  Boy.  what  fay  you  ? 
Bey.  I  fay  my  Lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 

Their  mothers  bed-chamber  fhould  not  be  fafe. 
For  thefe  bad  bond- men  to  the  yoak  of  Rome. 

Mar.  I  that's  my  boy,  thy  father  hath  full  oft , 
For  his  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 
.  Boy.  And  Uncle  fo  will  I,  and  if  I  live. 

Tit.  Come  go  with  me  into  mine  Armory, 
Lucius  He  fit  thee,  and  withall,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  Emprefs  Sons, 
Prefents  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both, 

Come,  come,thou'lt  do  thy  mefiage,  wilt  thou  not  ? 
Boy.  I  with  my  dagger  in  their  bofome  Grandiire. 
Tit.  Noboy  not  fo,  lie  teach  thee  another  courfe, 

Lavinia  come,  Marcus  look  to  my  houfe, 

Lucius  and  He  go  brave  it  at  the  Court, 

I  marry  will  we  fir,  and  we'l  be  waited  on.  Exeunt. 
Mar.  O  heavens  \  Can  you  hear  a  good  man  grone 

And  not  relent,  or  not  companion  him  ? 
Marcus  attend  him  in  his  extalie  , 
.  That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart, 

Than  fpe-mens  marks  upon  his  battered  fhield, 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge, 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Ar.dronicus.  Exit. 
Enter  ylron,  Chiron  end  Demetrius  at  one  dor §  :  and  at 

another  dor e young  Lucius  and  another ,  with  a  bun- 

d'e  of  weapons,  and  v'erfes  writ  upon  ihem. 

Chi.  Demetrius  here's  the  Son  of  Lucius, 
He  hath  fome  men1  age  to  deliver  us. 

Avon.  I  fome  mad  meffage  from  his  mad  Grandfather. 
Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may,  | 

I  greet  your  honours  from  Anironicus,  \ 
And  pray  the  Roman  Gods  confound  you  borh. 

Dem.  Gramercy  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  news  ? 
Boy.  For  villains  mark'd  with  Rape.May  it  ple.ife  you 

My  Grandiire  well  advis'd  hath  fent  by  me, 
The  goodlieft  weapons  of  his  Armory  , 

To  gratifie  your  honourable  youth, 
The  hope  of  Rcme,  for  fo  he  bad  me  fay : 
And  fo  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Your  Lordfhips,  when  ever  you  have  need, 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well, 

And  fo  I  leave  you  both  :  like  Moody-villains.  Exit. 
Dem.  What's  here,  a  fcrole,  and  written  round  about? Let's  fee. 

Integer  vita,  fcelerifque  pur  us,  noneget  Mauri  jaculis  nee 
arcu. 

Chir.  O  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace,  I  know  it  well. 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Moor.  I  juft,  a  verfe  in  Horace  :  right,  you  have  it, 
Now  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  Afs  ? 

Here's  no  found  jeft,  th'old  man  hath  found  their  guilt, 
And  fends  the  weapons  wrapt  about  with  iines, 
That  wo±md  (  beyond  their  feeling  )  to  the  quick: 
But  were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a  foot, 

She  would  applaud  Andronicus  conceit :  1 
But  let  her  reft,  in  her  unreft  a  while. 

And  now  young  Lords,  was't  not  a  happy  ftarr 
Led  us  to  Romes  ftrangers,  and  more  than  fo , 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  siood  before  the  Palace  °ate 
To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  brothers  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  Lord 
Bafely  infinuate,and  fend  us  gifts. 

M'jor.  Had  he  not  reafon  Lord  Demetrius  ? 

Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 
Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thoufand  Roman  Dames 

At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 
(  hi.  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love. 
Moor.  Here  lacks  but  your  Mother  for  to  fay,  Amen. 
Chi.  And  rhat  would  fhe  for  twenty  thoufand  more. 

.  Dem.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  Mother  in  her  pains. 

Moor.Vuy  to  the  devils,  the  gods  have  given  us  over. 
Flourifh. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  Emperors  trumpets  flourifh  thus  ? 
Chi.  Belike  for  joy  the  Emperour  hatha  fon. 
Dem.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Nurfe  with  a  black^-a-Moor  Child. 
Nurfe.  Good  morrow  Lords  : 

O  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aron  the  Moor  ? 

Aron.  Well,  more  or  lefs,  or  ne'r  a  whit  at  all, 
Here  Aron  is,  and  what  with  Aron  now  ? 

Nurfe.  Oh  gentle  Aron,  we  are  all  undone. 

Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore. 
Aron.  Why,  what  a  catterw.'.lling  doft  thou  keep  ? 

What  doft  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 
Nurfe.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heavens  eye  , 

Our  Emprefs  fhame,  and  ftately  Romes  difgrace, 
She  is  delivered  Lords,  the  is  delivered. 

Aron.  To  whom  ? 

Ntrfe.  I  mean  fhe  is  brought  to  bed  ? 
Aron.  Well  God  give  her  good  reft. 

H  h  h  Vvhat 
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$  3  4  tragedy  of 

What  hath  he  font  her  ? 
 *v 

N*rfc.  A  devil. 
Aaron,  Why  then  foe  is  the  devils  Darjua  joyful  iffue. 
Nur.  A  joylefs,  difmal,  black  and  forrowful  iffue, 

Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathfome  as  a  toid, 

Amongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime, 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal. 
And  bids  thee  Chriften  it  with  thy  daggers  poinr. 

Aaron.  Out  you  whore,  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue  ? 
S  jveet  blowfe,  you  are  a  beauteous  bloflome  fure. 

Verne.  Villain,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Aaron.  That  which  thou  can'ft  not  undo. 
Chir.  Thou  haft  undone  our  Mother. 

Deme.  And  therein,  hcllilh  dog,  thou  haft  undone- 

Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice, 
Accur'ft  the  off-fpring  of  fo  foul  a  fiend. 

Chir.  It  (Hall  not  live. 

Aaron.  It  fhall  not  dye. 

Nttrfe.  Aaron  it  muft,  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 
Aaron.  Wh  t,  muft  it  Narfe  ?  Then  let  no  man  but  I 

Do  execution  on  my.ileih  and  blood. 

Drme.  Tie  broach  the  Tadpole*on  my  Rapiers  point : 

Nttrfe  give  it  me,  my  fword  fhall  foon  d'ifpatch  it. Aaron.  Sooner  this  fword  (hdl  plough  thy  bowels  up. 
Sray  murtherous  villains, will  you  kill  your  brother  ? 
Now  by  the  burning  Tapers  of  the  sky 
That  fhone  lo  brightly  when  this  Boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  Semitars  fharp  point, 

That  touches  th  smy  firft-born  ion  and  heir. 
I  tell  you  younglings,  not  Enceladus 
With  all  his  rhreatning  band  of  Typhons  brood, 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  War, 
Shall  feize  this  prey  our  of  his  fathers  hands  : 

Wnat,  what,  ye  fanguin  (hallow -hearted  Boyes, 

Ye  whte-lim'd  walls,  ye  Ale-houfe  painted  fignes, 
Cole-black  is  better  than  another  nue , 
In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue :  , 
For  all  the  water  in  the  Ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  Swans  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  fhe  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  Emprefs  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own,  excufe  it  how  Hie  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  Miftn's  thus  ? 
Aaron.  My  miftris  is  my  miftris :  this  my  felf, 

The  vigour,  and  the  piilure  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer, 
This,  maugre  all  the  world,  will  I  keepfafe, 

Or  fome  or  you  fhall  1'moke  for  it  in  Rome. 
Dem.  By  this  our  mothet  is  for  ever  lham'd. 
Chir.  Rome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 
Jvar.The  Emperour  in  nis  rage  will  doom  her  death. 
Chir.  I  biulh  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 

Aaron. \\  hy  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears : 
Fie  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  bluihing 
The  clofe  enadts  and  counfels  of  the  heart  : 

Here's  a  young  Lad  fram'd  of  another  leer, 
Look  how  the  black  flave  fmiles  upon  the  father ; 
As  who  ihould  fay,  old  Lad  I  am  thine  own. 

He  is  your  b'orher,  Lords,  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf  blood  that  firft  gave  life  to  you , 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imprifoned  were, 
He  is  nfranchifed  and  come  to  light : 
Nay.  he  is  your  brother  by  the  fure  r  fide, 
Although  my  feal  be  ftamped  in  his  face. 

Nttrfe.  Aaron^  what  (hall  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 
Dem.  Advife  thee  Aaren,  what  is  to  be  done, 

Titus  Andronicus. 

And  we  will  all  fubfcribe  to  thy  advife  : 
Save  thou  the  child,  fo  we  may  all  be  fife. 

Aaron.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  corfult. 
My  fon  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 

Keep  there,  now  talk  at  pieafure  of  your  fafety. 
Dem.  How  many  women  faw  this  child  of  his  f 
Aaron.  Why  fo  brave  Lords,  When  we  all  joyn  in 

I  am  a  Lamb :  but  if  yOu  brave  the  Moor,  (league 
The  chafed  Boar,  the  mountain  Lionefs, 
The  Ocean  fwells  not  fo  if. Aaron  ftorms  .• 

But  fay  again,  how  many  fnv  the  child  ? 

Nurfe.  Cornelia  the  midwife, 'and  my  felf, 
And  none  elfe  but  the  delivered  Emprefs.. 

Aaron.  The  Emprefs,  the  Midwife,  and  your  felf, 

Two  may  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away  : 
Go  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her  this  I  faid,      He  kjls  her. 

Week,  week,  fo  cries  a  Pig  prepar'd  to  th'  fpit.  / 
Dem.  What  mean'ft  thou  Aaron  ? 

Wherefore  did'ft  thou  this  f 

Aaron.  O  Lord  fir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  (he  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  our>  ?  ^ 

A  long-tongu'd  babling  Goiiip  ?  No  Lords ,  no  ' 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 

Not  far,  one  Mulitem  my  Country-man 
His  wife  but  yeftemight  was  brought  to  bed, 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are  : 

Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all, 

And  how  by  this  their  child  (hall  be  advanc'd, 
And  be  received  for  the  Empenurs  heir, 
And  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  Courr, 
And  let  the  Emperour  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye  Lords, ye  fee  I  have  given  her  Phyfick, 
And  you  muft  needs  beftow  her  funeral, 
The  fields  are  neer,  and  you  are  gallant  Grooms : 
This  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  dayes 
But  fend  the  Midwife  prefently  to  me. 
The  Midwife  and  the  Nurf:  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  Ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chir.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  truft  the  ayr  with  fe- 
Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora,  (crets. 

Her  felf,  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee.  Exeunt. 
Aaron.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  Swallow  flies, 

There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  mine  arms, 

And  fecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs  friends : 
Come  on  you  thick-lipt-flave,  Tie  bear  you  hence, 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  Ihifts :  [ 

I'le  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots, 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whay,  and  fuck  the  Goat, 
And  cabin  in  a  Cave,  and  bring  you  up 

To  be  a  warriour,  and  command  a  Camp.  Exit. 

Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucius^  and  other  gentle- 
men with  bows,  and  Titus  bears  the  arrows  with 

Letters  on  the  end  of  them. 

Tit.  Come  Marcus,  come,  kinfmen  this  is  the  way. 
Sir  Boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  Archery, 

Look  yee  draw  home' enough,  and  'tis  there  ftrai'ghc : 
Terras  Aflr<ta  reliquit,  be  you  remembred  Marcus. 

She's  gone,  (he's  fled,  firs  take  you  to  your  tools, 
You  coufens  (hall  go  found  the  Ocean  : 

And  caft  your  nets,  haply  you  may  find  her  in  the  Sea, 
Yet  there's  as  little  juftice  as  at  Land  : 
No  Publitis  and  Sempronius,  you  muft  do  it, 
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Jis  you  muft  dig  with  Mattock  and  with  Spade* 
And  peirce  the  inmoft  Center  of  the  earth: 
Then  when  you  come  to  Plutoes  Region, 
I  pray  you  ro  deliver  him  this  petition, 
Tell  nun  it  is  for  Juftice,  and  for  aid, 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andromctu, 
Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 
Ah  Rome  /  Well,  well, I  nude  thee  mifcrable, 

What  time  I  threw  the  peoples  fuffrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  ore  me. 

Go  get  you  gone,  and  priy  be  carefull  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unfearcht, 
This  wicked  Emperour  may  have  ihipt  her  hence, 
And  kinfmen  then  we  may  goe  pipe  for  Juftice. 

Marc .  O  Pub!itu,is  not  this  a  heavy  cafe 
To  fee  thy  Noble  Vncle  thus  diftraft? 

Pub.  Therefore  my  Lord  it  highly  us  concerns, 

By  day  and  night  t'attend  him  carefully : 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
Till  time  beget  fome  careful,  remedy. 

Marc.  Kinfmen,  his  fornws  are  paft  remedy. 
J^yn  with  the  Goths,  and  with  revengefull  war, 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude,  / 
And  vengeance  on  the  Traytor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publlw  how  now  ?  how  now  my  matters? 
What  have  you  met  with  her? 

Pubi.  No  my  good  Lord,  but  Pluto  fends  you  word, 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell  you  {hall, 

vlarry  for  Juftice  ihe  is  fo  imploy'd, rfe  thinks  with  love  inheaven,or  fome  where  elfe: 

So  that  perforce  you  muft  needs  ftay  a  time. 
Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 

le  dive  into  the  burning  Lake  below, 

And  pull  her  out  oc  Acheron  by  the  heels. 
Marcus  we  are  but  flirubs,  no  Cedars  we, 

No  big-bon'd-men,  f  ram'd  of  the  Cyclops  fize, 
But  metal  Marcus,  fteel  to  the  very  back, 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  back  can  bear. 

And  firh  there's  no  juftice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  follicit  heaven,  and  move  the  Gods 

To  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs : 
Come  to  this  gear,  you  are  a  good  Archer  Marcus. 

He  gives  then*  the  Arrows. 
Ai  loventf  thats  for  you  :  here  ad  Apollonem, 
Ad  Mar tem  thats  for  my  felf, 
Here  Boy  to  P alias,  here  to  Mercury, 
To  Saturnine,  to  Cuius,  not  to  Saturnine, 
You  were  as  good  to  fhoot  againft  the  wind. 
To  it  Boy,  Marcus  loofe  when  I  bid  : 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect, 
Theres  not  a  God  left  unfollicited. 

Marc.  Kinfmen,  {hoot  all  your  {hafts  into  the  Court, 
We  will  afflict  the  Emperour  in  his  pride. 

Tit.  Now  mafters  draw,  Oh  well  faid  Lucius : 

Good  boy  in  Virgoes  lap,  give  it  Pallas. 
Marc.  My  Lord,  1  aym  a  Mile  beyond  the  Moon. 

Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  rhis. 
Tit.  Ha,  ha  Publlus,  Publius,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

j  See,  fee,  thou  haft  fhot  of?  one  of  Taurus  horns, 
f    Mar.  This  was  the  fport  mv  Lord,  when  Pub  lus  ffiot, 
!  The  Bull  being  galPd,  gave  v4rj>jfuch  a  knock, 
That  down  fell  both  the  Rams  horns  in  the  Court, 
And  who  fhould  find  them  but  the  Emprels  villain : 
She  laught,  and  told  the  Moor  he  fhould  not  choofe 

Butgive  them  to  his  Mafter  for  a  prefent. 

Tit.  Why  there  it  goes,  God  give  your  Lordftup-  joy. 

E titer  the  Clown  with  a  basket  and  two  Pigeons. 
Tit.  NewJJhews,  from  heaven. 

Marcus  the  poaft  is  come. 

Sirrah,  what  tydings  ?  have  you  any  letters? 
Shall  I  have  Juftice,  what  hysfupite>? 

Clow.  Ho  he  Jibbetmaker,  he  fays  that  he  hath  taken 

them  down  again,  for  the  man  muft  not  be  hang'd till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  Tut  what  fays  lupiter  I  ask  thee? 
Clow.  Alas  fir  I  know  not  Ittpitiri 

I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why  villain  art  not  thou  the  Carrier? 
Clow.  I  of  my  Pigeons  fir,  nothing  elfe. 
Tit.  Why,  didft  thou  not  comefrom  heaven? 
Clow.  From  heaven  ?  Alas  fir,  I  never  came  there, 

God  forbid  I  fhould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  to  heaven  m  my 

young  days.  Why  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the 
Tribunal  Plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  ,  betwixt 
my  vncle,  and  one  of  the  Emperials  men. 

Mar  Why  fir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  ferve  for  your 
Oration,and  let  him  deliver  thePigeons  to  the  Emperour 
from  you. 

Tit .  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  Oration  to  the  Em- 
perour with  a  Grace? 

Clow.  Nay  truly  fir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  in  all  my 
life. 

Tit.  sirrah  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado, 

But  give  your  Pigeons  to  the  Emperour. 
By  me  thou  fhalt  have  Juftice  at  his  hands. 

Hold,  hold,  mean  while  her's  money  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  Grace  deliver  a  Supplication? Clow.  I  fir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  Supplication  for  you,  and  when 
you  come  to  him,  at  theffirft  approach  you  muft  kneel, 
then  kifs  his  foot,  then  deliver  up  your  Pigeons ,  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  He  be  at  hand  fir,  fee  you  do 
it  bravely. 

Clow.  I  warrant  you  fir,  let  me  alone. 
Tit.  Sirrah  haft  thou  a  knife?  Come  let  me  fee  it. 

Here  Marcus  fold  it  in  the  Oration, 
For  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  Suppliant, 
And  when  thou  haft  given  it  the  Emperour, 

Knock  at  my  dore,  and  tell  me  what  he  fayes. 
Clow.  God  be  with  you  fir,  I  will. 
Tit.  Come  Marcus  let  us  go,  PnbliHs  follow  me. Exeunt. 

Enter  Emperour  aud  Empress,  and  her  two  fens,  the 

Emperour  brings  the  Arrows  in  his  hand 
that  Titns  {hot  at  him. 

Satur.  Why  Lords, 

What  wrongs  are  thefe  ?  was  ever  feen 
An  Emperonr  in  Rome  thus  overborn, 
Troubled,  Confronted  thus,  and  for  the  extent 

Of  equal  Juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt  ? 

My  Lords,  you  know  the  might'full  Gods ( How  ever  thefe  difturbe  s  of  our  peace  » 
Buz  in  the  peoples  ears)  there  nought  hath  paft, 
But  even  with  law  againft  the  wilful  1  Sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.  And  what  and  if 

Hisforrows  have  fo  overwhelmed  his  wits, 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks, 

His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitternefs  ? 
flrhinow  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redrefse 

See*  frtffes  K>'  JwOjSnd  this  to  <JM<rCHry, H  h  h  z  This 
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This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  god  of  warr:  J 
Sweet  fcrowls  to  flic  abouc  the,  ftreets  of  Rome  : 

What's  this  but  Libelling  againft  the  Senate, 
And  blazoning  our  injuthce  every  where  > 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not  my  Lords? 

As' who  would  (ay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 
But  if  \  live,  his  feigned  extafics 
Shall  be  no  Ihelter  to  thefe  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  (hall  know,  that Juftice  lives 
In  Satuminus  health,  whom  if  he  deep, 

He'l  fo  awake,  as  he. in  fury  .ftull 

Cut  off  the  pioiid'ft  Confpirator  that  lives. 
Tamo.  My  gracious  Lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine  y 

Lord  of  my  "life.,- Commander  of  my  thoughts , Galm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus  age, 

Th'effe&s  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  Sons, 

Whofe  lofs  hath  peirc'd  him  deep,  and  fcarr'd  his  heart; 
And  rather  comfort  his  diftrefled  plight, 
Then  profecute  the  meaneft  or  the  be  ft 
For  thefe  contempts.  Why  thus  it  fhall  become 

High  witted  Tamora  to  glofe  witha  11: 

But  Ttusy  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life  blood  on't:  if  Aron  now  be  wife, 
Then  is  all  fafe,  the  Anchor's  in  the  Port. Enter  Clown. 

How  now  good  fellow,  vvould'ft  thoufpeak  with  us  ? 
Clow.  Yea  forfootn,  and  your  Mifterfhip  be  Emperial. 
Tarn.  Emprefs.  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  Emperour. 
C  W.Tis  he:God  andSaintStephen  give  you  good  den, 

[  have  brough  you  aLetter,and  a  couple  of  Pigions  here 
He  reads  the  Letter. 

Satn.  Go'take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefently. 
Clow.  How  much  mony  mutt  I  have  ? 

T am.  Come  firrah  thou  muft  be  hang'd. 
Clow.  Hang'd  ?  bir  Lady,  than  I  have  brought  up  a neck  to  a  fair  end.  Exit. 

Satirr.  Defpightful  and  intollerable  wrongs, 
Shall  I  endure  this  Monftrousvillany  > 
I  know  from  whence  this  fame  devife  proceeds  : 

May  this  be  born;?  As  if  his  Traytrous  Sons, 

That  dy'd  by  law  for  murther  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcber'd  wrongfully  ? 
Go  drag  the  yillain  hither  by  the  hair, 
Nor  Age,  nor  Honor,  fhall  lhape  privilege  : 
For  this  proud  mock;.  He  be  thy  daughter  man  : 

Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'it  tp  make  me  great> 
In  hope  thy  felf  fhould  govern  Rome  and  me. 

i  Enter  Nunt'ms  Emilius. 
Sat  nr.-  What  news  with  thee  Emilius} 
Emil.  Arm  my.  Lords,  Rome  never  had  more  caufe  ,  . 

The  Gothes  have  gather 'd  head,  and  with  a  power 
Of  High  rTolved  men,  bent  to  the  fpoyl 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  Son  to  old  Andromcm  : 

V  Vho  threats  in  courfe  of  th;s  revenge  to  do    ,  ■ 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolams  did.  -  ■ 

Satur.  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Gothes  3 

Thefe  tydirjgs  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flower*  with  froft,  or grafsbeat.dowri  with  ftorms. 

I,  now  begin  our-fcrrows  to  approach, 
'Tis  he  the  common  people  love  fo  much, 

My  fe'f  hath  often 'heard  them  (ay, 
(  When  I  have  walked  like  a  rivate  man  )  . 
ThztLucius  b  rudiment  was  wr6ngfully, 

And  they  hay.e.wifh'd  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperour. 
Tarn.  Why  ftiould  you  fear  ?  Is  not  our  City  ftrong? 

Satur.  I, but  the  Citizens  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  fuccour  him. 

Tam.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  name 

Is  the  Sun  dim'd,that  Gnats  do  flie  in  it  ? 
The  Eagle  fuffers  little  Birds  to  fing, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  (hadow  of  his  wings, 
He  can  at  pleafure  flint  their  melody. 

Even  fo  may'ft  thou,  the  giddy  men  of  Rome; 
Then  cheer  thy  fpirit,  for  know  thou  Emperour, 
I  will  enchant  the.old  Andronicns, 

With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous  , 
Than  baits  to  fiih,  or  hony  ftalks  to  (heep, 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 

King.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  fon  for  us. 
Tam.  If Tamora  intreat  him,  then  he  will, 

For  I  can  fmooth  and  fill  his  aged  ear, 

With  golden  promifes,  that  were  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 

Yet  fhould  both  ear  and  heart  obsy  my  tongue.' 
Go  thou  before  to  our  Embaffador, 

Say,  that  the  Emperour  requefts  a  parly 
Of  warlike  Lucius ,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 

King.  Emilius  do  this  menage  Honourably, 
And  if  he  ftand  in  Hoftage  for  his  fafety, 

Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 
Emil.  Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  effectually.  Exit. 
Tam.  Now  Will  I  to  that  old  Andronieus, 

And  temper  him  with  all  the  Art  I  have, 

To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Gothes. 
And  now  fweet  Emperour  be  blith  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

Satu.  Then  go  fucceffantly  and  plead  for  him.  Exit 

Actus  Qutntus. 

Enter  Lucius  with  an  Army  of  Gothes, 

with  Drum  and  Soufdiers. 

Luci.  Approved  warriours,  and  my  faithful  Friends, 
I  have  received  Letters  from  great  Rome, 

Which  fignifies  what  hate  they  bear  their  Emperour, 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 

Therefore  great  Lords,  be  as  your  Titles  witnefs, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs, 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe, 
Let  him  make  treble  fatisfadtion. 

Goth.  Brave  (lip,  fprung  from  the  Great  AndronicMf, 
V  Vhofe  name  was  once  our  terrour,  now  our  comfort, 
Whole  high  exploirs,  and  honourable  Deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt : 

Be  bold  in  us,  we  1  follow  Where  thou  lead'ft, 
Like  flinging  Bees  in  hotted  Summers  day, 
Led  by  their  Mafter  to  the  flowred  fields, 

And  be  aveng'd  on  airfed  Tamora. 
Omn>  And  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 
Luci.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 

But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lufty  Goth  ? 
Enter  a  Goth  leadiwg  Aron  with  his  chili 

in  his  arms. 

Goth.  Renowned  L»a'«j,from  our  troups  I  ftraid 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  Mbnaftery, 

And 
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And  as  I  earneftly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Vpon  the  wafted  building,  fuddenly 
I  beard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noife,  when  foon  I  heard, 

The  crying  babe  control'd  with  this  d  fcourfe: 

Peace  Tawny  fhve,half  me,  and  hilt' thy  Dam, 
Did  not  thy  Hue  bewray  whofe  brat  thou  art, 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  Mothers  look, 

Villain  thou  m'ghtft  have  been  an  Emperour. 
But  where  the  Bull  and  Cow  are  both  milk-white, 

They  never  doe  beget  a  cole-black  Calf . 
Peace,  villain  peace  (even  thus  he  rates  the  babe) 
Fori  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufty  Goth  , 
Who  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  £ mprefs  babe, 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  Mothers  fake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn  I  rufht  upon  him, 

Surpriz'd  him  fuddenly,and  brought  him  hither, 
To  ufe,as  you  think  needfull  of  the  man. 

Luci.  Oh  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnat  devill  , 

That  rob'd  Andr omens  of  his  good  hand  : 
Tn;s  is  the  Pearl  that  pleafd  your  Emprefs  eye, 

And  here's  the  Bafe  Fruit  of  his  burning  luft. 
Say  wall-ey'd  flave,  whither  wouidft  thou  convey 
This  growing  Image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  doft  not fpeak?  what  deaf?  no  t  Not  a  word  ? 
A  halter  Souldiers,  hang  him  on  this  Tree, 
And  by  his  fide  his  Fruit  of  Baftardy. 

Aaron.  Touch  not  the  Boy,  he  is  of  Royal  blood. 
Luci.  Too  like  the  Syre  for  ever  being  good. 

Firft  hang  the  Child, that  he  may  fee  it  fpralJ, 
A  fight  to  vex  the  Fathers  foul  withall. 

Aaron.  Get  me  a  Ladder  Lucius,  fave  the  Child, 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Emperefs  : 
If  thou  doe  this,  lie  fhew  thee  wondrous  thing*, 
That  higkly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear; 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
He  fpeak  no  more:  but  vengeance  rot  you  all. 

Luci.  Say  on,  and  if  it  pleife  me  which  thou  fpeak'rt, 
Thy  child  fhall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  Nourifhc. 

Aaron.  And  if  it  pleafe  thee?  why  affure  thee  Lucius, 
Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  fhall  fpeak  : 
For  I  muft  talk  of  Murthers ,  Rapes,  and  Maflfacres  , 
Ails  of  Black-night,  abhominable  Deeds, 
Complots  of  Mifchief,Treafon,  Villanies 

Huthfull  to  hear,  yet  pittioufly  perform'd, 
And  this  fhall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Vnlefs  thou  fwear  to  me  my  Child  fhall  live. 

Luc  Tell  on  thy  mind, 
I  fay  thy  Child  fhall  live. 

Aartn.  Swear  that  he  fhall,  md  then  I  will  begin. 
Luci.  Wno  fhould  I  fwear  by? 

Thou  beleeveft  no  God, 

That  granted,  how  can'ft  thou  beleeve  an  oath  ? 
Aaron.  What  if  I  do  not,  as  indeed  I  do  not, 

Yet  for  I  know  thou  art  Religious, 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  Confcience, 

With  twenty  Popifh  tr.'cks  and  Ceremonies, Which  I  have  feen  thee  carefull  to  obferve : 

Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath,  for  that  I  know 
An  Ideot  holds  his  Bauble  for  a  God, 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  God  he  fwears, 
To  that  I  le  urge  him  :  therefore  thou  lhi.lt  vow 
By  that  fane  God,  what  God  fo  ere  it  be 
Tnatthou  adoreft,  and  haft  in  reverence* 

To  fave  my  Boy  nourifh  and  bring  him  uf^ 
Ore  elfe  I  will  difcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luci.  Even  by  my  God  I.  fwear  to  thee  I  will. 
Aaron.  Firft  know  rhoii, 

I  begot  him  on  thy  Emperefs. 
Luci.  Oh  moft  infatiare  luxurious  Woman/ 
Aaron.  Tut  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  Charity, 

To  that  which  thou  fhalt  hear  of  me  anon, 
Tvvas  her  two  Sons  that  murdered  Bajftanu^ 
They  cut  thy  Sifters  tongue,  and  Ravifht  her, 

And  cut  her  hands  off,  and  trimra'd  her  as  thou  fawft. Luci.  Oh  dereftable  villain  i 

Call'ft  thou  that  Trimming? 

Aar6n.  Why  fhe  was  wafhr,  and  cut,and  trimm'd , 
And  tvvas  trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  ic. 

Ltscl.Oh  barbarous  beaftly  villains  like  rhyfelf  i 
Aaron.  Indeed,  I  was  their  Tutor  to  inftructthem, 

That  Godding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  Mother, 
As  fure  a  Card  as  ever  won  the  Set: 

That  bloody  mind  I  think  they  learn'd  of  me, 
As  true  a  Dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. 
Well,  let  my  Deeds  be  witnefs  of  my  worth.- 

I  trayn'd  thy  Bretheren  to  that  guilefull  Hole, Where  the  dead  Corps  of  Bajjlams  lay: 
I  wrote  the  Letter  that  thy  Father  found, 

And  hid  the  Gold  within  the  Letter  mention 'd. 
Confederate  with  the  Queen,  and  her  two  Sons, 
And  what  not  done  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue, 
Wherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  Mifchief  in  it. 
I  plaid  the  Cheater  for  thy  Fathers  hand, 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  my  felf  apart, 
And  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
I  pried  me  through  the  Crevice  of  a  Wall, 
When  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  Sons  heads, 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laught  fo  heartily, 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his: 
And  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  fport, 
She  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafing  tale, 

And  for  my  tydings,  gave  me  twenty  kifles. 
Goth.  What  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  never  blnfh? 
Aaron,  I,  like  a  black  Dog,  as  the  faying  is. 
Lhc.  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  hainous  deeds? 
Aaron.  I,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 

Even  now  I  curfe  the  day,  and  yet  I  think 
Few  come  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe, 
Wherein  I  did  not  fome  Notorious  ill, 
As  kill  a  man,  or  elfe  devife  his  death, 
Ravifh  a  Maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  doe  it, 
Accufe  fome  innocenr,  and  forfwear  my  felf, 
Set  deadly  Enmity  between  two  Friend?, 
Make  poor  mens  Cattell  break  their  necks , 
Set  fire  on  Barns  and  Hayftacks  in  the  night, 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  then  tears  3. 

Ofc  have  I  dig'd  up  deid  men  from  their  graves, 
And  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  Friends  doors, 
Even  when  their  forrow  almoft  was  forgot, 
And  on  thei  r  skins,  as  on  the  Bark  of  trees, 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  Letters, 
Let  not  your  forrow  dye,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tur,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadfull  things, 

As  willingly,  as  one  would  killa  fly,* 

And  nothing  grievs  me  heartily  indeed,' 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luci.  Bring  down  the  devil,  for  he  muft  not  dye 
So  fweet  a  death  as  hanging  prefently. 

Aaron.  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devill, 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlafting  fire, 

So  1  might  have  your  company  in  hell, 

H  h  h  3  But 
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But  totorment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue. 
Luc.  Sirs  Hop  his  month,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  more. 

Enter  Emiliw, 

Goth.  My  Lor  J, there  is  a  Meffenger  from  Rome 
Detires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence. 

Luc.  Let  him  come  near. 
Welcome  Entilms,  whats  the  news  from  Rome? 

Emr.  Lord  L«c7'«.r,and  you  Princes  of  the  Goths, 
The  Roman  Emperour  greets  you  all  by  me, 
And  for  he  underftands  you  are  in  Arms, 
He  craves  a  parly  ar  your  Fathers  houfe, 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  Hoftages, 
And  they  fhall  be  immediately  delivered. 

Goth.  What  fayes  our  General? 
Lhc  EntiliuSy  let  the  Emperour  give  his  pledges 

Vnto  my  Father,  and  my  Vncle  Marcu', 
And  we  will  come  :  march  away.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Tamoray  and  her  two  Sons  dtfguifed. 

Tarn.  Thus  in  this  ftrange,  and  fad  Habiliments, 
I  will  encounter  with  Ardronicus^ 
And  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below, 

To  joyn  with  him  and  right  his  heynous  wrongs.- 
Knock  at  his  ftudy  where  they  fay  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  Revenge, 
Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  joyn  with  him, 
And  work  confufion  on  his  Enemies. 

They  knochjind  Titus  opens  his  ftudy  ioore. 
Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  Contemplation? 

Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  dore, 
That  fo  my.  fad  decrees  may  flye  away, 
And  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  effect  ? 

You  are  deceiv'd,  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 
See  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  : 
And  what  is  written  fhall  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tit.  No  not  a  word  :  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  adtion? 
Thou  halt  the  ods  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn.  If  thou  did'ftknow  me, 
Thou  wouldft  talk  with  me. 

Tit.  I  am  not  mad,  I  know  thee  well  enough,  \ 
Witnefs  this  wretched  ftump, 
Witnefs  thefe  crimfon  lines, 

Witnefs  thefe  Trenches  made  by  grief  and  care, 
Witnefs  the  tyring  day,  and  heavy  night, 
Witnefs  all  forrow,  thar  I  know  thee  well 

For  our  proud  Emprefs,  Mighty  Tamora: 
Is  not  thy  comming  for  my  other  hand? 
T *m.  Know  thou  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamoray 

She  is  thy  Enemy,  and  I  thy  friend, 

I  am  Revenge  fent  from  th'  infernal  Kindome, 
Toeafe  the  gnawing  Vulture  of  rhy  mind, 
By  working  wreakfull  vengeance  on  thy  Foes: 
Come  down  and  welcome  me  to  th  s  worlds  light, 
Confer r  with  me  of  Murder  and  of  Deith, 

There's  not  a  hollow  Cave,or  lurking  place, 
No  Vaftobfcurity  or  Mifty  vale, 
Where  bloody  Murther  or  detefted  Rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out, 
And  in  their  ears  tel  them  my  dreadfull  name, 

Revenge,  whxh  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake. 
Tit.  A  rt  thou  Revenge?  and  art  thou  fent  to  me, 

TO'be  a  rorment  to  mine  Enemies  ? 
Turn.  I  am,  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me. 

i 

I 
Tit.  Doe  me  foT.e  fervice  ere  I  come  ro  thee: 

Loeby  thy  -Tide  where  Kape  and  Murder  fbnds, 
Now  give  fome  furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 

Stab  them  or  tear  them  on  thy  Ch  ariot  wheels, 

And  then  He  come  and  be  thy  W,-°goner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  Globest 
Provide  thee  two  proper  Palfries,  black  as  let, 
To  hale  thy  vengefull  Waggon  ivvift  away, 
And  find  out  Murder  in  their  guilty  Caves. 
And  when  thy  Car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dif mount,  and  by  the  Waggon  wheel 
Trot  like  a  Servile  footman  all  day  long, 
Even  from  Hiperious  rifing  in  the  Eaft, 

Vntill  h  s  very  downfall  in  the  Sea. 

And  day  by  day  He  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  deltroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tam.  Thefe  are  my  Mintfters,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  Minifters,  whit  are  they  call'd  ? 
Tam.  Rapine  and  Murder,  therefore  called  ib, 

Caufe  they  take  vengeance  of  fuch  kinde  of  men. 
Tit.  Good  Lord  how  like  the  Empreis  Sons  they  are, 

And  you  the  Emprefs  :But  we  worldly  mci^ 
Have  miferable  mad  nviftaking  eyes : 

Oh  fvveet  Revenge,  now  doe  I  come  to  thee, 
And  if  one  arms  lmbracement  will  content  thee, 
I  will  imbrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

Tam.  This  clofing  with  him,  fits  his  Lunacy, 
What  ere  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits, 
Doe  you  uphold  ,  and  maintain  in  yourfpeeches, 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge, 
And  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
He  make  him  fend  tor  Lucius  his  Son, 
And  vvhilft  I  at  a  Banquet  hold  him  fure, 
He  find  fome  cunning  practice  out  of  hand 
To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Gorhs, 
Or  at  the  leaft  make  them  his  Enemies: 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  play  my  theim. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee, 
Welcome  dread  Fury  to  my  woefull  houfe, 
Rapine  and  Murther,  you  are  welcome  too, 
How  like  the  Emprefs  and  her  Sons  you  are. 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor, 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil? 
For  well  I  wore  the  Emprefs  never  wags, 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor, 

And  would  you  reprefent  our  Queen  aright 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  d  :vill 
But  welcome  as  you  arc,  what  fhall  we  doe? 

Tam.  What  wouldft  thou  have  us  doe  Ardronicus  ? 

Bem.  Shew  me  a  Murtherer,  He  deal  w'th  him. 
Chir  Shew  me  a  Villain  that  hath  done  a  Rape, 

And  I  am  fent  to  be  reverig'd  on  him. 
Tam.  Shew  me  a  thoufand  that  hive^done  thee  wrong 

And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 
Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  flreets  of  Rome, 

And  when  thou  find'fta  man  that's  like  thy  felf, 
Good  Murder  ftab  him,  he's  a  Murtherer. 
Goe  thou  with  him,  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 

Good  Rapine  ftab  him,  he  is  a  Ravifher. 
Goe  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperours  Court, 
There  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Moor, 
Well  maift  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble  thee , 

I  pray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  death, 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tamora. 
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Tarn.  Well  haft  thou  leflon'd  us,  this  ilull  we  do. 
ht  would  it  pleafe  the  good  Aridronieus, 
To  fend  tor  Lucius  thy  thrice  Valiant  Son, 
VVho  le^ds  towards  Rome  a  Band  of  Warlike  Gothes, 

And  bid  him  come  and  Banquet  at  thy  houfe. 
VVhen  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  folemn  Feaft, 

.  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  Sons, 
The  Emperour  himfelf,  and  all  thy  F:>es, 
And  at  thy  mercy  fhall  they  ftoop,  and  kneel , 
And  on  them  fhalt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart : 

V  Vhat  fays  Andronicus  to  this  devife  ? 

Enter  Marcus. 

Tit.  Marcus  my  brother,  Ys  fad  Titus  calls, 
Go  gentle  Marcus  to  thy  Nephew  Lucius, 
Thou  fhalt  enquire  him  out  among  the  Gothes, 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  Princes  of  the  Gothes, 

Bid  him  encamp  his  Souldiers  where  they  are, 
Tell  him  the  Emperour,  and  the  Emprefs  too , 
Feafts  at  my  houfe,  and  he  ftull  Feaft  with  them; 
This  do  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him, 
As  he  regards  his  aged  Fathers  life. 

Mar.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.  Exit. 
Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  bufinefs, 

And  take  my  Minifters  along  with  me. 
Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 

Or  elfe  lie  call  my  Brother  back  again, 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.  What  fay  you  Boys,  will  you  bide  with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord  the  Emperour, 

How  I  have  govem'd  our.determined  jeft  > 
Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair, 
And  tarry  with  him  till  I  turn  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all  though  they  fuppofe  me  mad, 
And  will  ore-reach  them  in  their  own  devifes  , 
A  pair  of  curfed  hell-hounds  and  their  Dam. 

Dtm.  Madam  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 
Tam.  Farewel  Andronicus,  Revenge  now  goes 

To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  Foes. 

Tit.  I  know  thou  do'ft,  and  fweet  Revenge  farewel. 
Chi.  Tell  us  old  man,  how  fhall  we  be  employ'd  ? 
Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do, 

fublius  come  hither,  Calm,  and  Valentine. 
Tub.  What  is  your  will  ? 
Tit.  Know  you  thefe  rwo  ? 
Pub.  The  Emprefs  Sons 

I  take  them,  Chiron,  DemetrUs. 

Tit.  Fie  Publiui  fie,  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd, 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  others  name, 
And  therefore  bind  them  gentle  Publiw, 

C'aius,  and  Valentine ,lay  hands  on  them, 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  hour, 
And  now  I  find  it,  therefore  bind  them  fure. 

Chi.  Villains  forbear,  we  are  the  Emprefs  Sons. 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we,  what  we  are  commanded. 

Stop  clofe  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word. 

Is  he  fure  bound?  look  that  you  bind  themfaft.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Titus  Andronkus  with  a  knife,  and  Lavinia 
with  A  Bafon. 

Tit.  Come,  come  Lav' ma,  look,  thy  Foes  are  bound  , 
Sirs  flop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  fpeak  to  me, 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 

OhJVillains,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius, 

Here  ftands  the  fpring  whom  you  have  fhin'd  with  mud, 
Th  s  goodly  Summer  with  your  Winter  mixt, 

You  kill'd  her  husband,  and  for  that  vil'd  fault, 
Two  of  her  brothers  werecondemn'd  to  death, 
My  hind  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft, 
Both  her  fweet  hands,  her  Tongue,  and  that  more  de^.r 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  fporlefs  Chaftity, 

Inhumane  Traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  fore'd. What  would  you  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak  ? 
Villains  fo<-  fhame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Heark  Wretches  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you, 

This  one  Hand  yen's  left,  to  cut  your  throats, 
VVhil'ft  that  Lavinia  tween  her  ftumps  doth  hole' , 
The  Bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know  your  Mother  means  to  feaft  with  me, 
And  calls  her  fe If  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad. 
Heark  Villains,  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  duft, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it,  He  make  a  Paft, 
And  of  the  Paft  a  Coffin  will  I  rear, 
And  make  two  Pafties  of  your  fhameful  heads, 
And  bid  that  ftrumpet  your  unhallowed  Dam, 
Like  to  the  earth  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 

This  is  the  Feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  Banquet  fhe  fhall  furfet  on, 

For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  Daughter, 

And  worfe  th&n  Progue,  I  will  be  reveng'd, 
And  now  prepare  your  throats :  Lavinia  come, 
Receive  the  blood,  and  when  that  they  are  dead 
Let  me  go  grind  their  Bones  to  powder  fmall , 
And  with  this  hateful  Liquor  temper  it, 

And  in  that  Paft  let  their  wild  Heads  be  bak'd.' 
Come,  come,  be  ever  one  officious, 
To  make  this  Banquet,  which  I  wifh  might  prove, 

More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaures  Feaft. 
He  cuts  their  throats. 

So  now  bring  them  in,  for  He  play  the  Cook, 

And  fee  them  ready,  'gainft  the  Mother  comes.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  the  Gothes, 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  'tis  my  Fathers  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

Goth.  And  ours  with  thine  befall,  what  fortune  will. 
Luc.  Good  Unkle  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor 

This  Ravenous  Tiger ,  this  accurfed  devil,- 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him, 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emperors  face, 
For  teftimony  of  his  foul  proceedings. 
And  fee  the  Ambufh  of  our  Friends  be  ftrong, 

If  ere  the  Emperour  means  no  good  to  us. 
Aron.  Some  devil  whifper  curfes  in  my  ear, 

And  prompt  me  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth,' The  Venemous  Malice  of  my  {welling  heart. 
Luc.  Away  inhumane  Dogg,  Unhallowed  Slave, 

Sirs  help  our  Unckle,  to  convey  him  in,  Flourish 
The  Trumpets  fhew  the  Emperour  is  at  hand. 

Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  Emperour,  and  Emprefs ftith 
Tribunes  and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  Suns  than  one? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thy  felf  a  Sun  ? 
Mar.  Romes  Emperour  and  Nephew  break  the  parly 

Thefe  quarrels  rfluft  be  quietly  debated, 
The  Feaft  h  ready  which  the  careful  Titus, 
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Hath  ordained  to  an  honourable  end,  a 

'For  Peace,  for  Love,  for  League,  and  good  toRome  : 
Pleafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh  and  take  your  places. 

Sat  nr.  Marcus  we  will .  Hoboys. 
A  Table  brought in. 

Enter  Titm  likf  a  Cook^,  placing  the  meat  on  the 
Table,  and  Lavinia  with  a  veil 

over  her  face. 

Titus.  Welcome  my  gracious  Lord, 
Weldome  Dread  Queen , 

Welcome  ye  Warlike  Gothes,  welcome  Lucius, 
And  welcome  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
Twill  fill  your  ftomacks,  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd  Andronicus} 
77f.Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 

To  entertain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Emprefs. 
Tarn.  We  are  beholding  to  you  good  Andronicus* 
Tit.  And  if  your  Highnefs  knew  my  heart,  you  were  : 

My  Lord  the  Emperour  refolve  me  this, 
Was  it  will  done  of  rafh  Virginius, 
To  flay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 

Becaufe  fhe  was  enforc'd,ftain'd,  and  deflowr'd  ? Satur.lt  was  Andronicus. 

Tit.  Your  reafon,  Mighty  Lord  ? 
Sat.  Becaufe  the  Girl  fhould  norfurvive  her  fhame, 

And  by  her  prefence  ftill  renew  his  forrows. 
Tit,  A  reafon  mighty ,ftrong,and  effe6\ual , 

A  pattern,  prefident,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me  ( moft  wretched)  to  perform  the  like  : 

Dye,  dye,  Lavinia,  and  thy  fhame  with  thee, 
And  with  thy  fhame,  thy  Fathers  forrow  dye. 

He  kjlsber. 
Sat.  What  haft  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind? 

TiV.Kill'd  her  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind. 
I  am  as  wofull  as  Virginius  was , 
And  have  a  thoufand  times  more  caufe  than  he. 

Sat.  What  was  fhe  ravifht  ?  tell  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Wilt  pleafe  you  eat, 

Wilt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  feed  ? 
T sw.Why  haft  thou  {lain  thine  onely  Daughter  thus  ? 
Tit.  Not  I,  twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius. 

They  ravifht  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue, 

And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 
Satur.  Goe  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 
Ttt.  Why  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye, 

Whereof  their  Mother  dantily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  flefh  that  fhe  herfelf  hath  bred. 
Tis  true,  tis  true,  witnefs  my  knives  fharp  point. 

He  (tabs  the  Emprefs. 
Satu.  Dye  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed. 
Luc.  Can  the  Sons  eyes,  behold  his  Father  bleed  ? 

There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 
Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  men,  people,  and  Sons  of  Rome, 

By  uprore  fever'd  like  a  flight  of  Fowle, 
Scattred  by  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  gufts , 
Oh  let  me  teach  you  how,  to  knit  again 
This  fcattred  Corn  into  one  mutual  fheaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Goth.  Let  Rome  herfelf  be  bane  unto  herfelf , 

And  fhe  whom  mighty  kingdomes  curtfie  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caftaway, 
Do  fhamefull  execution  on  herfelf. 

But  if  my  frofty  fignes  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witneffes  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 

Speak  Romes  dear  frend,as'erft  our  Ancefter , 

When  with  his  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe 
Tolove-fick  Didoes  fad  attending  ear, 
The  ftory  of  thatbalefull  burning  night, 

When  fubtile  Greeks  furpriz'd  King  Priam*  Troy: 
Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewitcht  our  ears, 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in, 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome  the  civil  wound. 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  fteel, 
Nor  can  1  utter  all  our. bitter  grief , 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  Oratory, 

And  break  my  very  uttrance,  even  in  the  time 
When  it  fhould  move  you  to  attend  me  moft, 

Lending  your  kind  hand  Commiferation. 
Here  is  a  Captain  ,  let  him  tell  the  tale. 
Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  This  Noble  Auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 

Were  they  that  murdred  our  Emperours  Brother, 
And  they  it  were  thatravifhed  our  Sifter, 
For  their  fell  faults  our  Brothers  were  beheaded, 

Our  fathers  tears  defpifd,and  bafelycouzen'd 
Of  that  true  hand  that  fought  Romes  quarrell  out, 
And  fent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Laftly,  my  felf  unkindly  banilhed, 

The  gates  fhut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out, 
To  beg  relief  among  Roraes  Enemies, 

Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears  , 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  imbrace  me  as  a  Friend : 
And  I  am  turned  forth,  be  it  known  to  you, 

That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood, 
And  from  her  bofome  took  the  Enemies  point, 
Sheathing  the  fteel  in  my  adventrous  body. 
Alas  you  know,T  am  no  Vaunter  I, 
My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are  , 

That  my  report  is  juft  and  full  of  truth: 
But  foft,  methinks  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 

Citing  my  worthlefs  praife:  Oh  pardon  me  , 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 

Marc.  Now  is  my  turn  to  fpeak:  Behold  this  Child, 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered, 

The  iffue  of  an  Irreligious  Moor  , 

Chief  Architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes,  • 
The  Villain  is  alive  in  Titus  houfe, 

And  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true.  I 
Now  judge  whatcourfe  had  Titus  to  revenge 
Thefe  wrongs,  unfpeakable  part  patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  fay  you  Romans  ? 

Have  we  done  ought  amifs?  fhew  us  wherein, 
And  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronicus^ 
Will  hand  in  hand  all  headlong  caft  us  down  , 

And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  forth  our  brains , 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe; 

Speak  Romans  fpeak,  and  if  you  fay  we  fhall, 
Lo  hand  in  hand  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

Emili.  Come  come,  thou  reverent  man  of  Rome  , 
And  bring  our  Emperour  gently  in  thy  hand , 
Lucius  our  Emperour  :for  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  do  cry  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Lucius     hail  Romes  Royal  Emperour, 

Go,  go  into  old  Titus  forrowfull  houfe,  « 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor  , 

To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direfall  flaughtering  death, 
As  punifhment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius  all  hail  to  Romes  gracious  Governour. 

Lucius 
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Luc.  Thanks  gentle  Romans,  may  I  govern  fo, 
To  heal  Rome?  harms,  and  Wipe  away  her  vvo. 

But  gentle  people,  give  me  ayrn  a-while, 
For  Nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task : 
Stand  all  aloof  ,buc  Vnckte  draw  you  neer 

To  lhed  obfequious  tear;  upon  this  Trunk  " 
Oh  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  bl6od-ftain'd  face,: 

The  laft  true  Duties  of  thy  Nobte'Son. 
Mar.  A  tear  for  tear ,  and  loving  kifs  for  kits. 

Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  Lips : 
O  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay 
Countlefs,  and  infinit,yet  would  I  pay  them,, 

Luc.  Come  hither  Boy,  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 

To  melt  in  fhowrs :  thy  Grandfire  lov'd  thee  well, 
Many  a  time  hedanc'd  thee  on  his  knee: 
Sung  thee  afleep,  his  Loving  Breft,  thy  Pillow: 
Mafiy  a  mut  er  hath  he  told  to  thee, 

Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  Infancy  .• 
In  that  refpect  then,  like  a  loving  Child} 
Shed  yet  fome  mull  drops  from  thy  tender  Spring, 
Becaufe  kind  Nature  doth  require  it  fo: 
Friends  fhould. affociat  Friends^in  Grief  and  Woe; 
Bid  him  farvvel,  commit  him  to  the  Grave, 
Do  him  that  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  Grandfire,  Grandfire  :  even  with  all  my  heart 

Would  I  were  Dead,  fo  youdid'Live  again. 
O  Lord,  1  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping, 

My  rears  will  choke' me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth; 

Romans.  You  fad  Anironici ,  have  done  with  woes, 
Cive  fentence  on  this  execrable  Wretch, 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events. 

Lnc.  set  him  breft  deepin  earth,  and  iamifli  him : 

There  let  h«n  Iknd,  and  rave,andcry  for  food.- 

If  any  one 'relieves,  or  pit  ties  him, 
For  the  offence ,  he  dyes.  This  is  our  doom-' 
Some  ftay,  to  fee  him  faftned  in  the  earth* 

Aa'on.  O  why  fhould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb? 
I  am  no  Baby  I,  that  with  bafe  Prayers 
I  fhould  repent  the  Evils  I  have  done. 
Ten  thoufand  worfe  than  ever  yet  I  did, 

Would  I  perform  if  I  might  have  my  will: 
If  one  good  Deed  in  aU  my  life  I  did, 
I  doe  repent  it  from  my  very  Soul. 

£«r/.Some  lovingFriendsxonvey  the  Emperor  hence. 
And  give  him  buriall  in  his  fathers  grave. 
My  Father,  and  Lavinia,  fhall  forthwith 
Be  dofed  in  our  Houfholds  Monument : 

As  for  that  heynous  Tyger  Tamora, 
No  funeral  Rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  Weeds, 
No  mournful  Bell  fhall  ring  her  Burial : 
But  throw  her  forth  to  Beaft  and  Birds  of  prey : 
Her  life  was  Beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pirty, 
And  being  fo,  fhall  have  like  want  of  pirty. 

See  juftice  done  on  Aaron  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom,  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning: 
Then  afterwards,  to  Order  well  the  State. 

That  like  Events  may  neT  it  ruinate.     Exeunt  Omne*. 

1  s.iit}o7:c- 
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ndtlus  Trimus.  SctfnaTrirna. 

Enter  Sampfon  andGregory,  with  Swords  and  Btokjers, 
of  the  Hotife  of  Capulet. 

Sampfon. 

Xfgory :  A  my  word  we'l  not  carry  coals. 
Greg.  No,  for  then  we  fhould  be  Colliars. 

Samp.  I  mean,  if  we  be  in  choler,  we'l  draw. 
Greg.  I  while  you  live ,  draw  your  neck  out 

/th'Cothr. 

Sump.  I  (hike  quickly,  being  mov'd. 
Greg.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  mov'd  to  ftrike. 
Samp.  A  dog  of  thehoufe  of  Mount  ague ,  moves  me. 
Greg.  To  move,  is  to  ftir:  and  to  be  valiant,  is  to  ftand: 

Therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd,  thou  runft  away. 
Samp.  A  dog  of  that  houfc  ihall  move  me  to  ftand: 

I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  Man  or  Maid  oiMountagues. 
Greg.  That  (hews  thee  weak  (lave,  for  the  weakeft 

goes  to  the  wall. 

Samp.  Tiue,  and  therefore  women  being  the  weakeft 
Veffells,  are  ever  thruft  to  the  walhtherefore  I  will  pufh 
Mount  agues  men  from  the  wall,  and  thruft  his  Maids  to 
the  wall.  (their  men. 

Greg.  The  Quarrell  is  between  our  Matters,  and  us 
Samp.  Tis  all  one,  I  will  (hew  my  felf  a  tyrant:  when 

I  have  fought  with  the  men  ,  I  will  be  civil  with  the 
Maids,  and  cut  off  their  heads. 

Greg. The.  heads  of  the  Mi  ids? 
Samp.  I,the  heads  of  the  Maids,or  their  maiden-heads, 

Take  it  in  what  fenfe  thou  wilt. 

Greg.  They  muft  take  it  in  fenfe  that  feel  it. 
Samp.  Me  they  ftull  feel  while  I  am  able  to  ftand: 

And  tis  known  I  am  a  prety  piece  of  flefh. 

Greg.  Tis  well  thou  art  not  Fifh  •"  if  thouhad'ft,  thou 
had'ft  b?en  poor  Iohn.  Draw  thy  Tool,  here  comes  of the  Houfe  of  the  Mountageus. 

Enter  two  other  Servingmen. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out:  quarrel,I  wil  back  thee. 
Gre .  How?  Turn  thy  back  and  run? 
Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Greg.  No  marry  :  I  fear  thee. 
Samp.Lzt  us  take  the  Law  of  our  fides:  let  thembcgii^ 

Gr.l  wilfrown  as  I  pafsby,&  let  the  take  it  as  they  lift. 
Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  Thumb  at  them, 

which  is  a  difgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 
Abra.  Doe  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  us  fir  ? 
Sam.  I  do  bite  my  Thumb ,  fir. 
Abra.  Do  you  bite  your  Thumb  at  us  fir  > 
Sam.  Is  the  Law  of  our  fide,  if  I  fay  I  ?  <7rf.No. 

Samp.  No  fir,  I  do  not  bite  my  Thumb  at'you  fir :  but I  bite  my  Thumb  fir. 

'  Greg.  Do  you  quarrel  fir  ? 
Abra.  Quarrel  fir  ?  no  fir.  ( as  you. 

Sam.  If  you  dofir,I  am  for  you,I  ferve  as  good  a  man 
Abra.  No  better?  Sam.  Well  fir. 

Enter  Benvo'io. Gre.  Say  bettenhere  comes  one  of  my  mafters  kinfmen. 
Sam.  Yes  better. 
Abra.  You  Lye. 

Samp.  Draw  if  you  be  men.  Gregorly  remember  thy 
wafhing  blow.  They  fight. 

Ben.  Part  Fools,  put  up  your  Swords,  you  know  not 

what  you  do. Enter  Tibalt. 

Tjba.  Whit  art  thu  drawn,  among  thefe  heartlefs 
Hinds  ?  Turn  thee  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.  I  do  but  keep  the  peace,  put  up  thy  Sword, 
Or  manage  it  to  part  thefe  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What  draw,  and  talk  of  peace?  I  hare  the  word 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Mouutagues,  and  thee: 

Have  at  thee  Coward.  Fight. 
Enter  three  or  four  Citizens  with  Clubs. 

Offic  Clubs,  Bils,and  Partifons,ftrike,  beat  them  down, 
Down  with  the  Capulets,  down  with  the  Mountagues. 

Enter  old  Capu  'et  in  his  Gown,  and  his  Wife. 
Cap.  What  noife  is  this?  G  ve  me  my  long  Sword  ho? 
Wife.  A  crutch,  a  crutch  :  why  call  you  for  a  Sword  ? 
Cap.  My  Sword  I  fay  :  Old  Monntague  is  come, 

And  flourishes  his  Blade  in  fpight  of  me. 
Enter  old  Mannt ague,  and  his  wife. 

Mom.  Thou  villain  Capulet.  Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
2.  Wife.  Thou  fhallnot  ftirr  a  foottofeeka  Foe. 

Enter  Prince  E>k*les  with  his  T r*i*. 
Prin.  Rebellious  Sub  jeits,  Enemies  to  peace, 

Prophaners  o£  rhis  Neighbor- ftained  Steel, 
Will  they  not  hear?  What  ho,  you  Men.  you  Beafts, 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernitious  Rage, 
With  purple  Fountains  iffuingfrom  your  Veins: 
On  pain  of  To-ture,  from  thefe  bloody  hands 

Throw  your  m;ftemper'd  weapons  to  rhe  ground, 
i\nd  heir  the  Sentence  of  your  moved  Prince. 
Three  civil  Broyls ,  bred  of  an  Ayery  word, 
By  thee  old  Capulet  and  Mount  ague 

Have  thrice  difturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  ftreers, And  made  Veron*s  ancient  Citizens 

Caft  by  their  Grave  befeeming  Ormmenr, 
To  wield  old  Partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Cankred 
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Cankred  with  peice,  to  part  your  Gankred  hate, 
If  ever  you  difturb  our  ftreets  again, 
Your  lives  Hull  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 
For  this  time  all  the  reft  depart  away  : 
You  Capulet  fh.ill  go  along  with  me, 
And  Mount agne  come  you  this  afternoon, 
To  know  our  Fathers  pleafure  in  this  cafe : 
To  old  Free  town,  our  common  judgement  place  i 
Once  more  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart.  Exeunt. 

Mottn.  Who  fee  this  antient  quarrell  new  abroach  ? 

Speak  Nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 
Ben.  Here  were  the  fervants  of  your  adverfary, 

And  yours,  clofe  righting  ere  I  did  approach, 
I  drew  to  part  their?,  in  the  inftant  came 

The  fiery  77  Wf,  with  his  fword  prepar'd, 
Which  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears, 
He  fwong  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds, 
Who  norhing  hurt  withall ,  hift  him  in  fcorn, 
While  we  were  enterchanging  thrufts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  Prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

Wife.  O  where  is  Romco,  h\v  you  him  to  day  ? 
Right  glad  am  I,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worfhipt  Sun 

Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  Eaft, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad, 

Where  underneath  the  grove  of  Sycimour, 

That  Weft-ward  rooteth  from  this  City  fide, 
So  early  walking  did  I  fee  your  Son  ; 
Towards  him  I  made,  but  he  was  ware  of  me, 
And  ffole  inro  the  covert  of  the  wood  ; 

I  meifuringhis  affections  by  my  own, 
Which  tnen  moft  fought, where  moll  might  not  be  found, 
Being  ope  too  rmny  by  my  weary  felf , 
Perfued  my  honour,  not  perfuing  his, 

And  gladly  lhun'd,  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 
Mount.  Many  a  morning  huh  he  there  been  feen, 

With  tears  augmenting  thefrefh  morning  dew, 
Adding  toclouds,  more  clouds  wirh  his  deep  fighs, 
But  all  fo  foon  as  the  all-cheering  Sun, 
Should  in  thefarcheft  Haft  begin  to  draw 
The  fhady  Curtains  from  Juror  at  bed, 
Away  from  light  fteals  home  my  heavy  Son, 
And  private  in  his  Chamber  pens  hirnfelf, 

Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  day-light  out, 

And  mike's  hirnfelf  an  artificial  night : Black  and  portentous  muft  this  humour  prcwe, 
Unlefs  good  counfel  may  the  caufe  remove. 

Ben.  My  noble  Uncle  do  you  know  the  caufe  ? 
Mom.  I  neither  know  it,  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

Ben.  Have  you  imporcuiVd  him  by  any  means  ? 
Mo nn.  Both  by  my  felf,  and  many  other  Friends, 

.But  he  his  own  affections  Counfeller, 

Is  to  hirnfelf  (I  will  not  fay  how  true) 
But  to  hirnfelf  fo  fecret  and  fo  clofe, 
So  far  from  founding  and  difcovery, 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm, 

Ere  he  can  fpread  his  fweet  leaves  to  the  ayr, 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  fame. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  forrows  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 

hnxer  Romeo. 

Ben.  See  where  he  comes,  fo  pleafe  you  ftep  afide, 

He  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  deny'd. 
Mom.  I  would  thou  wert  fo  happy  by  thy  ftay,. 

To  hear  true  thrift.  Come  Madam  let's  away.  Exeunt. 

Ben.  Good  morrow  Coufin. 
Rom.  Is  the  day  fo  young  ? 
Ben.  But  new  ftrook  nine. 

Rom.  Ay  me,  fad  hours  feem  long  r 
Was  that  my  Father  that  went  hence  fo  faft  ? 

Ben.  It  was :  what  fadnefs  lengthens  Romeo s  hours? 
Ro.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes  them  ftiort. Ben.  In  love. 
Rom.  Out. 

Ben.  Of  love. 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 
Ben.  Alas  that  love  fo  gentle  in  his  view, 

Should  be  fo  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof. 
Rom.  Alas  that  love,  whofe  view  is  muffled  ftill, 

Should  without  eyes,  fee  path-ways  to  his  will : 
Where  (hill  we  dine  ?  O  me  :  what  fray  was  here? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all : 

Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love  : 
Why  then,  O  brawling  love,  O  loving  hate, 
O  any  thing,  of  norhing  firft  create  : 
O  heavy  lightnefs,  ferious  vanity, 
Milhapen  Chaos  of  well-feeming  forms, 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  fmoak,cold  fire,  fick  health, 
Still-waking  fleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  : 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Doftthou  nor  laugh? 

Ben.  No  Couze,I  rather  weep. 
Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what  ? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  hearts  oppreffion.  \ 
Rom.  Why  fuch  is  loves  tranfgreffion. 

Griefs  of  mine  own  lye  heavy  in  my  breaft; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  it  preft 
With  more  of  thine,  this  love  that  thou  haft  fhown, 
Doth  ad  more  grief,  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  fmoak  made  with  the  fume  of  lighs, 

Being  purg'd,  a  fire  fparkling  in  Lovers  eyes, 
Being  vext,  a  Sea  nourifht  with  loving  tears, 
What  is  it  elfe  ?  a  madnefs  m®ft  difcreet, 

A  choaking  gill,  and  a  preferving  fweet : 
Farewell  my  Couze.  _ 

Ben.  Soft,I  will  go  along. 

And  if  you  leave  me  fo,  you  do  me  wrong. 
Rom.  But  I  have  loft  my  felf,  I  am  not  here, 

This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  fome other  where. 
Ben.  Tell  me  in  ftdnefs,  who  is  that  you  love  ? 
Rom.  What  fhall  I  grone  and  tell  thee  ? 
Ben.  Grone  ?  why  no    but  fadly  tell  me  who. 
Rom.  A  fick  man  in  good  fadnefs  niakes  his, will : 

O,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  fo  ill  : 
In  fadnefs  Couzin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  fo  near,  when  I  fuppos'd  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  marks-man,  and  fhe's  fair  I  love. 
Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  Couze,  is  fooneft  hit. 

Rom.  Well  in  that  hit  you  mifs,  fhe'l  not  be  hit 
With  Cupids  arrow,  fhe  hath  Dians  wit : 

And  in  ftrong  proof  of  chaftity  well  arm'd: 

From  loves  weak  childifh  Bow,  fhe  lives  unmarm'd.  j 
She  will  nor  ftay  the  fiege  of  loving  terms 

Nor  bide  th'incounter  of  affailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  Saint-feducing  Gold  : 
O  fhe  is  rich  in  beauty,  only  poor, 

That  when  fhe  dyes,  with  beauty  dyes  her  ftore,1 
Ben.  Then  fhe  hath  fworn,thar  fhe  will  ftill  live  chaft? 
Rom.  She  hatbj  and  in  that  f paring  makes  huge  waft  ? 

For  beauty  fterv'd  with  her  feverity. 
Cuts  foaif/dFfi'om  alipofterity. She 
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bhee  is  too  fair,  too  wife,  wifely  too  fair, 

To  merit  blifs  by  making  hie  defpair  •' 
She  hath  forfvvortl  to  love,  and  in  that  vow 
Doe  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 
Rom.  O  teach  me  how  I  ihould  forget  to  think. 
Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes ; 

Examine  other  beauties.  (  more, 
Rom.  Tis  the  way  to  call  hers  (exquifite  )  in  queftion 

Thofe  happy  masks  that  kifs  fair  Ladies  brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair : 
He  that  is  ftructen  blind,  cannot  forgec 

The  precious  treafure  of  his  eye-fight  lort  : 
Shew  me  a  Miftrefs  that  is  palling  fair : 
What  doth  her  beauty  ferve  but  as  a  note, 

Where  I  may  read  who  part  tint  parting  fair. 

Farevvel,  thou  can'rt  not  teach  me  to  forget. 
Bern  He  pay  that  doctrine,  or  elfe  die  in  debt.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Capulet,  County  Paris,  and  the  Clown. 
Capu,  Mmntague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 

In  penalty  alike,  and  'tis  not  hard  I  think, 
For  men  fo  old  as  we,  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckning  are  you  both, 

And  pitty  'tis  you  liv'd  at  ods  fo  long : 
But  new  my  Lord,  what  fay  you  to  my  fute  ? 

Capu.  But  faying  ore  what  I  have  faid  before, 
My  Child  is  yet  a  ftranger in  the  world, 
She  hath  not  feen  the  change  of  fourteen  years, 
Let  two  more  Summers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  Bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  fhe,  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Capu.  And  too  foon  marr'd  are  thofe  fo  early  made  : 
Earth  up  hath  fvvallowed  all  my  hopes  but  fhe, 
She  is  the  hopeful  Lady  of  my  earth  : 
But  wooe  her  gentle  Paris ,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  confent,  is  but  a  part, 
And  fhe  agree,  within  her  fcope  of  choice, 

Lies  my  confent,  and  fair  according  voice : 

This  night  I  hold  an  old  accuftom'd  feart, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  Gueft, 
Such  as  I  love,  and  you  among  the  rtore, 
One  more,  moft  welcome  makes  my  number  more  : 
At  my  poor  houfe,  look  to  behold  this  night, 
Earth-treading  ftarrs,  that  make  dark  heaven 
Such  comfort  as  do  lurty  young  men  feel, 

When  well  apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  Winter  treads,  even  fuch  delight 
Among  frefh  Female  buds  fhall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  houfe :  hear  all,  all  fee : 
And  like  he;  moft,  whofe  merit  molt  fhall  be  : 

Which  one  more  view,  of  many,  mine  being  one, 

May  ftand  in  number,  though  in  reck'ning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me  :  go  fimh  trudge  about, 
Through  fair  Verona,  find  thofe  perfons  out, 
Whofe  names  arc  written  there,  and  to  them  fay, 

My  houfe  and  welcome,  on  their  pleafure  ftay.  Exit. 
Scr.  Find  them  out  whofe  names  are  written.  Here  it 

is  written,  that  the  Shoo-maker  fhould  meddle  with  his 
Yard,  and  the  Tayler  with  his  Lnft,  the  Fifher  with  his 
Penfil,  and  the  Painter  with  his  Nets.  But  I  am  Tent  to 
find  thofe  perfons  whofe  mines  are  writ ,  and  can  never 
find  what  names  the  writing  perfoja  hath  here  writ  (  I 
murt  to  the  learned  )  in  good  time. 

Enter  Benvoho  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut  man,  one  fire  burns  out  anothers  burning, 

One  pain  is  lefs'ned  by  anothers  anguiih  : 

light, 

Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning  : 
One  defperare  grief,  cures  with  anothers  languifli : 
Take  thou  fome  new  infection  to  the  eye, 
And  the  rank  poyfon  of  the  old  will  die. 

Rom.  Your  Plantan  leaf  is  excellent  for  that* 
Ben.  For  what  I  pray  thee  ? 

Rom.  For  your  broken  fhin. 
Ben.  Why  Romeo  an  thou  mad  ? 
Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad  than  is  : 

Shut  up  in  prifon,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whir t  and  tormented  :  and  Godden  good  fellow. 

Scr.  Godgigoden,  I  pray  fir  can  you  read  ? 
Rom.  I  mine  own  fortune  in  my  mifery. 

Ser.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without  book : 
But  I  pray  can  you  read  any  thing  you  fee  ? 

Rom.  I,  if  I  know  the  Letters  and  the  Language. 
Ser.  Ye  fay  honertly,  reft  you  merry. 
Rom.  Stay  fellow,  I  can  read. 

He  reads  the  Letter.  ) 

SEigmtirMartino^and  his  wife  and  danghetr-.CountyAn- 
felm  and  his  beautious  fiflers:the  Lady  widdow  of  Vitru. 

vio,Seigneur  Placentio^andhis  lovely  Neeces:  Mercmio  and 
his  brother  Valentine  ,  mine  Uncle  Capulet,  his  wife  ml 

daughters  :  my  fair  Neece  Rof aline  fLivia^Se'ignenr  Valen- 
tio,  and  his  Cofen  Tybalt :  Lutlo,  and  the  lively  Helena. 
A  fair  aflembly,  whether  fhould  they  come  > 

Ser.  Up. 

Rom.  VVhither?  to  fupper  ? 
Ser.  To  our  houfe. 
Rom.  V  Vhofe  houfe  ? 

Ser.  My  Mafters. 

Rom.  Indeed  I  fhould  have  askt  you  that  befdre. 
Ser.  Now  He  tell  ycui  without  asking.  Ivjy  Marter  is 

the  great  rrch  Capulet ,  and  if  you  be  not  6f  the  houfe  of 
Mount agues ,  I  pray  come  and  crufh  a  cup  of  wine.  Reft 
you  merry.  Exit. 

Ben.  A  t  this  fame  ancient  feart  of  Capulet st 
Sups  the  fair  Rofaline,  whom  thou  fo  loveft  : 
VVith  all  the  admired  Beauties  of  Verona, 
Go  thither,  and  with  unattainted  eye, 

Compare  her  face  with  fome  that  I  fhall  fhow, 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  Swan  a  Crow. 

Rom.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 
Maintains  fuch  falfehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fire  : 

And  thefe  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 
Tranfparent  Heretiques  be  burnt  for  Hers. 
One  fairer  than  my  love  /  the  all-feeing  Sun 
Nere  faw  her  match,  fmce  firft  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut,  tut,  you  faw  her  fair,  none  elfe  being  by, 

Her  felf  poys'd  with  her  felf  in  either  eye  : 
But  in  that  Cryftal  fcales,  let  there  be  wai'd, 
Your  Ladies  love  againft  fome  other  Maid, 
That  I  will  fhew  you,  fhining  at  this  Feart, 

And  fhe'l  fhew  fcant  well,  that  now  fhews  beft. 
Rom.  He  go  along,  no  fuch  fight  to  be  ihewn, 

But  to  rejoyce  in  fpleodor  of  mine  own. 
Enter  Capulet s  Wife  and  Nurfe. 

Wife.  Nurfe  where's  my  daughter?  call  her  forth  to  me. 
Nurfe.  Now  by  my  Maidenhead ,  at  twelve  year  old 

I  bad  her  come, what  Lamb.what  Lady-bird, God  forbid, 
Where's  this  Girl  ?  what  Juliet  ? 

Enter  Juliet. 
Juliet.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 
Nur.  Your  Mother. 

Juliet.  Madam  I  am  here,  what  is  your  will  ? 
(fife.  This  is  the  matter:  Nurfe  give  leave  a  while,we  I 

(fttft  ' 
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muft  uh  in  fccrcc.  Nurfe  come  back  again, I  baveremem 

bred  me,thou'lc  hear  our  counfel.Tnou  knoweft  my  daugh- 

ter's of  a  preccy  age. 
Nurfe .  Faith  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 
Wife.  Shces  not  fourteen. 

:  Nurfe.  He  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth, 

'And  yec  to  my  teeth  be  it  fpoken, 
/  have  but  four,  fhe's  not  fourteen, 
How  long  is  it  now  to  Lammas  tice  ? 

Wife,  A  fortnight  and  odd  dayes. 

Nurfe,  Even  or  odd,  of  all  daies  in  the  year  come  Lam- 
tnas  Eve  at  night  fhall  fhe  be  fourteen.  Sufau,  and  Die, 
God  reft  all  Chriftian  foules,  were  of  an  age.  Well  Sufa» 

is  w'uh  God,  fhe  vvas  coo  good  for  me.  Buc  as  I  fiid,  on 
Lammas  Eve  at  night  fhall  fhe  be  fourteen,  that  fhall  fhe 

rrurrie,/  remember  it  well.  'Tis  fince  the  Earthquake  no,v 

eleven  years,  and  fhe  was  wcan'd,  /  never  fhall  forget  it, 
of  all  the  daies  in  the  year,  upon  that  day :  for  /  had  then 
laid  Worm-wood  to  my  Dug  fitting  in  the  Sun  under  t  he 
Dove-houfc  wall,  my  Lord  and  you  were  then  it  Mantua, 
nay  /  do  bear  a  brain.  But  as  /  faid,  when  it  did 
raft  the  Worm-wood  on  the  Nipple  of  my  Dug,  and 
felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool,  to  fee  it  teachy,  and  fall  out 

with  the  Dug,  Shake  quoth  the  Dove-houfe,  'twis  no 
:ed  /trow  to  bid  me  trudge :  and  fince  that  time  it  i< 

eleven  yeares  ,  for  then  fhe  could  (land  alone ,  nay  bi'ch' 

Rood  fhe  could  have  run,  and  wadied  all  about  .-for 'even 
the  day  before  fhe  broke  her  brow,  and  then  my  Husband 
God  be  with  his  foul,  a  was  a  merry  mar,  took  up  the 

Child,  yea  quoth  he,  doft  thou  fall  upon  thy  face  ?  thou 
wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  haft  more  wit,  wilt  thou  nor 

Juiet}  And  by  my  holy-dam,  the  pretty  wretch  left  cry- 
ing, and  faid  I:  to  fee  now  how  a  Jeft  (hall  come  about, 

/warrant,  and  1  fhould  live  a  tboufand  yeares,  1  never 
fhould  forget  it :  witt  thou  not  Juiet  quoth  he  ?  and  pretty 
fool  ic  ftinced,  and  faid  /. 

•  Old  La.  Enough  of  this,  1  pray  thee  hold  thy  peace. 
Nur.  Yes  Midam, yet  1  cannot  chufe  but  laugh,  to  think 

it  fhould  leave  cryiiig,and  fay  /.*  and  yet  /  warrant  it  had 
upon  its  brow,ibump  as  big  as  a  young  Cockrels  ftone:A 
perillous  knock,  2nd  it  cryed  bitterly.  Yea  quoth  my 

husband ,  fall'ft  upon  thy  face ,  thou  wilt  fall  backward 
when  thou  cofheft  to  age:  wilt  thou  not  Juiet*  It  (tinted, 
and  faid  J. 

f*fe.  And  ftent  thee  too  I  pray  thee  Nurfe,  fay  /. 
Nur.  Peace  I  have  done  God  mark  thee  to  his  grace, 

thou  waft  the  prettieft  Babe  that  ere  I  nurft,  and  I  mighr 
live  to  fee  thee  married  once,  I  have  my  wifh. 
Old  La.  Marry  that  marry  is  the  very  theam 

I  came  to  talk  of,  tell  me  daughter  Julety 
How  fonds  your  difpofition  to  be  Married  ? 

fuli.  'Tis  an  hour  that  /  dream  not  of. 
Nur.  An  hour,  were  not  /thine  only  Nurfc,  /  would 

fay  that  thou  hadft  fuck't  wifdom  from  thy  teat. 
Old  La.  Well  think  of  marriage  now,  younger  then  you 

Here  in  Verona^  Ladies  of  efteem, 

A-e  made  already  Mothers.  By  my  count, 
I  was  your  Mother,  much  upon  thefe  yeares. 
That  you  are  now  a  maid,  thus  then  in  brief  ; 

The  valiant  Paris  feeks  you  for  his  Love. 
Nurfe,  A  man  young  Lady,  Lady,  fuch  a  man  as  all  the 

world.  Why  hee's  a  man  of  waxe. 
Old  La.  Verona  s  Summer  hath  not  fuch  a  flower. 

Nttrfe.  Nay  he's  a  flower,  in  faith  a  very  flower. 
CI  A  La.  What  fay  you,  can  you  love  the  Gentleman  ? 

This  night  you  fhall  behold  him  at  our  Feaft, 

Read  ore  t  he  volume  of  young  Paris  face, 

'And  find  delight,  writ  there  with  Beauties  pen .* Examine  every  feveral  lineament, 
And  fee  how  one  another  lends  content : 

And  what  obfeur'd  in  thisfair  volume  lies, 
Find  written  in  the  Mirgent  of  his  eyes, 

This  precious  BDokof  Love,  this  unbound  Lover, 
To  beaucifle  him,  only  lacks  a  Cover. 

The  hTh  live;  in  the  Sea,  and 'tis  much  pride 
For  fair  without,  the  fair  wicMn  to  hide  • 
That  Bookinmanies  eyes  doth  fhare  the  glory, 

That  in  Gold  clafpes,  Lotkes  tn-the  Golden  ftory 
So  fhall  you  fhare  all  that  he  doth  poffefs, 

By  having  him,  m  king  your  felf  no  lefs. 
Nurfe.  No  lefs,  nay  bigger:  women  grow  by  men. 
Old  La.  Srck  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris  love  ? 
full.  He  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move. 

Buc  no  more  deep  will  I  endirt  mine  eye, 

Then  your  confent  gives  ftrength  to  make  ic  fly. 
Enter  <*  Servingman. 

«  Sir.  M  :dam,the  Guefts  are  come,  fupper  ferv'd  up,you 

my  young  Lady  ask'c  for,the  Nurfe  curft  in  the  Pan- eery,  and  every  thing  in  extremity :  I  muft  hence  to  wait , 
I  befeech  you  follow  ftraight.  Exit, 

Mo.  We  follow  chee,  Juliet,  the  County  flaies. 
Nurfe.  Go  Girle,  feck  happy  nights  to  happy  dale?. 
1  Exeunt* 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutii,  rBemoUo,n>ith  five  or  fix  other 

Maskers ,  Torch-bearers. 
Rom.  What  fhall  this  Ipeech  be  fpoke  for  our  excufe  ? 

Or  fhall  we  on  without  Apology 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  fuch  prolixity, 

Wecl  have  no  Cupid  hood-winkt  with  a  Scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartars  painted  Bow  of  lath, 
Skaring  the  Ladies  like  a  Crow-keeper. 
Bur  let  them  meafurc  us  by  what  they  will. 
Weele  meafurethem  a  meafure,  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  Torch,  I  am  not  for  this  ambling. 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light. 

Mer.  Nay  gentle  Romeo,  we  muft  have  you  dance. 
Rom.  Not  I  believe  me,  you  have  dancing  fhoocs 

With  nimble  foles,  I  have  a  fole  of  Lead, 

Softakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 
Mer.  You  arc  a  Lover,  borrow  Cupids  wings, 

And  foar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  fore  impearced  with  his  fhaft, 
To  foar  with  his  light  feathers,  and  to  bond  i 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe , 
Under  loves  heavy  burden  do  I  fink. 

Hora.  And  to  fink  in  it  fhould  you  burden  love, 

Too  great  opprelfion  for  a  tender  thing. 
Rsm.te  love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough, 

Too  rude,  too  boyfterous,  it  pricks  like  thorn. 
Mer.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  love, 

Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  dewn, 
Give  me  a  Cafe  to  put  my  vifage  in, 
A  Vifor  for  a  Vifor,  what  care  I 

What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities- r 
Here  are  the  Bcetle-browes  fhall  blufh  for  me. 

Ben.  Come  knock  and  enter,  and  no  fooner  in, 

Buc  every  man  becake  him  to  his  legs* 
Rom.  A  Torch  for  me,  let  wantons  light  of  heart 

Tickle  the  fcncelefs  rufhes  with  their  heeles : 

For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  Grandfier  Phrafe, 
He  be  a  Candle-holder  and  look  on, 
The  Game  was  ncrc  fo  fair,  and  I  am  done, 

I  i  i  CMer 
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Mer.  Tut,  dun's  the  Moufc,  the  Conftables  own  word, 
If  thou  art  dun,  weele  draw  thee  from  the  mire. 

Or  fave  your  reverence  love,  Wherein  thou  ftickeft 

Up  to  the  cares,  come  we  burn  day-light  ho. 

Rom.Hiy  that's  not  fo. 
Mer.  I  mean  fir  I,  delay. 

We  waft  our  lighes  in  vain,  Hgbrs,  lights,  by  day  ; 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  Judgement  fits 
Five  times  in  thar,ere  once  in  our  fine  wits. 

Rem.  A  nd  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  Mask, 

But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 
Mer.Why  may  one  ask  ? 
Rom.  I  drcampt  a  dream  to  night. 
Mer.  And  fo  did  I. 

Rom.  Well  what  was  yours  ? 
Mer.  That  Dreamers  often  lie. 

Rom.  In  bed  aflecp  while  they  do  dream  things  truei 
Mer.  O  then  I  fee  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you  : 

She  is  the  Fay ries  Midwife,  and  fhe  comes  in  fhape  no  big- 
ger then  an  Agat-ftone,  on  the  fore-finger  of  an  Alderman, 

drawn  with  a  teem  of  little  Atomies,  over  mens  nofes  as 

they  lie  afleep:  her  Waggon  Spoke's  made  of  long  Spin- 
ners legs :  the  Cover  of  the  wings  of  Grafhoppers ,  her 

Trace  of  the  fmalleft  Spiders  web,  her  Collars  of  che 
Mooff-fhines  watry  beames ,  her  Whip  of  Creckets  bone, 
the  Lafh  of  filme,  her  Waggoner,  a  f mall  gray-coa ted 
Gnat, not  half  fobigas  a  round  little  vtfdtm,  pricktfro\m 

the  Lazy-finger  of  a  woman.  Her  Chariot  is  an  empty  Ha- 

felnut,  madebythejoyner  Squirrel  orol'd  Grub,  timeout 
of  mind,  the  Fayries  Coach-makers:  and  in  thisftatclhe 

gallops  night  by  night,  through  Lovers  braines :  and  then 
they  dreim  of  Love.  On  Counrries  knees,  that  dream  on 
Curfies  ftrait :  ore  Lawyers  fingers,  who  ftrait  dream  on 
Fees,  ore  Ladies  lips,  who  ftrait  on  kiflfes  dream,  which 
oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blifters  plagues ,  becaufe  their 
breath  with  Sweet  meats  tainted  are.  Sometime  (he  gal- 

lops ore  a  Courtiers  nofe,  and  then  dreamcs  he  of  fmelling 
outafuit:  andfomcime  comes  fhe  with  a  Tith-pigs  tale, 
tickling  a  Parfons  nofe  as  he  lies  afleep,  then  he  dreams 
of  another  Benefice.  Somtime  fhe  driveth  ore  a  Souldiers 

neck,  and  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  Forraign  throats,  of 

Breaches,  Ambufcadocs,Spanifh  Blades.-  Of  Healths  five 
Fadom  deep,  and  then  anon  drums  in  his  eares,  at.  which 
he  ftarrs  and  wakes,  and  being  thus  frighted,  fwearesa 

prayer  or  two,  and  fleeps  again  .•  this  is  that  very  Mab  that 
plats  the  Manes  of  Horfes  in  the  night :  and  bakes  che  Elf- 
locks  in  foul  flu'  tifh  haires,  which  once  entangled,  much 
mi  fortune  bodes. 

Tnis  is  the  hag ,  when  Maids  lie  on  their  backs, 
Tnat  prefles  them,  and  learnes  them  firft  to  bear, 
Making  them  women  of  good  carriage  : 

This  is  fhe  
R$m.  Peace,  peace,  Mer  ml*,  peace. 

Thou  talk'ftof  nothing. Mer.  True  I  talk  of  dreames  : 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing,  but  vain  phantafie, 
Which  is  as  thin  of  fubftance  as  the  Air, 
And  more  unconftant  then  the  wind,  who  wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bofom  of  the  North  : 

And  being  anger'd,  puftes  away  from  thence  , 
Turning  his  fide  to  the  dew  dropping  South. 

Ben.  This  wind  you  talk  of  blowes  us  from  ourfelves, 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  fhall  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear  too  early,  for  my  mind  mifgives , 
Some  confequence  yet  hanging  in  the  ftars, 

Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  dace 
With  this  nights  revels,  and  expire  the  term 

Of  a  despifedljfe  clos'd  in  my  breft : 
By  fomevileWeit  of  untimelfdeath, 
But  he  that  hath  the  (hrrage  of  my  courfc, 
Dire&  my  fute:  On  lufty  Gentlemen. 

Be».  Sirike  Drum. 

The j  march  about  the  Stage,  andSerilhgmen  tome  forth mth  their  napkins. 

..  KnterSirl,***. 

iVr.Wh 
He  fhift  a 

Enter  Servant. 

here's  7>*rp*»,  that  he  helps  not  to  takeaway  ? 
Trencher  ?  He  fcrape  a  Trencher. 

1.  Wnen'good  Mmriers,  fhall  lie  in  one  or  two  mens 
hands,  and  they  unwafhr  too,  'tis  a  foul  thing.' 

Ser.  Away  with  the  Joyn-ftooles,  remove"the  Court- 
cubbord,  look  to  the  Place :  good  thou,  fave  me  a  piece  of 
Marchpane,  and  as  chou  loveft  me,  lec  the  Pbccerlet  in; 
Sttfan  Grindftone,  and  Nell,  Anthtny  and  Potpa». 2.  1  Boy  ready. 

I  Ser.  You  are  lookt  for,  car*d  for,  asto  for,  and  fought  for, in  che  great  Chamber. 
I.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too,  chearly  Boyes, 

Be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

Exettnt. 
Enter  all  the  Guefts  and  G entlewomen  to  the 

Matters. 

1  C*y*>  Welcome  Gentlemen, 
Ladies  that  have  their  toes 

Unplagu'd  with  Comes,  will  walkabout  with  yon  : Ah  me  Miftrefics,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance  ?  She  that  makes  dainty, 
She  lie  fwear  hath  Comes  .-  am  I  come  neer  ye  now  ? 

WeUome  Gentlemen,  I  have  feen  the  day' That  I  have  worn  a  Vifor,  and  could  tell 
A  whifperingtale  in  a  fair  Ladies  eare : 

Such  as  would  pleafc :  'cis  gone,  'cis  gone,  'tis  gone, 
You  are  wejcom  Gentlemen,  come  Mufitians  play  : 

Mnjtck^plaies  :  and  they  dance. 
A  Hall,  hall,  givejoom,  and  fooc  it  Girles, 
More  light  ye  Knaves,  and  turn  the  Tables  up : 
And  quench  the  fire,  che  Room  is  grown  coo  hot. 

Ah  firrah,  this_urrl0okr  for  fpert  comes  well  .- 
N^y  fit,  nay  fit,  good  Cozin  Capulet, 
For  you  and  I,arcpattour  dancing  daies : 

How  long  'ift  now  fince  laft  your  felf  and  I Were  in  a  Mask  ? 

2.  Cafu.  Berlady  thirty  yeares. 

1  Cap*.  What  man  /  '.is  not  fo  much,  *t Capu.  What  man  /  '.is  not  fo  much,  *cis  not  fomuch, 
*Tis  fince  che  Nuptial  of  Lucentio, 
ComcPenticoft  as  quickly  as  ic  will, 

Some  five  and  twenty  years,  and  then  we  Maskt. 

1.  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more,  his  Son  is  elder  fir : His  Son  is  thirty. 

J.  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
"His  Son  was  but  a  Ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  Lady  is  thac  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
of  yonder  Knighc  ? 

Ser.  I  know  not  fir. 

Rom.  O  fhe  doth  teach  the  Torches  to  burn  bright : 
Her  beauty  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night , 
Like  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  j£thiops  ear . 
Beauty  too  rich  for  ufe,  for  earth  too  dear : 
So  fhews  a  Snowy  Dove  trooping  with  Crowes, 
As  yonder  Lady  ore  her  fellowes  fhowes : 
The  meafure  done,  He  watch  her  place  of  ftand, 
And  touching  hers,  make  blelfed  my  rude  band. 

Did 
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Did  my  hcarc  love  rill  now,  forfwear  ic  fight, 
For  I  never  faw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 

Tib.  This  by  his  voice  fhould  be  a  Mountague, 
Fetch  me  my  Rapier,  Boy,  what  dares  the  flivc 

Come  hither  cover'd  with  an  antique  face, 
To  fleer  and  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  ? 
Now  by  the  flock  and  honour  of  my  kin. 
To  ftrike  him  dead  /-hold  it  not  a  fin. 

Cap.  Why  how  nowkinfman, 
Wherefore ftorm  yon  fo? 

Tiff.  Uncle  this  is  a  Mount  ague,  our  |foe  : 
A  Villain  that  is  hither  come  in  fpighr, 
To  fcorn  at  our  Solemnity  this  night. 

Cap.  Young  Romeo  is  it  ? 
Tib.  Tis  he,  that  Villain  Rome*. 

Cap,  Content  thee  gentle  Cor,  let  him  alone, 
A  bears  him  like  a  portly  Gentleman  : 
And  to  fay  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 

To  be  a  vcrtuous  and  well  govern'd  youth : I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  town, 

Here  in  my  houfe  do  him  difparagement  .♦ 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him, 
It  is  my  will,  the  which  if  thou  refpe&, 
Shew  a  fair  prcfence ,  and  put  off  thefe  frowns, 
An  ill  befeeming  femblancc  for  a  Feaft. 

Tib.  It  fits  when  fuch  a  Villain  is  a  gueft, 
/le  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  fhall  be  endur'd. What  goodman-boy.  /  fay  he  fhall,  go  to, 
Am  I  the  Matter  here  or  you  ?  go  to, 
Youle  not  endure  him,  God  fhall  mend  my  foul, 
Youle  make  a  mutiny  among  the  Guslis : 
You  will  fet  cock  a  hoop,  youle  be  the  man  ? 

Tib.  Why  Uncle  'tis  a  fhame. 
Cap.  Go  to,  go  to. 

You  are  a  faucy  Boy,  'tis  fo  indeed  ? 
This  trick  may  chance  to  fcath  you,  I  know  whac, 

You  muff  contrary  me,  marry  'tis  cime. 
Well  faid  my  hearts,  you  are  a  princox,goe, 

Be  quiet  or  more  light,  for  fhame, 
He  make  you  quiet.  What,checrly  my  hearts. 

Tib.  Patience  perforce,  with  wilful  choller  meeting, 
Makes  my  flefh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting : 
I  will  withdraw,  but  this  intrufion  (hall 

Now  feeming  fweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall. 
Rtm.  If  / prophane  with  my  unworthicft  hand, 

This  holy  fhrine,the  gentle  fin  is  this, 
My  lips  two  blufhing  pilgrims  ready  ftand, 
Tofmooth  that  rough  touch  ,with  a  render  kiffe. 

Juli.  Good  Pilgrim, 
You  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 
Which  mannerly  devotion  fhews  in  this, 
For  Saints  have  hands,  the  Pilgrims  band,  do  touch, 
And  palmetopalme,  is  holy  Palmers  kiffe. 

Rom.  Hive  not  Saints  Lipps,  and  holy  Palmers  too  ? 
full.  I  Pilgrim,  lips  that  they  muft  ufc  in  prayer. 
Rem.  O  then  dear  Saint  let  lips  do  what  hands  do, 

They  pray  (grant  thou)  leaft  faith  turn  to  defpair. 
Juli.  Saints  do  not  move, 

Though  grant  for  prayers  fake. 
Rom.  Then  move  not  while  my  prayers  effect  do  take  : 

Thus  from  my  lips,  by  thine  my  fin  is  purg'd. 
Juli.  Then  have  my  lips  the  fin  that  they  have  took, 

Rom.  Sin  from  my  lips  ?  O  trefpaffe  fweetly  urg'd : 
Give  me  my  fin  ->.giin. 

Juli.  Youkiflcby  th'book. 

Nur.  Madam  your  Mother  craves  a  word  with  you, 
Rom.  What  is  her  Mother.? 
Nur.  Marry  Bitchier, 

Her  Mother  is  the  Lady  of  the  houfe, 

And  a  good  Lady,  and  a  wife,  and  vertucm, 

I  Nur'ti  h;:r  Daughter  that  you  talk  withall  g 
I  tell  you,  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  thechincks. 

Rom.  Is  fhe  a  Capulet  ? 

0  dear  account .'  my  life  is  my  foes  debt. 
Ben.  Awav,  be  gone,  the  fport  is  at  the  belt, 
Rom.  I,fo  1  fear,  the  more  is  my  unreft. 
Cap.  Nay  Gentlemen  prepare  not  to  be  gone, 

We  hive  a  trifling  foolifh  Banquet  towards : 

Is  it  e*ne  fo  ?  why  then  1  thank  you  all. 
1  thank  you  honeft  Gentlemen,  good  night : 

More  Torches  here  come  on,  then  let's  to  bed. 
Ah  firrah,  by  my  faie  it  waxes  late. 
He  to  my  reft.  Exeunt, 

full.  Come  hither  Nurfe, 
'  Wnat  is  yond  Gentleman  ? 

Nur.  The  Sonne  and  Heir  of  old  Tjberio. 

Juli.  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  f 
Nur.  Marry  that /chink  to  be  young  Petruchio. 

J«//'.Wnat's  he  t h;t  follows  here,that  would  not  dance? Nur.  1  know  not. 

Juli.  Go  aske  his  name;  if  he  be  married. 

My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 
Nur.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Mountague, 

The  only  Son  of  our  great  Enemy. 
Juli.  My  onely  Love  fprung  from  my  onely  hate, 

Too  early  feen,  unknown,  and  known,too  late, 

Prodigious  birth  of  Love  it  is  to  me, 
That  I  muft  love  a  loathed  Enemy. 

Nur.  What's  this?  what's  this? 
Juli.  A  rime  I  learn'd  even  now OfoneldancM  withall. 

One  calls  mthiu,J%liet, 

Nur.  Anon,  anon : 

Come  let's  away,  the  Hungers  all  are  gone. 
Exeunt* 

Chorus. 
Now  old  deli  re  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie, 
And  young  affection  gapes  to  be  his  Heir, 

That  fair,  for  which  Love  groan'd  for  and  would  die, 
With  tender  Juliet  marcht,  is  now  not  fair 
Now  Romeo  is  beloved,  and  Loves  again, 
A  like  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks : 

But  to  his  foefuppos'd  he  muft  complain, 
And  fhe  fteal  Loves  fweet  bait  from  fearful  hook*. 

Being  held  a  foe  ,  he  may  not  have  acceffe 
To  breath  fuch  vows,  as  Lovers  ufe  to  fwear ; 
And  fhe  as  much  in  Love,  her  means  much  leffe, 

To  meet  her  new  Beloved  any  where  .* 
But  paflion  lends  them  Power,  time,  means  to  meet, 

Tempting  extremities  with  extream  fweer. 
Enter  Romeo  alow. 

Rem.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back  Dull  earth,  and  rind  my  Centor  our. 

Enter  Benttolio  with  Mercutio, 

Ben.  Romeo,  my  Coten  Romeo,  Romeo* 
Mer.  He  is  wife, 

And  on  my  life  hath  ftoln  him  home  to  bed. 
Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leapt  this  Orchard  wall. 

Call  good  Mercutio : 

Nay,  ile  conjure  too. 1  i  i  l  Mer. 
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Mer.  Romeo  Humours,  Madam,  Paflion, Lover, 

Appear  thou  in  the  HkenelTe  of  a  fight, 
Speak  but  one  time,  and  I  am  fatisfied  : 
Cry  me  but  ayme,Couply  but  Love  and  day, 
Speak  to  my  Gofhip  Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  Nickname  for  her  purblind  Son  and  her, 

Young  Abraham  C*/>»V*!hethacfhotfo  true, 

When  King  Cophettt*  lov'd  the  beggar-maid, 
He  hearethnot,  heftirreth  not,  he  movcth  not, 
The  Ape  is  dead,  and  I  muft  conjure  him, 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rofalines  bright  eies, 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  Scarlet  lip, 
By  her  fine  foot,  ftraight  leg,  and  Quivering  thigh, 
And  the  Demeans  that  there  adjacent  lie, 
That  in  thy  likeneffe  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  And  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wile  anger  him. 

Men  This  cannot  anger  him,  'twould  anger  him, 
To  raife  a  fpitit  in  his  Miftrcffe  circle, 
Of  fome  ftrange  nature,  letting  it  there  ftand 

Till  (he  had  laid  it,  and  con  jur'd  it  down, 
That  were  fome  fpighr. 
My  invocation  is  fair  and  honefiand  in  his  Miftrefs  name 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raife  up  him. 

Sen.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  Trees 

To  be  conforted  with  the  Hamerous  night  .• 
Blind  is  his  Love,  and  beft  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  Love  be  blind,  Love  cannot  hit  the  mark, 
Now  will  he  fit  under  a  Medler  tree, 
And  wifh  his  MUtrefs  were  that  kind  of  Fruit, 
As  Maids  call  Mcdlers  when  they  laugh  alone, 
0  Romeo  that  fhe  were,  O  that  fhe  were 

An  open,  or  thou  a  Popr in  Pear, 

Romeo  goodnight,  ile  to  my  Truckle-bed, 
This  Field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  tofleep 

Come  fhall  we  go? 

Ben.  Go  then,  for  \is"in  vain  to  feek  him  here « — That  means  not  robe  found.  Exeunt. 

Rem.  He  jefts  at  fcarres  that  never  felt  a  wound, 

But  foft,  what  light  rhrough  yonder  window  breaks  ? 
it  is  the  E.ift,  and  fnliet  is  the  Sun, 
Arife  fair  Sun,  and  kill  the  envious  Moon* 

Wno  is  already  fick  and  palq,with.gjjief,     .  ,  ; 
That  thou  her  Maid,  art  farre  mote-fair  then  (lie : 
Be  not  her  Mud  fmce  fhe  is  envious, 

Her  veftall  Livery  is  but  fick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  ir,  catt  it  off: 

It  is  my  Lady,0  it  is  mv  Love,0  that  fhe  knew  fhe  were, 
She  fpeaks,  yet  fhe  Dies  nothing  ;  what  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  difcouries,  1  will  anfwer  it : 

1  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  fhe  fpeaks  : 
Two  of  the  fairelt  Starrs  in  all  the  heaven, 

Hiving  fomebufineffe'doenrreit  her  eies, 
To  twinkle  in  their  Spheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eies  were  there,  they  in  her  bead, 

The  brighrneffe  of  her  checke  would  fhame  thofe  tlarres, 
As  diy-light  doth  a  Limp,  her  eye  in  heaven. 
Would  through  the  airy  Region  ftream  fo  bright, 
That  Birds  would  fing  an^  think  it  were  not  night : 
See  how  fheieins  her  cheek  upon  her  hand. 
O  that  /  were  a  Glnve  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek. 

Je.li.  Ay  me. 
Rem.  She  fpeaks. 

Oh  fpeak  again  bright  Angel!,  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  right  being  ore  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  meffenger  of  heaven 

Unto  the  white  upturned  wondring  eies 
Of  mortallsthaj  fall  back  to  ga2e  on  him, 
When  he  beftnds  the  lazy  puffing  Clouds, 
And  fails  upon  the  bofom  of  the  air. 

f uli.  O  Rome*, Romeo,  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo  i 
Deny  thy  Father,  and  refufe  thy  name  : 
Or  if  thou  wilt  nor,  bebutfworn  my  Love, 
And  ile  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  fhall  I  fpeak  at  this  ? 

full,  *Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  Enemy : 
Thou  arc  thy  felf,  though  not  a  MountagHe, 

What's  Momtngue  ?  it  is  nor  hand  nor  foor, 
Nor  arme,  nor  face,  O  be  fome  ot  her  name 
Belonging  to  a  man. 

What's  in  a  name  ?  thac  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 
By  any  otjjer  word  would  fmell  as  fweer, 

So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  cali'd 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes, 
Without  that  title  Romeo ,  doffe  thy  name, 
And  for  thy  name  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  my  felf. 

Rom.  I  cake  thee  at  i  hy  word  t 

Call  me  but  Love,  and  ile  be  new  baptiz'd, Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

ftiii.  What  man  art  thou,that  thus  befcreen'd  in  nighc So  ItumbleH  on  my  councell  ? Rom.  By  a  name, 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  : 
My  name  dear  Saint,  is  hateful  to  my  felf, 
Becaufe  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee, 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

JhU.  My  cars  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  thy  tongues  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  found. 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Monnttgue  ? 

Rom.  Neither  fair  Maid,  if  either  thee  diflike. 

JhU.  How  cam'ft  thou  hither. 
Tell  me,  and  wherefore? 

The  Orchard  walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  place  death,  conficiering  who  thou  arr, 
If  any  of  my  kinfmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  Loves  light  wings 

Did  ,l*ore- perch  thefe  Walls,' 
'For  ftony  Limits  cannot  hold  Love  our, 
And  whu  Love  can  do,  that  dares  Love  attempt.* 
Therefore  thy  kinfmen  are  no  Hop  to  me. 
f     If  they  do  fee  thee,  they  will  murther  thee. 
Rom.  Alack  there  Jies  more  peril  in  thine  eic,  1 

Then  twenty  of  their  fwords,look  thou  but  fweet, 
And  I  am  proof  againft  their  enmity. 

fttti.1  would  not  for  the  world  they  faw  thee  here. 
Rom.  I  h  ive  nights  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  eies 

Ana  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here, 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hace, 
Then  death  proroged  wanting  of  thy  Love. 

JhU.  By  whofe  direction  found'ft  thou  out  this  place  ? Rom.  By  Love  that  firft  did  prompt  me  to  enquire, 
He  lent  me  counfel,  and  I  lent  him  eies, 

I  am  no  Pilot,  yet  werr  thou  as  far 

As  that  vaft-fhore  :  wafh'd  with  thefartheft  Sea, I  fhould  adventure  forfuch  Merchandife. 
J  till.  Thou  knoweft  the  maskeof  nighc  is  one  my  face, 

Elfe  wou'd  a  Maiden  blufh  bepainr  my  cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  haft  heara  me  fpeak  to  night , 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  f!in,fun,  deny 

What  I  h^vefyoke,  bur  firewell  Complements 
Dolt  thou  Love  ?  O I  know  thou  wilt  fay  I, 

  And 
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And  /  will  take  thy  word  ,  yet  if  thou  fwear 'ft, 
Thou  mayeft  prove  falfe,at  Lovers  perjuries 

They  fay  Jove laughes ,  oh  gentle  Romeo, 

It  chou  dolt  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully : 
Or  it  thou  thinkeft  / am  too  quickly  won , 

He  frown  and  be  perverfe,  and  fay  thee  nay, 

So  thou  wilt  wooe :  But  elfe  not  for  the  world. 

In  truth  fair  Mettntague  I  am  too  fond  : 
And  therefore  thou  mailt  think  my  haviour  light, 

Buc  truft  me  Gentleman,  He  prove  more  true, 

Then  thofe  that  have  more  coyning  to  be  ftrange, 

1  fhould  have  been  more  ftrange  /  rauft  confefs, 

But  that  thou  overheard'lt  ere  /  was  ware 

My  true  Loves  pafllon,  therefore  pardon  me, 

And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  L#ve, 

Which  the  dark  night  hath  fo  dif covered. 

Rom.  Lady, by  yonder  Moon  /  vow  : 

That  tips  with  filver  all  thefe  Fruit-tree  tops. 

Juli.  O  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th'unconftant  Moon, 
That  monethly  changes  in  her  circled  Orbe, 

Left  that  thy  Love  prove  likewife  variable. 
Rom.  What  fhall  /  fwear  by  ? 

Juli  Do  not  fwear  at  all : 

Or  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious  fclf, 

Which  is  the  God  of  my  Idolatry  , 
And  He  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  hearts  dear  love  - — 
Juli.  Well  do  not  fwear  although  I  joy  in  thee, 

/  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to  night, 

It  is  too  rafh,  too  unadvis'd,  too  fudden, 
Too  like  the  lightning  which  doth  ccafe  to  be 
Ere  one  can  fay,  it  lightens,  Sweet  good  night : 
This  bud  of  Love  by  Summers  ripening  breath, 

May  prove  a  beauteous  Flower  when  next  we  meet 

Goodnight:  goodnight,  as fvveet repofe and  reft, 

Come  to  thy  heart,  as  that  within  my  breft. 

Rom.  O  wilt  trnu  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied  > 

Jttli.  Wh3tfatisfacVion  can'lt  thou  have  to  night  ? 

jfow.TYexchangeof  thy  Loves  faithful  vow  ot'  mine. 

J  nit.  /gave  thee  mine  before  thou  did*ft  requeft  it : 
And  yet  /  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Would  "ft  thou  withdraw  it  ? 
For  what  purpofe  Love? 

Jttli.  But  to  be  frank  and  give  it  thee  again, 

And  yet  /  wifh  but  for  the  thing  /  have, 

My  bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea, 

My  Love  as  deep,  the  more  /  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

/  hear  fome  noyfe  within,  dear  Love  adieu. Cats  within 

Anon  good  Nurfe ,  fvveet  Mountaguc  be  true  i 
Stay  but  a  little,  /  will  come  again. 

Rom.  O  bleffed  bleffed  night,  /  am  afear'd 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering  fvveet  to  be  fubftantial, 

Juli.  Three  words  dear  Rome*,  Enter. 
And  goodnight  indeed, 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  Honourable, 

Thy  purpofe  marriige,  fend  me  word  to  morrow, 
By  cxnethat  He  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
Where,  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  Rite, 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  foot  He  lay, 
And  follow  thee  my  Lord,  throughout  the  world. 

Within:  Madam. 

/  come,  anon :  but  if  thou  meaneft  not  well, 
/  do  befeech  thee. 

Within :  Madam 
(By  and  by  /cone.) 

To  ceafe  thy  ftrife,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief, 
To  morrow  will  /  fend. 

Ram.  So  thrive  my  foul* 

Juli.  A  thoufand  times  good  night. 

Exit* 
Rom.  A  thoufand  times  the  worfe  to  want  thy  light, 

Love  goes  toward  Love  as  fchool-boys  from  their  books 
But  Love  from  Love,  towards  fchool  with  heavy  looks, 

Ewer  Juliet  again. 

Juli.  Hift  Rome*  hift :  O  for  a  Falkners  voice, 
To  lure  this  Taffel  gentle  back  again, 
Bondage  is  hoarfe,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud, 
Elfe  would  /  tear  the  Cave  where  Eccho  lies, 

And  make  her  ayry  tongue  more  hoarfe,  then  with 
The  repetition  of  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  It  is  my  foul  that  cals  upon  my  name. 
How  filver  fweet,  found  Lovers  tongues  by  night, 
Like  foftett  Mulick  to  at  tending  eares. 

Juli.  Romeo. 
Rom.  My  fweet. 
Jttli.  Wnat  a  clock  to  morrow 

Shall  /fend  to  thee? 

Rom.  By  the  hour  of  Nine. 

fuli.  1  will  not  fail,  Vis  twenty  years  till  then, 
/  hive  forgot  why  /  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom  Let  me  ft. -md  here  till  thou  rememberit. 

Juli.  1  fhall  forget,  to  hsve  thee  (till  ftand  chere, 
Remembring  how /love thy  company. 
Rom.  And  lie  Hill  Hay,  to  have  thee  Hill  forget, 

Forgetting  any  other  name  but  this. 

'Tisalmoft  morning,  /would  bavethee  gone. 
And  yet  no  further  then  a  wantons  Bird, 
That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  his  hand, 
Like  a  poor  prifoner  in  his  twiHed  Gyves, 
And  with  a  filken  thred  plucks  it  again, 
So  loving  jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  /  were  thy  bird. 
Juli.  Sweet  fo  would  /, 

Yec  /  fhould  kill  thee  with  much  cherilhings 
Goodnight,  goodnight. 

Rom.  Parting  is  fuch  fweet  forrow, 
That  /  fhall  fay  goodnight  till  it  be  morrow. 

Juli, Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breft. 
Exit. 

Rom.  Would  /  were  fleep  and  peace  fo  fweet  to  reft, 

The  gray-ey'd  morne  fmilcs  on  the  frowning  night, Checking  the  Eaftern  Clouds  with  ftreaks  of  light* 

And  darknefs  fleckel'd  like  a  drunkard  rcelcs, From  forth  dayes  pathway,  made  by  Titans  wheeles* 
Hence  will  /  to  my  Ghoftly  Friers  clofe  Cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hip  to  tell. Exit* 

Enter  Vner  alone  with  a  basket, 

Fri.  Now  ere  the  Sun  advance  his  burnina  eye~ 
The  day  to  chear,  and  nights  dank  dew  to  dry, 
/  muft  up-fil  this  Ofier  Cage  of  ours, 
With  baleful  weeds,  and  precious  juyced  flowers 
The  earth  that's  Natures  mother,  is  her  Tomb 

What  is  her  burying  grave  that  is  her  womb :  ' And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 

1  \  i  3  We 
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We  fucking  on  her  natural  bofom  find  : 
M&iy  for  many  vertues  excellent : 
None  but  for  fome,  and  yet  all  different. 
0  mickle  is  the  powerful  gnce  that  lies 

In  Plants,  Herbs,  (tones,  and  their  true  qualities  .* 
For  nought  fo  vile,  that  on  the  earth  doih  live , 
But  to  the  earth  tome  fpecul  good  doth  give. 

Nor  ought  fo  good,  but  drain*  d  from  that  fair  ufe , 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  (tumbling  onabufe. 
Vertueit  felfturnesvice  being  mifapplied. 
And  vice  fometime  by  action  dignified. 

Enter  Romeo. 
Within  che  infant  rind  of  this  weak  flower, 

Poyfon  hath  refidence,  and  medicine  power  : 
For  this  being  fmelr,  with  that  part  cheares  each  part, 
Being  tafted  flayes  all  fences  with  the  heart. 

Two  fuch  oppof'J  Kings-  encamp  thciri  ftill  , 
In  man  as  well  as  hearbi  grace  and  rude  will: 
And  whcr.e  the  worfer  is  predominant, 
Full  foon  che  Canker  dearh  eats  up  that  Plant. 

Rom,  Good  morrow  Father.  % 
Fri.  Benedicite. 

What  early  tongue  fo  fwect  falure  them  ? 
Young  Son,  it  argues  a  diftempered  head, 
So  foon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed  ; 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  mans  eye, 
And  where  Care  lodgeth,  flcep  will  never  lie ; 
But  where  unbrufed  youth  with  unftuft  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,:  here  golden  fleep  doth  raign  ; 
Therefore  thy  carlinefs  doth  me  affu  e, 

Thou  art  up-rouz'd  with  fome  di (Temperature ; 
Or  if  not  fo,  then  here  I  hie  it  right. 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to  night, 

Rom.  That  laft  is  true,  the  fweeter  reft  was  mine. 
Fri.  God  pardon  fin :  waft  thou  with  Rofallne  ? 

Rem.  With  kvfd'we,  my  Ghoftiy  Fatner  ?  No, 
1  have  forgot  thai  name,  and  that  Names  woe. 

Fn.T  i  n's  my  good  Son,but  where  haft  thou  been  then? 
Rom.  He  teil  thceere  thou  ask  it  me  agen ; 

I  h  '.ve  bewn  feiHmg  witn  mine  enemy, 
W'  ere  on  a  fudden  one:  huh  wounded  me, 

That's  by  me  vvounded ;  both  our  remedies 
W'thin  thy  help  and  holy  phyiick  lies : 
/  oear  no  hitred,  bleffed  man  :  for  lo 

My  interceffion  likewife  fteads  my  foe. 
Fri.  Be  ,  >lain  good  Son,  relf  homely  in  thy  drifr, 

Ridling  confeflion,  finds  bur  ridling  fhrifr. 
Rem.  Then  plainly  know  my  hearts  dear  Love  is  fer, 

On  chef  ir  daughter  of  rich  Capttlet : 
As  mine  on  hers,  fo  ners  is  fet  on  mine  ; 

And  all  combin'd,  fave  what  thou  muft  combine 
By  holy  marriage :  when,  and  where,  and  how, 

We  met,  we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of  vow  : 
He  tell  thee  as  we  pafs,  but  this  1  pray, 
Thar  thou  confent  to  marry  us  to  day, 

Fri  Holy  S.Francis,  what  a  change  is  here  ? 
Is  Rofaline  that  rhoudidft  love  fo  dear 
So  foor.  forfaken  ?  young  mens  Love  then  lies 
Not  rruly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 

Jefu  Maria,  wb  if  a  deal  of  brine 
Huh  w.fht  thy  fallow  cheeks  for  Rofaline  ? 

How  much  fait  water  thrown  away  in  waft, 
To  feafon  Live,  rbat  if  it  doth  not  ui\. 

Tne  ̂ un  not  vet  thy  fighes,from  heaven  clears, 

Tjfiy  o1d°roan<  yet  ringin  my  ancient  eares ; 
Lo  hereupon  thy  check  theftun  doth  fit, 

Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wafheoffyec. 
I  If  ere  thou  waft  thy  felf,  and  thefe  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  thefe  woes  were  all  for  Re/aline. 

And  arc  thou  chang'd  ?  pronounce  this  fentence  then 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  noftrengthin  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chid'ft  me  oft  for  loving  Rofaline. 
Fri.  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'ft  me  bury  Love. 
Fri.  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 
Rom*  I  pray  thee  chide  me  nor,  her  I  Love  now 

Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  Love  for  Love  allow  : 
The  other  did  not  fo. 

Fri.  Oh  fhe  knew  well, 

Thy  Love  did  read  by  rote,  that  could  not  fpell : 
But  come  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me, 

In  one  refpec~t,  He  thy  afliftant  be » For  this  alliance  may  fo  happy  prove, 

To  rum  your  houfhold  rancord  to  pure  Love. 
Rom.  O  let  us  hence,  I  (land  on  fudden  haft. 

Fri.  Wifely  and  flow,thcy  ftumble  that  runfaft. 
Exeunt 

Enter  Bennoleo  and  Mercutio. 
Mer.  Where  the  devil  ihould  this  Romeobt  ?  came  he 

nor  home  to  night  ? 
Ben.  Not  to  his  Fathers,  /fpoke  with  his  man. 

Mer.  Why  that  fame  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that  Ro- 

[al'me  trrments  him  fo,  that  he  will  fure  run  mad. 
Ben.  Tibalt,  the  kinfman  to  old  Cablet,  hath  fenc  a  Let- 
ter to  h  s  Fathers  houfe. 

Mer.  A  challenge  on  my  life. 
Ben  Romeo  will  anfwer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man  that  can  write,  may  anfwer  a  Letter. 
Ben.  Npy  he  will  anfwer  the  Letters  Mafter  how  he 

dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead,  flab'd  with  a 
white  wenches  bl  ck  eye,  run  through  che  ear  with  a 
Love-fong  ,  the  very  pin  of  his  hearr,  cleft  wirh  the 
blind  Bow-boyes-bur-fhafr,  and  is  he  a  man  to  encounter 

Tybah  ? 
Ben.  Why  whaci>  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  then  Prince  of  Cats.  Oh  he's  the  Couragi- 
ous  Captain  0f  Complements :  he  fights  as  you  fing  prick- 

forg,  keeps  time,  diftance,  and  proportion,  hercfts  his' 
minum,ore,two,and  the  third  in  your  Bofom  :  the  very 
butcher  of  a  filk  button,  a  Dualift,  a  Dualift  :  a  Gentleman 
of  t  he  very  firft  houfe  of  rhefirft  and  fecond  caufe:  ah  tht 
immortal  paff>do,  the  punto  rever  fo,  the  Hay. 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  Pox  of  fuch  antique  lifping  affecting  phanta- 
fies,  thefe  new  tuners  of -ccent :  Jefu  i  very  good  Wade, 
a  very  tall  man ,  a  very  good  whore.  Why  is  not  this  a  la- 

mentable thing  Grandfire,  that  we  fhould  be  thus  afflicted 

with  thefe ftrange  flies :  thefe  fafhion-mongers,  thefe pac- 

don-me*s  who  ftandfo  much  on  the  new  form,  that  they 
cannot  fit  aceafe  on  the  old  bench.  O  their  bones,  their 
bones. 

S»ter  Romeo. 
Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo  ,  here  comes  Romeo. 
Mer.  Without  his  Roe,  like  a  dried  Herring.  Oflefh, 

flefh,  how  art  thou  fifhified  ?  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 

ih  u  Petrarch  flowed  in  :  Laura  to  his  Lady  was  a  Kitchen 

wench,  marry  fhe  had  a  better  Love  to  berime  her :  Dido 
a  dowdy,  Cleopatra  a  Gipfie,  Hellen  and  Hero,  hildings  and 

ha-lots :  77  ufy  a  gray  eye  or  fo,  but  nor  to  the  purpofe 
Signio;  Romeo,  Boniow,  there's  a  French  falutation  to  your 

French 
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French  flop :  you  gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  laft  night. 

Romeo.  Good  morrow  to  you  both,  what  counterfeit  did 

I  give  you  ? 

Mer.  The  flip  fir,  the  flip,  can  you  not  conceive? 

Rom.  Pardon  LMercutio,my  bufineffe  was  great,and  in 
fuch  a  cafe  as  mine,  a  man  may  (train  courfic. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  fuch  a  cafe  as  yours  con- 
ftrainsa  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Rom.  Meaning  to  courtefie. 
KMer.  Thou  haft  moft  kindly  hit  it. 
Rom.  A  moft  courteous  expofition. 

CMcr.  Niy,I  am  the  very  pinck  of  courtefie. 
Rim.  Pinke  for  flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom.  Why  then  is  my  Pump  well  flowr'd. Mer.  Sure  wit,  follow  rr.e  this  jeaft,now  till  thou  haft 

worn  out  thy  Pump,  that  when  the  fingle  fole  of  it  is 

worn,  the  *eaft  may  remain  after  the  wearing ,  fole- 
fingular. 

Rom.  O  fingle  fol'd  jeft, 
Soly  fingular,  for  the  fingleneffe. 

Mer.  Come  between  us  good  Benuollo^  my  wit  faints. 
Rom.  Swits  and  Spurres, 

Swits  and  Spurs,  or  ilecry  a  match. 

Mer.  Nay,if  our  wits  run  the  wild-Goofe  chafe,  I  am 
done :  For  thou  haft  more  of  the  Wild-Goofe  in  one  of 

thy  wits,  then  I  am  fure  I  have  in  my  whole  five.  Was  I 
with  you  there  for  the  Goofe  ? 

■  Rom.  Thou  was  never  with  me  for  any  thing,  when 
thou  waft  not  there  for  the  Goofe. 

Mer.  1  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jeft. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  Goofe  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wic  is  a  very  bitter- fweeting, 
Ic  is  a  moft  fharp  fawce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well  ferv'd  into  a  fweet  Goofe  ? 
Mer.  Oh  here's  a  wit  of  Chevercll,  that  ftretches  from 

an  ynch  narrow,  to  an  ell  broad. 
Rom.  I  ftretch  it  out  for  that  word,  broad,  which  added 

to  the  Goofe,  proves  the  farre  and  wide,  abroad  Goofe. 

Mer.  Why  is  not  this  better  now,  then  groaning  for 
Love,  now  art  thou  fociable,now  art  thou  Romeo:  now  art 
thou  what  thou  art,  by  Areas  well  as  by  Nature,  for  this 

driveling  Love  is  like  a  great  Natural,  that  runs  lolling 
up  and  down  to  hide  his  bable  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,ftop  there.  (hair 

Mer.  Thou  dcfir'ft  me  to  flop  in  my  Tale  againft  the 
Ben.  Thou  woula'ft  elfe  have  made  thy  tale  large. 
Mer.  O  thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  would  have  made  it  fhort, 

or  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  Tale,  and  meant 

indeed  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Enter  Nurfe  and  her  man. 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  geare. 
Afayle,  afayle. 
Mer.  Two,  two :  a  Shirt  and  a  Smock 
Nur.  Peter? 
Peter.  Anon. 

Nur.  My  Fan  Peter  ? 
Mer.  Good  Peter  to  hide  her  face: 

For  her  Fan's  the  fairer  face  ? 
Nur.  God  ye  good  morrow  Gentlemen. 
Mer,  God  ye  gooden  fair  Gentlewomen, 
Nur.  Is  it  gooden  ? 

Mer.  *Tis  no  lefle  I  tell  you :  for  thebaWdy  hand  of  the 
Dyall  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  Noon* 

Nur.  Out  upon  you  :  what  a  man  are  you  ? Rom.  One  Gentlewoman, 

That  God  hath  made,himfelf  to,  ma?* 

Nur.  By  my  troth  it  is  faid,  for  himfelf  toj  mar  quo- 
tha Gentleman,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find 

the  young  Romeo? 

Romeo.  I  can  telf  you  .•  but  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him,  then  he  was  when  you  fought 
him :  1  am  the  youngeft  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a  worfe, 

Nur.  You  fay  well. 
Mer.  Yea  is  the  worft  well. 

Very  well  took  :  Ifaith,  wifely,  wifely* 
Nur.  Ifyoubehe  fir, 

I defire  fo:ne confidence  with  you? 
Ben.  She  will  invite  him  to  fome  Supper. 
Mer.  A  baud,  a  baud,  a  biud.  So  ho. 
Rom.  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Mer.  No  Hare  fir,  unlefle  a  Hare  fir  in  a  Lenten  pie, 
that  is  fomething  ftale  and  hoare  ere  it  be  fpent. 
An  old  Hare  hoar,  and  an  old  Hare  hoar  is  very  good  meat 

in  Lent. 

But  a  hare  that  is  hoar,  is  too  much  for  a  fcore,  when  it 
hoars  ere  it  be  fpent, 

Romeo  will  you  come  to  your  Fathers?  We'e'i  to  dinner thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 
Mer.  Farewell  auncient  Lady  : 

Farewell  Lady,  Lady,  Lady. 
Exit.    Mercutio)  Benuolio. 

Nur.  I  pray  you  fir, what  fawcy  Merchant  was  this  that 
wasfo  full  of  his  ropery  ? 

Rom.  A  Gentleman  Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfelf 

talk,  and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  minute,  then  he  will  ftand 
to  in  a  Monetb. 

Nur.  And  a  fpeak  any  thing  againft  me,  ile  take  him 
down,and  a  were  luftier  then  he  is,and  twenty  fuch  Jacks.* 
and  if  /  cannot,  ile  find  thofe  that  fhall :  fcurvy  knave,  I 

am  none  of  his  flurt-gils,  /am  none  of  his  skains  mates  j 
and  thou  muft  ftand  by  too  and  fuffer  every  knave  to  ufe 

me  at  his  p'eafure. 
Pet.  Ifaw  no  man  ufe  you  at  hispleafure :  if  I  had,  my 

weapon  fhould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you,  I 
dare  draw  asfoonas  another  man,  if  1  feeoccafion  in  a 

good  quarrell,  and  the  Law  on  my  fide. 
Afar. Now  afore  God, I  am  lb  vexr/ hat  every  part  about 

me  qu;vers,  skurvy  knave :  pray  you  fir  a  word  :  and  as  I 
told  you,  my  young  Lady  bid  me  enquire  you  out,  what 
fhe  bid  me  fay  I  will  keep  to  my  felf :  but  firft  let  me  tell 
ye,  if  ye  fhould  lead  her  in  a  fools  paradife,  as  they  fay, 
it  were  a  very  groffekind  of  behaviour,  as  they  fay:  for 
the  Gentlewoman  is  young,  and  therefore,  if  you  fhould 

deal  double  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  of- 
fered to  any  Gentlewoman,  and  very  weak  dealing. 

Rom.  Nurfe  commend  me  to  thy  Lady  and  Miftrifs,  I, 

proteft  unto  thee*  — 
Nur.  Good  heart,  and  Ifaith  /  will  tell  her  as  much: 

Lord,  Lord  fhe  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 
Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her  Nurfe?  thou  doft  not 

mark  me  ? 

Nurt  I  will  tell  her  fir,  that  you  do  proreft,  which  as  1 
take  it,  is  a  Gentleman-like  offer.  ( afternoon, 

Rom.  Bid  her  devife  fome  means  to  come  to  fhnft  this 
And  there  fhe  fhall  at  Frier  Lawrence  Cell 

Befhriev'd  and  married  :  here  is  for  thy  pains. 
Nur.  No  truly  fir  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to  1  fay  you  fhall. 

Nurfe 
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Nur.  Ths  afternoon  Sir?  well  fhe  {hall  be  there. 

Rom.  And  ftay  thou  good  Nurfe  behind  the  Abby-wall, 
Within  this  hour  my  man  (lull  be  with  thee, 
And  bring  the  Cords  made  like  a  tackled  Hair, 
Which  to  the  high  top  gallant  of  my  joy, 
Muft  be  my  convoy  in  the  fecret  night. 
Farewell, be  rufty,  and  ile  quite  thy  pains : 
Farewell,  commend  me  to  thy  Miftrefs. 

Nttr.  Now  God  in  heaven  blefle  thee :  hark  you  fir, 
Rom.  What  f  ii(t  thou  my  dear  Nurfe  ? 
Nttr.  Is  ,our  man  fecret,did  you  nete  hear  fay  two  may 

keep  counlel  putting  one  away. 
Rom.  I  warrant  thee  my  man  as  true  as  fteel. 
Nur.  Well  fir,  my  Miftrefs  is  the  fwcetelt  Lady,  Lord, 

Lord,  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing.  O  there  is  a  No- 
\  ble  man  in  Town  one  Paris,  that  would  fain  lay  knife  a- 
board :  but  fhe  good  foul,  had  as  leeve  fee  a  Toad,  a  very 
Toad  as  fee  him  :  /  anger  her  fometimcs,  and  tell  her  that 
Paris  is  the  propercr  man ,  but  ile  warranc  you,  wh^n  I  fay 

fo,  fhe  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  verfal  world,  doth 
not  Rofemary  and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter  ? 

Rom.  I  Nurfe ,  what  of  that  ?  both  with  an  R. 

Nttr.  A  mocker  that's  the  dogs  name.  R.  is  for  the  no, 
I  know  it  begins  with  fome  other  letter,  and  die  hath  the 
prettieftfententiousofit,  of  you  and  Rofemary,  that  it 
would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  Lady . 
Nttr.  I  a  thoufand  times.  Peter  ? 
Pet.  Anon. 

Nttr.  Before  and  apace.         Exit  Nurfe  and  Peter. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Juli.  The  clock  ftrook  nine,vvhen  /  did  fend  the  Nurfe, 
In  half  an  hour  fhe  promifed  to  return, 

.  Perchance  fhe  cannot  meet  him :  that's  nor  fo 
i  Oh  fhe  is  Lame,  Loves  Herauld  fhould  be  thoughts, 
Which  ten  times  fafter  glides  then  theSunnes  beams, 

Driving  back  fhadows  over  lowring  hils. 

Therefore  do  nimble  Pinnion'd  Doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind-fwift  C uyid  wings  .• 
Now  is  the  Sun  upon  the  highmoft  hill 
Of  this  daies  journey,  and  from  nine  till  twelve, 

I  three  long  hours,  yet  fhe  is  not  come 
Had  fhe  affections  and  warm  youthful  blood, 

She'ld  be  as  fwifc  in  motion  as  a  ball, 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  fwect  Love, 
And  his  to  me,  buc  old  folks, 

Many  fain  as  they  were  dead, 

Unwieldy,  fbw,heavy,  and  pale  as  lead. 
Enter  Nurfe, 

O  God  fhe  comes,  O  horey  Nurfe  what  news  ? 

Hall  thou  met  with  him  ?  fend  thy  man  away. 

Nur.  Peter  ftay  at  the  gate. 

Juli.  Now  good  fweet  Nurfe  : 

O  Lord  why  looks  thou  fad  ? 

Though  nevvs,be  fad,  yec  tell  them  merrily.- 

If  good  thou  fham'ft  the  mufick  of  fweet  news, 
By  playing  it  to  me,  with  fo  fower  a  face. 

Nur.  I  am  a  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while, 

Fie  how  my  bones  ake,  what  a  jaunt  have  I  had  ?  j 
Jttli  I  would  thou  hadtt  my  bones  and  I  thy  news : 

Nay  come  I  pray  thee  fpeak,  good  Nurfe  fpe^lc. 
Nur.  Jefu  what  hafte  ?  can  you  not  ftay  a  while  ? 

Do  you  not  fee  how  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

Juli.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,'When  thou  haft  breath 
To  fay  to  me,  that  thou  art  out  of  breath  ? 
The  excufe  that  thou  doft  make  in  this  delay, 

Is  longer  then  the  tale  thou  doft  excufe. 
Is  thy  news  good  or  bad  ?  anfwer  to  that, 
Say  either,  and  ile  ftay  the  circumftance  : 
Let  me  be  fatisfied,  ift  good  or  bad  ? 

Nur.  Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  choice,  you  know 
not  how  to  chufe  a  man  :  Romso,v\o  not  he  though  his  face 

be  better  then  any  mans,  yet  his  legs  excells  ;il\  mens,and 
for  a  hand  and  a  foot,  and  a  bawdy,  though  they  be  not  ro 

be  talkt  on,  yet  they  are  paft  comparc:he  is  not  the  flower 
of  courtefie,  but  I  warrant  him  as  gentle  a  Lamb  :  go  thy 

waies  wench,  ierve  God,  what  have  you  din'd  at  home. 
Jttli.  No,  no  :  but  all  this  did  /know  before 

What  faies  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  t 
Nur.  Lord  how  my  head  akes,  what  a  head  have  I : 

It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  peeces. 

My  back  a  tother  fide :  O  my  back,  my  back  : 
Befhrewyour  heart  for  fending  me  about 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

full.  Ifaith  /  am  forry  that  thou  art  fo  ill, 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  N-T  e,  tell  me  what  faies  my  Love  ? 

Nur.  Your  Love  faies  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handfom 
And  I  warrant  a  vertuous :  where  is  your  Mother  ? 

JhII.  Where  is  my  Mother  ? 
Why  fhe  is  within  where  fhould  fhe  be  ? 

How  odly  thoureply'ft : Your  Love  (dies  like  an  honeft  Gentleman: 
Where  is  my  Mother  ? 

Nur.  O  Gods  Lady  dear, 

Are  you  fo  hor  ?  marry  come  up  I  trow, 
Is  this  the  Poultis  for  my  aking  bones  ? 
Hence  forward  do  your  meffages  your  felfe. 

Jttli.  Here's  fuch  a  coil,  come  what  faies  Romeo  f 
Nur.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  fhrift  to  day  ? 
Jttli.  I  have. 

Nur.  Then  high  you  hence  to  Frier  Lawrence  Cell, 
There  ftaies  a  Husband  to  make  you  a  wife  : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 

Thcy'lbein  Scarlet  ftraightat  any  news  : 
Hie  you  to  Church,  /muft  another  way, 

To  fetch  a  Ladder  by  the  which  your  Love.- 
Muft  climb  a  birds  neft  foon  when  it  is  dark.* 
I  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delight : 
But  you  fhall  bear  the  burthen  foon  at  night, 
Go  ile  to  dinner,  hie  you  to  the  Cell 

Juli.  Hie  to  high  Fortune,  honeft  Nurfe,  farewell. 
Exeunt. 

Enter  Frier  and  Romeo. 
Fri.  So  fmiie  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  aft, 

That  after  hours,  with  forrow  chide  us  nor. 
Rom.  Amen,  amen,  but  come  what  forrow  can, 

It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 

That  one  fhort  minute  gives  n?.e  in  her  fight : 
Do  thou  but  clofe  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  Love  devouring  death  do  what  he  dare, 
It  is  enough.  /  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  Thcfc  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die  like  fire  and  powder; 
Which  as  they  kifle  confume.  The  fvvecteft  honey 
Is  loathfome  in  his  own  delicioufneffe, 
And  in  thetafte  confounds  the  appetite. 
Therefore  Love  moderately,  long  Love  doth  fo, 
Too  fvvift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  flow . 

Enter  Juliet. 
Here  comes  the  Lady.  Oh  fo  light  a  foot 
Will  nere  wear  out  the  cvcrlafting  flint; 
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A  Lover  may  beftride  the  Goflfamours, 
Thac  idles  in  chc  wanron  Summer  ayr, 
And  ycc  noc  fall,  fo  light,  is  vanity. 

fttli.  Good  even  to  my  ghoftly  Confeffor. 

Fr  't.  Romeo  (hall  thank  thee  Daughter,  for  us  both. 
full.  As  much  to  him,elfc  in  his  thanks  too  much. 
Rom.  Ah  Juliet,  if  the  mcafurc  of  thy  joy 

I  Be  neapt  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 

'  To  blafoa  it,  then  fweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  ayr,  and  let  rich  Mufickes  tongue, 

Unfold  the  imagin'd  happinefs  that  both 
Receive  in  cithcr^by  this  dear  encounter. 

full.  Conceit  more  rich  in  matter  then  in  word*, 
Brags  of  his  fubftance,  noc  of  Ornament : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth, 
But  my  true  Love  is  grown  to  fuch  excef>, 
Icannotfum  npfomeofhalf  my  wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  mc,&  we  will  make  fhorc  work, 
For  by  your  leaves,  you  {hall  noc  flay  alone, 
Till  holy  Church  incorporate  two  in  one.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Bennolio,  and  men. 
Ben.  I  pray  thee  good  Mercutio  lees  retire, 

The  day  is  hot,  the  Cablets  abroad  : 
And  if  we  meet,  we  fhall  not  fcapea  brawl,  for  now  thefe 
lot  dayes  is  the  mad  bloud  flirring. 

LMer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  thefe  fellows,  that  when 

le  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me  his  fword  up- 
on the  table,  and  faies,  God  fend  me  no  need  of  thee  :  and 

>y  the  operation  of  the  fecond  Cup,  draweshimon  the 
Drawer,  when  indeed  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  /  like  fuch  a  fellow  ?  , 

Mer.  Come,  come,  chou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood, 
as  any  in  It  My  ;  and  affoon,  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as 

foon  moody  to  be  mov'd. Ben.  And  what  too  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  and  there  were  two  fuch,  we  fhiould  have 

none  ftiortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other :  thou,why  thou  pluck  your  fword  dut  of  his  Pilcher  by  the  eares  ?  Make 

Mer.  Conforc  ?  what  dolt  thou  make  us  Minftrels  ?  and 

thou  make  Minftrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  Dif- 

cords :  here's  my  Fiddleftick,  here's  that  fhall  makcye'u dance.  Come  confort. 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  publick  haunt  of  men: 
Either  withdraw  unto  fome  private  place , 

Or  reafon  coldly  of  your  grievances  : 
Or  elfc  depart,  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 
Mer.  Mens  eye>  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze, 

/  will  not  budge  for  no  mans  plcafure  /. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tib.  Well. peace  be  with  you  fir,  here  comes  my  man* 

LMer.  But  Le  be  hang'd  fir  if  he  wear  your  Livery  s 

Marry  go  before  to  field,  hee'l  be  your  follower, Your  worlhip  in  that  fenfc  may  call  him  man; 
Tib.  Romeo,  the  love  1  hear  thee,  can  afford 

Noberter  term  then  tbis.Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Rem.  Tibalt,  the  reafon  that  /  have  to  love  thee, 
Doth  much  excufe  the  appertaining  rage 

To  fuch  a  greeting  : 

Therefore  farewel,  I  fee  thouknow'lt  me  not. 
Tib.  Boy,  this  fhall  not  excufe  the  injuries 

That  thou  haft  done  me,  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

Rom.  I  do  proteft  /  never  injur'd  thee, 
But  lov'd  thee  better  than  thou  can'ft  devife : 
Till  thou  fhalr  know  the  reafon  of  my  love, 

And  fo  good  Capulet,  which  name  /  tender 
As  dearly  as  my  own,  be  fatisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  fubmiflion 

JUaftucatho  carries  it  away. 

Tibalt,  You  Rat-catcher:  will  you  walk*? : Tib.  What  woulds  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  Good  King  of  Cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
lives,  that  / mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and  as  you  fhall 
ufe  me  hereafter  dry  beat  the  reft  of  the  eight,  Will  you 

wile  quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  mere,  or  a  hair 
lefs  in  his  beird,  then  thou  haft  :  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a 
man  for  cracking  Nuts,  having  no  other  reaion,  but  be- 
caufe  thou  haft  hafel  eyes  ;  what  eye,  but  fuch  an  eye , 
would  fpy  out  fuch  a  quarrel  ?  thy  head  is  as  full  of  quar- 

rels, as  an  egge  is  full  of  meat,  and  yet  thy  head  hath  bin 
beaten  as  addle  as  an  egge  for  quarrelling :  thou  haft  quar- 

lell'd  with  a  man  for  coffing  in  the  ftreet,  becaufe  he  hath 
wakened  thy  dog  that  hath  lain  aflecp  in  the  Sun.  Did'ft 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  Tailor  for  wearing  his  new  Doub- 

let before  Eafter  ?  with  another,  for  tying  his  new  fhooes 

with  old  Ribband,  and  yet  thou  wilt  Tutor  me  from  quar- 
relling ? 

Ben.  And  /  were  fo  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any  man 
fhould  buy  the  Fee-fimple  of  my  life,  for  an  hour  and  a 

quarter. 
Mer.  The  Fee-fimple  ?  O  fimple  / 

Enter  Tybalt,  Petruchio,  and  others. 
Ben.  By  my  head  here  come  the  Capulet  s. 
Mer.  By  my  heel  /  care  not. 
Tib.  &>How  me  clofe,  for  /  will  fpeak  to  them. 

Gentlemen,  Good  den,  a  word  with  one  of  you. 
tSHer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us?  couple  it  with 

fomething,  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tib.You  fhall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that  fir,  and  you 
will  give  me  occifion. 

Mercn.  Could  you  not  take  fomeoccafion  vvi chou t  gi- 
ving ? 

Tib.  Mercutio,  thou  confort'ft  with  komeo. 

haft,  left  mine  be  about  your  eares  ere  it  be  out. 
Tib.  I  am  for  you. 
.Row.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  Rapier  up. 
Mer.  Come  fir,  your  Paffado. 
Rom.  Draw  Benuolio,  beat  down  their  weapons : 

Gentlemen,  for  fhame  forbear  this  outrage, 
Tibalc,  Mercutio,  the  Prince  exprefiy  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  ftreets. 

Hold  Tybalt,  good  Mer  cut  io. Exit  TybaL 

Mer.  I  am  hurt. 
A  plague  of  both  the  houfes,        fped  : 
Is  he  gone  and  hath  nothing  ? 

Ben.  What  art  thou  hurc  ? 

Mer.  1,  /,  a  fcratch,  a  fcracch,  marry  'tis  enough, 
Where  is  my  Page  ?  go  Villain  fetch  a  Surgeon. 

Rom.  Courage  man,  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 
Mer.  No  ,  'tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a 

Church-door,  but  'tis  enough,  'cwill  ferve :  ask  for  me  to 
morrow,  and  you  fhall  find  me  a  grve  man./ am  pepper'd 
/  warrant  for  this  world:  a  plague  of  both  your  houfes. 
Whar,aDog,  a  Rat,  a  Moufe,  a  Cat  to  fcratch  a  man  to 
death!  a  Braggart,  a  Rogue,  a  Villain:  thac  fights  by  the 
book  of  Arichmetick,  why  the  dev'l  came  you  between  us? 
/  was  hurt  under  your  arm; 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  beft. 
Mer.  Help  me  into  fome  houfe  Benuolio, 

Or  1  fhall  faint. :  a  plague  a  both  your  houies. 
They  have  made  wormes  meat  of  me  , 
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I  have  it,  and  foundly  tdo,  your  Houfcs.  Exit. 
Rom.  This  Gentleman  the  Princes  nearAllie, 

My  very  friend  hath  got  his  morcal  hurc 

In  my  behalf,  my  reputation  rtain'd 
With  Tybalts  flinder,  Tybalt  that  an  hour 

Hath  been  my  Cozen  :  O  Sweet  fuliet, 
Thy  Beauty  hath  made  me  Effeminate , 
And  in  my  temper  foftned  Valours  fieel. 

Enter  Bennolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio's  dead, 
That  Gallant  fpirit  hath  afpir'd  the  Cloudes, 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  fcorn  the  eartb. 

Rom.  This  daies  black  Fate,  on  mo  daies  do  depend, 
This  but  begins,  the  woe  others  muft  end. 

Enter  Tybalt. 
Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  bick  again. 

Rom.  He  gone  in  triumph,  and  MercMtio  (lain  f 
Away  to  Heaven  rcfpe£tivc  Lenity, 
And  fire,  and  Fury  be  my  conduct  now. 
Now  Tybalt  take  the  Villain  bick  again 

That  late  thou  gav'ft  me,  for  Mercutio  s  foul, 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company  : 
Either  thou  or  I,  or  both,  mult  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou  wretched  Boy  that  didft  confort  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  fhall  determine  that. 

They  fight.        Tybalt  fals. 
Ben.  Romeo,  away  be  gone  : 

The  Citizens  are  up,  indTybalt  flain, 

S.and  no:  amaz'd,  the  Prince  w;ll  doom  thee  death 
If  thou  art  taken  :  hence,  be  gone,  away. 

Rom.  O !  /am Fortunes  fool. 

3w.  Why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 
Exit  Romeo. 

Enter  Citizens. 
Citi.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kild  Mercutio  ? 

Tybalt  that  Munherer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 
Ben.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 
Citi-  Up  fir,  go  with  me 

I  charge  thee  in  the  Princes  name  obey. 
Enter  Prince,  old  Momtague,  Capftlet ,  their 

Wives  and  all. 
Prin.  Where  are  thevild  beginners  of  this  Fray  ? 
Ben.  O  Noble  Prince,  I  can  ditcover  all 

The  unlucky  manmgeof  this  fatal  brail : 
Trere  lies  the  man  flain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  flew  thy  kinfman  brave  Mercutio. 

Cap.  jvi.  Tybalt  my  Cozin  ?  O  my  Brothers  Child, 

O  Prince,  O  Cozin,  Husband,  Othe  bloud  isfpill'd, 
Of  my  dear  Kinfm  ?n,  Prince  as  thou  art  true , 
For  bloud  of  ours,  fhed  bloud  of  Mount ague. 
O  Cozin,  Cozin. 

Trin.  Benuolio,  Who  began  this  Fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt  here  flain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  flay, 
Romeo  that  fpoke  him  fair,  bid  him  bethink 

How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  difpleafure :  all  this  uttered, 

With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd 
Could  not  take  cruce  with  the  unruly  fpleen 

Of  Tyb*h  de,f  ro  peace,  bur  that  he  Ties 
With  piercing  iicel  at  bold  Mercuuos  breft  , 
Whoallashor,  turnes  deadly  point  to  point, 
And  with  a  Martial  fcorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  death  alide,  and  with  the  other  fends 

It  back  to  Tybalt,  wiiofc  dexterity 

Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 

Hold  Friends,  Friends  part,  and  fwifter  then  his  tongue, 
His  able  arm,  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 
And  tw  ixt  them  rufhes,  underneath  whole  arm, 

An  envious  thruft  from  Tybalt,  hit  the  life 
Offtout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled. 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  entertained  revenge, 

An  to't  they  go  like  lightning,  for  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  flout  Tybalt  flain  j 
And  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly : 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Bemolio  die. 

Qap.  Wi.  He  is  a  Kinfman  to  the  Momtague, 
Affection  m:;kes  him  falfe,  he  fpeaks  not  true. 

Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  ttrife, 
And  all  thofe  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life. 
/  beg  for  Juftice,  which  thou  Prince  muft  give : 
Romeo  flew  T ybalt,  Romeo  muft  not  live. 

Prin.  Romeo flew  him,  he  flew  Merctttio, 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  bloud  doth  owe. 

Cap.  Not  Jlomeo  Prince,  he  Was  Mercutio 's  Friend, His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  Law  fhoaldcnd, 
Thelifeof7>£*/r. 

Prin.  And  for  that  offence, 

Immediatly  we  do  exile  him  hence  .* 
I  have  an  inrereft  in  your  hearts  proceeding. 

My  bloud  for  your  rude  brawles  doth  lie  a  bleeding. 
But  lie  amerce  you  with  fo  ftrong  a  fine, 
That  you  fhall  all  repent  the  lofs  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excufes, 
Nor  tears,  nor  prayers  fhall  purchafe  our  abufes. 
Therefore  ufe  none,  ler  Romeo  hence  in  hart, 
Fife  when  he  is  found,  that  hour  is  hisIafV 

Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will : 

Mercy  butj  Murders,  pardoning  thofe  that  kill. Extant. 

Ewer  fuliet  alone, 
fuli.  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery  footed  fteeds, 

Toward  Phoebm  lodging,  fuch  a  Wagoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  weft, 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately, 
Spred  thy  clofe  Curtain  Love-performing  night, 
That  run-awaies  eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 

Leapt  to  thefe  armes,  unta-lkt  ofandunfeen, 
Lovers  can  fee  to  do  their  Amorous  rights, 

By  their  own  Beauties  g  or  if  Love  be  blind, 
It  beft  agrees  with  night :  come  civil  night, 
Thoufober  fiited  Matron  all  in  black, 

And  learn  me  how  to  loofe  a  winning  match, 

Playd  for  a  pair  of  ftainlefs  Maydenhcads , 

Hood  my  unmann'd  bloud  bayting  in  my  Cheekes, 
With  thy  black  mantle,  till  ftrangeLove  grow  bold, 
Think  true  Love  acted  fimple  modefty : 

Come  night,  come  Romeo,  come  thou  day  in  night, 
For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wirgs  of  night, 
Whiter  then  new  Snow  on  a  Ravens  back  : 

Come  gentle  night,  come  loving  black-brow'd  aighc. 
Give  me  my  Romeo,  and  when  I  fhall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  rtars , 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  forme, 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  worfhip  to  the  Garifh  Sun. 
O I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 
But  not  poffclf  it,  and  though  I  am  fold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd,  fo  tedious  is  this  day,. 
As  is  the  night  before  fomeFertival, 

To 
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To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes 

And  may  not  wear  them,  O  here  comes  my  Nurfe  f 

Enter  Nurfe  vtlth  cords. 

And  (he  brings  news  and  every  tongue  that  fpeaks 

But  Romeos,  name,  fpeaks  heavenly ,eiocjuencc: 

Now  Nurfe,  what  news  ?  what  haft  thou'  there  ?  , 
The  Cords  that  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  ? 

Nur.  I,  I,  the  Cords.  . 

Juli.  Ay  me,  what  news  t 
Why  doft  thou  wring  thy  hands. 

Nur.  A  weladay  he's  dead,  he's  dead, 
We  arc  undone  Lady,  we  are  undone. , 

Alsck  the  day,  he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead. 
full.  Can  heaven  be  fo  envious  ? 
Nur.  Romeo  can , 

Though  heaven  cannot.  O  Romeo,  Romeo, 

Who  ever  would  have  thought  it Romeo. 

Juli.  What  divel  art  thou, 
That  doft  torment  me  thus  ?  _ 

This  torture  ihould  beroai'djn  difmalheli,  '■ 
Hath  Romeo       himfelf  ?  fay  .thou  but  I : 
And  that  bare  vowel  7  fhall  poyfon  more  . 

Then  the  death-darting  eye  of  Cockatrice 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  fuch  an  I. 

jOr  thofe  eics  (hot  that  makes  the  anfwer  I, 
If  he  be  (lain  fay  I  *  or  if  not,  no. 

Brief,  founds,  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 
Nur.  I  faw  the  wound,  I  faw  it  with  mine  eies. 

God  fave  the  mark  here  on  his  manly  breaft. 

Apitteous  Coarfe*  a  bloody  puteous  Coarfe  : 

Pale,  pale  as  afhes,  all  bedawb'd  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood  I  founded  at  the  light. 

Juli.  O  break  my  heart, 
Poor  Bankrout  break  at  once. 

To  prifon  eies  nere  look  on  liberty. 
Vile  earth  to  earth  rcfigne,  end  motion  her^, 
And  thou  and  Romeo  preffe  one  heavy  beer. 

Nur.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  beft  friend  I  had  : 
O  courteous  Tybalt  honeft  Gentleman, 
That  ever  I  fhould  live  to  fee  thee  dead. 

full.  What  ftorm  is  this  that  bowes  fo  contrary  ?■ 
Is  Romeo  flaughtred  ?  and  is  Tybalt  dead  t 
My  deareft  Cozen,  and  my  dearer  Lord : 
Then  dreadful  Trumpet  found  the  gcnerall  dooms, 
For  who  is  living,  if  thofe  two  are  gone  ? 

Nur,  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banifhed, 

Romeo  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banilhed. 

Juli.  OGod.' Nur.  Did  komeos  hand  fhed  Tybalts  blood 
It  did ,  it  did ,  alas  the  day,  it  did. 

fuli.  O  Serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowring  face. 
Did  ever  Dragon  keep  fo  fair  a  Cave  ?  $ 
Beautiful  Tyrant,  fiend  Angeljicall : 

Ravenous  Dove,  feather *d  Raven, 
Wolvifh- ravening  Lamb» 
Difpifed  fubftance  of  Divined  (how 

Juft  oppofite  to  what  thou  juftly  feem'ft, 
A  damned  Saint,  an  Honourable  Villain  : 

O  Nature.'  what  hadft  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  chou  didft  bower  the  fpirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradifeof  fuch  fwcet  flefh  ? 
Was  ever  book  containing  fuch  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O  that  deceit  fhould  dwell 
In  fuch  a  gorgeous  Pallace. 

Nur.  There's  no  truft,  no  faith,  no  honefty  in  men, 
All  perjur'd,  all  fprfworn,  all  naught ,  all  difiemblers, 

5\ 

Ah  where's  rriy  man  ?  give  me,fome  /iqux-vha  ? 
Thefe  griefs,rthefe  woes,  thefe  foirows  rriake  me  old  / Shame  come  to  Romeo. 

Juli.  Blifter'd  be  thy  tongue. 
For  fuch  a  wiih,  he  was  not  born  to  fhame  .• 

Upon  his  brow  lhame  is  aiham'd  to  fit ; 

For  'tis  a  throan  where  honour  may  be  Crown'd Sole  Monarch  of  the  univerfal  earth  : 

O  what,  a  beaft  was  I  to  chide  him  fo  ? 

Nur.  Will  joufpeak  well  of  him 
That  kill'd  your  Cozen  ? 

Julu  Shall  I  fpesk'ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband  ? 
Ah  poor  my  Lord,  what  tongue  fhall  fmooth  thy  name.. 
When  I  thy  three  hours  wife  have  mangled  it. 
Buc  wherefore  villain  didft  thou  kill  my  Co2en  ? 

That  villain  Cozen  would  have  kill'd  my  husband  i 
Backfoolifh  tcjrs,hack  to  your  native  fp.nng, 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  your  miftaking  offer  up  to  joy  : 

My  husband  lives  ihit  Tybalt  would  have  flain, 

And  Tybalt  dead  that  would  have  kill'd  my  husband  J 
All  this  is  comfort,  wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was  worfer  then  Tybalts  death 
That  murdered  me,  I  would  forget  it  fain, 
But  oh  it  preffes  to  my  memory, 

Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  Tinners  minds, 
Tybalt  is  dead  and  Romeo  banifhed : 
That  banifhed,  that  one  word  banifhed, 

Hath  flain  ten  thoufand  Tybalts :  Tybalts  death 
Was  woe  enough  if  it  had  ended  there ; 
Or  if  fower  woedelightsin  fellowfhip, 

And  ncedly  will  be  rank'd.with  other  griefs, 
Why  followed  not  when  fhe  faid  Tybalts  dead, 
Thy  Father  or  thy  Mother,  nay  or  both. 

Which  modern  lamentation  might  have  mov'd. 
But  with  arcre-ward  following  Tybalts  death, 
Romeo  is  banifhed  to  fpeak  that  word, 

Is  Father,  Mother,  Tyf>alt,  Romeo,  Juliett 
All  flain,  all  dead  i  Romeo  is  banifhed, 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  meafure,  bound, 
In  that  words  death,  no  words  can  that  woe  foundo 
Where  is  my.  Father  and  my  Mother  Nurfe? 

Nur.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalts  Coarfe. 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 
fuli.Wifa  they  his  wounds  with  tearsrminefhalbe  fpent 

When  theirs  are  dry  for  Romeos  banifhment. 

Take  up  thofe  Cords,  poor  ropes  you  arc  begu.il'd. 

Both  you  and  7,  for  Romeo  is  exil'd  .• He  made  you  for  a  high  way  to  my  bed, 
But  7  a  Maid,  dye  Maiden  widdowed. 
Come  Cord,  come  Nurfe,  ile  to  my  weddino-bed,, 
And  death  not  Romeo>t3ke  my  Maiden-beadf 

Nur.  Hyetoyour  Chamber,  ile  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you,  7wot  well  vvhere  he  is  : 

Hark  ye  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  nighr, 
Ile  ro  him,  he  is  hid  at  Lawrence  Cell. 

Juli.  O  find  him,  give  this  Ring  to  my  true  Kni°hr, 
And  bid  him  come,to  take  his  laft  farewell. 

Enter  Frier, ma  Romeo* 

Fri.  Romeo  come  forth, 
Come  forth  thou  fearful  man, 

Aifflclion  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts  : 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Romeo.  Father  what  news  ? 

...     .  What 
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What  is  the  Princes  Doom  ? 

W  i  at  forrow  craves  acquaintance  St  my  hand, 
Th.u  I  yet  know  not  ? 

fri.  Too  familiar 

Is  my  clear  Son  with  fuch  fower  company  : 
1  bring  thee  tydings  of  the  Princes  doom. 

Rom.  What  leife  then  Door.s-day, 
Is  the  Princes  Doomc  ? 

Fri.  A  gentler  judgement  vanifht  from  his  lips, 
Not  bodies  death,  but  bodies  banifhment. 

Rom.  Ha,  banifhment  ?  be  merciful, fay  death  : 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look, 

Much  more  then  death,  do  not  fay  banifhment.. 
Fri.  Here  from  Veronttnt  thou  banifhed : 

Be  patien  t,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 
R«m.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona  \«/alls, 

But  Purgatory,  Torture,  hell  it  felf : 
Hence  banifhed,  is  bsnifht  from  the  world, 
And  worlds  exile  is  death.  Then  banifhed, 

Is  dearh,  miftearm'd,  calling  death  binifhed, 
Thou  cutft  my  head  off  with  a  Golden  Axe, 
And  fmilft,upon  the  ftroak  that  murders  me. 

Fri.  O  deadly  fin,  O  rude  unthankfulneffe 
Thy  fault  our  Law  calls  death,  but  the  kind  Prince 

Taking  thy  part  hath  rufht  afide  the  Law, 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death,  to  banifhment. 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  fecft  it  not. 

Rom.  *Tis  torture  and  not  mercy,  heaven  is  here 
Where  Juliet  lives,  and  every  Cat  and  Dog, 
And  lircle  Moufe,  every  unworthy  thing 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not.  More  Validity, 
MorcHonourable  Hate,  more  Courtfhip  lives 
In  carrion  Flies,  then  Rtmto :  they  may  feize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliets  hand, 
And  ftea!  immortal  blefling  from  her  lips, 
Who  even  in  pure  and  veftal  modefty 
Still  blufh,  .is  thinking  their  own  kiffes  fin. 

Tnis  may  Flies  do,  when  I  from  this  muft  flye, 
And  faift  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  ? 
But  Romeo  may  not,  he  is  banifhed. 

Haa'lt  thou  nopoifon  mixT,  no  fharp  ground  knife, 
No  fudden  mean  of  death,  though  nere  fo  mean, 
But  banifhed  to  kill  me  ?  Banifhed  ? 

O  Frier,  the  damned  ufe  that  word  in  hell 

Howlings  attend  ir,how  haft  thou  the  heart 

Beinga "Divine,  a  Ghoftly  Confeffor, A  Sin-Abfolver,  and  my  friend  profeft : 
To  mangle  me  with  th.u  word  banifhed  ? 

Fri.  Fond  Mad  man,  hear  me  fpcak. 
Rom.  O  thou  wilt  fpeak  ag.iin  of  banifhment. 
Fri.  He  give  thee  Armour  to  keep  off  that  word, 

Adverfities  fweet  Milk,  Philofophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banifhed. 

Rom.  Yet  banifhed  ?  hang  up  Philofophy  : 
Unlefs  Philofophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Difplanta  Town,  rcverfe  a  Princes  Docrrie, 

Ic  helps  not,it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more : 
Fri.  O  then  /  fee  that  mad-men  have  no  ear?. 
Rom.  How  fhould  they. 

When  wife-men  have  no  eie>  ? 
Fri.  Let  me  defp  nr  with  thee  of  thy  eftare. 
Rom.  Thou  canrt  not  fpeak  of  that  thou  dolt  not  feel, 

Wert  thou  as  young,  as  Juliet  my  Love..: 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 

Dotjn°  like  me,  and  like  me  banifhed, ' 

Then  migb'ttihou  fpeak, 
Then  might'ft  thou  tear  thy  hair, 
And  fall  uron  the  ground  as  I  do  now, 

Taking  tne  meafure  of  an  unmade  grave,  -' 
Enter  Nurfe and  knocks- 

Fri.  Arife  one  knocks, 

Good  Romeo  hide  thy  felf. R*m.  Not  7, 

Unlefie  the  breath  of  Heartfick  g-oans 
Mift-like  infold  me  from  the  fearch  of  cies 

Fri.  Hark  how  they  knock 

(Who's  there)  Romeo  arife, 
Thou  wilt  be  takeu  (by  a  while  flindup : 

Run  to  my  ftudy  :  by  and  by,  Gods  will  ? 
What  fimplenclfe  is  this :  I  come,  I  come. 

Knock; 

Knocks 

Knoc^j 

Who  knocks  fo  hard  ? 

Whence  come  you  i  what's  your  will? Enter  Nurfe. 
N*r.  Let  me  come  in. 

And  you  fhall  know  my  errand : 
/  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 

Fri.  Welcome  then. 

Nur.  O  holy  Frier,  O  tell  me  hoi)  Frier , 

Where's  my  Lidies  Lord  ?  wheres  Romeo  ? Fri.  Thereon  the  ground, 
With  his  own  tears  made  drurk. 

Nur.  O  he  is  even  in  my  Miftreffe  caufe, 
Juftin  her  cafe,  O  woful  fimpathy  : 
Piteous  predicament,  even  fo  lies  fhe, 

Blubbring  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbring, 
Stand  up,  ftand  up,  ftand  and  you  be  a  man, 
IcotfuCtets  fake,  for  her  fake  rife  and  ftand : 
Why  fhould  yon  fall  into  fo  deep  an  O. 

Rom.  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Ah  fir,  ah  fir,  deaths  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Juliet  ?  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  not  fhe  think  me  an  old  murtherer, 

Now  I  have  ftain'd  the  Childhood  of  our  joy, 
With  blood  removed,  but  little  from  her  own  f 
Where  is  die  ?.  and  how  doth  fhe  ?  and  what  faics 

My  conceal'd  Lady  to  our  conceal'd  Love  f 
Nur.  Oh  fhe  faies  nothing  fir, but  weeps  and  weeps, 

And  now  falls  on  her  bed,  and  then  ftarts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls,  and  then  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

jRff.As  if  that  name  fhot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  Gun, 
Did  murder  hcr,as  that  names  curfed  hand 
Murdered  her  kinfman.  Oh  tell  me  Frier,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  Anatomy 

Doth  my  name  lodge  ?  Tell  me,  that  I  may  fack 
The  hatcfnl  Manfion. 

Fri  Hold  thy  defperatehand  : 

Art  thou  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out  thou  art  .•  i 
Thy  tears  are  womanifh,  thy  wilda£ts  do  note 
The  unreafonable  fury  of  a  beaft. 
Unfeemly  woman,  in  afceming  man, 
And  ill  befeeming  beaft  in  fceming  both, 

Thou  haft  amaz'd  me.  By  my  holy  order, 

I  thought  thy  difpofition  better  temper'd. Haft  thou  (lain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  flay  thy  felf  ? 
And  flay  thy  Lady,  that  in  thy  life  lies, 
By  doing  damned  hateupon  thy  felf? 

Why  rail'ftthouon  thy  birth?  the  heaven  and  earth  ? 

Since 

/ 
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Since  birth,  and  heaven  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 

I  In  thee  ac  once,  which  thou  at  once  wouid'ft  lofe 

I  Fie,fie,thou  fham'ft  chy  fhape,  thy  love,  thy  wit, 
Which  like  a  Ufurcr  abound'ft  in  all : 
And  ufeft  none  in  that  true  ufe  indeed, 

Which  fhould  bedeck  thy  fhape,  thy  love,  thy  wic : 
Thy  Noble  fliape,  is  but  a  form  of  waxe, 
Dig reiling from  the  valour  of  a  man, 
Thy  dear  Love  fworn,  but  hollow  perjury, 

Killing  that  Love  which  thou  haft  vow'd  to  cherifh, 
Thy  wit,  that  Ornament,  to  fhape and  Love, 
Mif-fhapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both 
Like  powder  in  a  skilleffe  Souldiers  fhske, 
Is  fet  a  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance, 
And  thou  difmembre J  with  thine  ownVefence. 

What,  rowfe  thee  man,  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  waft  but  lately  dead. 

There  art  thou  happy.  Tybalt  would  kill  chee, 

But  thou  flew'ft  Tybalt*  there  art  thou  happy  too 
The  Law  that  threacned  death  became  thy  friend, 

And  turn'ditto  exile,  there  art  thou  happy. 
A  pack  of  bleffings  light  upon  thy  back, 
Happineffe  Courts  thee  in  herbeft  array, 
But  likea  mif-fhaped  and  afullen  wench, 
Thou  putteft  up  thy  Fortune  and  thy  Love  : 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  fuch  die  miferable. 

Go  get  thee  to  thy  Love  as  was  decreed, 
Afcend  her  Chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her: 
Jut  look  thou  ftay  not  till  the  Watch  be  fet, 
or  then  ihou  canft  not  paffe  to  Mantua, 

Where  thou  (halt  live  till  we  can  find  a  time 

To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
kg  pardon  of  thy  Prince,  and  call  thee  back, 
With  twenty  hundred  thoufand  times  more  joy 

Then  thou  went'ft  forth  in  Lamentation. 
Go.*  before  Nurfe,  commend  me  to  thy  Lacty, 
And  bid  her  haften  all  the  houfe  to  bed, 

Wnich  heavy  forrow  makes  them  apt  unto. 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nur.  O  Lord,  \  could  have  ftaid  here  all  night, 

To  hear  good  counfell:  oh  what  learning  is.' 
My  Lord  ile  tell  my  Lady  you  will  come. 

Rom.  Do  fo,  and  bid  my  Sweet  prepare  to  chide. 
Nur.  Here  fir,  a  Ring  fhe  bid  me  give  you  fir: 

Hie  you,  make  hafte,  for  it  grows  very  lare. 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this, Fri.  Go  hence. 

Goodnight,  and  here  ftands  all  your  ftace : 
Either  be  gone  before  the  Watch  be  fet, 

Or  by  the  break  of  daydisguis'd  from  hence, 
Sojourn  in  Mantua*  ile  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  {hall  fignifie  from  time  to  time, 
Every  good  hap4  to  you  that  chances  here : 

Give  me  thy  hand,  'tis  late,  farewell  Goodnight. 
Rom.  But  that  a  joy,  paft  joy,  calls  out  on  me, 

It  were  a  grief,  fo  brief  to  part  with  thee : 
Farewell.  Exeunt. 

Enter  old  Capulet*  bis  mfet  and  Parts 

<"■  **»  jfiVir!  I  leriV.'  10    is?3G  f  no  buo' 
Cap.  Things  have  fain  out  fir  fo  unluckily, 

That  we  have  no  time  to  move  our  daughcer ! 
Look  you,  fhelovM  hex  kiniman  7>^/t  dearly, 
And  fo  did  I.  Well,  we  were  born  to  die. 

Tis  very  late,  fhe'l  not  come  down  to  night  t 
I  promile  yoa,  but  for  your  company, 

I  would  have  bin  abed  an  hour  agoe. 

Par.  Thefe  times  of  woe,  afford  no  times  to  wooe : 
Madam  goodnight, commend  me  to  your  Daughter. 

Lad.  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to  morrow. 
To  night,  fhe  is  mewed  up  to  her  heavineffe. 

Cap.  S'r  Paris*  I  will  make  a  defperate  tender 

Of  my  Childs  love :  I  think  fhe  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  refpe&s  by  me,  nay  more,  /  doubt  it  not, 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  Son  Paris  Love, 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me?on  Wednefday  nexr, 
But  foft,  what  day  is  t  his  ? 

Par.  Monday  my  Lord. 

Cap.  Monday,  ha,  ha,  well  Wednefday  is  too  foon, 
A  Thurfday  let  it  be:  a  Thurfday  tell  her, 
She  fh.ill  be  married  to  this  Noble  Earle  : 

Will  you  be  ready  ?  do  you  lue  this  hafte  f 

Wee'l  keep  no  great  a  do,  a  friend  or  two, 
For  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  fliinfo  late, 

It  may  be  thought  we  held'him  carelefly, Being  our  kinfman,  if  we  revel  much : 

Therefore  wee'l  have  fome  half  a  dozen  Friends, 
And  there  anend.  But  what  fay  you  to  Thurfday  ? 

Par.  My  Lord.  - 
I  would  that  Thurfday  were  to  morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone,  a  Thurfday  be  it  then  % 
Go  you  to  fuhet  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
Prepare  her  wife,  againli  this  wedding  day. 

Farewell  my  Lord,  light  to  my  chamber  hoa, 
Afore  me,  it  is  fo  late,that  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  by, 

[Goodnight.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet  Aloft. 

Jttli.  Wilt  thou  begone  ? 

It  was  the  Nightingale,'and  not  the  Lark, 
That  piere'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear, 
Nightly  fhe  fings  on  yond  Pomgranet  tree, 
Beleeve  me  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale, 

Rom.  Ic  was  the  Lark,  the  Herauld  of  Morn  i 
No  Nightingale  :look  Love  what  envious  ftrcaks 
Do  late  the  fevering  Clouds  in  yonder  Eaft : 
Nights  Candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocond  day 
Stands  tipto  on  themifty  Mountain  tops, 
I  muft  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  die. 

Juli.  Yond  light  is  not  day  light,  I  know  it  I; 
It  is  fome  Meteor  that  the  Sun  exhales, 

To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  Torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua. 

Therefore  ftay  yet,  thou  need'ft  not  to  be  gone. Rom.  Let  me  be  tane,  let  me  be  put  to  death, 
lam  content,  fo  thou  wilt  have  it  fo* 

Ile  fay  yon  gray  is  not  the  mornings  eye, 
Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Qnthias  brow. 
Nor  that  is  not  the  Lark  whofe  notes  do  beat 

The  vaulty  heavens  fo  high  above  our  heads, 

I  have  more  care  to  ftay,  then  will  to  go  .• 
Come  death  and  welcome,  Juliet  wills  it  fo. 

How  ift  my  foul,  let's  talk,  it  is  nor  day 
Juli.  It  is,  it  is,  hie  hence  be  gone  away : 

It  is  the  Lark  that  fings  fo  out  of  tune, 
Straining  harfh  Difcords,  and  unpleafing  Sharps, 
Some  fay  the  Lark  makes  fweet  Divifion  j 
This  doth  not  fo  for  fhe  divideth  us. 
Some  fay,  the  Lark,  and  loathed  Toad  change  eies, 

O  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too  i K  k  k  since \ 
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Since  arme  from  arme  that  voice  doth  us  affray, 

Hunting  thee  hence,  with  Huntf-up  to  the  day, 
0  nov  be  gone,  more  light,  and  it  light  grower. 

iJ».More  light  and  light,more  dark  and  dark  our  woes. 
Enter  Madam  and  Nurfe. 

Nur.  Madam. 

J  nil.  Nurfe. 
Nur.  Your  Lady  Mother  is  coming  to  your  chamber, 

The  day  is  broke,  be  wary,  look  about, 
Juli.  Then  window  let  day  in,  and  let  life  out. 
Rom.  Farewell, farewell,  one  kiffeand  ile  delcend. 

Juli.  A*-:  thou  gone  fof  Love, Lord,  ah  Husband,friend, 
1  mult  hear  from  theeeverv  day  in  the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  arc  many  daies, 
0  by  this  Count  1  fh  ill  be  much  in  years, 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 
Rom.  Farewell : 

/  will  omit  no  opportunity, 
That  may  convey  my  greecings  Love,  to  thee. 

Juli.  O  thinkeft  thou  we  ("hall  ever  meec  again  ? Rom.  1  doubt  ic  not,  and  all  thefe  woes  fhall  ferve 
For  fweec  difcourfes  in  our  time  to  come. 

Juli.  O  God  /  I  have  an  ill  Divining  foul, 
Me  chinks  I  fee  thee  now,  thou  art  fo  low, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  Tomb, 

Either  my  eye-fight  fails: or  thou  look'ft  pale.  « 
Rom.  And  trult  me  Love,  in  my  eye  fodo  you  : 

Dry  forrow  drinks  our  blood.  Adue,  adue.  Exit. 

Juli.  O  Fortune,  Fortune,  all  men  call  thee  fickle, 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  doft  thou  wi'  h  him 

That  is  renown'd  for  faith  ?  be  fickle  Fortune  : 
For  then  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  fend  him  back.  \ 

Enter  ̂ Mother. 

La.  Ho  Daughter,  are  you  up  ? 
Juli.  Who  iff  that  calls  ?  is  ic  my  Lady  Mother  ? 

Is  the  not  down  fo  late,  or  up  fo  early  ? 

"What  unaccuftom'd  caufe  procures  her  hither? 
L*.  Why  how  now  Juliet  ? 
Juli.  Madam  /  am  not  well. 
La.  Evermore  weening  for  your  Cozins  death  ? 

What  wilt  thou  wafh  him  from  his  grave  with  tears  ?. 

And  if  thou  could 'ft,  thou  could'ft  not  make  him  live : 
Therefore  have  done,  fome  grief  fhews  much  of  Love, 
But  much  of  grief,  (hews  ftill  fome  wanr  of  wir. 

Juli.  Yet  let  me  weep,  for  fuch  a  feeling  loffe. 
La.  So  fhall  you  feel  theloffe,  but  not  th*  Friend 

Which  you  weep  for. 

Juli.  Feeling  fo  the  Iolfe, 
1  cannot  chufe  but  ever  weep  the  Friend. 

Z/tf.Well  Girle,tnou  weep'ft  not  fo  much  for  his  death, 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  flaughter'd  him. 

Juli.  What  villain,  Madam  ? 
La.  That  fame  villain  Romeo. 

Juli.  Villain  and  he,  be  many  miles  alTuader  : 
God  pardon  him,  I  do  with  all  my  heart, 
And  yet  no  man  like  he  doih  grieve  my  heart. 

La.  That  is  becaufe  the  Traitor  lives. 

Juli.  I  Madam  from  the  reach  of  thefe  my  hands  : 
Would  none  hut  /  might  venge  my  Cozins  death. 

La.  We  will  h  we  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not. 
Then  weep  no  more.  He  fend  to  one  in  Mantua, 

Where  that  fame  banifht  Run-agate  doth  live, 

Shall  give  him  fuch  an  unaccuftom'd  dram, 
That  he/hall  foon  keep  Tybalt  company 
And  then  I  hope  chou  wilt  be  fatisfied. 

Juli.  Indeed  /  never  fhall  be  fatisfied 
With  Romeo,  Till  I  behold  him.  Dead 

Is  my  poor  heart, fo  for  a  kinfman  vext : 
Midam  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poifon,  I  would  temper  it ; 
That  Rimeo  fhould  upon  receipt  thereof, 

Soon  deep  in  quiet.  Oh  how  my  heart  abhor* 

To  hear  him  nam'd,  and  cannot  come  to  him, 
To  wreak  the  Love  I  bore  my  Cozin,  Tybalt, 

Upon  his  body  that  hath  fhughcer'd  him. Mo.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  ile  find  fuch  a  man, 

But  now  ilctell  thee  joyful  tidings  Girle. 

Juli.  And  joy  comes  well,  in  fuch  a  needy  time, 
What  are  they,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfhip  ? 
Mo.  Well,  well,  thou  h  iff  a  careful  Father  Child  ? 

One  who  to  put  thee  from  thy  heavineffe, 
Hath  forted  ouc  a  fudden  day  of  joy, 

That  thou  expedts  not, nor  1  lookt  not  for. 
Juli.  Madam  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  this? 

Mo.  Marry  my  Child,  early  next  Thurfday  morn, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  Noble  Gentleman, 
The  County  Paris  at  Saint  Peters  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  a  joyful  Bride. 

Juli.  Now  by  S  lint  Peters  Church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  fhall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  Bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  hafte,  that  I  muft  wed 
Ere  he  that  fhould  be  Husband  comes  to  woe. 

/  pray  you  tell  my  Lord  and  Father  Madam 
I  will  not  marry  yet,  and  when  I  do,  I  fwear 
It  fhill  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate 
Rather  then  Paris.  Thefe  are  news  indeed. 

Mo.  Here  comes  your  Father,  tell  him  fo  your  felf, 
And  fee  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  When  the  Sun  fets,  the  earth  doth  drizzle  dew; 
But  for  the  Sunfet  of  my  Brothers  Son, 
It  rains  down-righr. 

How  now  ?  a  Conduit  Girle,  what  ftill  in  tears  ? 

Evermore  fhowring  in  one  little  body  ? 
Thy  counterfeits  a  Bark,  a  Sea,  a  Wind  : 
For  ftill  thy  eies,  which  I  may  call  the  Sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears,  the  Bark  thy  body 
Sailing  in  this  fait  floud,  the  winds  thy  fighs, 

Who  raging  with  the  tears  and  they  with  them, 
Without  a  fudden  calm  will  over-fet 

Tny  tempeft-toffed  body.  How  now  wife  ? 
Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  decree  ? La.  I  fir  { 

But  fhe  will  none,  fhe  gives  you  thanks, 
I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave. 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you  wife, 
How,  will  fhe  none  J  doth  fhe  not  give  us  thanks  t 
/s  fhe  not  proud  ?  dorh  fhe  not  count  her  blcft, 
Unworthy  as  fhe  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  Gentleman,  to  be  her  Bridegroom  ? 

Juli.  Not  proud  you  have, 
But  thankful  that  you  have. 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  have, 

But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  Love. 
Cap.  How  now  ? 

How  now  ?  Chopt  Logick  ?  what  is  this  ? 
Proud,  and  I  thank  you  :  and  I  thank  you  nor. 
Thank  me  nothankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 

But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainft  Thurfday  next, 

To 
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To  go  wich  Parts  to  Saint  Peters  Church  : 
Or  /  will  drag  thcc,  on  a  Hurdle  thither. 
Out  you  green  ficknefs  carrion,  out  you  baggage, 
You  tallow  face. 

Lad.  Fie,  fie,  what  are  you  mad  ? 
Jul.  Good  Father,  I  befeech  you  bn  my  knees 

Hear  me  with  patience, but  to  fpeak  a  word. 
Fa.  Hang  thee  young  baggage,  dtfobedient  wrecch, 

J  tell  thee  what,  get  thee  to  Church  a  Thurfday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face. 

Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  anfwer  me. 
My  fingers  itch,  wife :  we  fcarce  thought  us  bleft, 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  Child, 
But  now  /  fee  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  Curfe  in  having  her  : 
Out  on  her  Hilding. 

Nnr.  God  in  heaven  blefs  her, 

You  are  to  blame  my  Lord  to  rate  her  fo. 
Fa.  And  why  my  Lady  wifdom  ?  hold  your  tongue, 

Good  Prudence, fmatter  with  your  golfip,  go. 
Nnr.  I  fpeak  no  treafon, 

OGodigoden, 
May  not  one  fpeak  ? 

Fa.  Peace  you  mumbling  fool, 
Utter  your  gravity  ore  a  Goffips  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  nor. 

La.  You  are  coo  hot. 

Fa.  Gods  bread,  it  makes  me  mad : 

Day,  night,  hour  tide,  time,  work,  play, 
Alone,  in  company,  (fill  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  matchc,  and  having  now  provided 
AGcflrteman  of  Noble  Parentage, 

Of  fair  Demoancs,  Youthful,  and  Nobly  Allied, 
Scufc  as  they  fay  with  Honourable  parts, 
Proportion^  as  ones  thought  would  wifh  a  man. 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched. puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammct,  in  her  Fortunes  tender, 
Toanfwer,  He  not  wed,  /cannot  Love, 

1  am  too  young,  /  pray  you  pardon  me. 
But,  and  you  will  not  wed,  He  pardon  you. 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  thall  not  houfe  with  me  : 

Look  too't,  think  on't,  /  do  not  ufc  ro  jeft. 
Thurfday  is  near,  lay  hand  on  heart,  advife, 
And  you  be  mine,  He  °ive  you  to  my  Friend  : 
And  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  ftarve,  die  in  the  ftreets, 
For  by  my  foul,  Ilencrc  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  is  mine,  fhall  never  do  thee  good : 

Truft  to't,  bethink  you,  He  not  be  forfworn.  Exit. 
Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds , 

That  fees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O  fwect  my  Mother  caft  me  not  away, 
Delay  this  marriage,for  a  moncth,  a  week, 
Or  if  you  do  not,  make  the  Bridal  bed 

In  that  dim  Monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 
Mg.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  He  not  fpeak  a  word, 

Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  /  have  done  with  thee.  Exit. 
Jnl.  OGod/ 

O  Nurfe,  how  fhall  this  be  prevented  > 
My  Husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven, 
How  lhall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unlefs  that  Husband  fend  it  me  from  heaven, 
By  leaving  earth  ?  Comfort  me,  counfel  me  ; 
Alack,  alack,  that  heayen  fhould  pra&ifc  ftrata°ems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  fubje&  as  my  felf* 
What  faift  thou  ?  haft  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? Some  comfort  Nurfe< 

 !  .  ___  

Ntin  Faith  here  it  is, 

Romeo  is  banifhed,  and  all  the  world  to  nothing 
That  he  dares  ncrc  come  back  to  challenge  you  s 

Or  if  he  do,  it  needs  mult  be  by  ftealth. 
Then  fince  the  cafe  fo  (lands  as  now  it  doth, 

/  think  it  bell  you  married  with  the  Count, 
Oh  he's  a  lovely  Gentleman  : 

Romeo's  a  dil"h-clout  to  him  :  an  Eagle  Madam 
H  ith  not  fo  green,  fo  quick,  fo  fiir  an  eye 
A*  Paris  hath,  bciluovv  my  very  heart, 

/  think  you  are  hippy  in  thUfecond  match, 

For  it  excels  your  firft  .•  or  if  it  did  not , 
Your  firft  is  dead,  or  \were  as  good  he  were, 

As  living  here  and  you  noufe  of  him. 
J  i*L  Speakelt  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 
Nw.  And  from  my  foul  too 

Or  elfe  beihrew  them  both. 

ft*.  Amen. Nur.  What  ? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  haft  comforted  me  marvlous  much, 
Go  in,  and  tell  my  Lady  /am gone, 

Having  difpleis'd  my  Father,  to  Lawrence  Cc\U 
To  make  confeflion,  and  to  be  abfolvd. 

Nnr.  Marry  /  will,  and  this  is  wifely  done.  Exiu 
fttl.  Ancient  damnation,  O  moft  wicked  fiend. 

Is  it  more  fin  to  wifh  me  thus  forfworn, 

Or  to  difpraife  my  Lord  wich  that  fame  tongue 

Which  Ihehach  prais'd  him  with  above  compare, 
So  many  thoufand  times  ?   Go  Counfellor, 
Thou  and  my  bofom  henceforth  fhall  be  twain : 
He  to  the  Frier  to  know  his  remedy. 

If  all  elfe  fail,  my  felf  have  power  to  die.  Exeunt. 

Exter  Frier  and  Count  Parti. 

Fri.  On  Thurfday  fir  ?  the  time  is  very  fhort. 
Par.  My  Father  Capulet  will  have  it  fo , 

And  /  am  nothing  flow  to  flack  his  haft. 
Fri.  You  fay  you  do  not  know  theLidies  mind : 

Uneven  is  the  courfe,  /  like  it  not. 

Pa.  Immoderately  (he  weeps  for  Tybalts  death. 
And  therefore  have  /  little  talk  of  Love, 
For  Venus  fmiles  not  in  a  houfe  of  teares, 

Now  fir,  her  Father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  the  fhould  give  her  forjrovv  fo  much  fway  : 
And  in  his  wifdom,  halls  our  marrnge. 
To  ftop  the  inundation  of  her  rcares, 
Which  too  much  minded  by  her  felf  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  fociety. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reafon  of  this  haft  * 

Fri.  I  would  /  knew  not  why  it  fhould  be  flow'd. Look  fir,  here  comes  the  Lady  ? owards  my  Cell. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Happily  met, my  Laay  and  my  wife. 
Jul.  That  may  be  fir,  when  /  may  be  a  wife. 
Par.  That  may  be,  muftbe  Love,  on  Thurfday  nexti 
Jul.  What  mull  be  fhall  be. 

Fri.  That's  a  certain  rexr. 
Par.  Come  you  to  make  confeffion  to  this  Father  ? 
Jul.  To  anfwer  that,  /  Ihould  confefs  to  you. 
Par.  Do  noc  deny  to  him,that  you  love  me. 
Jul.  1  will  confefs  to  you  that  /  Love  him. 
Par.  So  will  ye,  /am  fure  that  you  Love  me. 
Jul.  If  /  do  fo,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 

Being  fpoke  behind  your  back,  then  to.your  face. 
Par.  Poor  foul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  teares; 
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Jul.  The  teares  have  got  fmall  victory  by  that  : 

For  it  w5lS  bad  enough  before  their  fpigrit. 

*Pa.  Thou  wrong'it  it  more  then  tears  with  that  report 

7*/.  That  is  noftiunder  fir,  which  is  truth, 

And  what/ fpake,  /  fpake  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  h0  flandred  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  fo ,  for  it  is  not  mine  6wn. 

Are  you  at  leifure,  Holy  Father  now, 

|  Or  fhall  /  come  to  you  at  evening  Mafs  f 

I     Fri.  My  leifure  ferves  me  penftve  daughter  aow. 

i  My  Lord  I  muft  intreat  the  time  alone. 
Par.  God  Ihield  :  J  (hould  difturb  Devotion  : 

9  •</;«,  on  Thurfday  early  will  /rowfe  ye , 

1  ill  t  hen  adue,  and  keep  this  holy  kifs.  Exit  Paris. 

Jul.  O  lhut  the  door,  and  when  thou  haft  done  fo, 
Come  weep  with  me,  part  hope,  part  care,  paft  help. 

Fri.  O  1  already  know  thy  grief, 

lc  ftraines  me  part  the  compafs  of  my  wits : 

/  hear  thou  mutt,  and  noihing  may  prorogue  ir, 

I  On  Thurfday  next.be  married  to  this  Count, 

j    Jul.TcW  me  not  Frier  that  thou  heareftof  thi
s, 

j  Unlefs  thou  cell  me  how  J  may  prevent  it ; 

If  in  thy  wifdom,  thou  canft  give  no  help, 

i  Do  thou  but  call  my  refolution  wife, 

!  And  with  this  knife,  He  help  it  prefently. 

'  God  joyn'd  my  heart,  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands, 

j  And  ere  this  hand  by  thee  to  Romeo  feal'd : 
Shall  be  the  Label  to  another  Deed, 

Or  my  true  heart  with  trecherous  revolt, 

Turn  to  another,  this  final  I  flay  them  both: 

Tnerefore  out  of  thy  long  experien'rt  time, 
Give  BSC  fome  prefent  counfel,  or  behold 

Twixt  my  extreames  and  me,  this  bloudy  knife 

Shall  play  the  umpire,  arbitrating  that, 
Which  the  commuTion  of  my  yeares  and  Art, 

Could  to  no  iflue  of  true  honour  bring  t 

Be  not  fo  long  to  (peak,  /  long  to  die, 

&  what  thou  fpeak'tf ,  fpeak  not  of  remedy. 
Fri.  Hold  Daughter,  I  do  fpie  a  kind  of  hope, 

Which  craves  as  defperate  an  execution, 

A3  that  is  defperate  which  we  would  prevent, 

ilf  rather  then  to  marry.  County  <PariA  a  ■ 

Thou  haft  the  ftrengthof  will  to  flay  thy  felf, 

Then  it  is  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 

iA  thin°  like  death  to  chide  away  this  fhame, 

That  coap'ft  with  death  himfelf,  to  fcape  fro  it : 

And  if  thou  dar'ft,  He  give  thee  remedy.      <  I 
Jttli.  O  bid  me  leap,  rather  then  marry  Paris,  ri 

From  off  the  Bittlements  of  any  Tower, 

Or  walk  in  thievifhwaies,  or  bid  me  lurk 

Where  Serpents  are  :  chain  me  with  roaring  Beares  i 

Or  hide  me  nigntly  in  a  Charnel  h'oufe, Ore-covered  quite  with  dead  mens  ratling  bones, 
With  reeky  fhankes,  and  yellow  chaplefsskuls: 

}  pr  bid  me  go  into  a  new  made  grave, 
:  And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  grave, 

Things  that  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble, 
And  /  will  do  ic  without  fear  or  doubt, 

To  live  an  un§  in'd  wife  to  my  fvveet  Love.  ^> 
Fri.  Hold  then  :  go  home,  be  merry,  give  confent, 

io marry  Path  :  Wenfday  is  tomorrow, 

*f  o  morrow  njghft  Ippk  that  thou  lie  alone,         •  (* 
Wet  not  thy  JbiwCe/ris!  with  thee  in  thy  Chamber : 

Take  thou  this  YtpJE being  then  in  bed,   ,    ■  . 

j  And  this  dilfcltf  n#4vquor  drink  thou  off, 

hen  prefojitty  through'  all  thy  veines  fhall  run, 

A  cold  and  drowfie  humour :  for  no  pulfe 

Shall  keep  his  native  progrefs,buc  furceafe: 
No  warmth,  no  breath  fhall  teftifie  thou  liveft. 
The  Rofes  in  thy  lips  and  chtekes  fhall  fade 
To  mealy  allies,  the  eyes  windows  fall 
Like  death  when  he  £huts  up  the  day  of  life  : 

Each  partdepriv'd  offupple  government, 
Shall  ftiffc  and  ftark,  and  cold  appear  like  death, 
And  in  this  borrowed  likenefs  of  fhrunk  death, 
Thou  (halt  continue  two  and  forty  houres, 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleafant  fleep. 

Now  when  the  Bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes, 
To  rowfe  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then  as  the  manner  of  our  Countrey  is, 

In  thy  beft  Robes  uncover'd  on  the  Beer, 
Be  born  to  burial  in  thy  kindreds  grave : 
Thou  lhalc  be  born  to  that  fame  ancient  vault , 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie, 
In  the  mean  time,  againft  thou  flaalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  Letters  know  our  drift, 
And  hither  (hall  he  come,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  (hall  free  thee  from  this  prefent  fhame, 
If  no  unconftant  toy  nor  womanilhfear, 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jpili.  Give  me,  give  me,  O  tell  not  me  of  fear. 
Fri.  Hold, get  yougone,beftrongand  profperous 

In  this  refolve,  He  fend  a  Frier  with  fpeed 

To  MantM  with  my  Letters  to  thy  Lord. 
Jul.  Love  give  me  ftrength, 

And  ftrength  (hall  help  afford  : 
Fatewel  dear  Father.  Exit. 

Enter  Father  Capulet,  Aiothcr,  Nttr[e>  and 

ferving  men,  two  or  three* 

Cap-  So  many  guefts  invite  as  here  are  writ, 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  Cookes. 

Ser.  You  (hall  have  none  ill  fir,  for  He  try  if  they  can 
lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canft  thou  try  them  fo  ? 

Ser.  Marry  fir, 'tis  arc  ill  Cook  that  cannot  lick  his  own 
fingers.-  therefore  be  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers,  goes not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go  be  gone,  we  fhall  be  much  unfurnifht  for  this 
time :  What  is  my  Daughter  gone  to  Frier  Lawrence  ? Nur.  I  forfooth. 

Cap.  Well  he  may  chance  to  do  fome  good  on  her, 
A  pcevifh  felf-wild  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 
Nnr.  See  where  fhe  comes  from  (hrift 

With  merry  look. 

Cap.  How  now  my  headftrong , 
Where  have  you  been  gadding  ? 

Juli.  Where  1  have  learnt  me  to  repent  the  fin 
Of  difobedient  oppofition  : 

To  you  and  your  behefts,  and  am  enjoyn'd 
By  holy  Lawrence,  to  fall  proftrate  here , 
To  beg  your  pardon  :  pardon  /  befeech  you, 

Henceforward  /  am  ever  rul'd  by  you. 
CaP>  Send  for  the  Count,  go  tell  him  of  thi  s 

He  have  this  knot  knit  up  to  morrow  morning. 
Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  Lord  at  Lawrence  Cell, 

And  gave  him  what  becomed  Love  /  might, 
Not  fteppingore  the  bounds  of  modefty. 

Cap.  Why  /  am  glad  on'r,  this  is  well,  ftand  up, 
This 
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This  is  as'c  fhould  be,  Ice  me  fee  the  Councy 

I  marry  go  I  fay,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  Frier, 
All  our  whole  Cicy  is  much  bound  to  him . 

Jttli.  Nurfe  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  Clofcr, 

To  help  me  fore  fach  needful  ornaments, 
As  you  chink  fic  co  furnifh  me  to  morrow  ? 

Mo.  Nonotiilir&w-rtty,  there  is  time  enough. 
Fa.  Go  Nurfe,  go  with  her, 

Wee'l  to  Church  co  morrow. 
Exeunt  Juliet  and  Nurfe, 

<Mo.  We  (hall  be  fhorc  in  our  provifion, 
Tis  now  neer  night. 

Fa.  Tufti,  /  will  ftirre  aboue, 

And  all  chingsfhall  be  well,  /warrant  thee  wife : 

Go  thou  to  Juliet  1  help  to  deck  up  her, 
He  not  co  bed  co  night,  let  me  alone : 
He  play  the  hufwife  for  this  once.  What  ho  ? 

They  are  all  forth,  well  I  will  walk  my  felf 
To  County  Paris,zo  prepare  him  up 

Againftto  morrow,  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 

Since  chis  fame  way-ward  Girle  is  fo  reclaim'd. Exeunt  Father  and  Mother. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurfe. 

fuli.  I,  thofe  actires  are  belt,  but  gentle  Nurfe 

I  pray  chee  leave  me  to  my  felf  to  night : 
For  I  have  need  of  many  Orifons, 

To  move  the  heavens  to  f mile  upon  my  flate, 

Which  well  thou  knowft  is  croffe  and  full  of  fin. 

Enter  Mother. 
iMo.  What  are  you  bufie  ho  ?  need  you  my  help  ? 

fuli.  No  Madam,  we  have  cull'dfuch  neceifaries As  are  behooveful  for  our  ftace  to  morrow  : 

So  pleafe  you,  let  me  now  be  lefc  alone ; 
And  lecche  Nurfe  chis  night  fit  up  with  you, 
For  I  am  fure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  fo  fudden  bufineffe. 

A£a»  Goodnight. 
Get  thee  to  bed  and  reft,  for  thou  haft  need.        Ex  turn. 

Juli.  Farewell  : 
God  knows  when  we  (hall  meec  again. 
I  have  a  fainc  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almoft  freezes  up  the  heat  of  fire  t 
He  call  them  back  again  co  comforc  me. 
Nurfe,  whac  fhould  fhe  do  here  f 

My  difmall  Scean,  /  needs  muft  a£t  alone : 
Come  Viall,  what  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  3 
Shall  I  be  married  then  co  morrow  morning  ? 
No,  no,  chis  fhall  forbid  ic.  Lie  chou  there, 

Whac  if  ic  be  a  poifon  which  the  Frier 
Subtilly  hath  miniftred  to  have  me  dead. 

Left  in  this  marriage  he  fhould  be  difhonour'd, Becaufe  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 

I  fear  it  is,  and  ycc  me  thinks  ic  fhould  not. 
For  he  hath  ftill  been  tryed  a  holy  man. 
How, if  when  J  am  laid  into  the  Tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me  ?  There's  a  fearful  point : Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  Vaulc  ? 
To  whofe  foul  mouth  no  healthfome  air  breaths  in, 
And  there  die  ftrangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes. 
Orif  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night, 
Together  with  the  cerror  of  che  place, 
As  in  a  Vault,  an  ancient  receptacle, 

Where  for  thefe  many  hundred  years  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  Aunceltors  are  packr, 

Where  bloody  Tybalt, yet  but  green  in  earth, 

Lie-;  feftring  in  his  fhrow'd,  where  as  they  fay, 
At  fome  hours  in  the  night,  Spirits  refort : 
Alack,  alack  is  it  not  like  that  I 

So  early  waking,  what  with  loithfpme  fmells, 
And  ihrikcs  like  Mandrakes  torn  out  of  the  earth, 

That  living  mortals  hearing  them,  run  mad. 
Or  if  I  walk,  (hall  I  not  be  diftraught, 
Jnvironed  with  all  thefe  hideous  fears. 

And  madly  play  with  my  fore-fathers  joynts  ? 

And  pluck  che  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  fhrow'd  ? And  in  this  rage,  with  fome  great  kinfmans  bone, 
As  (with  a  club )  dafh  one  my  defperate  brains. 
O  look,  me  thinks  I  fee  my  Cozins  Ghoft, 

Seeking  out  Romeo  that  did  fpic  his  body 

Upon  his  Rapiers  point :  ftay  Tybalt.,  ftay ; 

Romeo,  Romeo,  Romeo,  here's  drink:  /  drink  to  thee. 

Enter  Ladj  of  thehoufe  and  Nurfe, 

Lady.  Hold, 
Take  thefe  keies  and  fetch  more  fpices  Nurfe 

Nur.  They  call  for  Dates  and  Quinces  in  the  Paftry, 
Enter  old  Capulet. 

Cap.  Comc,ftir,liir,  (Hr, 

The  tecond  Cock  hath  Oow'd, 
The  Curphew  Bell  hath  rung, \is  three  a  clock  : 

Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica, 
Spare  not  for  colt. 

Nur.  Go  )0U  Cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed,  faith  youl  be  Tick  co  morrow 
For  this  nights  watching. 

Cap.  No  not  a  whit,  what  ?  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  a  leffe  caufe,  and  nere  been  fick. 

La.  I,  you  have  been  a  Moufe-hunt  in  your  cime, 
But  J  will  watch  you  from  fuch  watching  now. 

Exit  Lady  and  Nurfe. 

Cap.  A  jealous  hood,  a  jealous  hood, 

Now  fellow,  what's  there  ? 
Enter  three  or  four  mthfpits,  and  logs,  and  baskets. 

Fel.  Things  for  the  Cook  fir,  but  1  know  noc  what. 
Cap.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte,  firrah,  fetch  drier  Logs. 

Call  Peter,  he  will  fhew  thee  where  they  are. 
Fel.  I  have  a  head  fir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 

And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter. 

Cap.  Mafleand  well  faid,  a  merry  horfon,ha. 

Thou  (halt  be  logger-head,  good  Faith,  'tis  day. 
Play  Mufok. 

The  County  will  be  here  with  Mufick  ftraight, 
Fer  fo  he  faid  he  would,  I  hear  him  near, 

Nurfe,  wife,  what  ho  ?  what  Nurfe  I  fay  ? 
Enter  Nurfe. 

Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up, 
He  go  and  chat  with  Paris  :  hie,  make  hafte, 
Make  hafte,  the  Bridegroom,  he  is  come  already  J 
Make  hafte  1  fay. 

A^r.Miftrifs,  what  Miftrifs?  Juliet?  Faft  I  warrant  her. 

Why  Lamb,  why  Lady  ?  fie  you  fluggabed, 
Why  Love  I  fay  ?  Madam,  fweet  heart :  why  Bride  ? 
Wfi3t  noc  a  word  /  You  take  your  penniworchs  now. 

Sleep  for  a  week,  for  the  next  night  I  warranc 
The  County  Paris  hath  fet  up  his  reft, 
Thac  you  (hall  reft  buc  little,  God  forgive  me s 
Marry  and  Amen  :how  found  is  fhe  afleep  ? 

.  Kkkj  I 



66o 
The  Tragedy  of  l^pmeo  andfuliet. 

But  heaven  keeps  his  parr  in  eternal  life  : 
The  moft  you  foughc  was  her  promocion, 

For  'twas  your  heaven  that  fhe  fhould  be  advane'd. 

And  weep  ye  now,  feeing  fheis  advane'd Above  the  Clouds,  as  high  as  Heaven  it  felf  ? 
O  in  this  love,  you  love  your  Child  fo  ill, 

That  you  run  mad,  feeing  ihat  fhe  is  well 
She'^  not  well  married,  that  lives  married  lon^, 

I  muft  needs  wake  her :  Madam,  Madam  ,  Madam, 
I,  let  the  County  take  you  in  your  bed ; 

Hee'i  fright  you  op  yfaith.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Wh.u  dreft,  and  in  your  cloths,  and  down  again  ? 
1  muft  needs  wnke  you  :  Lady,  Lady,  Lady  i 

Alas,  alas,  help, help  ,my  Lady's  dead. 
Oh  wehday,  that  ever  I  was  born, 

Some  Aqua-viu  ho,  my  Lord,  my  Lady  ? 
Mo.  Wfnt  noife  is  here  ?  Snter  Mother. 

Nur.  O  lamentable  day. 
Mo.  Whit  is  the  matter  ? 

Nur.  Look,  look,  oh  heavy  day. 

Mo.  O  me,  O  me,  my  Child,  my  only  life  .• 
Revive,  look  up,  or  /  will  die  with  thee  :  r 

Help,  help, call  help. 
Enter  Father. 

Fa.  For  fhame  bring  Juliet  forch,  her  Lord  is  come. 

Nur.  She's  dead  :  deccaft ,  fhe's  dead  :  alack  the  day. 
Mo.  Alack  theday,  (lie's  dead,  fhe's  dead,  fhe's  dead, 
Fa.  Ha  ?  Let  me  fee  her :  out  alas  fhe's  cold, 

Her  blood  is  fetled,  and  her  joyms  are  ftifte : 

Life  and  thefe  lips  have  long  been  feparated  : 
Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  froft 

Upon  the  fweeteft  flower  of  all  the  field. 
Nur.  O  lamentable  day 
Mo.  O  woful  time. 

Fa.  Death  that  hath  tane  her  hence  to  make  me  waile, 

Ties  up  my  tongue  and  will  nor  let  me  fpeak. 
Enter  Frier  and  the  County. 

Fr'i.  Come,  is  the  Bride  ready  to  go  to  Church  ? 
Fa.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 

O  Sonne,  the  night  before  thy  wedding  day, 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  wife :  fee  there  fhe  lies, 

Flower  as  fhe  was,defiowr'd  now  by  him. 
Death  is  my  Son  in  law,  death  is  my  Heir, 
My  DAughter  he  hath  wedded.  I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all  life  living,  all  is  deaths. 

Pa.  Have  /  thought  long  to  fee  this  mornings  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  fuch  a  light  as  this  ? 
Mo.  Accurft,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day, 

Moft  miferable  hour,  that  ere  time  faw 

In  lading  labour  of  his  Pilgrimage. 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoyce  and  folace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catcht  it  from  my  fighr, 

Nur.  O  wo,  O  woful,  woful,  woful  day, 
Molt  lamentable  day,  moft  woful  day, 
Tnac  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold. 

O  day,  O  day,  O  day,  O  hateful  day, 
Never  wis  feen  fo  black  a  day  as  this 
O  woful  day,  O  woful  day. 

Pa.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  fpighced,  flain, 
Moft  detectable  death,  by  thee  beguil'd, 
By  cruel,  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown  : 
O  love,  O  life  ;  not  life,  but  love  in  death. 

Fa.  Defpis'd,  diftreffed,  hated,  martyr'd,kiU'd, 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam'tt  thou  now 
To  murcher,  murther  our  Solemnity  ? 

O  Child,  O  Child  •  my  Soul  and  no:  my  Child, 
Dead  art  thou,  alack  my  Child  is  dead, 
And  with  my  Child,  my  joyes  are  buried. 

Frl.  Pe^ce  ho  for  fhame,  confufions :  Care  lives  nor, 
In  thefe  confufions,  heaven  and  your  felf 
Had  part  in  this  fair  Maid,  now  heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  Maid  : 

Your  part  in  her,  you  could  not  keep  from  death,  1 

.  But  (lie's  beft  married,  that  dies  married  young. 
Drie  up  your  tears,  and  ftick  your  Rofcmary 
On  this  fair  Coarfe,  and  as  the  cuftom  is 

And  in  her  beft  array  bear  her  to  Church : 
For  though  fond  Nature  bids  all  us  lament, 
Yet  Natures  tears  are  Reafons  merrimenr. 

Fa.  All  things  that  we  ordained  Feftival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  Funeral  .• 
Our  inftrumentstomelancholly  Bells 

Our  wedding  cheare,  to  a  fad  burial  Feaft : 
,  Our  folemn  Hymnes,  to  fullen  Dyrges  change  j 
Our  Bridal  Flowers  ferve  for  a  buried  Coarfe  : 

And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 
Frl.  Sir  go  you  in,  and  Madam,  go  with  him, 

And  go  fir  Paris^  every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  Coarfe  unto  her  grave : 
The  heavens  do  lowre  upon  you,  for  fome  ill : 
Move  them  no  more,  by  eroding  their  high  will.  Exeunt. 

i      Mu.  Faith  we  may  put  up  our  Pipes  and  begone. 
Nur.  Honeft  good  fellows :  Ah  put  up  put  up, 

For  well  you  know  this  is  a  pittiful  cife. 
Mu.  1  by  my  trot  h,  the  cafe  may  be  amended. 

Enter  Peter. Pet.  Mufitians,  oh  Mufitians, 
Hearts  cafe,  hearts  eafe, 

O,  and  you  will  have  me  live,  play  hearts  eafe. 
Mu.  Why  hearts  eafe  j 
Pet.  O  Mufitians, 

Bccaufc  my  heart  it  felfplaies,  my  heart  is  full. 

Mu.  Not  a  dump  we,  tis  no  time  to  play-now. 
Pet.  You  will  not  then  ? 
Mu.  No. 

Pet.  Iwillthengiveityoufoundly. 
Mu.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 
Pet.  No  money  on  my  faith,  but  the  gleek. 

I  will  give  you  the  Miniftrell. 
Mu.  Then  will  /  give  you  the  Serving  creature. 
Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  ferving  creatures  Dagger  on 

your  pate.I  will  carry  no  Crotchets,Ile  Re  you,Ile  Fa  you, 
do  you  note  me  ? 

Mu.  And  you  Re  us,  and  Fa  us,  you  Note  us. 
2.  Mu.  Pray  you  put  up  your  Dagger, 

And  put  out  your  wit. 
Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit. 

Pet.  I  will  drie-beat  you  with  an  iron  wit, 
And  pur  up  my  iron  Dagger. 
Anfwer  me  like  men  : 

When  griping  griefs  the  heart  doth  wound,  then  Mufick with  her  filver  found. 

Why  filver  found  ?  why  Mufick  with  her  filver  found  ? 
What  fay  you  Simon  Catling  ? 

Mu.  Marry  fir,  becaufe  hlver  hath  a  fweet  found. 
Pet.  Prateft,What  fay  you  Hugh  RebickJ 

z.Mtt.  I  fay  filver  found,becaule  Mufitians  found  for  fil- 
Pw.Pra teft  too,  what  fay  you  James  SounA-Poft  ?  ( vcr 
3.  Mu.  Faith  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pet.  O I  cry  you  mercy,  you  arc  the  Singer. 
I  will  fay  for  you,  it  is  Mufick  with  her  filver  fouid, 

Be- 
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Becaufe  Mufitians  have  no  gold  for  founding  r 
Then  Mufick  wich  her  filvcr  found,  with  fpeedy  help  doth 
lend  redrefs.  Exit. 

Mu.  What  a  peftilent  knave  is  this  fame  ? 

M.  2.  Hang  him  Jick  ,  come  weelc  in  here,  tarry  for 

the  Mourners,  and  ftay  dinner.  Exit. 
Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  If  I  may  trull  the  flittering  truth  of  fleep, 
My  dreames  prefage  fome  joyful  newes  at  hand 
My  bofomes  Lord  fits  lightly  in  his  throne  : 

And  all  this  winged  unaccuftom'd  fpirit, 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thought?. 
I  dreamt  my  Lady  came  and  found  me  dead, 

(  Strange  dream  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  co  think) 

And  breath'd  fuch  life  with  kifles  in  my  lips, 
Tnat  I  rcviv'd,  and  was  an  Emperour. 
j  Ah  me,  how  fweet  is  loveic  fclf  poffeft, 
When  but  loves  fhadows  are  fo  rich  in  joy. 

Enter  Romeo's  mM. 
News  from  Verona,  how  now  Balthazar  ? 

Doft  thou  not  bring  me  Letters  from  the  Frier  ? 

How  doth  my  Lady  ?  Is  my  Father  well  ? 
How  doth  my  Lady  Juliet  ?   that  I  ask  ̂ gain, 
For  nothing  can  be  ill ,  if  fhc  be  well . 
Mt.Then  the  is  well,  and  nothingcanbeill. 

Her  body  fleepes  in  Capels  Monument, 
And  her  immortal  p^rt  wirh  Angels  lives 
I  faw  her  laid  low  in  her  Kindreds  Vault. 

And  prefenrly  took  poft  to  tell  it  you : 
O  pardon  me  tor  bringing  thefe  ill  newes, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  ray  office  Sir. 

Jfcw.Isiteven  fo? 

Then  I  deny  you  Stars. 
Thou  knoweft  my  Lodging,  get  mt  Ink  and  Paper,  i 
And  hire  poft-horfes,  I  will  hence  to  night. 

Ma.  1  do  befecch  you  fir,  hive  patience : 
Your  lookes  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  mifadventure. 

Rtm.  Tufh, thou  art  deceiv'd, 
Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  /  bid  thee  do : 
Haft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Frier  i 

Ma.  No,  my  good  Lord.  ,  nv 
Exit  Man. 

Rom.  No  matter :  Get  thee  gone, 

And  hire  thofe  horfes ,  lie  be  with  thee  ftraighr. 
Well  Juliet,  /  will  lie  with  thee  to  night  : 
Lets  fee  for  means :  O  mikhief  thou  art  fwifc , 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  defperate  men  : 
J  do  remember  an  Apochecary , 
And  hereabouts  he  dwels,  which  late  1  noted 

In  tattred  weeds,  with  overwhelming  browes, 
Culling  of  Simples,  meager  were  his  lookes, 
Sharp  mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones : 
And  in  his  needy  (hop  a  Tortoys  hung, 
An  Allegater  ftufr,  and  other  skins 

Of  ill  fhap'd  rifhes,  and  about  his  (helve?, 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes , 
Green  earthen  pots,  Bladders,  and  mufty  feed* , 
[Remnants  of  packthred,  and  old  cakes  of  Rofcs 
Were  thinly  (canered,  to  make  up  a  fhew. 
Nocing  this  penury, to  my  felf  1  faid, 
And  if  a  man  did  need  a  poyfon  now, 
Whofe  file  is  nrefent  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  Ciitifjfe  wretch  would  fell  it  him. 

O  this  fame  thought  did  but  fore-run  my  need, 
And  this  fame  needy  man  muft  fell  icme. 

As  1  remember,  this  fhould  be  the  houfe , 

Being  holy  day,  the  baggers  fliop  is  fhuc. 
What  ho  ?  Apothecary  ? 

Enter  Apothecary, 

Ap.YVho  call's  fo  lovvd  ? Rom.  Come  hither  man,  /  fee  that  thou-arr  poor  I 
Hold  ,  there  is  forty  Dukets,  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  i  oyfon,  lucri  foon  fpeeding  gear, 
As  will  difperfe  it  felf  through  all  theveines, 
That  the  life-weary-taker  may  fall  dead  , 

And  that  the  Trunk  may  be  difcharg'd  cf  breath , 
As  violently,  as  hafty  powder  fier'd 
Doch  hurry  from  the  fatal  Cannons  womb. 

Jp.  Such  mortal  drugs  1  have,  but  Mantuas  Law 
Is  death  to  any  he,  that  utters  them. 

Ram.  Art  >.hou  fob  ire  and  full  of  wrerchednefs, 
And  fcar'ft  to  die  ?  F  mir  e  is  in  rhy  cheeks, 
Need  and  oppreffionftarvechin  thine  eyes, 
Contempt  and  beggery  hang  on  thy  back .' 
•The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  worlds  law : The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich. 
Then  be  not  poor,  bur  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  poverty, but  not  my  will  confencs. 
Rom,  I  pray  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  Will. 
Ap.  Pur  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 

And  drink  it  off,  and  if  you  had  the  ftrength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  difpatch  you  ftraighr. 

R*m.  There's  thy  Gold, 
VVorfe  poyfon  to  mens  foules, 
Doing  mere  murder  in  this  Ioathfome  world, 
Then  thefe  poor  compounds  that  thou  maift  not  fell. 
I  fell  thee  poyfon,  thou  haft  fold  me  none* 
Farewel,  buy  food,  and  get  thy  felf  in  flefh. 
Come  Cordial,  and  not  poyfon,  go  with  me 
To  fttliets  grave,  for  there  muft  /ufe  thee. 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Frier  fohn  to  Frier  Laments 

John,  Holy  Francifcan  Frier,  Brother, ho  ? 
Enter  Frier  Lawrence. 

Law.  This  fame  fhould  be  the  voyce  of  Frier  fohn. 
Welcome  from  Mantua,  what  faies  Romeo} 
Or  if  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  Letter. 

Joh.  Going  to  find  a  bare  foot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order  to  affociatc  me, 
Herein  th^City  vifiting  the  lick, 

■  And  finding  him,  the  Searchers  of  the  Town 
'  Sufpedling  that  we  both  were  in  a  houfe 
Where  the  infectious  Peltilencedid  reign, 
Seal'd  up  the  doores,  and  would  not  let  us  forth, 
So  that  my  fpeed  to  (Mantua  there  was  ftaid. 

Law.  VVho  bare  my  Letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 
Joh.  I  could  not  fend  ir,   here  it  is  again, 

Nor  get  a  Meffenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they,  of  infection. 

Law.  Unhappy  Fortune.'  by  my  Brotherhood 
The  Letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge, 
Of  d.ar  import,  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger  s  Frier  John  go  hence, 
Get  mean  Iron  Crow,  and  bring  ft  ftrai°bc 

Unto  my  Cell.  D foh.  Brother,  lie  go  and  bring  ic  thee.  Exit, 
Law.  Now  muft  /  to  the  Monument  a'on: 

Within  this  three  houres  will  'fair  fuliet  wake, She  will  befhrew  me  much  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  thefe  Accidents  ; 
But  /  will  write  again  to  Mantua , 

And  . 
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And  keep  her  at  my  Cell  till  Romeo  come, 

Poor  living  Coarfe,  clos'd  in  »  dead  mans  Tombe. Exit. 

Enter  Paris  and  his  Pagt. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  Torch,  Boy,  hence  and  ftand  aloft, 
Yec  puc  it  out,  for  I  would  not  befeen ; 

Under  yond  young  trees  lay  thee  all  alone, 
Laying  thy  earclofeto  the  hollow  ground. 
So  fhall  no  foot  upon  the  Church-yard  tread, 
Being  loofe,unfirm  with  digging  up  of  Graves, 
But  thou  fhalt  hear  it:  whittle  then  to  me, 

As  fignal  that  thou  heareft  fome  thing  approach, 
Give  me  thofe  flowers.  Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Pag.  Iam  almoft  afraid  to  ftand  alone 
Here  in  the  Churchyard,  yet  I  will  advencure.  8xlt. 

Pa.  Sweet  Flower,  with  flowers  thy  Bridal  bed  I  (hew 
O  woe,  thy  Canopy  is  duft  and  rtones, 
Which  with  fweet  water  nightly  I  will  dew, 

Or  wanting  that,  with  tears  dittill'd  by  mones ; 
The  obfequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep, 

Nightly  fhall  be,  to  ftrew  thy  grave,  and  weep. 
WhiflU  Boy. 

The  Boy  gives  warning,  fomething  doth  approach, 
What  curled  foot  wanders  this  way  to  nighr, 

Tocrofsmy  obfequies,  and  true  loves  right  > 
What  with  a  Torch  ?  Muffle  me  night  a  while. 

Snter  Romeo  and  Peter. 

Rom. Give  me  that  Mattock,  and  the  wrenching  Iron, 
Hold  take  this  Letrer,  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  Lord  and  Father, 

Give  me  the  Light  .•  upon  thy  life  I  charge  thee, 
What  ere  thou  hcar'ft  or  feeft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  courfe. 
Why  I  defcend  into  this  bed  of  death , 

Is  partly  to  behold  my  Ladies  face  : 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger, 
A  precious  Ring  :  a  Ring  that  I  muft  ufe, 
In  dear  employment,  therefore  hence  be  gone  : 
But  if  thou  jealous  doft  return  to  prie 
In  what  I  further  fhall  intend  to  do, 

By  heaven  I  will  tear  thee  joynt  by.  joynr, 
And  ftrew  this  hungry  Churchyard  with  thy  limbs : 

The  time,  and  my  intents  are  lavage  wild  .*  ii 
More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 

Then  empty  Tygers,or  the  roaring  Sea. 
Pet.  I  will  be  gone  fir,  and  not  trouble  you. 
Ro.  So  fhalt  thou  fhew  me  friendfhip :  take  thou  that, 

Live  and  be  profperous,  and  farcwel  good  fellow. 
Pet.  For  all  this  fame,  He  hide  me  here  about , 

His  lookes  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubr.  Exit. 

Rom.  Tnou  deteftable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 

■Gorg'd  with  the  deareft  morfel  of  the  earth  : 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  Jawcs  to  open, 
And  in  defpighc,  He  cram  thee  with  more  food. 

TV.  This  is  that  banifht  haughty  Mountaguc, 
That  murdred  my  Loves  Cozin  ;  with  which  grief, 
It  is  fuppofed  the  fair  Creature  died, 
And  here  is  come  to  do  fomevillanous  fhame 

To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. 

Stop  thy  unhallowed  toyl,  vile  Momtague: 
Can  vengeance  be  purfued  further  then  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee. 

O  ;ey  and  go  with  me,  for  thou  muft  die, 

ij   —  

Rom.  I  muft  indeed,  and  therefore  came  I  hither. 

Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  defperate  man, 
Flie  hence  and  leave  me,  think  upon  thofe  gone, 
Let  them  affright  thee,  /befeech  thee  Youth, 
Put  not  another  fin  upon  my  head, 

By  urging  me  to  fury.  O  begone, 
By  heaven  I  love  thee  better  then  my  fe!f, 

For  1  come  hither  arm'd  againft  my  felf : 
Stay  not,  be  gone,  live  ,  and  here,  fter  fay, 
A  mad  mans  mercy  bid  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defiethy  commiferation, 

And  apprehend  thee  for  a  Fellon  here. 
Ro.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Then  have  at  thee  Boy. 
Pet.O  Lord  they  fight,  I  will  go  call  the  Watch. 
Pa.  O  /  am  {lain,  if  thou  be  merciful, 

Open  the  Tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet. 
Rom.  In  faith  /  will,  let  me  perufe  this  face, 

Mercutim  Kinfman,  Noble  County  Parity 

What  faid  my  man,  when  my  betofled  foul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  I  think 

He  told  me  Paris  fhould  have  married  Juliet* 
Said  he  not  fo  ?  Or  did  /  dream  it  fo  ? 

Or  am  /  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet , 
To  think  it  was  fo  ?  O  give  me  thy  hand  , 
One,  writ  with  me  in  fowr  misfortunes  book, 
He  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave. 

A  Grave,  O  no  a  Lanthorn ;  flaughterd  Youth  .* 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  Vault  a  feafting  prefence  full  of  light. 

Death  be  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  inter 'd. 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death, 
Have  they  been  merry  ?  which  their  Keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death  f  Oh  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  ?  0»my  Love,  my  Wife, 
Death  that  hath  fuckt  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  Beauty : 

Thou  art  not  conqucr'd,  Beauties  enlign  yet 
Is  Crimfon  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  cheekes, 
And  Deaths  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 

Tybalt,  ly'ft  thou  there  in  thy  bloudy  fheet  ? 
O  what  more  favour  can  1  do  to  thee, 
Then  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain, 
To  funder  his  that  was  thy  enemy  ? 

Forgive  me  Cozen.  Ah  dear  Juliet: 
Why  art  thou  yet  fo  fair  ?  I  will  believe, 
Shall  I  believe,that  unfubftantial  death  is  amorou9  ? 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  Monfter  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  Paramour  ? 

For  fear  of  that,  I  ftill  will  ftay  with  thee, 
And  never  from  this  Palace  of  dim  night 

Depart  again:  come  lie  thou  inmyArmes, 

Here's  to  thy  health,  where  ere  chou  tumbleft  in. O  true  Apothecary  / 

Thy  drugs  are  quick.  Thus  with  a  kifs  J  die, 
Depart  again ;  here,  here  will  /  remain, 
With  Wormes  that  are  thy  Chamber-maides  :  O  here 

Will  I  fet  up  my  everlafting  reft  .• 
And  fhaketheyokeof  inaufpicious  ftars 
From  this  worlds  wearied  flefn :  Eyes  look  your  laft : 
Armestake  your  laft  embrace:  And  lips,  O  you 
The  doores  of  breath,  feal  with  a  righteous  kifs 

A  datelefs  bargain  toengrofling  death  : 
Come  bitter  condoft,  come  unfavoury  guide, 

Thou  defperate  Pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dafhing  Rocks,  thy  Ses-fick  weary  Bark : 

Here's  to  my  Love.  O  true  Apothecary 
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Thy  drugs  are  quick.  Thus  with  a  kiiTe  I  die. 
Enter  Frier  with  Lanthorn,  Crow,  and  Spade, 

!    Fri.  Sr.  Fronds  be  my  fpeed,  how  ofc  tonight 

Have  my  old  feet  Humbled  at  graves  ?  Who's  there  ? 
Man.  Here's  one,a  Friend,and  one  that  knows  you  well. 
Fri.  Blifle  be  upon  you,  Tell  me  good  my  friend 

What  Torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light 

To  grubs  and  eyeleffe  Sculls  ?  As  difcern, 
k  burneth  in  the  Capels  Monument. 
Man.  It  doth  fo  holy  fir, 

And  there's  my  Matter,  one  that  you  love. Fri.  Who  is  it  ? 
Man.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  huh  he  been  there  ? 

Man.  Full  half  an  hour. ' Fri.  Go  with  me  to  the  Vault. 
Man.  I  dare  not  Sir. 

My  Mafier  knows  noibuc  /  am  gone  hence, 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  ftay  to  look  on  his  inten:s. 

Fri.  Stay,  thenile  goe  alone,  fears  come  upon  me. 
O much  /  fear  fome  ill  unlucky  rhing. 

Man.  As  I  did  deep  under  this  young  tree  h.  re, 
I  dreamt  my  M  ilter  and  another  fought, 
And  thac  my  Mailer  flew  him. 

Frier.  Romeo. 

'  Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this  which  tiains 
The  ftony  entrance  ot  this  Sepulchre  ? 
What  mean  thefe  Mifterleffe  and  goary  Swords 

To  lie  difcoloui'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 
Romeo,  oh  pale  :  who  elfe  ?  what  Farts  too  ? 

And  tteep'ci  in  blood  ?  Ah  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance? 
The  Lady  ftirs. 

fall.  O  comfortable  Frier,  whcre's  my  Lord  ? I  do  remember  well  where  I  fhould  be : 

And  there  I  am,  where  is  my  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  I  hear  fome  noife  Lady,  come  from  that  r.eft 

Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  ileep, 

A  greater  power  then  we  can  contradict 
Hach  thwarted  our  intents,  come,  come  away, 

Thy  Husband  in  thy  bofom  there  lies  dead : 
And  Paris  too :  come  ile  difpofe  of  thee, 
Among  a  Sifterhood  of  holy  Nunnes : 

Stay  not  to  quefh'on,  for  the  Watch  is  coming, 
Come,  go  good  Juliet,  I  dare  no  longer  ftay.  Exit. 

Juli.  Go  get  thee  hence,  for  1  will  not  away,  * 

What's  here  ?  a  cup  clos'd  in  my  true  loves  hand  ? Poifon  I  fee  hath  been  his  timeleffe  end 

O  churle,  drink  all  ?  and  left  no  friendly  drop, 

To  help  me  after,  I  will  kiffe  thy  lips, 
Happly  fome  poifon  yet  doth  hang  on  them, 
To  make  me  die  with  t  reftorative. 

Thy  lips  are  warm. 
Enter  Boy  and  Watch. 

Wach.  Lead  Boy,  which  way  ? 

\      Juli.  Yea  noife  ? 
i  Then  ile  be  brief.  O  happy  Dagger. 

Tis  in  thy  fheath,  there  ruft  and  let  me  die.    Kils  her  [elf. 
Boy.  This  is  the  place, 

There  where  the  Torch  doth  burn. 

Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody, 
.  Search  about  the  Churchyard. 
Go  fome  of  you,  who  ere  you  find  attach. 

Pittyful  fight,  here  lies  the  County  flain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead 

Who  here  hath  lain  thefe  two  daies  buried. 
Go  tell  the  Prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, 
Raife  up  the  Mounugues,  fome  others  fearch, 
We  fee  the  ground  whereon  thefe  woes  do  lye. 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  thefe  pitteous  woes, 
We  cannot  without  circumrtance  defcry. 

Enter  Romeo  s  man. 

Wat.  Here's  Romeo's  man, 
We  found  him  in  the  Churchyard. 

Con.  Hold  him  in  fafety,  till  the  Prince  comes  hither. 
Enter  Frier  and  another  Watchman. 

3-  WtfMzxe.  is  a  Frier  that  trembles,  fighs,  and  weeps.* 
We  took  this  Mattock  and  this  Spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  Church-yard  fide. 

Con.  A  great  fufpicion,  If  ay  the  Frier  too. 
Enter  the  Prince. 

Pri.  What  mif adventure  is  fo  early  up, 
That  calls  our  perfon  from  our  mornings  reft  ? 

Enter  Capulet  and  his  wife. 
C ap.  What  fhould  it  be  that  they  fo  fbrike  abroad  ? 
Wif.  O  the  people  in  the  ftreet  cry  Romeo. 

Some  fxliet,  and  fome  Paris,  and  all  run 
With  open  out-cry  toward  our  Monument. 

Pri.  What  fear  is  this  which  ftartles  in  your  ears  ? 
Wat.  Soveraigne,  here  lies  the  County  Paris  flain, 

And  Remea  dead, and  Juliet  dead  before, 

Warm  and  new  kill'd. Pri.  Search, 

Seek,  and  know  how,  this  foul  murther  comes. 

Wat.  Here  is  a  Frier,  and  fla tight er'd  Romeo' s]ttlMt With  inftruments  upon  them  fit  to  open Thefe  dead  mens  Tombs. 

Cap.  O  heaven  / 
O  wife  look  bow  our  daughter  bleeds 
This  Dagger  hath  miflain,  forloe  hishoufe 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Mountague, 
And  is  mifheathed  in  my  Daughters  bofom. 

Wif.  O  me,  this  fight  of  death,  is  as  a  Bell 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  Sepulcher. Enter  Mount  ague. 

Pri.  Come  Mountague,  for  thou  art  early  up 
To  fee  thy  Son  and  Heir  now  early  down. 
Moan.  Alas  my  Liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to  night, 

Grief  of  my  Sons  exile  hath  ftopt  her  breath  : 
What  further  woe  confpires  againft  my  age  f 

Pri.  Look  :  and  thou  fhalt  lee. 
Mou.  O  thou  untaught,  what  manners  is  in  this, 

To  preflc  before  thy  Father  to  a  Qrave  i 
Pri.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  out-rage  for  a  while, 

Till  we  can  clear  thefe  ambiguities, 
And  know  their  fpring,  their  head,  their  true  defcent, 
And  then  wit!  I  be  general  of  your  woes, 
And  lead  you  even  to  death,  mean  time  forbear, 
And  let  mifchance  be  flave  to  patience, 
Bring  fdrtb  the  parties  of  fufpition. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greateft,  able  to  do  leaft, 
Yet  moft  fufpecled  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  againfl  me,  of  this  direful  murther : 

!  And  here  /  ftand  both  to  impeach  and  purge 

My  felf  condemned,  and  my  felf  excus'd. Pri.  Then  fay  at  once  what  rhou  doff  know  in  this  ? 
Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  fhort  date  of  breath 

Is  not  fo  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet, 
And  fhe  there  dead,  that's  Romeo's  faithful  wife  : 
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I  married  them  ;  and  their  ftoln  marriage  day 

Was  Tybalts  Doomefday :  whofe  untimely  death 

Banifh'd  th  c  new-made  Bridegroom  from  this  City : 

For  whom  (and  not  for  Tybalt)  Juliet  pin'd. 
You,  to  remove  chat  liege  of  grief  from  her, 
Beiro.h'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce 
To  County  Pans.  Then  comes  (he  to  me, 
And  ( with  wild  looks) bid  me  devife  fome  means 
To  rid  her  from  this  fecond  marriage, 
Or  in  my  Cell  there  would  fhe  kill  her  felf. 

Then  gave  1  her  (fo  rutet'd  by  my  Art) 
A  flccping  Potion,  which  lotookeffedt 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  form  of  death.  Mean  time  I  writ  to  Romeo  % 
That  he  fhould  hither  cox.e,  as  this  dire  night, 

To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrowed  grave, 

Being  the  time  the  Potions  force  fhould  ceafe. 
But  he  which  bore  my  Letter,  Frier  John, 

Was  fby'd  by  accident;  and  yctternight 
Return'd  my  Letter  back,  then  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking, 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindreds  vault, 

Meaning  to  keep  her  clofely  at  my  Cell, 
Til  I  conveniently  could  fend  to  Romeo. 
But  when  I  came(fome  Minute  ere  the  time 

Of  her  awaking)  here  untimely  lay 
The  Noble  Paris  and  true  Romeo  dead. 
She  wakes,  and  I  intrcated  her  come  forth, 

And  bear  this  work  of  Heaven,  with  patience: 

But  then,  anoife  did  fcare  me  from  the  Tomb, 

And  fhe  (too  defperate)  would  not  go  with  me, 
But  (as  it  feems)  did  violence  on  her  felf. 

All  this  I  know,  and  to  the  Marriage  her  Nurfc  is  privy : 

And  if  ought  in  this  mifcarried  by  my  fault, 

Let  my  old  life  be  facrifie'd  fome  hour  before  the  time, 
Untothe  ugorofievercft  Law. 

Pri.  Weftill  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man. 

Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  What  can  he  fay  to  this  .? 

Boy.  I  brought  my  Matter  news  of  Juliets  death, 

And  then  in  polk  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  fame  place, to  this  fame  Monument. 
This  Letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  Father, 
And  threatned  me  with  death,  going  in  the  Vault, 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prln.  Give  me  the  Letter,  I  will  look  on  it. 

Where  is  the  Counties  Page  that  rais'd  the  Watch  ? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  Matter  in  this  place  ? 

Pag.  He  came  with  Flowers  toftrew  his  Ladies  grave 
And  bid  me  ttand  aloof,  and  fo  I  did : 

Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  Tomb 

And  by  and  by  my  Matter  drew  on  him, 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  Watch. 

,  Pr'tn.  This  Letter  doth  make  good  the  Friers  words, 
Their  courfe  of  Love,  the  tidings  of  her  death  - 
And  here  he  writes,  that  he  did  buy  a  poyfon 

Of  a  poor  Pocbecary,  and  therewithal! 
Came  to  this  Vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet, 
Where  be  thefe  enemies  ?  Capulet  Mountaguet 
See  what  a  fcourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  Heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joyeswith  Love; 

And  I,  for  winking  at  your  difcords  too, 

Have  loli  a  brace  of  kinfmen  :  All  are  punifh'd. 
Caf.  O  Brother  Momtague,  give  me  thy  hand> 

This  is  my  Daughters  joy n cure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Moun.  But  I  can  give  thee  more  : 
For  I  will  raife  her  Statue  in  pure  Gold, 

That  whiles  Veron*  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  fhall  no  figure  at  that  Rate  befet, 
As  that  of  True  and  Faichful  Juliet, 

Cap.  As  rich  fhall  Romeo  by  his  Lady  lie, 
Poor  facrifices  of  our  enmity. 

Prln.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings, 
The  Sun  for  forrow  will  noc  fhew  his  head  ; 
Go  hence,  o  have  more  talk  of  thefe  fad  things, 

Some  fhall  be  p>rdon'd,and  fome  punifhed. 
For  never  was  a  Story  of  more  woe 

Then  this  of,  Jul'tety  and  her  Romeo.    ̂      Exeunt  omnes. <Ur  $  Ofe '  "Spy' '      t».  <*■  ̂  ̂ J£$f^f~ 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TYMON 

OF  ATHENS. 

Jctw  Trimus.  Selena  clJrimd. 

Enter  Peet,  Painter,  Jeweller*  Merchant*  and,  Mercer* 

at  feveral  Aoores 

Poet. 

Ood  day  Sir. 
Pain,  /am  glad  y\ire  well. 
Poet.  J  have  not  feen  you  long,  bow  goes 

the  World  ? 

.  J    Pain.  It  wcires  fir,  as  ir  grower 

Poet.  1  that's  well  known. 
But  what  particular  Rarity  ?  What  ftrangc, 
Wnich  manifold  record  not  matches :  fee 

Magick  of  Bouncy,  all  thefefpirits  thy  power 

Hath  con  jui'd  to  attend. 
1  know  the  Merchant. 

Pai.  /know  them  both  :  th'others  a  Jeweller. 
Mer.  Oh  'tis  a  worthy  Lord. 

Jew.  Niy  that's  moft  fixt. 
Mer.  A  moft  incompjrable  man,breath'd  as  it  were, 

To  an  untyr^ble  and  continuate  goodnefs : 
He  paffes. 

Jew.  I  have  a  Jewel  here. 

Mer.  Opray  let's  fee't.  For  the  Lord  Tymon,  fir  ? 
Jew.  If  hz  will  touch  theeftirhate,  but  for  that- — 

Poe.  When  we  for  recompence  have  prais'd  the  vild, 
It  ftaines  the  glory  in  that  happy  Verfe, 
Which  aptly  fmgs  the  good. 

Mer. 'Tis  a  good  forme. 
few.  And  rich:  here  is  a  Water  lootc  ye. 
Pai.  You  are  rapt  fir,  in  fome  wotk,  force  Dedication 

to  the  great  Lord. 

Pee.  A  thing  flipt  idly  from  me. 
Our  Poefie  is  as  a  Gown,  which  ufes 

From  whence 'tis  noutifht :  the  fire  uh'  Flint 
Shewes  not,  till  it  be  ftruck :  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  it  felt  and  like  t  he  current  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.    What  have  you  there  ? 

Pai.  A  Pi&ure  fir :  when  comes  your  Book  forth  ? 
Poe.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  pfeferitment  fir. 

Let's  fee  your  piece. 
Pai.  Tis  a  good  Piece. 

Pot.  So  'tis,  th?«  comes  off  well,  and  excellenc. /V*.  Indifferent. 

Poe.  A&rrirable/  How  this  grace 
Speakes  his  own  ftanding  i  What  a  mental  power 
This  eye  fhoots  forth  ?  How  big  imagination 

Moves  in  this  Lip  ;  to  th'dumbcefs  of  the  gefturc, 

One  might  interpret. 

Pai.  Ic  is  a  prerty  mocking  of  the  life  «■ 
Here  is  a  couch  :  Is't  good  ? 

Poe.  I  will  fay  of  it, 

It  Tutors  Nature,  Artificial  fttife 
Lives  in  thefe  touches,  livelier  then  life. 

Snter  certain  Senators. 

Pai.  How  this  Lord  is  followed. 

Pee.  The  Senators  of  v4r/>w,happy  men. 
Pain.  Look  moe. 

Po.  You  fee  this  confluence,  this  great  floudof  vifitors, 

/  have  in  this  rough  work  fhap'd  but  a  man 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hugg 

With  ample!*  entertainment  .*  My  free  drifc 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  it  felf 

In  a  wide  Sea  of  Wax,  no  Ievell*d  malice 
Infe&s  one  comma  in  thecourfe  /  hold , 

But  flies  an  Eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  Traft  behind. 

Pai.  How  fhall  /  underliand  you  ? 
Poe.  1  will  unbolt  to  you. 

You  fee  how  all  Conditions,  how  all  Minds, 

As  well  of  glib  and  flipp'ry  Creatures,  as 
Of  Grave  and  auftere  quality,  tender  down 
Their  fervices  to  Lord  Timdn  :  his  large  Fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  Nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 

All  forts  of  hearts ;  yea  from  the  glafs-fac'd  Flatterer 
To  AfeMantW)  that  few  things  loves  better 
Then  to  abhor  himfelf,  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returnes  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  Timons  nod. 

Pai.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 

TW.Sir,  /  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 

Fain'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd. 

The  Bafe  o'th'  Mount 
Isrank'd  with  all  deferts,  all  kind  of  Natures 
That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  Sphere, 

To  propagate  their  ftates  j  among'ft  them  all; Whofeeyes  are  on  this  Sovereign  Lady  fixt, 
One  do  /  perfonateof  Lord  Timons  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  Ivory  hand  wafts  to  her, 
Whofe  prefent  grace,  to  prefent  fl aves  and  fervants 
Tranflates  his  Rivals. 

Pai.  Tis  conceiv'd,  ro  fcope 
This  Throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  Hill  me  thinkes  . 

With 
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With  one  man  becken'd  from  the  reft  below, 
Bowing  his  head  againft  thefteepy  Mount 
Toclimbe  his  happinefs,  would  be  well  cxpreft 
In  our  Condition. 

Poe.  Nay  Sir,  buc  hear  me  on  : 
All  thofe  which  were  his  Fellowes  butoflate, 
Some  better  then  his  value  ;  on  the  moment 

Follow  his  ftrides,  his  Lobbies  fill  with' tendance, 
Rain  S  icrificial  whifperings  in  his  eare, 

I  M  ike  Sacred  even  his  ftyrrop,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  Ayr. 

Pai.  I  marry,  what  of  thefe  ? 
Poe.  When  fortune  in  her  fhift  and  change  of  mood 

Spumes  down  h  er  late  beloved ;  all  his  Dependants 

Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  Mountaines  top, 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  fit  down, 

Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pui.'Yis  common  .• 
A  thoufand  moral  Paintings  /can  fhew, 
That  fhall  demonftrate  thefe  quick  blowes  of  Fortune, 

I  More  pregnantly  then  words.  Yet  you  do  well, 
To  fhew  Lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes  have  feen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  found. 
Enter  Lord  Timon,  addr  effing  himfelf  cmteoujly 

to  every  Suitor. 

Tim.  Imprifoned  is  he,  fay  you  ? 

Mef.  I  my  good  Lord,  five  Talents  is  his  debt, 
H  s  meanes  molt  fhorc,  his  Creditors  moftftraite: 
Your  honourable  Letter  he  deftres 

To  thofe  have  fhut  him  up,  which  failing  to  him, 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Vemidius  well  i 
1  am  not  of  that  Feather,  to  fhake  off 

My  friend  when  he  moft  needs  me.  / do  know  him 
A  Gentleman,  that  well  deferves  a  help , 
Which  he  fhall  have.  He  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him, 

Mef.  Your  Lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 
Tim.  Commend  me  to  him,  /  will  fend  his  ranfom, 

And  being  enfranchized,  bid  him  come  to  me  j 

'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  fupport  him  after.  Fare  you  well. 

CMef.  All  hap'pinefs  to  your  Honour. 
Exit- Enter  m  old  Athenian. 

Oldm.Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Tim.  Freely  good  Father. 

Old.Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam'd  Lucilius. 
Tim.  I  havefo  :  What  of  him? 
Old.  Moft  Noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee. 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  i  Lucilius. 
Luc.  Here  at  your  Lordfhipsfervice. 
Old.  This  fellow  here,  L.  Timon,  this  thy  Creature , 

By  night  frequents  my  houfe.  I  am  a  man 

That  from  my  firft  have  been  enclin'd  to  thrift, 
And  my  eftate  deferves  an  heir  more  rais'd, Then  one  which  holds  a  Trencher. 

Tim.  Well :  what  further  ? 

Old.  One  only  Daughter  have  1 ,  no  Kin  elfe, 
On  whom  /  may  confer  what  /  have  gor 

The  Maid  is  f>ir,  a'th'youngeft  for  a  Bride, 
And  1  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft 
In  Qualities  of  the  beft.  This  man  of  thine 

Attempts  her  love  :  /prythee  ( Noble  Lord) 

i  Joyn  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort, 

My  felf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 
Tim.  The  man  is  hone  ft. 
Old.  Therefore  he  will  be  Timon , . 

His  honefty  rewards  him  in  it  felf, 
It  muft  not  bear  my  Daughter. 

Tim.  DQes  fhe  lotfe  him  ? 

Old.  Shd'is  young  and  apt : 

Our  own  precedent  palTions  do  in(?ruc"t  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  Love  you  the  Maid  ? 

Luci.  I  my  good  Lord,  and  fhe  accepts  of  it. 
Old.  If  in  her  Marriage  my  confent  be  milling, 

/  call  the  Gods  to  witnefs,  /  will  chufe 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world , 
AnddifpolTefs  her  all. 

Tim.  How  fhall  fhe  be  endowedi 

If  fhe  be  mated  with  an  equal  Husband  ? 
Old.  Three  Talents  on  theprefent,  in  future,  all. 
Tim.  This  Gentleman  of  mine 

Hath  ferv'd  me  long  : 
To  build  his  Fortune,  /  will  ftrain  a  little, 

For  'tis  a  Bond  in  men.  Give  him  thy  Daughter, What  you  beftow,  in  him  He  counterpoize, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old.  Moft  Noble  Lord, 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  Honour,  fhe  is  his. 
Tim.  My  hand  to  thee, 

Mine  Honour  on  my  promife. 

Luc.  Humbly  /  thank  your  Lordfhip,  never  may 
That  ftate  or  Fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Which  is  not  owed  to  you.  Exit* 

Poe.  Vouchfafe  my  Labour,  ' And  long  live  your  Lordfhip. 
Tim.  I  thank  you,  you  fhall  hear  from  me  anon; 

Go  not  away.  What  have  you  there,  my  Friend? 
P*i.  A  piece  of  Painting,  which  /  do  befecch 

Your  Lordfhip  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  Painting  is  almoft  the  Natural  man : 
For  fincc  Difhonour  Traffickes  with  mans  Nature, 
Hcisbutoutfide :  ThePenftfd  Figures  are 
Even  fuch  as  they  give  out.  /like  your  work, 
And  you  fhall  find  I  like  it;  Wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pai.  The  Gods  preferve  ye. 
Tim.  Well  fare  you  Gentleman :  give  me  your  hand. 

We  muft  needs  dine  together :  fir  your  Jewel 
Hath  fuffered  under  praife. 

few.  What  my  Lord,difpraifc  ? 
Tim.  A  meer  faciety  of  Commendations, 

If  /  fhould  pay  you  for't  as  'cis  extold, It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

few.  My  Lord,  'tis  rated As  thofe  which  fell  would  give :  but  you  well  know, 
Things  of  like  value  differing  in  rhe  Owners, 

Are  prized  by  their  Matters.  Believ't  dear  Lord, 
You  mend  the  Jewel  by  the  wearing  ir. 

Tim.  Well  mock'd.  Enter  Apermanttu, 
Mer.  No  my  good  Lord,  hefpeaksthe  common  conguc 

Which  all  men  fpeak  with  him. 
Tim.  Look  who  comes  here,  will  you  be  chid  I 

few.  VVee'l  bear  with  your  Lordfhip. 
Mer.  Hee'l  fparc  none. 
Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee , 

Gentle  A  per  want  Hi. 

 \  Aptr. 
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Ape.  Till  I  be  gentle,  Itay  thou  for  thy  good  morrow. 

When  thou  arc  Timons  dog,  and  thefc  Knaves  honeft.- 

Tlm.  Why  dolt  thou  call  them  Knaves,  thou  know'ft them  not  ? 

Ape.  Are  they  not  Athenians  f 
Tim.  Yes. 

Ape.  Then  I  repenc  not. 
Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantta  ? 
Ape.  Thou  knowft  /  do,  /callM  thee  by  thy  name. 
Tim.  Thon  art  proud  Apemantus. 

Ape.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  J  am  nor.  like  Tlmou. 

Tim.  Whether  art  going  ?  * 
Ape.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenians  braines. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou't  die  for. 

Ape.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  th*  Law. 
Tim.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  Picture  Apemanttu  ? 
Ape.  The  belt, for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it  ? 
Ape.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  Painter,  and  yet 

he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 
Pain.  Y'are  a  Dog. 

Ape.  Thy  Mothers  of  my  generation :  what's  fhe,  if  1 be  a  Dog  ? 
Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me  Apemantus  ? 

Ape.  No,  /  eat  not  Lords. 

Tim.  And  thou  fhould'ft,  thoud'ft  anger  Ladies. 
Ape.  O  they  eat  Lords  ; 

So  they  come  by  great  bellies. 

Tim.  That's  alafcivious apprehenfion. 
Ape.  So  thon  apprehend!*  it. 

Take  it  for  thy  labour. 
Tim.  How  dolt  thou  like  this  Jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

^f.Notfo  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not  coft  a 
man  a  Doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  tis  worth  ? 

Ape.  Not  worth  my  thinking. 
How  now  Poet  ? 

Poet.  How  now  Philofopher  f 

Ape.Thou  lyeft. 
Poet.  Arc  not  one  ? 

Ape.  Yes. 
Poet.  Then  /  lie  not. 

Ape .  Art  not  a  Poet  ? 
Poet.  Yes. 

Ape.  Then  thou  Heft: 

Look  in  thy  laft  work,  where  thou  haft  feign'd  him  a  wor- 
thy Fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 
Ape.  Yes  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for  thy 

labour.  He  that  loves  to  be  flattered,  is  worthy  o'th  flatte- 
rer. H2avens,that  /  were  a  Lord. 

Tim.  What  wouldft  do  then  Apemantus  ? 

Ape.  E'ne  as  Apemxntus  does  now,  hate  a  Lord  with  my 
heart. 

Tim.  What  thy  felf  ?  | 
Ape.l. 
Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Ape.  That  /had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  Lord. 
Art  not  thou  a  Merchant  f 

Mer.  I  Apematitus. 

Ape.  Trafftck  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  nor. 
Mer.  If  Traffkk  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 
Ape.  Traffickes  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee. 

Trumpet  founds.  Enter  aMeffenger. 

Tim.  What  Trumpet's  that  ? 

Me[.  'Tis  Alclblades,  and  fome  twenty  horfe 

Mgive 

rheir  i>uide  to  us. 
J  All  of  Companionfhip. 

I    Tim.  Pray  entertain  them 

j  You  mult  needs  dine  with  me  7  go  not  you  hence 

jTill  /have  chankt  you  :  and  when  dinner's  done Shew  me  this  piece,  I  am  joyful  of  your  fights. 
Enter  Alclblades  with  the  reft. 

Moft  welcom  Sir. 

Ape.  So,  fo  ?  their  Aches  contract,  and  flarve  your  Cup- 
pie  Joynts:  that  there  ihould  be  fmall  love  amongft  thefe 

lweet  Knaves,  and  all  this  Curtefie.  The  (train  of  man's bred  out  into  Baboon  and  Monkey. 

Aid.  Sir,  you  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed" Molt  hunger!  y  on  your  fight. 

Tim.  Righc  welcom  Sir. 

Ere  wedeparc,  we'l  fhare  a  bounteous  time In  different  pleafures. 

Pray  you  fefi  us  in.  Sxeunt. 
Enter  two  Ltrds. 

i  Lord.  What  time  a  day  \'c  Apemantus  ? 
Ape.  Time  to  be  honelt. 
I  That  time  ferves  ftilL 

Ape.  The  moft  accurfed  thou  that  ftill  cfmitft  ir. 
1  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timons  Feaft. 
Ape.  I,  to  fee  meat  fill  Knaves,  and  Wine  heat  fooles. 
%  Farthee  wel',  farthee  well. 
Ape.  Thou  art  a  foole  to  bid  me  farewel  twice. 
2  Why  Apemantus  ? 
Ape.  Shouldlt  have  kept  one  to  thy  felf,  for  I  mean  to 

give  thee  none, 
i  Hang  thy  felf. 
Ape.  No  /  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  : 

Make  thy  requefts  to  thy  Friend. 
^  Away  unpeaceableDog, 

Or  lie  fpurn  thee  hence. 

Ape.  I  will  fly  like  a  dog,  the  heeles  a'th'  AiTc. i  Hees  oppoiitc  to  humanity. 
Comefhall  we  in, 

And  taft  Lord  Timons  bounty :  he  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindnefs. 

i  He  powres  it  out :  Plutus  the  god  of  gold 
Is  but  his  Steward ;  no  meed  but  he  repaies 

Seven-fold  above  it  felf.-  No  gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  :  exceeding 
All  ufe  of  quittance. 

i  The  Nobleft  mind  he  carries, 

That  ever  govern'd  man. 
i  Long  may  he  live  in  Fortunes :  Shall  we  in  ? 

He  keep  you  company.  Exeunt. 

Hoboyes  Playing^  Loved  Mstjick. 

A  great  Banquet  fervd  In  :  and  then,  Enter  LordTlmon>  the 
Statesythe  Athenian  Lords ,  Ventlglus  whlchTlmon  redee- 

med from  prifon.  Then  comes  dropping  after  ally  Apeman- 
tus  difcontentedly  like  him  felf. 

"  Vent'ig.  Moft  honoured  Tlmony 
Ic  hath  pleas'd  the  gods  to  remember  my  fathers  age, And  call  him  to  long  peace  : 

He  is  gone  happy,  and  h  is  left  me  rich  : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  Vercue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  thofc  Talents 
Doubled  with  thankes  and  fcrvicc,  from  whofe  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O  by  no  meanes, 
Honcft  Ventigms  t  you  miftake  my  LoVc, 

_____  ̂   1 1  1  §ave 
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I  gave  ic  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  fay  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 

If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  nwft  not  dare 
To  imitate  them.  Faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Vent.  A  Noble  fpirit. 

Tim.  Nay  my  Lords,  Ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  firft 
To  fee  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 

Recanting  goodnefs,  forry  ere  'tis  fhown : 
But  where  there  is  true  friendfhip,  there  needs  none. 

Pray  fir,  more  welcome  are  ye  to-my  Fortunes, 
Then  my  Fortunes  to  me. 

1  Lord.  My  Lord,  we  alwaies  have  confeft  it. 

Ape.  Hoj  ho,  confeft  it  f  hang'd  it  ?  have  you  not  ? 
Tim.  O  Apemantus,  you  arc  welcome. 

Ape.  No  :  you  (hall  not  make  me  welcome. 

I  come  to  have  thee  thrutt  me  out  of  dobres. 

Tim.  Fye,  th'art  a  Churlc,  ye  have  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  tis  much  to  blame : 

They  fay  my  Lords,  Ira  furor  brevis  eft, 

But  yond  man  is  very  angry. 

Go,  let  him  have  a  Table  by  himfclf  .• For  he  does  neither  affe£t  company, 

Nor  is  he  fit  for't  indeed. 

Ape .  Let  me  ftay  at  thine  apperil  Timon, 

J  come  to  obferve,  /  give  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim.  /t3ke  no  heed  of  thee ;  Th'arc  an  Atke»ianj.h<xz- 
fore  wekpm :  1  my  felf  would  have  no  power ,  prethec 

let  my  meit  make  thee  filent. 

Ape.  I  fcorn  thy  meat,  twould  choak  me :  for  /  fhould 
nere  flatter  thee.  Oh  you  gods/  What  a  number  of  men 

cates  Timon,  and  he  fees  em  not  ?  It  grieves  me  co  fee  fo 

many  dip  their  meat  in  one  mans  bloud,  and  all  the  mad- 

nefs  is,  he  cheeres  them  up  too. 

I  wonder  men  dare  truft  chemfelvcs  with  men. 

Mechinkes  they  fhould  invite  them  without  knives, 

Good  for  their  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 

Thete's  much  example  for't,  the  fellow  that  fits  next  him 
now  parts  breiH  with  him,  pledges  the  breath  of  him  in 

a  divided  clraus'  r-  '  is  the  readieft  man  to  kill  him.  Tas 

been  prove,'  ,  if  /  were  a  huge  man,  /  fhould  fear  to  drink 
atmeales,  lei>  they  fhould  fpy  my  wind-pipes  dangerous 

notes ,  great  men  fhould  drink  with  harnefs  on  their 
throws. 

Tim.  My  Lord  in  heart :  and  let  the  health  go  round. 
2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way  my  good  Lord. 

Ape.  Flow  this  way  ?  A  brave  fellow.  He  keeps  his  tides 
well,  thofc  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  ftate  look  ill, 
Timon. 

Heres  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  fin  ner, 

Honeft  water,  which  nere  left  mani'th'mircf 
This  and  my  food  are  equal,  theres  no  ods, 

Feafts  are  tob  proud  to  give  thankes  to  the  gods. 

Apemamus  Grace* 
Immortal  gods ,  / crave  no  pelf, 

'    J  pray  for  no  man  but  my  f  ?//, 
Grant  I  may  never  prove fofond, 

'To  trufl  itlan  en  his  Oath  or  Bond. 
Or  a  Harlot  for  her  weeping. 

Or  x  Dog  thatfeemes  a  jleepwg. 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom, 

Or  my  friends  if  I  fhould  need  em. 

Amen.  So  fall  toot'. 
Rich  men  fin,  and  1  eat  root. 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart ,  Apemantus 
Tim.  Captain, 

Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now. 
%/flci.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,  my  Lord. 
Tim.You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfaft  of  Enemies,  then 

a  dinner  of  Friends. 

A/ei.So  they  were  bleeding  new  my  Lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  em,  I  could  with  my  friend  at  fuch  a  Feaft. 

Ape.  Would  all  thole  flatterers  were  thine  Enemies 
then,  that  then  thou  mightft  kill  em :  and  bid  me  to  em. 

1  Lor^.Might  we  but  have  that  happinefs  my  Lord,th.:t 
you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might  cxprefs 
ibme  part  of  our  zeales,  we  fhould  think  our  fclvcs  forever 

perfect. Tim.Oh  no  doubt  my  good  Friend*,  btittbe  gods  them- 
felves  have  provided  that  I  lhall  have  much  help  from  you: 
how  had  you  been  m)  Friends  elfe?  Why  have  you  that 
charitable  title  from  thoufinds  ?  Did  not  you  chiefly 
belong  to  my  heart  ?  J  have  told  more  cf  you  to  my  felf , 
then  you  can  with  modefty  fpeak  in  your  own  behalf. 
And  thus  far  1  confirm  you.  Oh  you  gods  (  think  /) 
what  need  we  have  any  Friends ;  if  we  fhould  nere 
have  need  of  em  ?  They  were  the  moft  needlefs  Crea- 

tures living;  fhould  we  nere  have  ufe  for  em?  And 
would  moft  refcmble  fvveet  Inftruments  hung  up  in  Cafes, 

that  keep  their  founds  to  the'mlelves.  Why  /  have  often 
wifht  my  felf  poorer ,  that  I  might  come  neerer  to  you  : 
wearebornto  do  benefits.  And  what  better  or  propc- 
rer  can  we  call  our  own,  then  the  riches  of  our  friends? 

Oh  what  a  precious  comfort  tis  to  have  fo  many  like  Bro- 
thers commanding  one  anothcrs  Fortunes .'  Oh  joyes, 

e'ne  made  away  ere't  can  be  born,  mine  eyes  cannot 
hold  out  water  me  thinkes  to  forget  their  faults.  I  drink 
to  you. 

Ape.  Thou  weep'ft  to  make  them  drink  Timon. 
2  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 

And  at  that  inftanr,  like  a  babe  fprung  up. 

*Apc .  Ho,  ho :  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  baftard. 

I  Lord.  I  promifeyou  my  Lord  you  mov'd  mc  much. 

Ape.  Much. 

Sound  Tucket.  Enter  the  Maskers  of  Amadous  with 
Lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing  and  playing. 

Tim.  What  mcanes  that  Trumpe  ?  How  now  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  Pleafcyou  my  Lord,  there  are  certain  Ladies 

Moft  defirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies  ?  What  are  their  wills  ? 

Ser.  There  comes  with  them  a  fore-runner  my  Lord , 
which  beares  that  office,  to  fignifie  their  plcafares. 

Tim.  I  pray  let  them  be  admitted* 

Enter  Cupid  with  the  Maskjf  Ladies. 

£up.  Hail  to  tb$c  worthy  Timon  and  to  all  that  of 
his  Bounties  taft  the  five  bett  Sences  acknowledge  thee 

their  Patron ,  and  come  freely  to  gratulate  thy  plenteous Bofom. 

There  taft,  touch  all,  pleas'd  from  thy  Table  rife : 
They  only  now  come  but  to  Feaft  thine  eyes. 

Tim.  Their  welcomall,  let  em  have  kind  admittance. 

Mufick  make  their  welcom. 

Luc.  You  fee  my  Lord,  how  ample  ye  are  bclov'cL Ape.  Hoyday, 

What  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way. 

They  dance  ?  They  are  mad  women. 
Like 
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Like  MadnelTe  is  the  glory  of  chis  life, 

As  chis  pomp  fhews  to  a  little  oyle  and  roor. 
We  make  our  felves  fools,  to  difport  our  felves, 

And  fpend  our  Flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men, 

Upon  whofe  age  we  void  it  up  agen 
With  poifonous  Spight  and  Envy. 

Who  lives,  rim's  not  depraved,  or  depraves ; 
Who  dies,  chat  bears  noc  one  fpurn  co  their  graves 
Of  their  friends  gift : 

I  fhould  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  now,  , 

Would  one  day  (lamp  upon  me  :  'T'as  been  done. 
Men  fhuc  their  doors  againlV a  feuing  Sunnc.  . 

The  Lords  rife  from  Table,  with  much  adoring  of  Tlmon,and 

t*  jbetv  their  loves,  each  fmgkottt  an 'Amazon ,  and  all 

Dance,  men  with  women,  a  lofty  fir  am  or  tm  to  the 

Hobojes,  and  ceafe. 

,  .  . *  [j ;   >il an ili'i Tim.  You  have  done  our  .pleafures 

Much  grace  (fair  Ladies) 
Sets  a  fair  fafhion  on  our  entertainment, 

Which  was  not  half  fo  beautiful,  and  kind : 

You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  lufter, 

Andentercain'd  me  with  mine  own  device. 

1  am  to  thank  you  for't. 
i.  Lord.  My  Lord  you  take  us  even  at  the  belt. 

tsffe.  Faith  for  the  worft  is  filthy,  and  would  not  hold 

taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you. 

Pleafc  you  to  difpofe  your  felves. 

All  La.  Molt  thankfully ,  my  Lord.  Exeunt. 

Tim.  Flav'm. 
Fla.  My  Lordi 

Tim.  The  little  Casket,  bring  me  hicher. 

Fla.  Yes,  my  Lord.  More  Jewels  yet? 

There  is  no  crofting  him  in's  humour, 
Elfe  I  fhould  tell  him  well,  ifaith  I  fhould, 

When  all's  fpenc,  he'd  be  croft  then,  and  he  could  : 

Tispitty  Bounty  had  not  eics  behind, 

That  man  mighc  neve  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

i.  Lord.  Where  be  our  men? 

Ser.  Here  my  Lord  in  readinelfe. 
i.  Lord.  Our  horfes. 

Tim.  Omy  Friends; 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you  :  Look  you,  my  good  Lord : 

I  muff  intreat  you  honour  me  fo  much, 

As  toadvmcechis  Jewel,  accept,  and  wear  it, 

Kind  my  Lord. 
i.  Lord.  I  am  fofarre  already  in  your  gifts, 
AH.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  there  are  certain  Nobles  of  the  Senat 

newly  alighted,  and  come  tovifit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 
Enter  Flavins.  •; 

Fla.  Ibefeech  your  Honour,  vouchfafemea  word,  it 
does  concern  youneer. 

Tim.  Neer  ?  why  then  another  time  He  hear  thee. 

I  prethee  lei's  be  provided  to  fliew  them  entertainment. 
Fla.  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  Lord  Lucks  . 
(Out  of  his  free  Love)  hath  prcfented  to  you 
Four  Milk-white  Horfes,trapt  in  Silver. 

Tim.  I  fhall  sccept  them  fairly :  let  the  Prefents 

Be  worthily  entercain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 
How  now?  What  news  ? 

3.  Ser.  Pleafeyou  my  Lord,  that  honourable  Gentle- 
man Lord  Luctillm,  entreats  your  company  to  morrow, 

to  hunt  with  him,  and  ha's  fent  your  honor  two  brace  of Grey-hounds. 
Tim.  He  bunt  with  him. 

And  lec  them  be  received,  not  without  fair  Reward* 
F la.  What  will  this  come  to  ? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts,  and  all 
out  of  an  empty  Coffer  .• 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe,  or  yield  me  this, 
To  fhew  hi  m  what  a  Beggar  his  heart  is, 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  willies  good, 
His  promifes  flye  fo  beyond  his  Hate, 

That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debr,owes  for  ev'ry  word:  I 
He  is  fo  kind,  that  he  now  paies  intereft  for't ; His  Lindsput  to  their  Books.  Well,  would  I  were 

Gently  put  out  of  office,  ere  I  were  fore'd: 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed,  . 
Then  fuch  that  do  e'nc  Enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  Lord.  g-xit* 

Tim.  You  do  your  felves  much  wrong, 
You  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits. 
Here  my  Lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

I  Lord.  With  more  then  common  thanks I  will  receive  ir. 

3  Lord.  Ohas  the  very  foul  of  bounty. 
Tim.  And  now  /  remember  my  Lord,  you  gave  oood 

words  the  other  day  of  a  Bay  Courfer  I  rode  on.  Tis  yours 

becaufe  you  lik'd  it.  ' 
1  L.  Oh,  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  in  that. 
Tim.  You  may  take  my  word  my  Lord  :  I  know  no 

man  can  juHly  praife,  but  what  he  does  affect.  I  weigh 
my  friends  affection  with  mine  own?  He  cell  you  true, He  call  to  you. 

All  Lor.  Ononefo  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  vlfirations 
So  kind  to  hearr,  tis  not  enough  to  give  : 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends, 
And  nerebe  weary.  Alclbiades,  . 
Thou  art  a  Souldier,  therefore  feldom  rich, 
I:  comes  in  charity  to  thee  s  for  all  thy  living 
Is'mongltthe  dead :  and  all  the  Lands  thou  nafi 
Lye  in  a  pitcht-field. 

Alci.  I  defie  Lmd,  my  Lord. 
1  Lord.  We  are  fo  vertuoufly  bound. 
Tim.  And  fo  am  /  to  you. 

T-  'Lord.  So  infinitely  endeer*d. 
Tim.  All  to  you.  L;ghts,more  Lights,  more  L;°ht. 
1  Lord.  The  belt  of  Happines,  Honour,  and  Fortunes, 

Keep  wit  h  you  Lord  Tlmon. 
Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends.  Exeunt  Lords. 
Aper.  What  a  coils  here,  fervingof  becks,  and  juttin<> 

out  of  bummes,  I  doubt  whether  their  leggs  be  worth 
the  fummes  that  are  given  for'em. Friendfhipsfull  of  dreggs, 

Me  thinks  falfe  hearts  fhould  never  hive  found  le°o$. 

Thus  honcft  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  Courffie?.  * Tim.  Now  tsfpermantus  f  if  thou  were  not  fullcn) 
'  I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Aper.  No,  ile  nothing ;  for  if  I  fhould  be  brib'd  roo, there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then  thou 
wouldftfinne  the  fafter.  Thou  givft  fo  long  Tlmon  (I 
fear  me)  thou  wile  give  away  thy  felf  in  paper  fhortly. 
What  need  thefe  Feafts,  Pomps ,  and  Vainglories  f 

L  I  I  ̂   °  Tim. 
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Tim.  Niy,  and  you  begin  to  rail  On  Society  once,  I 
ara  fworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewell,  and  come 
with  better  Mutkk*  Exit. 

Aptr.  So:  thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now,  thou  (halt  not 
then,  lie  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee : 
Oh  that  mens  ears  fhould  be 

To  Counfell  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery.  Exit. 

Enter  a  Senator. 

Sen.  And  late  five  thoufand  :  to  Varro  and  to  Iftdore 
He  owes  nine  thoufand,  befides  my  former  fumme, 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty.  Still  in  motion 

Of  raging  wafte  ?  it  cannot  hold,  ic  will  not. 
If  I  want  Gold,  fteal  but  a  Beggers  Dog, 

And  give  it  Tlmon,  why  the  Doggecoynes  Gold. 
If  I  would  fell  rrly  horfe,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  then  he    why  give  my  horfe  toTimon. 
:  Askc  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  Foals  me  flraighc 

An  able  Horfe:  No  Porter  at  his~gate, 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles,  and  ftill  invites 

All  that  pafie  by.  It  cannot  hold,  no  rcafon 
Can  found  his  ftate  in  fafety.  Caphis  hoa. 

Caphis  I  fay. 
Enter  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here  fir,  what  is  your  pleafute  ? 
Sea.  Gee  on  yoilr  cloak,  and  hafle  you  to  Lord  Tlmon 

Importune,  him  for  my  monies,  be  not  ceatt 

With  flight  denial  ;  nor  then  filene'd,  then 
Commend  me  to  your  Matter,  and  the  Cap 
Plaics  in  the  right  hand,  thus :  but  tell  him  firfah 

My  ufes  cry  to  me;  I  mutt  fervc  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own,  his  daies  and  times  are  paft, 

And  my  reliances  :on  his  fra&cd  dates 
Hwc  folic  my  credit.  I  love  and  honour  him, 
But  rr.uft  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  finger. 
Immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 

Muft  not  be  toft  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  fupply  immediate.  Get  you  gone, 
Put  on  a  moft  importunate  afped, 

Avifage  of  demand:  for  I  do  fear 
When  every  feather  fticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 
Which  flafhes  now  a  Phenix,  get  you  gone. 

Ca.  I  go  fir. 

Sen.  I  goe  fir  > 
Take  the  Bonds  along  wth  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in.  Come. 

Ca.  1  will  Sir. 
Sen.  Goe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Steward,  with  many  Bills  in  his  hand. 
Stent.  No  care,  no  ftop,fo  fenfeleffeofexpcn.ee, 

Th  at  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  Riot.  Takes  no  account 

I  How  things  go  from  him,  nor  refume  no  care 

Of  what  is  to'continue:  never  mind 
Was  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  fo  kind. 
What  fhall  be  done,  he  will  not  hear,  till  feel  : 
I  mufibe  round  wnh  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 

Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 

E  nter  {aphis,  Iftdore,  and  V trro. 
Ca.  Good  even  Varro,  whar,  you  come  for  money  ? 

Yar.  Is'c  not  your  bufinetfe  too  ? 
Cap.  Ic  is,  and  yours  too,  Jfidore  ? 

j fid.  Itisfo. 

Cap.  Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd. 
Var.  I  (at  it. 
Cap.  Here  comes  the  Lord. 

taaE  J .  jn .  >  mib  oi  .soircutft.iuo  bnsql  b<  j  - 

Enter  Tlmon,  and  his  Train. 

Tim.  So  foon  as  dinners  done,  wee'l  forth  again 
My  Alclblades.  With  me,  what  is  your  will  ? 
Cap.  My  Lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 
Tim.  Dues  ?  whence  are  you  ?  \ 
Cap.  Of  Athens  here  :  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Goe  to  my  Steward. 

Cap.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordfhip,  he  hath  pur  me  off 
To  the  fucceflion  of  new  daies  this  monech  : 

My  Matter  is  awak'd  by  gtear  occafion, To  call  upon  his  own,  and  humbly  prays  you, 

That  with  your  other  Noble  parts,  you'll  fuit, 
In  giving  him  his  righr. 

Tim.  Minehoneft  friend, 

/  prethee  but  repair  to  me  next  morning, 

Cap.  Nay  good  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Contain  thyfelf  good  friend. 

Var.  One  Varro' s  fervant,  my  good  Lord. 
JJid.  From  Jfidore,  he  humbly  prays  your  fpeedy  pay- ment. 

Cap.  If  you  did  know  my  Lord,  my  Matters  wants. 
Var.  Twasdueon  forfeiture  my  Lord,  fix  weeks,  and 

patt. 

Ifid.  Your  Steward  purs  me  off  my  Lord,  and  I 
Am  fent  expreflely  to  your  Lordfhip.  . 

Tim.  Give  me  breath  : 

I  do  befeech  you  good  my  Lords  keep  on, 
He  wait  upon  you  inff  antly.  Come  hither :  pray  you 
How  goes  the  world  that  /  am  thusencountred 
With  clamorous  demands  of  debr,  broken  Bonds, 
And  the  detention,  long  fince  due  debts 

Againtt  my  Honour? 
Stew.  Pleafe  you  Gentlemen, 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufincfle : 
Your  importunacy  ceafe,cill  after  dinner, 
That  /  may  make  his  Lordfhip  underftand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  fo  my  friends,  fee  them  well  entercain'd. Ste».  Pray  draw  neere.  Exit* 

Enter  Apemanttts  and  Fool. 

Caph.  Stay,  Hay,  herecomes  the  Fool  with  Apeman- 
tus,  lets  ha  fome  fport  with  em. 

Var.  Hang  him,  hee'l  abufe  us. I  fid.  A  plague  upon  him  dog. 
Var.  Howdoft  Fool? 

Ape.  Doft  Dialogue  with  thy  fhadow  i 
Var.  I  fpeak  not  to  thee. 
Ape.  No  tis  to  thy  felf.  Come  away. 

Ifid.  There's  the  Fool  hangs  on  your  back  already. 
Ape.  No  thou  ttandft  finglc,  thou  art  not  on  him  yet. 

Cap.  Where's  the  fool  now  ? 
Ape.  "He  laft  ask'd  the  quefiion.  Poor  Rogues  and Ufurers  men,  Bauds  between  Gold  and  want. 
All.  What  are  we  Apemanttts? 

Ape.  Afles. All.  Why? 

Ape.  That  you  aske  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
your  fclves.  Speak  to  em  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you  Gentlemen  ? 
All.  Gramercies  good  Fool : 

How  does  your  Miltrifs  ? 

Fool. 
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Fool.  She's  e'ne  feccing  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  Chick- 
ens as  you  are.  Would  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth. 

Ape.  Good,  Gramercy. 

Enter  Page* 

FooL  Look  you,  here  comes  my  Matters  Page. 

Page.  Why  how  now  Captain  ?  what  do  you  in  this 
wife  company  ? 

^How  doft  thou  Apermanttes  ? 

'  Ape.  Would  I  had  a  Rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
anfwer  thee  profitably. 

So;.  Prethee  Apermamns  read  me  the  fuperfcription  of 
thefe  Letters,  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Ape.  Canft  not  read? 
Page.  No. 

Ape.  There  will  little  Learning  die  thdn  that  day  thou 

arthang'd.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon,  this  \o  Alclbiades.  Go 
thou  waft  born  a  Baftard,  and  thou'c  die  a  Bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelpt  a  Dog,  and  thou  (halt  famifha 
Dogs  death. 

Anfwer  not,  lam  gone.  Exit* 

Ape.  E'ne  fo  thou  out-runft  grace, 
Fool  I  will  go  with  you  to  Lof d  Timons. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  mc  there  ? 
Ape*  If  Timon  ftay  at  home. 

You  three  fervc  three  Uferers  ? 

All.  I  would  they  ferv'd  us. 
Aper.  So  would  I  .• 

As  good  a  trick  as  ever  Hangman  ferv'd  thief. 
Fool.  Are  you  three  Ufurcrs  men  ? 
AH.  I  Fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  Ufurer,  but  has  a  fool  to  his  Servant. 
My  Miftris  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool ;  when  men  come 

to  borrow  of  your  Mafters,  they  approach  fadly,  and  go 
away  merrily:  but  they  enter  my  Mafters  houfe  merrily, 
and  go  away  fadly.  Thcreaifonof  this  ? 

far.  I  could  render  one. 

Ape.  Do  it  then,  thac  we  may  account  thee  a  Whore- 
maftcr,  and  a  Knave,  which  notwithstanding  thou  (halt 
be  no  lefsefteemed. 

Far.  What  is  a  Whoremafter  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  cloathes ,  and  fomething  like 
thee.  Tisafpirir,  fometime'tappeareslikeaLord,  fome- 
cime  like  a  Lawyer,  fometime  like  a  Philofophcr,  with 

two  ftoncs  more  then's  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like 
a  Knight ;  and  generally,  in  all  fhapes  that  man  goes 
up  and  down  in,  from  fonrfcore  to  thirteen,  this  fpirit walkes  in. 

Var*  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 
Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  Wife  man, 

As  much  foolery  as  /  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack'ft. 
Ape.1\ax  anfwer  might  have  become  Aperma»tttse 
AH.  Afide,  afide,  here  comes  Lord  Timon* 

Enter  Timon  fond  Steward. 

Ape.  Come  with  mef  fool  ̂ come. 
Fool.  I  do  not  alwaies  follow  Lover ,  elder  Brother,and 

Woman,  fometime  the  Philofophcr. 
Stew.  Pray  you  walk  near, 

He  fpeak  with  you  anon.  Exeunt. 
Tim.  You  make  me  marvel  wherefore  ere  this  time 

Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  ftate  before  me  , 
That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  expence 
As  /  had  leave  of  meanes. 

Stew  You  would  not  hear  me : 

At  many  leifures  1  propos'd. Tim.  Go  to : 

Perchance  fome  fwgle  Vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indifpohtion  put  you  back  , 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  minifter 
Thus  to  excufe  your  felf. 

Stew.  O  my  good  Lord, 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accompts, 

Liid  them  before  you,  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  fay  you  found  them  in  mine  honefly, 
When  for  fome  trifling  prefent  you  have  bid  me 
Return  fo  much,  /  have  fhook  my  head,  and  wept : 

Yea  againft  th'Authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  moreclofc.-  I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks,  when  /  have 

I  Prompted  you  in  the  ebbc  of  your  eftate, 

And  your  great  flow  of  debts;  my  dearlov'd  Lord, 
Though  you  here  now  (too  late)  yet  now's  a  time 
The  grcateft  of  your  having,  Iackcs  a  half, 

To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 
Tim.  Let  all  my  Lmd  be  fold. 

Stew.'Tis  all  engag'd,  fome  forfeited  and  gone, 
And  what  rcmaines  will  hardly  flop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues ;  the  future  comes  apace :  , 
VVhat  fhall  defend  the  interim, and  at  lcngtji 

How  goes  our  reck'ning  ? 
Tim.  ToLacedemondid  my  Lind  extend. 

Stew.  O  my  good  Lord,  the  world  is  but  a  world, 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 

How  quickly  were  it  gone  ? 
Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

,ft«*.Ifyoufufpe&  my  Husbandry  oiFalfhood, 
Call  me  before  the  exadeft  Auditors, 

And  fet  me  on  the  proof.  So  the  gods  blefs  me , 
When  all  our  Offices  have  been  oppreft 

With  riotous  Feeders,  when  our  Vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  fpilth  of  Wine ;  when  every  Room 

Hath  blaz'd  with  Lights,  and  braid  with  Minftrelfie, 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  waftful  cockc, 
And  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow. 
Tim.  Prethee  no  more. 

Stew.  Heavens  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  Lord  / 

How  many  prodigal  bits  have  Slaves  and  Peazants 
This  night  englutted    who  is  not  Timon;, 
What  heart,  head,  fword,  force  meanes,  but  is  L.  Timons  % 
Great  Timon,  Noble,  Worthy,  Royal  Timons: 
Ah,  when  the  meanes  are  gone,  that  buy  thispraife, 
The  breath  is  gone,  whereof  this  praife  is  made ; 
Feaft  won,  faft  loft ;  one  cloud  of  Winter  fhowcrs, 
Thefe  flies  are  couchr. 

Tim.  Come  fermon  me  no  further. 

No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  paft  my  heart  3 

Unwifely,  not  ignobly  have  I  given. 
Why  doft  thou  weep,  canft  thou  the  confcicnce  lack, 
To  think  I  fhall  lack  friends :  fecure  thy  heart, 
If  J  would  broach  the  veffels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts,  by  borrowing, 
Men,  and  mens  fortunes  could  /frankly  ufc 
As /can  bid  thee  fpeak. 

Stew*  Affurance  blefs  your  thoughts. 

Tim.  And  in  fomefort  thefe  wants  of  mine  are  crown 'd 
That  /  account  them  bleffings.  For  by  thefe 
Shall  /  try  friends.  You  fhall  perceive 
How  you  miftake  my  fortunes : 
/  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there,  Flavins,  Seriiliut  ? 

Ill  J  Enter 
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Enter  three  Servants. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  I  will  difpatch  you  feverally, 

Y ou  to  Lord  Lucius,  co  Lord  Lucutius  you ,  /  hunted  with 
hi  Honour  10  day ;  you  to  Sempronius ;  commend  mc  to 
their  loves,  and  /  am  proud  fay,  that  my  occafions  have 

found  time  to  ufe'cm  toward  a  fupply  of  money  .•  let  the 
requeft  be  fifty  Talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  faid  ,  my  Lord. 
Sterv.  Lord  Lucius  and  Lucullus  ?  Humb. 

Tim.  Go  you  fir  to  the  Senators ; 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  States  beft  health ,  I  have 

Deferv'dthis  hearing;  bid'cm  fend  o'th'  inftanc A  thoufand  Talents  to  me. 
Stew.  I  have  been  bold 

(For  that  /  knew  it  the  moft  general  way  ) 
To  them,  to  ufe  your  Signet,  and  your  Name, 
But  they  do  fhake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim*  Is'c  true  ?  Can't  be? 

Stew,  They  anfwer  in  a  j'oynt  and  corporate  voyce, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  Treafure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would,  are  forry :  you  are  Honourable  , 
But  yet  they  could  have  wifhr,  they  know  not, 
Something  hath  been  amifs ;  a  Noble  Nature 

May  catch  a  wrench ;  would  all  were  well ;  'tis  pity 
And  fo  intending  othet  fcrious  matters , 
After  diftaftful  lookes ;  and  thefe  hard  Fractions, 

With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  Silence. 

Tim.  You  gods  reward  them  • 
Pry  thee  man  look  cheerly.  Thefe  old  Fellowes 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  Hereditary  : 

Their  bloud  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flowes, 

'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  chey  are  not  kind  ; 
And  Nature,  as  it  growes  again  toward  earth, 

Is  falhion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 
Qox.oVentid.ius  (pry  thee  be  not  fad, 
Thou  art  true,  and  noneft ;  ingenioufly  /  fpeak, 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee :)  Ventidius  lately 

Buried  his  Father,  by  whofe  death  he's  flepp'd 
Into  a  great  cftate :  when  he  wis  poor, 

Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  Friends, 
I  cleer'd  him  with  five  Talents  .•  Greet  him  from  me, 
Bid  him  fuppofe  ,  fome  good  neceflity 
Touches  his  Friend,  which  craves  to  be  remembred 

With  thofe  five  Talents ;  that  had,  give't  thefe  Fellowes 
To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.  Nev'r  fpeak,  or  think, 
That  Ti mom fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fink. Stew,  /would  /  could  not  thick  it : 

That  thought  is  Bounties  Foe  : 
Being  free  it  felf,  it  thinkes  all  others  fo.  Exeunt. 

Flaminius  waiting  to  fyeakjvith  a  Lord  from  his  Mafler, 
enters  afervant  to  him. 

Ser.  1  have  told  my  Lord  of  you,  he  is  coming  down  to 

you. Flam.  J  thank  you  Sir. 
Enter  Luculltts. 

Ser.  Heres  my  Lord. 
Luc.  One  of  Lord  Timons  men  ?  A  Gifr  /  warrant. 

Why  this  hits  ri^ht :  ./  dreimpt  of  a  Silver  Bafon  and 

Ewre  to  night.  F 7a»«w«,honeft  Flaminius,  you  are  ve- 
ry refpe&ively  welcome  fir.  Fill  me  fome  Wine.  And 

how  does  that  honourable ,  Compleat ,  Free-hearced 

Gentleman  of  A[hens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  Lord  and Mafter. 

Flam.  His  health  is  well  fir. 

'  Luc.  /  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well  fir :  and  what 
haft  thou  there  under  thy  Cloak,  pretty  Flamimus} 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box  Sir,which  in  my 
Lords  behalf ,  /  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to  fupply  , 

who  having  great  and  inftant  occafion  to  ufe  fifty  Talents, 
hath  fent  to  your  Lordfhip  to  furnifh  him:  nothing  doubt- 

ing your  prefent  afliftance  therein. 
Luc.  La, la, la, la:  Nothing  doubting fayes he?  Alas 

good  Lord,  a  Noble  Gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep 
fogood  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often /ha din'd  with 
him,  and  told  him  on'r,  and  co:ne  again  co  fupper  to  him 
on  purpofe,  to  have  him  fpend  lefs,  and  yet  he  would  em- 

brace no  counfel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming,  every 

man  has  his  fault,  and  honefty  is  his.  /  ha  told  him  on't, 
but  /  could  nereget  him  from't. 

Enter  Servant i  with  fVine. 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  Lo-dfhip,  here  is  the  Wine. 
Luc.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  alvvaies  wife. Heres  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeakes  your  pleafure. 
Luci.  I  have  obferved  thee  alwaies  for  a  towardly 

prompt  fpirir,  give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that  knowes 
what  belongs  to  reafon  ;  and  canft  ufe  the  time  well,  if  the 
time  ufe  thee  well.  Good  parts  in  thee  ;  get  you  gonefir- 

rah.  Draw  nearer  honed  Flaminius.  Thy  Lord's  a  bounti- 
ful Gentleman,  but  thou  art  wife,  and  thou  knoweft  well 

enough  ( although  thou  com 'ft  to  me  )  that  this  is  no 
time  to  lend  money,  efpecially  upon  bare  friendlliip 
without  fecurity.  Heres  three  Solidares  for  thee,  good 

Boy  wink  at  me,  and  fay  thoufaw'ft  me  not.  Fare  thee 

well. Flam.  1st  portable  the  world  fhould  fo  much  differ 

And  we  alive  that  liv'd  ?  Fly  damned  bafenefs 
To  him  that  worfhips  thee. 

Lue.  Ha  ?  Now  /  fee  thou  arc  a  Fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
Mafter.  Exit  Lucullus. 

Fla.  May  thefe  add  to  the  number  that  may  fcald  thee : 
Let  multen  Coyn  be  thy  damnation, 
Thou  difeafe  of  a  Friend,  and  not  himfelf: 
Has  friendship  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart, 

It  turnes  in  lefs  then  two  nights  ?  O  you  gods .' 
/feel  my  Matters  palfion.    This  Slave  unto  his  honour, 
Has  my  Lords  meat  in  him  : 

Why  fhould  it  thrive,  and  come  to  Nutriment, 

When  he  is  turn'd  to  poyfon  ? 

O  may  difeafes  only  work  upon'c : 
And  when  he's  fick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  Nt:ure 
Which  my  Lord  paid  for;  be  of  any  power, 

To  expel  ficknefs,  but  prolong  his  hour.  Sxhl 

Enter  Lucius,  with  three  flrangers. 
Luc.  Who  the  Lord  Timon?  He  is  my  very  good  friend, 

and  an  honourable  Gentleman. 

1.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  though  we  are  but  flran- 
gers to  him.  But  /  can  tell  yon  one  thing  my  Lord ,  and 

which  I  hear  from  common  rumours ,  now  Lord  Timons 

happy  houres  arc  done  and  paft,  and  his  eftatefhrinkes 
from  him. 

Luc.  Fye  no,  do  not  believe  it :  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

2.  But  believe  you  this  my  Lord,  that  not  long  ago , 
one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus,  to  borrow  fo 

many  Talents,  nay  urg'd  cxtrcamly  foi'r,  and  (hewed 
what 
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what  neceflicy  belong'd  to't,  and  yet  was  deny'd. Luc.  How? 

2.  I  tell  you,  deny'd  my  Lord. 
Luc.  Whac  a  ftrange  cafe  was  that  ?  Now  before  the 

gods  I  am  afham'd  on't.  Denycd  chat  honourable  man  ? 

There  was  very  little  honour  fhew'd  in  that.  For  my  own 
part,  I  muft  needs  confeffe,  I  have  received  fome  fmall 

kindnefles  from  him,  as  Money,  Plate,  Jewels, and  fuch 

like  Trifles  >  nothing  comparing  to  his  :  yet  had  he  mi- 

ftook  him,  and  fent  to  me,  I  fhould  nere  have  denyed 
his  occafion  fo  many  Talents. 

Snttr  Servilius. 

Servil.  Sec,  by  good  hap  yonders  my  Lord ,  1  have 

fwet  to  fee  his  honour.  My  honour'd  Lord. 
Luc.  Servilius  t  You  are  kindly  met  fir.  Farthewell, 

commend  me  to  thy  honourable  vertuous  Lord,  my  ve- 
ry exquifite  friend. 

Servil.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honor,  my  Lord  hath  fent 

Luct.  Ha  ?  what  has  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  much  endeered 

to  that  Lord  i  he's  ever  fending:  how  fhall  I  thank  him 
think'ft  thou  ?  And  what  has  he  fent  now  > 

Serv.  Has  only  fent  his  prefent  occafion  now  my 

Lord:  requefting  your  Lordihip  to  fupply  his  inftantufc 
with  fo  many  Talents. 

Luc'u  I  know  his  Lordfhipis  bur  merry  with  me, 
He  cannot  want  fifry  five  hundred  Talents. 

ServiL  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  leffe  my  Lord. 
If  his  occafion  were  not  vertaous, 

/fhould  not  urge  it  halfe  fo  faithfully. 
Luc.  Doft  thou  fpeak  fcrioufly  Servilius. 

Ser.  Upon  my  foul  'tis  true  Sir. Luc.  What  a  wicked  Beaft  was  I  to  disfurnifh  my 

fclf  againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha  fhewn 
my  felf  honourable  ?  how  unluckily  ic  hapned ,  that  I 
fhould  purchafc  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  andumfce 

a  great  deal  of  honor  ?  Servilius^  now  before  the  gods  / 
am  noc  able  to  do  (the  more  beaft  I  fay )  I  was  fending 

toufeLord  Timon  my  felf,  thefe  gentlemen  can  witnefle; 

but  I  would  noc  for  the  wealth  of  Atheut  /had  don't  now. 
Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good  Lordfhip,  and  I 
hope  his  honour  will  conceive  the  faireft  of  me,  becaufe 
I  have  no  power  to  be  kind.  And  tell  him  this  from  me, 
I  count  it  one  of  my  greateft  afflictions  fay,  that  I  cannot 
pleafure  fuch  an  honorable  Gentleman.  Good  Servilius 
will  you  befriend  mefofar,  as  co/ufe  mine  own  words 
co  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes  fir,  I  fhall.  Exit  Servilius. 
Luci.  He  look  you  out  a  good  turn  Servilius. 

True  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  fhrunk  indeed, 

Andhecha'ts  once  deny'd  will  hardly  fpeed.  Exit. 
i.  Doe  you  obfervc  this  Hojiilius? 
a.  /,  too  well. 
i.  Why  this  is  the  worlds  foul, 

And  juft  of  the  fame  peece 
/s every  Flatterers  fport :  who  can  call  him  his  friend 
That  dips  in  the  fame  d«fh  ?  For  in  my  knowing 
Timon  has  been  this  Lords  Father, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purfe  : 
Supported  hiseftate,  nay  Timon  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages.  He  nere  drinks, 
But  Timons  Silver  treads  upon. his  Lip, 
And  yet,  oh  fee  the  monftroufneffe  of  man, 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  fhapc  ; 
He  does  deny  him  (in  refped  of  his) 

What  charitable  men  afford  to  Beggers. 

3.  Religion  groans  at  it. 
1.  For  mine  own  parr,  I  never tafted  Timon  in  my  life, 

Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend.  Yet  1  protcft, 
For  his  right  Noble  mind,  illutttious  vertue, 
And  honourable  Carriage, 

Had  his  neceflity  made  ufe  of  me, 

/  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  Donation, 

And  the  beft  half  fhouid  have  return'd  to  him, 
So  much  /  love  his  heart :  But  /  perceive, 
Men  muft  learn  now  with  piety  to  diipencc. 
For  policy  fits  above  Confcience.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a  third  fervant  with  Sempron'tUSjOnother 
of  Timons  Friends. 

Semp.  Muft  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?  Hum. 'Bove  all  others  ? 

He  might  have  tried  Lord  Luciusy  or  Lucullusy 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 

Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prifon.  All  thefe Owe  their  Eftates  unto  him. 
Ser.  My  Lord, 

They  have  all  been  touch'd,and  all  are  found  bafe- Mettle, 
For  they  have  all  denied  him. 

Semp.  How  ?  have  they  deni'd  him  ? 
Has  Ventidins  and  Lucullus  deny'd  him, And  does  he  fend  tome  ?  Three  ?  Humh  ? 

/c  fhews  but  little  love  or  judgement  in  him. 
Muft  I  be  his  laft  Refuge  ?  his  Friend  :  (like  PhyGtians ) 

That  thriv'd,give  him  over.  Muft  /  take  th'Cureupon  me? 
Has  much  difgrae'd  me  in't,  I'me  angry  achim, 

That  might  have  known  my  place,  /  fee  no  fenfe  for'c. 
But  hisoccafions  might  have  wooed  me  firft : 
For  in  my  confcience  I  was  the  firft  man 
Thac  ere  received  gift  from  him. 
An  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me  now, 
Thac  ile  requite  it  laft  ?  No  : 
Soic  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  th'reft,  and  'mongft  Lords  /  be  thought  a  fool : Ide  rather  then  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fumme, 

Had  fent  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  minds  fake : 
Ide  fuch  a  courage  to  do  him  good.  But  now  return  , 
And  with  their  faint  reply,  thisanfwer  joyne; 
Who  baces  mine  Honour,fhaIl  not  know  my  Coyn.  Exit. 

Ser.  Excellent:  Your  Lordfhips  a  goodly  Villain,  the 
divel  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man  Poli- 

tick ;  he  croffed  himfelf  by't :  and  I  cannot  think,  but 
intheend,thevillanies  of  man  will  fet  him  clear.  How 

fairly  this  Lord  ftrives  to  appear  foal?  Takes  vertuous 
Copies  to  be  wicked  :  like  thofe,  thac  under  hoc  ardent 
zeale,  would  fet  whole  Realms  on  fire,  of  fuch  a  nature  is 

his  politick  love. 
This  was  my  Lords  beft  hope,  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  onely  the  Gods.  Now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors  that  were  nere  acquainted  with  their  Wards 

Many  a  bounteous  year  muft  be  imploy'd 
Now  to  guard  fure  their  Matter : 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows, 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth ,  muft  keep  his  houfe.  Exit 

8nter  V trro's  m*n,  meeting  others.  AH  Timons  Creditors'  t0 vf*it  for  his  coming  out.  Then  enter  Lucius 
and  Hortenpns. 

Var.m*n.  Well  met,  good  morrow  Titus  ;?nci  Ho-t^fim, Titus 
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Tit.  The  like  to  you  kind  Varro. 
Hort.  Lucius,  what  do  we  meet  together  f 

Luc.  I,  and  I  think  one  bufinefledo's  command  us  all. 
For  mine  is  money* 

Tit.  So  is  theirs,  and  durs< 
Enter  Philotus, 

Ltici.  And  fir  Philotus  too. 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 
Luci.  Welcome  good  Brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  hour  f 
Phil.  Labouring  for  Nine* 
latci.  So  much? 

Phil.  Is  not  my  Lord  fcen  yet  ? 
Luci.  Not  yet. 

Phil.  Iwonderon't,  he  was  wont  to  fbine  at  feveri. 
Lnci.  I,  but  the  daics  are  waxt  fhorter  wich  him 

You  mutt  confider,  that  t  prodigal  courfe 
Is  like  the  Sunnes,  but  not  like  his  recoverable,  I  fear: 
Tis  deepeft  Winter  in  Lord  Timons  purfe,  that  is  :  One 
may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet  find  little. 

Phil.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  He  (hew  you  how  t'  obferve  *  ftrange  event  s 
Your  Lord  fends  now  for  Money  ? 

Hort.  Moft  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  Jewels  now  of  Timons  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hort.  It  is  againft  my  heart. 
Luci  Mark  how  ftrange  it  fhows, 

Timon  in  this,  fhould  pay  more  then  he  owes  : 

And  e'ne  as  if  your  Lord  fhould  wear  rich  Jewels, 
And  fend  for  money  for  'em. 

Hort.  I'me  weary  of  this  Charge, 
The  gods  can  witneffe : 
I  know  my  Lord  hath  fpent  of  Timons  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude,  makes  itworfethen  ftcalth. 

Varro.  Yes  mine's  three  thoufand  Crowns: 

What's  yours  ? 
Lnci.  Five  thoufand  mine. 

Var.  Tis  much  deep,  and  it  fhould  feem  by  th'fum 
Your  Mafters  confidence  was  above  mine, 

Elfe  furely  his  had  equall'd. Enter  Flaminitts. 

Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timons  men. 

Luc.  Flaminitts  ?  Sir,  a  word :  pray  is  my  Lord  ready 
to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed  he  is  nor. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  Lordfhip :  pray  fignirle  fo  much. 
Flam*  I  need  not  tell  bim  that,  he  knows  you  are  too 

diligent. 
Enter  Stewardin  a  Cloa^mufltd. 

Luci.  Ha,  is  not  that  his  Steward  muffled  fo  f 

He  goes  aw?.y  in  a  Cloud  :  Call  him,  call  him. 
Tit.  Do  you  hear,  fir  ? 
a.  Varm.  By  your  leave,  fir. 
Stew.  What  do  ye  aske  of  me,  jny  friend. 
Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  Money  here,  fir. 
Stew.  I,  if  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 

Twere  fure  enough. 

Why  then  prefert'd  you  not  your  fummes  and  Bills 
When  your  falfe  Mafters  eat  of  my  Lords  meat  ? 
Then  they  would  fmile,  and  fawn  upon  his  debts, 

And  take  down  th'intreft  into  their  glutt'nous  Mawes. 
You  do  your  felves  but  wrong  ,  to  ftirre  me  up, 
Let  me  paCfe  quietly  : 

Beleev't,  my  Lord  and  /  have  made  an  end, 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon ,  he  to  fpend. 

Ltfd.  I,  but  this  anfwer  will  not  ferve. 

Stew.  Ifc  twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you, 
For  you  fetve  knaves. 

i.  Varro.  How?  what  does  his  cafhierd  worfhip  mut- 

ter? 
i.  Varro.  No  matter  what,  he's  poor,  and  that's  re- 

venge enough.  Who  can  fpeak  broader,  then  he  that  has 
no  houfe  to  put  his  head  in  }  Such  may  raile  againft  great buildings. 

Enter  Servilius, 

Tit.  Oh  here's  Servilius,  now  we  {hall  know  fome anfwer. 

Serv.  If  /  might  befeech  you  Gentlemen,  to  repair 

fome  other  hour,  I  fhould  derive  much  from't.  Fortak'i 
of  my  foul,  my  Lord  leans  wondroufly  to  difcontent :  his 

comfortable  temper  has  forfooke  him ,  he's  much  out 
of  healthy  and  keeps  his  Chamber. 

Luci.  Many  do  keep  their  Chambers,  are  not  fick 
And  if  it  be  fo  farre  beyond  his  health, 
Me  thinks  he  fhould  the  fooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Servil.  Goodgods. 
Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  anfwer,  fir. 
Flaminitts  within.  Servilius  help,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Timon  in  a  rage. 

Tim.  What,are  my  doores  oppos'd  againft  my  paffage? 
Have  I  bin  ever  free,  arid  muft  my  houfe 

Be  my  retentive  enemy  ?  My  Goal  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  Feafted,  does  it  now 
(Like  all  Mankind)  fhew  me  an  Iron  heart  f 

Luci.  Put  in  now  Titus. 

Tit.  My  Lord,  here  is  my  Bill. 
Luci.  Heres  mine. 
i.  Varro.  And  mine,  my  Lord. 
*2  Var.  And  ours,  my  Lord. 
Philo.  All  our  Bills. 
Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  em,  cleave  me  to  the Girdle. 

Luc.  Alas  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Gat  out  my  heart  in  fummes: 
Tit,  Mine,  fifty  Talents. 
Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 
Luc.  Five  thoufand  Crowns,  my  Lord.  . 

Tim:  Five  thoufand  drops  paies  that,*  ' What  yours  ?  and  yours  ? 
1.  Var.  My  Lord. 
2.  Var.  My  Lord. 

Tim,  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you. 
Exit  Timon. 

Hort.  Faith  /  perceive  our  Mafters  may  throw  their  caps 
at  their  money,  thefe  debts  may  well  be  calf  d  defperate 
ones,  for  a  madman  owes  em.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Timon, 

Tim.  They  have  e'ne  put  my  breath  from  me  the  flaves. Creditors?  Divcls. 

Stew.  MydeereLord. 

Tim.  What  if  ic  fhould  be  fo  ? Stew.  My  Lord. 

Tim.  He  have  it  fo.  My  Steward? 
Stew.  Here  my  Lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly  ?  Goe,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lncullusy  and  Sempronins:  All, 
He  once  more  feaft  the  Rafcals. 

Stew.  O  my  Lord,  you  only  fpeak  from  your  diftraft- 
ed  foul ;  there's  not  fo  much  left  to  furnifh  out  a  mode- rate Table. 

Timon 
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Tim.  Be  it  not  in  thy  care : 
Go  I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Of  Knaves  once  more :  my  Cook  and  He  provide.  Exeunt, 

Enter  three  Senators  at  one  door,  Alcibiades  meeting  them  y 
with  Attendants. 

i  Sen.  My  Lord,  you  have  my  voyce  to't, 
The  fault's  Bloudy  ; 
'  Tis  neceffary  he  fhould  die : 
Nothing  emboldens  fin  fo  much,  as  Mercy. 

2.  Mofttrue;  theLiw  fhall  bruife  em. 
Aid.  Honour,  health  and  companion  co  :he  Senate, 
i.  Now  Captain. 
Aid.  I  am  an  humble  Sutor  to  your  Veitues ; 

For  pity  is  the  vertue  of  the  Law , 
And  none  but  Tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 
It  pleafes  time  and  Fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who  in  hot  bloud 

Hath  ftept  into  the  Law  :  which  is  part  depth 

To  thofe  that  ('without  heed )  do  plunge  into'r. 
He  is  a  man  (fetting  his  Fateafide,)  of  comely  Vermes 
Nor  did  he  foyl  che  fact  with  Covvardife. 

(And  honour  in  him,  which  buies  out  his  fault ) 
But  with  a  Noble  Fury,  and  fair  fpirit 

Seeing  his  Reputation  touch* d  to  death, 
He  did  oppofe  his  Foe  ; 
And  with  fuch  foSer  and  unno  eJ  poffion 

He  did  behoove  his  anger  ere 't w  is  fpent, 
As  if  he  hid  but  prov'd  an  Argument.  • 

i  Sen.  You  undergo  too  ftrict  a  Paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 

Your  words  have  took  fuch  paines,  as  they  labour'd 
To  bring  M  m-flaughter  into  form,  and  fet  Quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  Valour ;  wh'ch  indeed 
Is  Valour  mif- begot,  and  came  into  the  world, 
When  Seels  and  Factions  were  newly  born.  V 

He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wifely  fuffer The  worli  that  man  can  breath, 
And  make  his  wrongs,  his  Out-fides, 
To  wear  them  like  ttsRaymenr,  careleffely,  i 
And  ne'r  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  Folly 'tis,  to  hazard  lifcforill.  H Alci.  My  Lord. 

i  Sen.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  clear, 
To  revenge  i  s  no  Valour,  but  to  bear.  '  | 

Aid.  My  Lords,  then  under  favour,  pardon  me. 
it  /fpeak  hkea.Ciptain. 
Why  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  Battel, 
And  not  endure  all  threats  ?  Sleep  upon'r, 
And  let  the  Foes  quietly  cut  their  throats 
Wichout  repugnancy?  if  there  be 
Such  Vilour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  Why  then,  Women  are  more  valiant 
Thar  ftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it : 
And  the  Afle,  more  Captain  then  the  Lion  ?  the  fellow 
Loaaen  with  Irons,  wifer  then  the  Jud°e  ? 
If  VVifdom  be  in  fuffering.  Oh  my  Lords, 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good, 
Who  cannot  condemn  rafhnefs  in  cold  bloud  ? 
To  kill,  1  grant,  is  finsextreame!*  Guft, 

But  in  defence,  by  Mercy, 'tis  moft  juft.' To  be  in  Anger,  is  impiety  : 
But  who  is  man,  that  is  not  Angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  Crime  with  this. 

2  Sen.  You  breath  in  vain. 
Alci.  In  vain  ? 

His  fervice  done  ac  L*cedemon,  and  Bizantiurti, 
VVere  a  fufricient  briber  for  his  life* 

I.  What's  that  ? 

Alci.  Why  I  fay  my  Lords  ha's  done  fair  fervice , And  flain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 

In  the  la(t  Conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  ? 
2  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  em 

He's  a  fworn  Riotor,  he  has  a  fin 
That  often  drownes  him ,  and  takes  his  valour  prifoner 
If  there  were  no  Foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him.  In  that  beaftlyfury, 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 

and  cherifh  Factions.    'Tis  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  daies  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous,, i.  He  dies. 

Alci.  Wud  fate  :  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  Lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 

Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none :  yet  more  to  move  you, 

Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  joyn  em  both. 
And  for  1  know,  your  reverend  Ages  love  Security, 
He  pawn  my  Victories,  all  my  honours  to  you, 
Upon  his  good  returnes. 
If  by  this  Crime,  he  awes  the  Law  his  life, 

VVhy  let  the  w  r  receiv't  in  valiant  gore, 
For  Law  is  Uriel,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  We  are  for  Law,  he  dies,  urge  it  no  more 
On  height  of  our  difpleafure  :  Friend,  or  Brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blond,  that  fpils  another. 

Alci.  Mult1  it  be  fo       muft  not  be : 
My  Lords,  I  do  befeech  you  know  me. 2  How  ? 

Alci  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3- What. 
Alci.  J  onnot  think  but  your  Age  hath  forgot  me, 

It  could  not  elfe  be,  I  fhould  prove  fo  bafe, 
To,  fue  and  be  deni'd  fuch  common  Grace. 
My  wounds  ake  at  you. 

i  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'  Tis  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  effect. We  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

Alci.  Banifh  me  ? 

Binifh  your  dotage,  banifh  ufury, 
That  makes  the  Senate  ugly. 

i  If  after  twodayes  fhtne,  Athens  contain  thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  Judgment. 
And  not  to  fwell  our  Spirit, 
He  Hull  be  executed  prefently.  Exeunt . 

Alci.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough, 
That  you  may  live 

Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you. 
I'm  worfe  then  mad ;  I  have  kept  back  their  Foes While  they  have  told  their  Money,  and  let  out 
Their  Coy  n  upon  large  intereft.  I  my  felf 
Rich  only  in  largehurts.  All  thofe,  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  B  ,l!bm,  that  the  ufuring  Senate 
Powres  into  Capta'ines  wounds  ?  ha  Banifhmcnc. 
It  comes  not  ill :  I  hate  not  to  be  banifht, 
It  is  a  Caufe  worthy  my  Spleen  and  Fury, 
That  /  may  ftrike  at  Athens.  He  chear  up 
My  difcontented  Troupes,  and  lay  for  hearts : 
Tis  honour  with  moft  Lands  to  be  at  ods, 
Souldiers  fhould  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods.  Exit. 

Enter 
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Shut  divers  friends  at  [ever  al  doores. 

1  The  good  time  of  d.iy  to  you,  fir. 
2  I  alio  yvifhittoyou:  /  chink  this  honourable  Lord 

did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 
i .  Upon  that  were  my  thoughrs  tyring  when  we  encoun 

trcd.  /hope  it  is  not  folow  with  him  as  he  made  it  fcem 
in  the  cryal  of  his  feveral  Friends. 

2  It  lhould  not  be,  by  the  pcrfwafion  of  his  new 'Feafl 

ing.  1 
1  I  fhould  think  fo  He  hath  fent  me  an  earneftinvi 

ting,  which  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge  me  to  put 

off:  but  he  hath  conjui'd  me  beyond  them,  and  Imuft 
needs  appear. 

2  In  like  manner  was  /  in  debt  to  my  imponuaare  bu- 
finefs ,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excufe.  I  am  forry  , 
when  he  fent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  Provifion  was 
our. 

i  /amfickof  that  grief  too,  as  1  underftandhow  all 
things  go. 

»  Every  man  heare  fo  what  would  he  have  borrow- 
ed of  you  ? 
1  A  thoufand  Pieces. 
2  A  thoufajad  Pieces  ? 

1  What  of  you  ? 
2  He  fent  to  me  fir ■Here  he  comes ;  > 

Enter  Timon  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart  Gem  lemen  both ;  and  how 

fare  you?  * 
1  Ever  at  the  beft,  hearing  well  of  your  Lordfhip. 
2  The  Swallow  followes  not  Summer  more  willing  , 

Then  we  your  Lordfhip. 
Tim.  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter,  fuch  Summer 

Birds  are  men.  Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will  not  recom- 

pence  this  long  If  ay :  Feaft  your  eares  with  the  Muficka 

while.-  if  they  will  fare  fo  harihlyo'th  Trumpets  found : 
we  fhall  too'tprefently. 

1  1  hope  it  remaines  not  unkindly  with  your  Lordfhip, 

that  /  return'd  you  an  empty  Meffenger.  »  w 
Tim.  O  fir,  ler  it  not  trouble  you. 

2.  My  Noble  Lord. 

Tim.  Ah  my  good  friend,  what  cheer  ? 
The  Banquet  brought  in. 

2  My  moft  honourable  Lord,  /ame'ne  fickof  fhame, 
that  when  your  Lordfhip  the  other  day  fent  to  me,  /  was 
fo  unfortunate  a  Beggar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't,  fir. 
2  If  you  had  fent  but  two  houres  before. 
Tim.  Let  ic  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 

Come  bring  in  all  together. 

2  All  cover-'d  Difhes. 
i  Royal  Chear,  I  warrant  you. 
3  Doubt  not  thar,  if  money  and  the  feafon  can  yield  it. 

1  How  do  you?  What's  the  newes  ? 
3  Alcibiades  is  banifh'd  :  hear  you  of  it  ? 
Both.  Alcibiades  banifh'd  ? 
3  *Tis  fo,  be  fure  of  it. 
1.  How?  How? 

2.  /  pray  you  upon  what  ? 
Tim.  My  worthy  Friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  I!e  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  Noble  feaft  toward. 2  This  is  the  old  man  (till. 

3  Wilt  hold  ?  Wilt  hold  ? 
a  Icdoes,buE  time  will,  andfo. 

3.  I  do  conceive. 
Tim.  Each  man  co  his  (tool,  with  that  fpur  as  he  would 

to  the  lip  of  his  Miftris :  your  diet  fhall  be  in  all  places  a- 
like.  Make  not  a  City  Feaft  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool,  ere 
we  can  agree  upon  the  firft  place.  Sir,  (ir. 
The  gods  require  our.Thankes. 

Ton  great  BenefaBors,  fpr'mkje  our  Society  with  Thanbjul- 
ne[s .  F  oryottr  own  gifts,  make  your  [elves  praisd  i  But  referVe 
ftiUto  give, left  your  Deities  be  defpifed.  Lend  to  each  man  e 
no*gh,  that  one  need  hot  lend  to  another.  F or  were  your  god 
heads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  wQitld for [a\e  the  gods.  Make  thi 
meat  he  beloved,  more  then  the  man  that  gives  it.  Let  no  Af- 

fembly  of  Twenty,  be  without  a  [core  of  V"iilaines.  If  there  fit twelve  Women  at  the  Table,  let  a  douen  of  them  be  as  they  are. 
The  reft  ofyonr  Fees,  0  gods,  the  Senators  of  Athens,  together 
with  the  common  legge  of 'people,  what  is  amifs  inthem,  you 
j  Gods^nake  fnteablefor  deftruction,For  thefe  my  pre  fent  friends, 
\at  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in  nothing  blefsthem,  and  to  no- 

thing are  they  welcome. 
Uncover  Dogs,  and  lap. 

Some  fpeak.  What  do'es  his  Lordfhip  mean  ? Some  other.  I  know  nor. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  Feaft  never  behold 
You  knot  of  Mouth- friends Smoak,  and  luke-warm  water 

Is  your  perfection.    This  is  Timons  Iaft, 
Who  (luck  and  fpangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Wafhes  it  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

Your  reeking  villany.  Liveloath'd,  and  long 
Moft  fmiling,  fmooth,  detefted  Parafires, 
Curteousdeftroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  Beares : 
You  fooles  of  Fortune,  Trencher-friends,  Time  flies, 

Cap  and  knee  Slaves,  Vapours,  and  Minute  Jackcs 
Of  Min  and  Beaft,  the  infinite  Malady 

Craft  you  quite  o're.  What  do'ft  thou  go  ? 
Soft,  take  thy  Phyfick  firft  ;  thou  too,  and  thou  j 
Stay  /  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. 
What?  All  in  motion  ?  Henceforth  be  no  Feaft, 

Whereat  a  Villain's  not  a  welcome  Gueft. 
Burn  houfe,  fink  Athens,  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  Man ,  and  all  humanity.  Exit. 

Enter  the  Senators,  with  other  Lords. 

1  How  now,  my  Lords  ? 

2.  Know  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Timons  fury  ? 
3.  Pufh,  did  you  fee  my  Cap. 

4.  I  have  loft  my  Gown. 

1  He's  but  a  mad  Lord,  and  nought  but  humour  fwaies 

him.  He  gave  me  a  Jewel  th'other  day,  and  now  he  has beat  it  out  of  my  hat. 

Did  you  fee  my  Jewel  ? 
2  Did  you  fee  my  Cap  ? 

Here'tis. Here  lies  my  Gown. 
Lets  make  no  ftay. 

Lord  Timon's  mad. 
I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 
One  day  he  gives  us  Diamonds,  next  day  ftones. 

Exeunt  the  Senators, 

3 
4 

1. 
2. 

3- 

4- 

Enter  Timon. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee.  O  thoa  Wall 
That  girdles  in  thofc  Wolves,  dive  in  the  earth, 
And  fence  not  Athens.  Matrons,  turn  incontinent. 
Obedience  fail  in  Children  :  Slaves  and  Fooles 
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Pluck  chc  grave  wrinkled  Senate  from  the  Bench, 

And  minittcr  in  their  fteeds  to  general  Filthes. 

Convert  o'ch'inftant  green  Virginity, 
Do'tin  your  Parents  cies.  Bankrupts,hold  faft 
Rather  then  render  back ;  out  with  your  knives, 

And  cut  your  Truftcrs  throats.  Bound  Servants,  fteal, 

Large-handed  Robbers  your  grave  Matters  are, 

Ana  pill  by  Law.  Maid  to  thy  Matters  bed, 

Thy  Miftrefs  is  o'th'  Brotheli.  Sonne  of  fixteen, 
Pluck  the  lyn'd  Crutch  from  thy  old  limping  Sire, 
With  it,  beat  out  his  Brains.  Piety,  and  fear, 

Religion  to  the  gods,  Peace,  Juttice,  Truth, 

Domettick  awe,  Night-reft,  and  Neighbour- hood, 
Inftru&ion  Manners,  Myfteries,  and  Trades, 

'■Degrees,  Observances,  Cuftoms,  and  Laws. 
1  Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  yet  confufion  live  ;  Plagues  incident  to  men, 
Your  potent  and  infectious  Feavors,  heap 
On  Jlthens  ripe  for  ftro.ik.  Thou  cold  Sciatica, 

Cripple  our  Senators,  that  their  limbs  may  hale 
As  lamely  as  their  Manners.  Luft  and  liberty 

Creep  in  the  Minds  and  Marrows  of  our  youth, 

That  'gaintt  the  ftreamofvertuethey  may  ftrivc, 
And  drown  themfelves  in  Riot,  /tches,  Blains, 

Soweall  th'Athcnian  bofoms,  and  their  crop 
Begener.u  Leprofie  :  Breath, infect  breath, 
That  their  Society  ( as  their  friendfhip)  may  i 

Be  meerly  poil'on.  Nothing  ile  bear  from  thee Buc  naked  neffe,  thou  deceftable  Town.  . 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  Bannes: 
Timon  will  to  the  Woods,  where  he lhall  find 

Th'unkindcft  Beaft,  more  kinder  than  Mankind. 
The  gods  confound  ( hear  me  you  good  gods  all) 

Th' Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  Wall  .• 
And  grant  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  Mankind,  high  and  low. 
Amen.  Exl 

Enter  Steward  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

i .  Hear  you  Mafler  Steward,  where's  our  Matter  ? 
Are  we  undone,  caft  otf,  nothing  remaining  ? 

Stew.  Alack  my  fcllowes,  what  fhould  /  fay  to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  Recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1 .  Such  a  houfc  broke  ? 

So  Noble  a  Matter  fain,  all  gone,  and  not 
One  Friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arme, 

And  goe  along  with  him. 
2.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  Companion,  thrown  into  his  grave, 
So  his  Familiars  co  his  buried  Fortunes 

Slink  all  away,  leave  their  falfe  vows  with  him 
Like  empty  purfes  pickt.  And  his  poor  felf 
A  dedicated  Beggar  to  the  Air, 

With  his  difeafe,  of  all  fhunn'd  poverty, 
Walks  like  contempt  alone.  More  of  oar  Fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 

Stew.  All  broken  /mplements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe. 
3.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Tintons  Livery, 

That  fee  I  by  our  faces :  we  are  Fellows  ftill, 

Serving  alike  in  forrow :  Leak'disour  Barke, 
And  we  poor  Mates  ttand'on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  Surges  threat :  we  mutt  all  pare 
Into  this  Sea  of  Air. 

Stew.  Good  fellows  all. 

The  latett  of  my  wealth  ile  lhare  amongtt  you. 
Where  ever  we  fhall  meet,  for  Timons  fake, 

Let's  yet  be  fellows.  Let's  fhake  our  heads,  and  fay 
Astwerea  Knell  unto  our  Milters  Fortunes, 
We  have  feen  better  daies.  Let  each  take  fome : 

Nay  put  out  all  your  hands :  Not  one  word  more, 
Thus  pare  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

I  Embrace  and  fart  feveral  waies. 
j  Oh  the  fierce  wrctchednefle  chat  glory  brings  us  / 

Wno  would  not  wil"h  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
■Since  Riches  point  to  Milery  and  Contempt  ? 

1  Who  would  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory,  or  to  live \  But  in  a  Dream  of  friendfhip, 

j  To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  ttate  compounds, 
I  Buc  only  painted  like  his  vamifht  friends : 

'  Poor  honctt  Lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart, 
Undone  by  goodncflc ttrange  unufuaj  blood, 

When  man's  wortt  finne  is,  he  do's  too  much  good. 
Who  then  dares  co  be  halfefo  kind  agen  ? 
For  Bouncy  that  makes  gods,dottill  marre  men, 
My  decrett  Lord,blett  to  be  moft  accurtt, 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched  •  chy  great  fortunes 
Arc  made  thy  chief  affiiclions.  Alas  (kind  Lord) 

He's  flung  in  Rage  from  this  ungrateful  Scat Of  monttrous  Friends : 

Nor  has  he  with  him  to  fupply  his  life, 
Or  that  which  can  command  it  .• 
Ile  follow  and  enquire  him  our. 

Ile  ever  iervc  his  mind,  with  my  beft  will, 
Whiltt  I  have  gold,  ile  be  his  Steward  ttill. Exit. 

Enter  Timon  in  the  Woods. 

Tim.  O  blefled  breeding  Sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity :  below  thy  Sifters  Orbe 
Infeclcheair.Twin'd  Brothers  of  one  womb, 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant ;  touch  them  with  feveral  forcunes, 
The  greater  fcorns  the  Icflcr.  Not  Nature 
(To  whom  all  fores  lay  fiege)  can  bear  great  Fortune 
But  by  contempt  of  Nature. 

Raife  me  this  Beggcr,  and  deny'c  that  Lord, 
The  Senators  fhall  bear  contempt  Hereditary, 
The  Beggar  Native  honor, 

/t  is  the^Paftor  Lords,  the  Brothers  fides, The  want  that  makes  him  lean  .•  who  dares  ?  who  dares 
In  purity  of  Manhood,  ttand  upright 
And  fay,  this  man's  a  flatterer,  li  one  be, So  are  they  all,  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  fmooch'd  by  that  below.  The  Learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  Golden  fool.  Alls  obliquy  : 
There's  nothing  level  in  ourcurfed  Natures 
But  direct  villany.  Therefore  be  abhorr'd, 
AllFeafts,  Societies,  and  Throngs  of  men. 
His  femblable,  yea  himfelf  Timon  difdains, 
Deftru&ion  phang  mankind,  Earth  yield  me  Roots, 
Who  feeks  for  better  of  thee,  fawce  his  pallatc 
With  thy  moft  operant  poifon.  What  is  here  ? 
Gold?  Yellow, glittering, precious  Gold? 
No  gods,  I  am  no  idle  Votarift, 
Roots  you  clear  Heavens.  Thus  much  of  this  will  make 
Black, white;  fowl,  fair;  wrong, right; 
Bafe,  Noble;  Old,  young  ;  Coward,valiant. 
Ha  you  gods  t  why  this  ?  what  this  you  gods  ?  why  this 
Will  luggeyour  Priefts  and  Servants  from  your  fides : 
Pluck  ftout  mens  pillows  from  below  the  heads. This 
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Will  knit  and  break  Religions,  bleffe  th'accurft, 
Make  the  hoar  Leproficadoi.'d,  place  Theses. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation 
With  Senators  on  the  Bench  ?  Tnis  is  it 

That  makes  the  wapen'd  Widdow  wed  again ; 
She,  whom  the  Spin le-houfe,  and  ulcerous  fores, 
Would  calt  the  gorge  ar.  This  Embalmes  and  Spices 

To  th'tApril  day  again.  Comedamn'd  earth, 
Thou  common  whore  of  Mankind,  that  puts  oddes 
Among  the  rout  of  Nations,  I  will  nuke  thee 

Do  thy  right  Nature.         •  March  afarre  of. 

Ha  ?  a  Drumm  ?  Th'art  quick, 
But  yet  ile  bury  thee  :  Thou't  go  (ftrong  Thief) 
When  Gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  Hand : 
Nay  Hay  thou  out  for  earned. 

Enter  Akibiades  with  Drum  and  Fife  in  warlike  wanner 

and  Pbrjma,  and  Timandra. 

Aid.  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 
Tint.  A  heart  as  thou  art.  The  Canker  gnaw  chy  heart 

For  fhewing  me  again  the  eies  of  man. 
Alci.  What  is  thy  name  ?  is  man  fo  hateful  to  thee, 

(That  art  thy  fclf  a  man? 

}     Tim.  I  am  Adifan  thropos,  and  hare  Mankind; 
I  For  thy  parr,  I  do  wiin  thou  wert  a  dog, 

'  That /might  love  theefomething. 
Alci.  I  know  tfiee  well : 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn*d,  and  Grange. 
Tim.  I  know  thee  too,  and  more  then  that  I  know  thee 

Inotdefireto  know,  Follow  thy  Drumme, 

With  mans  blood  palrii  the  ground  Gules,  Gules.* 
Religious  Cannons,  civil  Laws  are  cruel, 
Then  what  fhould  warrebe?  This  fell  whore  of  thine, 

Hath  in  her  more  definition  then  thy  Sword, 
For  all  her  Cherubin  look. 

Phrin,  Thy  lips  rot  off. 
Tim.  I  will  not  fcifle  thee,  then  the  rot  returns 

To  thine  own  lips  again. 
Alci.  How  came  the  Noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Tim.  As  the  Moon  do's,  by  wanting  light  to  give ; 
But  then  renew  !  could  not,  like  the  Moon, 
There  were  no  Sunnes  to  borrow  of. 

Alci*  Noble  Timon,  what  friendflup  may  I  do  thee  ? 
Tim.  None, but  to  maintain  my  opinion. 
Alci*  What  is  it  Timon? 

Tim.  Promife  me  friendfhip,  but  perform  none. 
If  thou  wilt  nor  promife,  the  Gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man  :  if  thou  dolt  perform,  confound  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man. 

Alci.  I  have  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  Miferics. 
Tim.  Thou  fawft  them  when  I  had  profperity. 
Mci.  1  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  bleffed  time. 
Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  Harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  th' Athenian  Minion,  whom  the  world, 
j  Vovc'd  fo  regardful ly  ? Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ?  Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  dill,  they  love  rhee  not  that  ufethee, 

give  the  n  difeates,  leaving  with  thee  their  Lutt.  Make 
ufe  of  thy  fait  hours,  feafon  the  flaves-  for  Tubbes  and 
Bathes,  bring  down  Rofc-checkt  youth  to  the  Fubfaft, 
and  the  Diet. 

Timan.  Hang  thee  Monger. 
Aid.  Pardon  him  fweet  Timandra,  for  bis  wits 

Aredrown'd  and  loft  in  his  Calamities. 

j  I  havebut  little  Gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof,  doth  daily  make  revolt 

In  my  penurious  Band.  I  have  heard  and  griev'd 
j  How  curfed  Athens,  mindlefle  of  thy  worth, 
I  Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  fhtes 
j  But  for  thy  S.vord  and  Fortune  trode  upon  them. 
(     Tim.  I  pretheebeat  thy  Drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Alci.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee  dear  Timtn. 
Tim.  How  dolt  thou  pitty  him,  whom  thou  doft  rrou- 

I  1  had  rather  be  alone.  fble, 

Alci.  Why  fare  thee  well : 
Here  isforr.e  Gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep  it,  /  canno:  eat  it. 
Alci.  When  T  h  :ve  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap. 

Tim.  Wan'lt  thou'gainft  Athens} 
Aid.  1  Timtn,  and  have  caufe. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  Conqueft, 

And  thee  after,  when  thou  halt  conquer'd. 
Alci.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 
Tim.  That  by  killing  of  Villains 

Thouwas't  born  to  conquer  my  Countrey. 

Put  up  thy  Gold.  Go  on,  here's  Gold,  go  on  j Be  as  a  Planetary  plague,  whom  Jove 

Will  ore  fome  high-vie'd  City  hang  his  poifon 
In  thefick  air :  let  not  chy  fword  skip  one. 

Pitty  not  honour'd  Age  for  hh  white  Beard, 
He  is  an  Ufurcr.  Strike  me  the  counterfeit  Matron, 

h  is  her  habit  only,  that  is  honeff, 

Her  felf's  a  Bawd.  Let  noc  the  Virgins,  cheek 
Makefoft  thy  ctenchant  fword  :  for  thofe  Milk-papps 
That  through  the  window  Barn  bore  at  mens  eies, 
Are  not  within  the  Leaf  of  pitty  writ, 
Butfet  them  down  horrible  Traicors.Spare  not  the  Babe 
Whofe  dimpled  fmiles  from  fools  exhauft  their  mercy; 
Thinkit  a  Baltard,  whom  the  Oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced,  the  throat  fhall  cutj 
And  mince  it  fans  remorfe.  Swear  againft  Objects, 
Put  Armour  on  chine  cars,  and  on  thine  eies, 

Whofe  proof,  nor  ycls  of  Morhers,  Maids,  nor  Babes 
Nor  light  of  Prielts  in  holy  veltments  bleeding, 

Shall  pierce  a  jot.  There's  Gold  to  pay  thy  Souldiers. 
Make  large  confufion:  and  thy  fury  fpent, 
Confounded  be  thy  felf.  Speak  nor,  be  gone. 

Alci,  Haft  thou  gold  yet,  ile  take  the  gold  thou  giveft 

me,  not  all  thy  Counfell. 
Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  Heavens  curfe  upon 

thee. 

Both.  Give  us  fome  Gold  good  77/wo»,haft  thou  more? 

T int.  Enough  to  make  a  Wnore  forfwear  her  Trade, 
And  to  make  Whores,  a  Bawd.  Hold  up  you  Sluts 
Your  aprons  mouncant,  you  are  not  Othable, 

Although  J  know  you'l  fwear,  terribly  fweir  j 
Into  (trong  fhudders,  and  to  heavenly  Agues 

Th'immortal  gods  thac hear  you.  Spare  your  Oaths: 
Ile  truft  to  your  conditions,  be  whores  full. 
And  he  whofe  pious  breath  feeks  to  convcrc  you, 
Be  (trong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up, 
Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoak, 
And  be  no  turn-coats  :  yet  may  your  pains  fix  months 
Be  quite  contrary.  And  Thatch 

Your  poor  thin  Roofs,  with  burthens  of  the  dead,  ' 
(Some  that  werehang'd)  no  muter  : 
Wear  them,  betray  with  themjWhore  Hill. 
Paine  till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face: 
A  pox  of  wrinkles. 

Both.  Well,  more  Gold,  what  then  ? 

Beleev'c 

i 
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Beleev't  that  wee'l  do  any  thing  for  Gold. 
Tim.  Confumptions  fow 

In  hollow  bones  of  man,  ftr ike  their  fhirp  fhinnes, 
And  marre  mens  fpurring.  Crack  the  Lawyers  voice, 

That  he  may  nevermore  falfe  Title  plead, 
Nor  found  his  QmTlets  frilly,  Hoar  the  Flamen, 

Tnatfcold'tt  agamft  the  qualicy  of  flefh, 
And  not  beleeveshimfelf,  Down  with  Nofe, 
Down  with  it  flit,  take  the  Bndge  quite  away 
Of  him,  that  his  particular  to  forefce  (bald 

Smels  from  the  general  weal.  Makecurl'd  pate  Ruffians 
And  let  the  unfearr'd  Braggarts  of  the  Warre 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you.  Pligue  all-, 
That  you  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 

Thefourfe  of  all  Erection.  There's  more  Gold. 
Do  you  damne  others,  and  let  this  damne  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all. 

Bath.  More  counfel  with  more  Money  ,  bounteous 
Timon. 

Tim.  More  whore,  more  mifchief  firft,  /  have  given 
you  earned. 

Aid.  Strike  up  the  Drum  towards  Athens,  farewell 
Timon:  if  I  thrive  well,  ilevifu  thee  again. 

Tim.  If/ hope  well,  lie  never  fee  thee  more. 
Aid.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes  thou  fpok'tt  well  of  me. 
Aid.  Call'ft  thou  that  harm  ? 
Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.  Get  thee  away, 

And  take  thy  Beagles  with  thee. 
Alci.  We  but  offend  him,  (hike.  -  Exeunt. 
Tim.  That  Nature  being  fick  of  mansunkindneffe 

Should  yet  be  hungry  :  Common  Mother,  thou 
Whofe  womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breaft 
Teems  and  feeds  all :  whole  felfe  fame  mettle 

Whereof  thy  proud  Child  ( arrogant  man)  is  puft, 
Engenders  the  black  Toad,  and  Adder  blew, 

The  gilded  Newt,  and  gyelefie  venom'd  worm, 
With  all  th'abhorred  Births  below  Crifpe  heaven, 
Whereon  Hyperions  qukkning  fire -doth  fhine.- 
Yield  him,  who  all  the  humane  Sonnes  dohate, 
From  forth  thy  plentious  bofom,  one  poor  root 
Enfearthy  Fertile,  and  Conceptions  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingratefull  man. 

Goe  great  with  Tygers,  Dragons,  Wolves,  and  Bears, 
Teem  with  new  Monfters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  Marbled  Manfion  all  above 

Never prelented.O,  a  Root,  dear  thanks: 

Dry  up  thy  Marrowes,  Vines,  and  Plough-rorn  Leas, 
Whereof  ingrateful  man  with  Liquorifh.  draughts 
And  Morfeis  Unctious,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  confederation  flips  — 

Enter  Apcmantm. 
More  man  ?  Plague,  plague. 

Ape.  1  was  directed  hither.  Men  report, 
Thou  doft  affect  my  Manners, and  doft  ufethem. 

Tim.  'Tis  then ,  becaufe  thou  doft  not  keep  a  dog Whom  I  would  imitate,  confumption  catch  thee. 
Ape.  This  is  in  thee  a  Nature  but  infected, 

A  poor  unmanly  Melancholly  fprung 
From  change  of  future.  Why  this  Spade  ?  this  place  ? 
This  Slave  like  Habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  Oire\? 
Thy  Flatterers  yet  wear  Silk,  drink  Wine,  lye  fofr, 
.Hugge  their  difeafed  Perfumes,  and  have  forgoc 
That  ever  Timon  was.  Shame  not  thefe  Woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  Carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  feck  to  thrive 

By  that  which  has  undone  thee  ;  hindge  thy  knee, 

And  let  his  very  breath  whom  i  nou'ic  obfervc  ■ 
Blow  off  thy  Cap:  praife  his  moft  vicious  ftrain, 
And  call  it  excellent :  thou  waft  toid  thus : 

Thou  gav'ft  th'ineears  ( like  Tapfters,thacbid  welcome^ 
!  To  knaves,  and  all  approaches  :  'Tis  moft  juft 
j  That  thou  turn  Rafcal,  rndft  thou  wealth  again, 
;  R  ifcalls  fhould  hav't.  Do  not  afltime  my  likeneffe. 

Tint.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'de  throw  away  my  felf. 
tAp.  Thou  haft  call  away  thy  felf,  being  like  thy  felf 

A  Madman  fo  long,  now  a  Fool :  whatthink'ft 
That  the  bleak  Air,  thy  boifterous  Chamberlain 
Will  put  thy  Shirt  on  warm  ?  Will  thefe  moift  Trees, 

That  have  out-liv'd  the  Eagle,  page  thy  heels 

And  skip  when  thcupoini'ft  out?  V/VUl  the  cold  Brook 
Candied  with  /ce,  Cawdlc  thy  Morning  rafte 

To  cure  thy  o're-nights  furfet  ?  Call  the  Creatures, 
Whofe  naked  Natures  live  in  all  the  fpight 

Of  wreekful  Heaven,  whofe  bare  unhoufed  Trunks, 

To  the  conflicting  Elements  expos'd Anfwer  meer  Nature  :  bid  them  flatter  thee. 
O  thou  fhalt  find. 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee  :  depart. 

Ape.  I  love  thee  better  now  then  ere  I  did. 
Tim.  1  hate  thee  vvorfe. 

Ape.  Why  ? 
Tim.  Thou  flattei'ft  mifery. 
Ape .  1  flatter  not,  but  fay  thou  art  a  Caytiffe. 

Tim  Why  doft  thou  feek  me  out  ? 
Ape.  To  vex  thee. 
Tim.  A lwaies  a  Villains  Office,  or  a  Fools. 

Doft  pleafe  thy  felf  in't  ? 

Ape.  I. Tim.  What,  a  knave  too  ? 

Ape.  /f  thou  didft  put  this  fowre cold  habit  on 

Tocaftigare  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 
Doft  it  enforcedly  :  7"hou'dft  Countier  be  again 
Wert  thou  not  Beggar :  wiLling  mifery 

Out-/ives :  in  certain  pomp, is  crown'd  before: 
The  one  is  filling  ftill,  never  compleat  .* 
The  other,  at  high  wifh  :  beft  ftate  Contentleffc, 
Hith  a  diffracted  and  moft  wretched  being, 
VVorfe  rhen  the  worft, content. 

Thou  fhouldft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable. 
Tim.  Not  by  his  breath,  that  is  more  miferable. 

Thou  art  a  Slave,  whom  Fortunes  tender  arme 
With  favour  never  clafpt :  but  bred  a  Dogge. 

H  'dft  thou  like  us  from  our  firft  fwath  proceeded^, 
Tnefweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords, 
To  fuch  as  may  the  paffive  druggs  of  it 

Freely  command'ft  .•  thou  wouldft  have  plung'd  thy  felf 
In  general  Rior,  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  Luft,  and  never  learn'd 
The  Icie  precepts  of  refpect,  but  followed 
The  Sugred  game  before  thee.  But  my  felf 
VVbohad  the  world  as  my  Confectionary, 
The  mouths,the  tongues,  the  eies,the  hearts  of  men, 
At  duty  more  then  I  could  frame  employments : 
Thar  numberleffe  upon  thee  ftuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  Oak,  have  with  one  Winters  brufh 
Fell  from  rheir  boughs,  and  left  me  open  bare, 
For  every  ftorm  that  blows.  I  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  isfomeburchen 

Thy  Nature  did  commence  in  fufferance,  7"ime 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.  Why  fhouldft  thou  hate  men? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee.  What  haft  thou  given  ? M  m  m  If 
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If  thou  wilccarfe :  thy  Father  (that  poor  ragge) 
Muft  be  thy  fubject ;  who  in  fpighc  put  ftuffc 

To  fome  fhe-Begger,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  Rogue,  hereditary.  Henec  be  gone, 
If  thou  hadft  not  been  born  the  worft  of  men, 
Tnou  hadft  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

Ap  ?.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 
Tim.  I,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Ape.  I,  that  /  was  no  Prodigall. 
Tim.  U  that  I  am  one  now. 

Were  all  the  wealch  /  have  fhut  up  in  thee, 

I*id  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.  Get  thee  gone  i 
Tnac  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this, 
Thus  would  /  eat  it. 

Ape.  Here,  I  will  mend  thy  feaft. 
Tim.  Firft  mend  thy  company,  take  away  thy  felf. 

Ap e .  So  /  fhall  mend  mine  own,  by  th'lack  of  thine. 
Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  ib,  it  is  but  botcht  j 

If  nor,  I  would  it  were. 

Ape.  What  would!*  tbou  have  to  Athens  ? 
Tim,  Thee  thither  in  awhirlewind  :  if  thou  wilt, 

Tell  them  there  /have  Gold,  Jook,(o  I  have. 

Ape.  Here  is  no  ufe  for  Gold. 
Tim.  T ne  beft,  and  crueft  : 

For  here  ic  lleeps,  and  do's  no  hyred  harm. 
Ape.  Where  ly'ft  a  nights  Timon} 
Tim.  Under  that's  above  me.  . 

Where  feed'ft  thou  a  daies  Apemmtus  ? 
Ape.  Where  my  ftomack  finds  meat,  or  rather  where 

I  eat  it. 

7«w.Would  poifon  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  mind. 

Ape.  Where  wouldft  thou  fend  it  ? 
Tint.  To  fawce  thy  diflies. 

Ape.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft,  but  I 
the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in  thy  Gilt, 
and  thy  Perfume,  they  mockt  thee,  for  too  much  curiofity: 

in  thy  Rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but  arc  defpis'd  for  the 
contrary.  There's  a  Medlerfor  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  nor. 

Ape.  Doft  hate  a  Medler  ? 
Tim.  7,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Ape.  And  th'hadft  hated  Medlers  fooner,  thou  fhould'ft 
'have  loved  thy  felf  better  now.  Whatman  did'ft  thou 
ever  know  unthrift,  that  was  beloved  after  his  means  ? 

Tim.  Who  without  thofe  means  thou  talk'ft  of,  didft 
thou  ever  know  belov'd  ? 

Ape.  My  felf. 
Tim.  I  underftand  thee,  thou  hadft  fome  means  to 

keep  a  Dog. 

Ape.  What  things  in  the  world  canft  thou  neereft  com- 
pare to  thy  flatterers  f 

Tim.  Women  neereft,  but  men  :  men  are  the  things 

themfelves.  What  wouldft  thou  do  with  the  world  Ape- 
mantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

tApe.  Give  it  the  Beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 
Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thy  felf  fall  in  the  confufion 

of  men,  and  remain  a  Beaftwith  the  Beafts. 

Ape.  I  Timon. 
Tim.  A  bealfty  ambition  ,  which  the  Gods  grant 

thee  t'attain  to.  If  thou  wert,  the  Lyon,  rhe  Fox  would 
beguile  thee :  if  thou  wert  the  Lamb,  the  Fox  would 
eat  thee:  if  thou  wert  the  Fox,  the  Lyon  would  fufpect 

thee,  when  peradventue  thou  wert  accus'd  by  the  Afle  : 
li  thou  wert  the  Afle,  thy  dulnefle  would  torment  thee  : 

and  ftill  thou  liv'dft  but  as  aBreakfaftto  the  Wolfe.  If 
.thou  wert  the  Wolfe,  thy  greedineffe  would  afflict  thee, 

and  oft  thou  fliouldft  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner.  Wert 
thou  the  Unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound 
thee,  and  make  thire  own  felf  the  contjueft  of  thy  fury. 

Wert  thou  a  Bear,  thou  wouldft  be  kill'd  by  the  Horfe: 
'wert  thou  a  Horfe,  thou  would'ft  b*feiz'd  by  the  Leo- 

pard: Wert  thou  a  Leopard,  thou  were  German  ro  the 
Lion, and  the  fpotsof  thy  kindred,were  Jurors  on  thy  life. 
All  thy  fafety  were  remorioh,  and  thy  defence  abfence. 
What  Beaft  couldft  thou  be,  thac  were  not  fubje£t  to  a 

Beaft  :  and  what  a  1  eatt  art  thou  already,  thatfee'ft  rot 
thy  lofle  in  transformation 

Ape.  If  thou  couldft  ple.ife  me 
With  fpeaking  to  me  thou  migh^ft 
Have  hit  upon  it  here. 
The  Common -wealth  of  Athens  is  become 
A  Forreft  of  Beafts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  Afle  broke  the 'wall,  thac  thou  art out  of  the  City< 

Ape.  Yonder  comes  a  Poet  and  a  Painter  ; 
The  Plague  of  Company  light  upon  thee  : 
/  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give  way. 
When  /  know  not  whatelfe  to  do, 
He  fee  thee  again* 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee, 
Thou  fhalc  be  welcome. 
/  had  rather  be  a  Beggars  Dog 

Then  Apemantus. 

Ape.  Thou  art  the  Cap 
Of  all  the  Fools  alive. 

Tim.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough 
To  fpit  upon. 

Ape.  A  plagne  on  thee, 
Thou  art  too  bad  to  curfe. 

Tim.  All  Villains 
That  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure. 

Ape.  There  is  noLeprofie, 

But  what  thou  fpeak'ft. Tim.  If  I  name  thee,  ile  beat  thee ; 

But  I  fhould  infect  my  hands. 

Ape.  I  would  my  tongue 
Could  rot  them  off. 

Tim.  Away  thou  iflue  of  a  mangy  dog. 
Choller  does  kill  me, 
Thac  thou  arc  alive,  I  fwound  to  fee  thee. 

Ape*  Would  thou  woulc'ft  burft. 
Tim.  Away  thou  tedious  Rogue,  I  am  forry  I  fhall  lofe 

aftone  by  thee. 

Ape.  Beaft. Tim.  Slave. 

Ape.  Toad. Tim.  Rogue,  Rogue,  Rogue. 
I  am  fick  of  this  falfe  world,  and  will  love  nought 

But  even  the  meer  necefilties  upon'c : 
Then  Timtn  prefently prepare  thy  grave.* 
Lye  where  the  light  Foam  of  the  Sea  may  beat 

Thy  grave-ftone  daily,  make  thine  Epitaph, 
That  death  in  me,at  others  lives  may  laugh. 

Othoufweec  King-killer,  and  dear  divorce 
Twixr  natural  Sunneand  fire  :  thou  bright  uefiler 
Of  Himens  pureft  bed,  thou  valiant  Mars 
Thou  ever,  young,  frefh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whofe  blufh  doth  thawe  the  confecrated  Snow 
That  lies  on  Dians  lap. 
Thouvifible  God, 

Thatfouldrcft  clofe  Impoffibilities. 

And  mak'ft  them  kifle  j  thac  fpeak'ft  with  every  Tongue 
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To  every  purpofe ;  O  thou  couch  of  hearts, 
Think  chyflave-man  rebels,  and  by  thy  vertue 
Sic  them  into  confounding  oddes,  thac  Beafts 

May  have  the  world  in  Empire. 

Ape.  Would  'twere  fo, 
Buc  noc  till  I  am  dead.  He  fry  th'haft  Gold ; 
Thou  wile  be  throng'd  coo  fhortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  coo  ? 
Ape.  I. 
Tim.  Thy  back  I  prychee. 
Ape.  Live,  and  love  thy  mifery. 
Tim.  Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die.  /  am  quit. 
Ape.  Mo  things  like  men ; 

Eat  Timon,  anil  abhor  then.  Exit  Apeman. 

Enter  the  tmdettu 

i.  Where  fhould  he  have  this  Gold  ?  It  is  fomcpoor 

Fragmenc ,  fome  (lender  Ore  of  his  rem  under :  the  me er 
want  of  Gold,  and  the  falling  from  of  his  Friends,  drove 
him  into  this  Melancholly. 

2  Ic  is  nois'd 
He  hath  a  Mafs  of  Treafure. 

3.  Let  us  make  the  affay  upon  Hm,  if  he  care  not  for't , 
he  will  fupply  us  eafily :  if  he  covetoufly  refervc  it,  how 

fhall's  get  it  ? 
2  True:  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him: 

'Tis  hid. 
1  Is  not  this  he  ? 

:  All.  Where? 

2  'Tts  his  defcription. 5  He  ?  I  know  him. 
All.  Save  thee  Time*. 
Tim.  Now  Thieves.  v 

AH.  Soldiers,  not  Thieves. 
Tim.  Both  too,  and  womens  Sons. 

All.  We  are  noc  thieves,  Hut  men 
That  much  do  want. 

Tim.  Yourgreareft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat: 
Why  ihould  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  Earth  hatb  Roocs : 
Wirhin  this  Mile  break  forth  an  hundred  Springs :  J 
The  Oakes  bear  Malt,  the  Briers  Scarlet  Hips, 
The  bounteous  Hufwife  Nature,  on  each  bufh, 
Liycs  her  full  Mefs  before  you.  Want  ?  why  want  ? 

1  We  cannot  live  on  Grafs,  on  Beries,  Water, 
I  As  Beatts,  and  Birds,  and  Fifhes. 
\    Ti.  Nor  on  the  Beafts  themfelves,the  Birds  and  Fifhes, 

Y  u  mutt  eat  men.  Yet  thankes  /  muft  you  con, 
I  That  you  are  thieves  profeft :  that  you  work  noc 

j  In  holier  fhipe^ :  for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
,  In  limited  profeffions.  Rafcal  thieves 

[Here's  Gold.  Go,  fuck  the fubtle bloud  o'th Grare, 
Till  the  high  Feaver  feeth  your  Bloud  to  Froth, 

I  And  fo  fcipe  hanging.  Trult  not  the  Phyfitiin, 

j  His  Antidotes  are  po^fon,  and  heflayes 
j  Moe  then  you  Rob  :  Take  wealth,  and  live  together, 

Do  Vi  Hai  n  do,fince  you  proteft  to  do'c. 
Like  workmen,.  Ileexample  you  withTbeeVcry  i) 

The  Sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Robs  the  vaft  Sea.  The  Moon's  an  arrant  chief, 
And  her  pale  fire,  fbc  fnatches  from  the  Sun. 

The  Sea's  a  chief,  whofe  liquid  Surge,  rqfolves 
i  The  Moon  into  Salt  teares.  The  Earth's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  compofture  ftoln 

From  gan'ral  excrement :  Eich  thing's  a  thief. 
The  Lawcs,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 

Ha's  uncbeck'd  theft.  Love  not  your  felves,  away, 

Rob  one  another,  there's  more  Gold,  cut  throates  j 
All  that  you  meec  arc  thieves :  to  Athens  go, 

Break  open  fhops,  nothing  can  youfteal 
Buc  thieves  do  lofe  it :  fteal  lefs,  for  this  I  give  you 

And  Gold  confound  you  howfoere:  Amen. 

3  H'as  almott  charm'd  me  from  my  Profcffion,  by  per- fwading  me  to  it. 

1  Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  thus  advifes  us 
not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myftery. 

2  lie  believe  him  as  an  Enemy, 

And  give  over  my  Trade. 

1  Let  us  firtt  fee  peace  in  Athetistthc:e  is  no  time  fo  mi- 
ferable  buc  a  man  may  be  crue.  Exeunt  Thieves. 

Bmer  the  Steward  to  Timon* 

1 — 

Stew.  Oh  you  Gods/ 

Is  yon'd  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  Lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  Oh  Monumcnc 

And  wonder  of  good  deeds,  evilly  beflow'd .' 
What  an  alccracionof  honour  has  defp'rare  want  made  ? 
What  vilder  thing  upon  the  earth,  then  Friends, 
Who  can  bring  Nobleft  minds,  to  bafeft  ends  , 
How  rarely  does  it  meec  with  this  times  guife, 
When  man  was  wifhc  to  love  his  Enemies 

Uranc  /  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Thofe  that  would  mifchiefc  me,  then  thofe  thac  do. 

Has  caughc  me  in  his  eye,  I  will  prefenc  my  honeft  grief 
Unto  him ;  and  as  my  Lord,  (till  fervc  him  with  my  life. 
My  dcarett  Matter. 

Tim.  Away :  what  art  thou  ? 
Stew.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  dott  ask  chat  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men. 

Tkcn  if  chou  grunt 'ft  ch'arc  a  man, I  have  forgot  thee. 

Stew.  An  honeft  poor  Servant  of  yours. 
Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 

Inev'rhad  honeft  man  abouc  me,  I  all, 
I  kept  were  Knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  Villaines. 

Stew.  The  Gods  arewitnefs, 

Never  did  poor  Stew.rd  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  Lord,  then  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  weep  ? 
Come  nearer,  then  I  love  thee 

Becaufe  chou  arr  a  woman,  and  difclaim'ft 
Flinty  mankind  :  whofe  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  through  Luft  and  Laughter  i  pitie's  fleeping : 
Strange  times  that  weep  with  laughing ,  not  with  weeping. 

Stew.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,oood  my  Lord , 

T'accepc  my  grief,  and  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts, To  entertain  me  asycu  Steward  flill. 
Tim.  Had  I  a  Steward 

So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 

It  almoft  turjnes  my  dangerous  Nature  wild. 
Let  me  behold  thy  face :  Surely,  this  man 
Was  born  of  woman. 

Forgive  my  general,  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs 
You  perpetual  fober  Gods.  I  do  proclaim 
One  honeft  man  :  Miftakc  me  not,  but  one ; 

No  more  /  pray,  and  he's  a  Steward. 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 

And  thou  redcem'tt  thy  felf  -  Buc  all  fave  thee, I  fell  with  Curfes. 
Me  thinkes  thou  arc  more  honeft  now  then  wife  : 

For,  by  oppreffing  and  betraying  me, 
Mmm  2  Thou 
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Thou  might'ft  have  fooncr  got  mother  Service 
For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  Matters , 
Upon  their  firft  Lords  neck.  But  tell  me  true, 

(For  1  muft  ever  doubt  ,  though  ne're  fo  fure) 
Is  not  thy  kindriefs  fubtlej  covetous, 
If  not  a  Ufuringkindnefs,  and  as  rich  men  deal  Gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Stew.  No  my  moft  worthy  Matter,  in  whofe  breft 

Doubr,  and  fufpccV(alas )  arc  plac'd  too  late : 
You  fhould  have  fear'd  faife  times,  when  you  did  Fcatt. 
Sufpect  ttill  comes  whereanertateis  leaft. 
That  which  I  fhew,  Heaven  knowes,  is  meerly  Love, 
Duty,  and  Zeal, to  your  unmatched  mind, 
Care  of  your  Food  and  Living,  and  believe  it, 

My  moft  honour'd  Lord, 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 

Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'de  exchange 
For  this  one  wifh,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 

To  require  me,  by  making  rich  your  felf. 

Tint.  Look  thee  'tis  fo    thou  fingly  honett  man, 
Here  take:  the  Gods  out  of  my  mifery, 

Ha*s  fent  thee  treafure.Go,  live  rich  and  happy. 
But  thus  condition'd :  Thou  fhalt  build  from  men : 
Hate  ail,  curfe  all,  fhew  Charity  to  none, 
But  let  thefamifht  flefh  Aide  from  the  bone, 

Ere  thou  relieve  the  Beggar.  Give  to  dogs 

What  thou  denyett  to  men.  Let  Prifons  fwallow'em, 

Debts  wither'em  to  nothing,  be  men  like  blafted  woods 
And  may  Difeafes  lick  up  their  falfeblouJs, 
And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Stew.  O  let  me  ttay  and  comfort  you  my  Matter  : 

Tim.  If  thou  hai'ft  Curfes 

Stay  not :  flee,  whil'tt  thou  art  bleft  and  free  : 

Ne're  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne're  fee  thee.  Exit. 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain.  As  /  took  noce  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
Where  he  abi  ies. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ? Does  the  Rumour  hold  for  true, 

That  he's  fofull  of  Gold  ? 
Pain.  Certain. 

Alcibiades reports  it :  Pbrinia zndTimanJr* 

Had  Gold  of  him,  he  likewifeenrich'd 
Poor  tingling  Soldiers,  with  great  quantity.  • 
Tis  faid,  he  gave  unto  his  Steward 
A  mighty  Sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his, 
Has  been  but  a  try  for  his  Friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  clfe: 

You  fhall  fee  him  a  Palm  in  Athens  again , 
And  flourifh  with  the  highett  : 

Therefore,  'tis  not  amifs,  we  tender  our  loves 
To  him,  in  this  fuppos'd  dittrefs  of  his 
It  will  fhew  honettly  in  us , 

,  And  k  very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes 
1  With  what  they  travail  for, 

If  it  be  a  juft  and  true  report,  that  gees 
Of  his  having. 

Peet.  What  have  you  now 
To  prefent  unto  him  ? 

Painter.  Nothing  at  this  this  time 
But  my  Vifuation :  only  I  will  promife  him 
An  excellent  Piece. 

Poet.  I  mutt  fervehim  fo  too; 

Tell  him  of  an  intent  that's  coming  toward  him. 

Painter.  Good  as  the  beft 

Promifing,is  the  very  Ayr  o'th'Time  ; It  opens  the  eyes  of  Expectation. 
Performance,  is  ever  the  duller  for  his  aft, 
And  btit  in  the  plainer  and  fimpler  kind  of  people, 
The  deed  of  Saying  is  quite  out  of  ufe. 
To  promife^  is  moft  Courtly  and  fafhionible ; 
Performance,  is  a  kind  of  Will  or  Teftament 

Which  argues  a  great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment 
That  makes  it. 

Enter  Timon  from  hit  Cave. 

Timon.  Excellent  Workman, 
Thou  canft  not  paint  a  man  fo  bad 

As  isthj  felf. 
Poet.  I  am  thinking 

What  /  fhall  fay  /  have  provided  for  him  : 
It  muft  be  a  perfonatingof  himfelf : 
A  Sityre  againft  the  foftnefs  of  Profperity, 
With  a  Difcovery  of  the  infinite  Flatteries 
That  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tlm$n.  Muft  thou  needs 
Stand  for  a  Villain  in  thine  own  Work  f 

Wilt  thou  whipthineown  faults  in  other  men  ? 
Do  fo,  /  have  Gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  N  iy  let's  feek  him. 
Then  do  we  fin  againft  our  own  eftate. 

When  we  may  profit  mecr,  and  come  too  late. Painter.  True : 

When  the  day  fcrves  before  black-corner'd  night ; 
Find  what  thou  want'ft,  by  free  and  offer'd  light. Come. 

fim.  He  meet  you  at  the  turn 

What  a  God's  Gold,  that  he  is  worfnipt. 
In  abafer  Temple,  then  where  Swine  feed  ? 

'Tis  thou  thacrigg'ft  the  Bark,  and  plow'ft  the  Fome, 
Setlett  admired  reverence  in  a  Slave, 

To  thee  be  worfhipt,  and  thy  Saints  for  aye  : 

Be  crow n'd  with  Plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey. Fit  I  meet  them. 

Poet.  Hail  worthy  Timon. 
Pain.  Our  late  Noble  Matter. 

Timon.  Have  I  once  liv'd To  fee  two  honett  men  ? 
Poet.  Sir: 

Having  often  of  your  open  Bounty  tatted, 

Hearing  you  were  retyr'd,  your  Friends  fain  off^ Whofe  rhanklefs  Natures  (O  abhorred  Spirits) 
Not  all  the  whips  of  Heaven,  are  large  enough, What,  to  you, 

Whofe  Star-like  Noblcncfs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  ?  J  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monftrous  bulk  of  this  Ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  words. 

Timon.  Let  it  go, 

N  iked  men  may  fee't  the  better : 
You  that  are  honett,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  beft  feen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  my  felf 

Have  travel'd  in  the  great  fhower  of  your  gifts, And  fwcetly  felt  it. 

Timon.  I,  you  are  honett  men. 
Paint.  We  are  hit  her  come 

To  offer  you  our  fervice. 
Timon.  Moft  honett  men : 

Why 



Timon  of  Athens. 

68j 

Why  how  (hall  /  requite  you  ? 
Can  you  eat  Roots,  and  drink  cold  water,  no? 

Both.  What  we  can  do, 

Wee'l  do,  to  do  you  fervice- 
Tim.  Y'are  honeft  men, 

Y'nave  heard  thac  /  have  Gold 

lam  Cure  you  have,  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  men. 
Pain.  So  it  is  faid  my  Noble  Lord,  but  therefore 

Came  noc  my  Friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honeft  man  :  thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 

Beftin  all  Athens,  tha'rt  indeed  the  beft, 
Thou  counterfeit  moft  lively. 

Pain.  So,  fo,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  E'ne  fo  (ir  as  I  fay.  And  for  thy  fiction, 
Why  thy  Verfe  fwells  withftutfe  fo  fine  and  fmooth, 
That  thou  art  even  Naturall  in  thine  Art. 

But  for  all  this  (my  honeft  Narur'd  friend^) 
I  mult  needs  fay  you  have  a  little  fauir, 

Marry  'tis  not  monftrous  in  you,  neither  vvifh  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Befecch  your  Honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You'l  take  it  ill. 
Both.  Moft  thankfolly,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 
Both.  Doubt  it  not  worchy  Lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  rrufts  a  knave, 
Th:x  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we  m)  Lord  ? 
Tim.  I,  and  you  hear  him.  cogge, 

See  him  dilTe'.nble, 
Know  his  grofle  pacchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 

Keep  inyourbofom,  yet  remain  affur'd 
That  he's  a  made-up  Villain. 

Pain.  I  know  nonefuch,  my  Lord. 
Poet.  Norl. 

Tim.  Look  you, 
I  love  you  well,  ile  give  you  Gold 
Ridmethefe  Villains  from  your  companies  « 
Hang  them, or  ftabthem,  drown  them  in  draught, 
Confound  them  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
Ile  give  you  Gold  enough 

Both.  Name  them  my  Loid,  let's  know  them. 
Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this  r 

But  two  in  company : 
Each  man  apart,  all  fingle,  and  alone, 
Yet  an  arch  Villain  keeps  him  company  : 
If  where  thou  art,  two  villains  (hall  not  be, 

Come  not  neerhim.  If  thou  woulc'H  not  recide 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. 

Hence,  pack,  thete's  Gold,  ye  came  for  Gold  ye  flaves : 
You  have  work  for  me,  ;  there's  payment,  thence, You  are  an  Alcumift,  make  Gold  of  that : 

Out  Rafcall  dogges.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ster»ard>*ndtwo  Senators. 

Stew*  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timon: 
For  he  is  fet  fo  onely  to  himfelf, 
That  nothing  buc  himfelf,  which  looks  like  many 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

i  Sen.  Bring  as  to  his  Cave. 

It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  th' Athenians 
To~  fpe^k  with  Timon. 

i  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  Hill  the  fame :  'cWasTime  and  Greefs 

That  fram'd  him  thus.  Timewithhisf  irer  Hcirid, 
Offering  the  Fortunes  of  his  former  dates 

The'  former  man  may  mike  him :  bring  us  to  hirri And  chance  it  as  ic  may^ 

Stew.  Here  is  his  Cive  * 
Peace  and  concern  be  here,  Timon,  Timon, 

Look  out,  and  fpeak  to  friends :  Th'Achenians 
By  two  of  their  moft  revererid  Senate  greet  thee  i 
Speak  to  them  Noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  Cave, 

Tim.  Thou  Sun  that  comfort  burn, 

Spe.ik  <;nd  be  hang\J :  ■ 

For  each  true  woro,  a  blifter,"  and  each  falfe 
Be  as  a  Catberizing  to  the  root  o'th  tongue 
Conlummg  it  with  fpeaking. 

i  Worth)  Timon. 
Tim.  Of  none  but  fuch  as  you, 

And  you  of  Timon. 

i.  The  Senators  of  Athens  greet  thee  Timon, 
Tim.  I  thank  them. 

And  would  fend  then  back  the  plague, 
Could  /  buc  catch  ic  for  them. 

KS  O  forger. 

VVnat  we  are  fo'ry  for  our  felves  in  thee: 
The  Senators,  with  oneconfenc  of  love, 
Intreatthee  back  to  Athens,  who  have  thought 
On  fpecial  Diguuies,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  belt  ule  and  wearing. 

%,  They  confelfe  r 
Toward  t  hee,  forgetful neffe  too  general  grofle  j 
Which  now  the  publike  Body,  which  doth  feldom, 

Play  the  re-canrcr,  feeling  in  it  felf  - 
A  lack  Of  Tlmons  aid,  hath  fince  wit  hall 

Of  it  »wn  fall,reftraining  aid  to  Timon* 
And  fend  forth  us  to  make  their  forrowed  render, 
Together,  with  a  recompence  more  fruitful 
Then  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  Dramme, 
I  even  fuch  heaps  and  fummesof  Love  and  Wealth, 
As  fh  ill  to  thee  blot  our,  what  wrongs  were  theirs,: 
And  write  in  thee,  the  figures  of  their  Love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprize  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  j 
Lend  me  a  fools  hearr,  and  a  womans  eies, 
And  ilebeweepthefc  comforts,  worthy  Senators,, 

1.  Therefore  fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens,  thine  and  ours  to  take 
The  Captainfhip,  thou  fhalt  be  met  with  thank?, 
Allowed  with  abfolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  :  fo  foon  we  fhall  drive  back 

Of  Alclblades  h'approaches  wild 
Who  like  a  Boar  too  favage,  doth  root  up 
His  Gounrreys  peace. 

2.  And  fhakes  his  threading  Sword 

Againft  the  walls  of  Athens. 
i.  Therefou  Timon. 

Tim.  Well  fir,  /  will :  therefore  I  will  fir  thus 

If  Alcib'iades  kill  my  Counrreymen,  ' Let  Akibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 

That  Timon  cares  not."  But  if  he  fick  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  th'Bcarjs, 

Giving  our  holy  Virgins  cb  theftain: 
Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-brain'd  warre : 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  him  Timon  freaks  ic. 

M  m  m  3'  Xn 
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In  piety  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
/  cannot  choofe  but  tell  him  that  I  care  not, 

And  let  him  tak't  at  vvorft  :  For  their  knives  care  not, 

While  you  have  throats  to  anfwer.  For  my  felf, 

There's  not  a  whittle  in  th'unruly  Camp, 
But  I  i!o  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverendtt  Throat  in  Athens.  So  I  leave  you 

To  the  protection  of  the  profperousGods, 
As  Theeves  to  Keepers. 

Stew.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 
Tim.  Whylvvas  writing  of  my  Epitaph, 

/t  will  be  feen  to  morrow.  My  long  ficknefle 

Of  Health,  and  Living,  now  begins  to  mend, 

And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.  Go,Uve  Hill, 
Be  Alabiades  your  plague ;  you  his, 
And  laft  fo  long  enough. 

i.  Wefpeak  in  vain, 
Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  Countrey,  and  am  not 

One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wrack, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

i.  That's  well  fpoke. 
Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  Countrey-men. 

1.  Thefe  words  become  your  lips  as  they  paffethorovv 
them. 

2.  And  enter  into  our  ears,  like  great  Triumphcrs 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them, 

And  tell  them,  that  to  eafe  them  of  their  griefs, 

Their  fears  of  Hoftile  ftrokes,  their  Aches  lofles, 

Their  pangs  of  Love,  with  other  incident  throwes 

That  Natures  fragile  veffell  doth  Main 

In  lifes  uncertain  voyage,  I  willfome  kindneffe  do  them, 

He  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alctbkdes  math. 
i .  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 
Tim.  I  have  a  Tree  which  grows  here  in  my  Clofe, 

That  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down, 

And  fhortly  muft  I  fell  it.  Tell  my  Friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  frequence  of  degree, 

From  high  to  low  throughour,  that  whofopleafe 

To  Hop  Affliction,  let  him  take  his  halte ;  u 

Come  hither  ere  my  Tree  hath  felt  the  Axe, 

And  hang  himfelf.  I  pray  you  do  my  greeting. 
Steve.  Trouble  him  no  further,  thus  you  Hill  fhall 

Find  him. 
Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athens, 

Timon  hath  made  his  evcrlafting  Manfion 

Upon  the  Beached  Verge  of  the  fait  Flood,  >■ 
Which  once  a  day  with  his  embolfed  Froth 

The  turbulent  Surge  fhall  cover;  thither  come, 

And  let  my  grave- Hone  be  your  Oracle: 

Lips,  let  four  words  go  by,  and  Language  end : 

What  is  amtfle,  Plague  and  Infection  mend. 

Graves  onely  be  men?  works,  and  Death  their  gain  • 

Sunne,  hide  thy  beams,  Timon  hath  done  his  Raion. Exit  Timon. 

1.  His  difcontents  are  unremoveably  coupled  to  Na- 
ture. 

2.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead.-  let  us  return, 
And  ftrain  wh  it  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

In  our  deer  peril. 
i.  /t requires  fwift  foot.  Exeunt. 

/  v  •  '  ■  ■•  "  /:  (  ""  ''  ''  : Enter  two  other  Senators,  with  a  Meffenger. 

i .  Thou.hart  painfully  difcovei'd  :  arc  his  Files 
As  full  as  .tby:  report  ? 

Mc[.  I  have  fpoke  the  lcaft. 
Befidcs  his  expedition  promifes.prefent  approach. 

2.  We  Hand  much  hazard,  if  they  being  not  Timon* 
Mef.  I  met  a  Currier,  .one  mine  ancient  friend, 

Whom  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  fpeak  like  Friends.  This  man  was  riding 
From  Aleibiades  to  Timons  Cave, 

With  Letters  fcfintreaty,  which  imported 
His  Fellowfhipi'ih  caufe  againliyour  City, 
In  part  for  his  fake  mov'd. 

Enter  the  other  Seniors. 
i.  Here  come  pur  Brothers. 

3.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expefr, 
The  Enemies  Drumme  i*  heard  and  feuful  fcouring 
Doth  choak  the  air  with  Dull :  7n,  and  prepare, 
Ours  is  the  fall  I  fear,  our  foes  the  Snare.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Souldier  in  the  woods  feekjng  Ttmen. 
Sol.  By  all  defcription  this  fhould  be  the  place. 

Who's  here  ?  Speak  hoa.  No  anfwer  ?  What  is  this  ? 
Tymon  is  dead,  who  hath  out-ftrccht  his  fpan, 
Some  Beaft  read  this;  There  do's  not  live  a  Man. 
Dead  fure,  and  this  his  Grave,  what's  on  this  Tomb  ? 
I  cannot  read :  the  Character  ile  take  with  wax, 
Our  Captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill, 

An  ag'd  inrcrpreter,  though  young  in  daies  : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  Exit. 

Trumpets  found.  JZnter  A Ic'tbiades  with  his  powers before  Athens. 

Ale.  Sound  to  this  Coward  and  lafcivions  Town, 
Our  terrible  approach. 

Sounds  a  parly. 

The  Senators  appear  upon  the  wafts*. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  Licencious  meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  Juftice.  Till  now  my  felf  and  fuch 
As  flept  within  the  lhadow  of  your  power 

Have  wander*d  with  our  traverft  Arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  fufTerance  vainly.  Now  the  time  is  flufb, 

When  crouching  Marrow  in  the  bearer  ftrong 
Cries  ( of  it  felf)  no  more :  Now  breathleflc  wrong, 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  Chairs  of  eafe., 
And  purfie  Infolencefhall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

i  Sen.  NobJeand  young  ; 

When  thy  firft  griefs  were  but  a  mecr  conceit, 
Ere  thou  hadft  power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear, 
We  fern  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rages  Balme, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude,  with  Loves 
Above  their  quantity. 
2.  So  did  wewope 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  Cities  love 

By  humble  Meffage,  and  by  promift  means : 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  defervc 
The  common  ftroke  of  warre. 

1.  Thefe  walls  of  ours, 

V  Vere  nor  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom  • 

You  have  receiv'd  your  grief :  Nor  are  they  fuch, 
That  thefe  great  Towres,  Trophces,  U  Schools  fliould  fall 
For  privare  faults  in  them. 

2.  Nor  are  they  living 

Who 
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Who  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  went  oat , 

Shame  (true  they  wanted  cunning  in  excefs) 

Hath  broke  their  hearts,  March,  Noble  Lord, 

Into  our  City  with  thy  Banners  fpred, 

By  decimation  and  a  tythed  death  ; 

If  thy  Revenges  hunger  for  that  Food 

Which  Nuure  loathes,  take  thou  the  deftio'd  tenth, 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  (J  otted  dye, 
Let  die  the  fported. 

i  All  have  not  offended  : 

For  thofe  that  were,  ic  is  not  fquarc  to  take, 

On  thofe  that  are,  Revenge :  Crimes,  like  Lands 

Are  not  inherited,  then  dear  Countryman, 

Bring  in  thy  rankes,  but  leave  without  thy  rage, 

Spare  chy  Athenian  Cradle,  and  thofe  Kin 
Which  in  the  blufterof  thy  wrath  muft  fall 

Wuh  thofe  that  have  offended,  like  a  Shepheard, 

Approach  the  Fold,  and  cull  th'  infe&ed  forth, But  kill  not  all  together. 
a  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  (halt  enforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 

Then  hew  to't  with  chy  Sword. 
i  Sec  but  thy  foot 

Againft  our  rampyr'd  gates,  and  chey  (hall  ope : 
So  chou  wile  fend  chy  gentle  hearc  before , 

To  fay  thou'c  enter  Friendly. 
2.  Throw  thy  Glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  elfe , 
That  thou  wilt  ufe  the  wars  as  thy  rcdrefs, 

And  not  as  ourConfufion :  All  chy  Powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  Town  till  we 

Havefeal'd  thy  full  defirc. 

Ale*  Then  there's  my  Glove, 
Dcfcend  and  open  your  uncharged  Ports , 

Thofe  Enemies  of  Timons,  and  mine  own 
Whom  you  your  felves  fliall  fec.ouc.for  reproof, 
Fall  and  no  more  ;  and  to  atone  your  feares 
With  my  more  Noble  meaning,  nor  a  man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  fiream 
Of  Regular  Jutiice  in  your  Cities  bounds, 
But  ihatl  be  remedied  by  your  pubitck  Lavves At  heavielt  anfwer. 

Bath.  'Tis  moft  Nobly  fpeken. 
Ale.  Defccnd,  and  keep  your  wordsi 

Smer  a  Aieffenger. 

Mef.  My  N^blo  General,  Timon  is  dead, 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  bMi"  Sea, 
And  on  his  Graveitone,  this  Infculpture  which  . 
With  wax  I  brought  a.vay  :  whofe  fofc  Impreflion 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcibiedes  resides  the  Epitaph. 

Here  lies  a  wretched  Coarfe,  <,f  wretched  Soul  bereft, 
Seekjiot  my  name  :  A  Plague  con  fume  you,  Catifs  left  i 
Here  he  1 7  imon,  who  all  living  men, did  hate, 
Pafs  by,  and  cttrfe  thy  fill,  but  It  ay  not  here  thy  gate. 
ThJe  well  exprefs  in  thee  thy  latter  fpirits : 

Though  thou  abhord'ft  in  us  our  humane  griefes, 
Scorna'lt  our  Brainesflow,  and  thofe  our  droplets,  which From  niggard  Nature  fall  j  yet  Rich  Conceic 
Taught  thee  to  make  vaft  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  Grave  :  on  faults  forgiven.  Dead 
Is  Noble  timon,  of  whole  Memory 
Hereafter  more.  Bring  me  into  your  City, 
And  I  will  ufe  the  Olive  with  my  Sword  : 
Make  war  breed  peace;  make  peace  ftinc  war,  make  each 
Prefer i  be  to  other,  as  each  others  Leach. 
Let  our  Drums  ftrike.  Exeunt. 
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ACTORS 

Ymon  of  Athens. 

Lucius  And 

Lucullus,  two  Flattering  Lords. 

Appemantus,  a  Churlifli  Philofopher. 

Serapronius  another  flattering  Lord. 

Alcibiades,an  Athenian  Captain. 

Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 
Merchant. 

Certain  Senators. 

Certain  Maskers. 

Certain  Theeves. 

Flaminius,  one  of  Ty.nons  Servants. 

Servilius,  another. 

i 

I 

'Several  Servants  toUfurers. 

Caphis 

Varro. 
Philo. 

Titus. 

Lucius 

Hortenfius. 

Ventidius>  one  of  Tymons  falfe  Friends, 

Cupid. 

Sempronius. 
With  divers  other  Servants. 

And  Attendants. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF 

JULIUS  CiESAR. 

Actm^Primw.  Sctefla^rirntt. 

Enttr  FlaviuSy  Murellus,  and  uf  tain  Commoners 
over  the  Stage.  , 

Flavins. 

HEnce  :  hone  you  idle  Creatures,  get 
 you  home  : 

Is  this  a  Holiday  ?  What,  know  you  not 

(Being  Mcchanicall)  you  ought  not  wilk 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  hgnc 

Of  your  Profeffion  ?  Speak,  wnat  Trade  art  thou  ? 
Car.  Why  Sir,  a  Carpenter. 

Mur.  Where  is  thy  Leather  apron,  and  thy  Rule? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  beft  apparrel  on  ? 
You  fir,  what  Trade  are  you  ? 

Cobl.  Truly  Sir,  in  refpeft  of  a  fine  workman*  I  am 
but  as  you  would  fay,  a  Cobler. 

Mur.  But  what  Trade  arc  thou  ?anfwer  me  dire&ly. 
Cobl.  A  Trade  Sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  ufe  with  a  fafe 

Confaence,  which  is  indeed  Sir,  a  mender  of  bad  fouls. 
Tlx.  Wh>t  Trade  thou  knave  i  Thou  naughty  knave, 

what  Trade  ? 

Cobl.  Nay  I  befeech  you  Sir,  be  not  outwr.h  me  :  yec 
if  you  be  out  Sir  I  cm  mend  you. 

Mur.  What  meanft  thou  by  that:  Mind  me,  thou 
fawcy  Fellow? 

Cobl.  Why  fir,  Cobble  you. 
Fla.  Thou  art  a  CoSler  art  thou  ? 

Cobl.  Truely  fir, all  that  /  live  by  is  wi'h  the  Aule  :  I 
meddlewith.no  Tradefmans  matters,  nor  womans  mar- 

kers; but  withal  II  am  indeed  Sir  a  Surgeon  to  oldShooes, 
when  they  are  in  great  d-anger,  I  recover  them.  As  pro- 

per men  as  ever  trode  upon  Neits-Leathe*,  have  gone 
upon  my  handy  work. 

Fla.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  Shop  to  day  ? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  ftreets  ? 

Qbl.  Truly  ̂fir,  to  wear  out  their  fhooes,  to  get  my 
felt  into  more  work.  But  indeed  fir  we  make  Holy-day 
co  fee  Cafar,  and  to  rejoyce  in  his  Triumph. 

Mur.  Wherefore  rejoyce  ? 
Whac  Conqueft  brings  he  home  ? 
Wrut  Tributaries  follow  him  tqRome, 
To  grace  in  Captive  bonds  his  Chariot  wheels. 

You  Blocks,  youftones,  you  worfc  then  fenfeleffeching*: 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  many  a  time  and  ofc  ? 

Have  you  climb'd  up  to  Walls  and  Battlements, 
To  Towers  and  Windows  ?  Yea  to  Chimney  tops, 
Your  Infants  in  your  Arms,  and  chere  have  fate 

The  live-long  day  wich  patienc  expectation, 

To  fee  great  Pompey  p'ffe  the  ftreets  of  Rome  : 
And  wnen  youfiwhis  Cbarriot  but  appear, 

H  -.ve  you  not  made  an  Univerf.il  ("hour, 
Tnat  Tjber  trembled  underneath  her  banks 
To  heir  the  replication  of  your  founds, 
M'de  in  her  Concave  Snores  ? 

And  do  'jOii  now  put  on  your  beft  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  Holy-day  ? 
And  do  you  now  ft  ew  Flowers  in  his  way, 

Tuat  comes  in  Triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
B.-gone, 

Runne  to  your  houfes,  fall  upon  your  knee?, 
Pray  to  the  Gods  to  intermit  the  Plague 
That  needs  muft  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Fla.  Go,  go,  goodCountrey-mcn,  and  for  this  fault 
Affetn  ile  all  the  poor  men  of  your  fort 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  Channel!,  till  the  loweft  ftream 
Do  kiffe  the  moft  exalted  Shores  of  all. 

Exeunt  all  the  Commoners, 

See  where  their  bafeft  mettle  be  not  mov'd, 

They  vanifhtongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinefle : 
Go  you  down  that  way  tow  >rds  the  Capicollj 
This  way  will  I:  D  frobe  the  Images , 
If  you  do  find  them  deck  with  Ceremonies. 

Mur.  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  it  is  theFe  ft  of  Lupercall. 

Fla.  It  is  no  matter,  let  no  Images 

Be  hung  with  the  Cafars  Trophies :  He  about, 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  ftreets ; 

co  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  Feathers,  pluckt  from  Cafars  wing, 
Vill  mike  him  fiye  an  ordinary  pitch, 
VVhoelfe  would  fore  above  the  view  of  men. 

And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfulneffe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cafar,  Antony  for  the  Course,  Calphurnia,  Portla^De- 
cius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Caff  us,  Caska,  a  Soothsayer :  af- 

ter them  Murellus  avd  Flavins. 

faf.  Calphurnia. Casks  Peace  ho,  Ctfar  fpeaks. 

Cdf.  Calphurnia. 
Calp.  Here  my  Lord. 

Caf.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonio's  way, When  he  doth  run  his  courfe.  Antonio. 
Ant.  C*far,  my  Lord. 

Cef.  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed  Antonio, 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  Elders  fay, 

The 
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The  Barren  touched  in,  this  holy  chafe , 

Shake  oft'  their  Iterril  curfc. 
Ant.  /  il-i a  1 1  remember 

When  Cafar  faies  Do  chis ;  it  is  perform'd. 
Caf.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 
S°oth.  Cafar. 
Caf  Ha  f  Who  calls  ? 
Cask,  Bid  every  noifc  be  ftill :  peace  yet  again. 
Caf.  Wnois  it  in  chepreiTe,  that  calls  on  mc? 

I  hear  a  Tongue  lhrtller  then  all  the  Mulick 

Cry,  Cafar  i  Speak,  Cafar  is  turn'd  to  hear. Sooth.  Beware  the /des  of  March. 

Caf.  What  man  is  that  ? 
Sr.  A  Sooth- fayer  bids  you  beware  the  Ides  of  March. 
Caf.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face, 
Caffi.  Fellow,  co  me  fori  the  throng,  look  upon  Cafar. 
Caf.  WhacfaitUhoncomenow?  Speak  once  again. 
Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March. 

Caf.  He  is  a  Dreamer  lec  us  leave  him  :  Pafle. 
Sennet.       Exeunt.  Manet  Brut.  &  Cajf. 

Cajfi.  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  courfc  ? 
Brut.  Not/. 

CaJJi.  I  pray  you  do. 
Brut .  I  am  not  Gamefom  :  I  do  lack  fomc  pare 

Of  that  quick  Spirit  that  is  in  Antony : 
Let  me  not  hinder  Cajfius  your  defircs ; 
He  leave  you. 

Cajfi.  Brutus,  I  do  obferve  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eies  that  gentleneflc 
And  friew  of  Love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have  : 
You  bear  too  ilubborn,  and  too  ftrangc  a  hand 

Over  your  Friends,  that  loves  you. 
Bru.  Cajfi  us. 

Be  not  deceived :  if  /have  veyl'd  my  look, 
/turn  the  trouble  of  my  Countenance 

Meerly  u^on  ray  felf.  Vexed  I  am 
Of  late,  with  pillions  of  fome  difference, 

Conceptions  onely  proper  to  my  felf, 
Wii'ch  give  fome  foyle  (perhaps) to  my  Behaviours : 

But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd 
(  Among  which  number  Caffius  be  you  one) 
Nor  contirue  any  further  my  neglect, 
Tnen  that  poor  Brutus  with  himfelf  at  warre, 
Forgets  the  fhews  of  Love  to  other  men. 

Caffi.  Then  Brutus  J  have  much  miflook  your  palfion  , 
By  means  whereof,  this  Brett  of  mine  hath  buried 

Thoughts  of  greit  value,  worthy  Cogitations. 
Tell  me  good  Brutus, cm  you  fee  yourface  ? 

B  ut.  NoC#«: 
For  the  eye  fees  not  himfelf,  but  by  reflection, 

By  fome  other  things. 

Cajfius.  'Tis  jult, And  it  is  very  much  lamented  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  fuch  Mirrors,  as  will  turn 

Your  hidden  worthineffc  into  your  eye, 

That  you  might  fee )  our  fhadow  : 
I  have  heard,  . 

Where  many  of  the  beft  refpecT  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Cafar)  (peeking  of  Brutus, 
And  groining  underneath  this  ages  yoak, 

Have  wifh'd  that  Noble  H tutus  had  his  eies. 
Tiru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you 

Lead  me  Cajfius  ? 
That  you  would  have  mefeek  into  my  felf, 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

faf.  Therefore  good  Brutus  be  prepar 'd  to  hear  • 

And  fince  you  know  you  cannot  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  Reflection  j  I  your  Glatfc, 
Will  modeftly  difcovcr  to  your  felf 

That  of  your  felf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of, 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus 
Were  I  a  common  Liughter,  or  did  ufc 
To  Itale  with  ordinary  Oaths  my  Love 
To  every  new  Proterter :  if  you  know, 
That  /  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  fcandall  them  :or  if  you  know, 
That  I  profefle  in  Banqueting 

To  all  the  Rout,  then  .hold  me  dangerous. 

flourifh  and  Shout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  Showting  ? 
I  do  fear  the  people  choofe  Cafar For  their  King. 

Cajfi.  I  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  niult  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

BruA  would  not  Cajfius,  yet  I  love  him  well : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  f 
If  it  be  ought  toward  the  general  good, 

Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'th'othcr, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  .* 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  then  /  fear  death. 

Cajfi.  I  know  that  venue  to  be  in  you  Brutus, 
As  well  as  /  do  know  your  outward  favour, 

Well,  Honor  is  the  fubje&  of  my  Story  .• 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life :  But  my  fingle  felf, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 

In  awe  of  fuch  athin»,  as  I  my  felf. 
I  was  born  free  as  Cafar,  fo  were  you, 
We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  Winters  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once  upon  a  Raw  and  Gufly  day, 

The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  her  Shores, 

Cafar  faies  to  me,  dar'ft  thou  Cajfius  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Flood, 
And  fwim  to  yonder  Point  ?  Upon  the  word, 
Accounted  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bad  him  follow  :  fo  indeed  he  did. 

The  Torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 
Withlufty  Sinews,  throwing  it  afidc, 
And  Hemming  it  with  hearts  of  Controverfie. 

But  ere  we  coflld  arrive  the  Point  propos'd, 

C*[«r  cry'd.  Help  me  Caffius,  or  I  fink. 
I  (as  tAiucas,  our  great  anceflor, 
Did  from  the  Flames  of  Troy,  upon  his  (houlder 
The  old  tsinchifes  bear)fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tjbtr 
Did  I  the  tired  C*far :  And  this  Man 
Is  now  become  a  God,  and  Caffius  is 
A  wretched  Creature,  and  muft  bend  his  body, 

If  Cafar  carelefly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  Feaver  when  he  was  in  Spain 
And  when  the  Fit  was  on  him,  1  did  mark 
How  he  did  fhake :  Tis  true,  this  God  did  fhake, 
His  Coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  flye, 
And  that  fame  eye,  whofe  bend  doth  awe  the  World, 
Did  loofe  his  Luftre :  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 

I,  and  that  tongue  of  his  that  bad  the  Romans 
Mark  him,  and  writ  his  Speeches  in  their  Books, 
Alas,  it  cryed,  Give  me  fome  drink  Titi»iust 

As 
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Asa  lick  Girle :  Yc  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of fuch  a  feeble  temper  iTiouId 
So  gee  the  ftarc  of  the  Majeliick  world  , 
And  bear  the  Palm  alone. 

Shorn.  Flourifh. 
Bra.  Another  general  fhout  ? 

I  do  believe,  thitthefe  applaufes  are 

Forfome'nevv  Honours,  that  are  hcap'd  on  ■£*/<*/•. 
Cafli.  Why  man,  he  doth  beftride  the  narrow  world 

Like  a  ColotTus,  and  we  pecty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  our  felves  difhonourable  Graves. 

Men  at  fome  cime,  are  Makers  of  their  Fates. 

Tne  fault  fdear  Bmttu )  is  not  in  our  Stars, 
!  But  in  our  Selves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
I  Brutus  and  Cafar  :  What  fhould  be  in  chat  C<efar  f 
I  Why  fhould  chat  name  be  founded  more  then  yours 
I  Write  them  together :  yours  is  as  fair  a  Name  : 
:  Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well. 

|  Weigh  them,  it  is  as  he  wy  :  Conjure  wkh'emman, 
Bmtus  will  ftart  a  Spirit  as  foon  is  Cafar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Cafar  feed, 

That  he  i-;  grown  fo  great  ?  Age,  thou  arc  fham'd. 
Borneo  thou  baft  loft  the  breed  of  noble  Blouds. 

When  went  there  by  an  Age,  lince  the  great  Fioud, 

But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  then  with  one  man  ? 

VVnen  could  they  fay  (cil!  now)  that  talk'd  of  Ror»e, 
That  her  wide  walkes  incompaft  but  one  man  t 

Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  Room  enough 
When  there  is  in  ic  but  one  only  man. 

O .'  you  and  I,  have  heard  our  Fathers  fay, 
There  was  a  Brums  once,  that  would  have  brook 'd 

Th'ecernal  Devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Rome, As  ealily  as  a  King. 

'Brit.  That  you  do  love  me,  /  am  nothing  jealous  ; V  Vhac  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter :  For  this  prefent , 
I  wouid  not  fo(with  love  I  might  entreat  you  ) 

Be  any  furcher  mov'd  :  What  you  have  faid  , 
I  will  conlider  >wbar  you  have  to  fay 
I  will  with  patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
Both  meec  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fuch  high  thin°s. 
Till  then  my  Noble  Friend,  chew  upon  this : 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  Villager, 
Then  to  repute  himfelf  a  Son  oiRome 
Under  thefe  hard  Condition-,  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cajfi.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Hive  ftruck  but  thus  much  fhew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Enter  Cafar  and  his  Train. 

Bru.  The  Games  are  done , 
And  fafar  is  returning. 

Caff.  As  they  pafs  by, 
Pluck  Caika  by  the  Sleeve, 
And  he  will  ( after  his  fowr  fafhion)  tell  yoir 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to  day. 

Bru.  1  will  do  fo  :  but  look  you  C*futs\ 
The  angry  fpoc  doth  blow  on  Cafars  brow,  : 
And  all  the  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train  ; 
C alphurma's  Cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Lookes  with  fuch  Ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  eyes 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol 
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!  Being  croft  in  Conference,  by  fome  Senators. 
Cffsi.  Ctuk*.  mil  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. Caf.  Antomo. ylnt.  Cafar. 

Caf  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  arc  far, Sleek-headed  men,  and  fuch  as  fleep  a  nights  j *ond  Crf/Whas  a  lean  and  hungry  look 
He  thmkes  too  much :  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

H^'m  S    »  D0C  C^r>  he's  not  ̂ ngerous, 
He  is  a  Noble  Romm,  and  well  given.  ° Caf  Would  he  were  fatter  ;  But  1  fear  him  not  { Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear 
/  do  not  know  the  man  1  fhould  avoid, 
So  foon  as  that  ̂ itCafsUs.  He  reads  much 
He  is  a  great  Obfcrver/ and  he  lookes  ' 

J   tou  doytt;:  hehearesnoMufick, Seldom  he  frntles,  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort 

Th       u°?d  Hmfe,f' and  fcorn'd  his  fpidc 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thin* 
Such  men  as  he,  be  never  at  hearts  eafeD> 

Ind  rtV?Cy  ̂ ^'u  3  §reater  chen  ̂mfelves, 
And  there  ore  are  they  very  dangerous, 
/rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  feaVd, 
Then  what  /fear:  for  alwaies/am  Cm  fir, 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, And  tell  me  truly,  what  thou  think'ft  of  him. 

r*  i  v  War  W  Train. m  C<.  Youpul  d  me  by  the  Cloak,  would  you  fpeak  with 

ThZr  C/f>?cU  115  whac  h"h  chane'd  to  day 1  hat  C afar  lookes  fo  fad.  7 

R^l^l y0U  Werc wirh  hl*m>  were  you  rot  i 

to  WhvrC  thCn  '^what  had  cZcd. 
onVd him I  nCre  W1S 3 CTT  ofFer'd  him  I a"d beinc 

C^VV^o^t^dn°yfe
f0r? 

-Was  the  Crown  offer 'd  him  thrice  ?  g 

Neighbours fl^ed         ̂ P^S^  mmehoneft 

r4lWv^u  °*er'd  him  tbe  C'°vvn  ? 

Catk.  Why  Antony. 

he  put  ic  by  once,  bu  for  a  ?th  ,„  d  *  you' 
would  fain  have  had  it  The  le'JZV  ̂ "S'  he 

■  hen  he  put  it  by  a"  i„    bur  L  ffcred't,[0  hlIn  »g«">  = 

red  it  the  third  tirne :  he  g,,  itV'u  £  he  Pfc 
tneir  cnopt  nands,  and  threw  i!D  rhpir  rw-„„  kt  I 
caps,  and  uttered  fuch  a  deal  of  a  I      l  y 
caufe  fit*  refus'd  the  Crowi  ̂ ^f^ 
cho^ked  .   for  u    r      ' ,  hac  1C  had  C  almoft) 

at  i c  •  And  To  mr  °°nded  '    and  feH  down 
at  it .   Ana  tor  mine  own  mrr    t  a  ,\        *  , 

for  fear  of  openin-  my  rLP  a^  dud  nocL,au§h> 

Ayr.  P  9       receiving  the  bad 

—   Cafsi.  \ 
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C.-fs'i.  Butfoft  I  pray  you  .*  what  did        fwound  ? 
C*sk.  He  fell  down  in  the  Market-place,  and  found  at 

mouih,and  was  fpeechlefs. 

Brut.'  I  is  very  like  he  hath  the  falling  ficknefs. 
Cafsi.  No,  C&far  hath  it  not:  but  you,  and  I. 

And  noneft  Caska,  we  have  the  falling  ficknefs. 
Casks  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that,  but  /  am  fure 

Cafar  fell  down  ,  if  ti  e  tag  rag  people  did  not  clap  htm  , 

and  nils  him,  according  is  he  pleas'd  ,  and  difpleas'd 
them,  as  they  ufe  to  d©  the  PI  lyers  in  the  Theatre,  1  am 
no  true  man. 

Brut.  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  hi  nfelf  ? 

Cask.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down  ,  when  he  perceiv'd 

the  common  Heard  was  glad  he  refus'd  the  Crown,  he 
pluckt  me  ope  his  Doublet,  and  ofTer'd  them  his  Tnroat 
to  cut and  1  had  been  a  man  of  any  Occupation,  if  / 
would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word, 

go  to  Hell 

/would  /  might 

the  Rogues ,  and  fo  he  fell.  When 
himfelf  again , amon<* he  came  to  himlelf  again ,  he  faid  ,  If  he  had  done,  or 

faid  any  thing  amifs,  he  defir'd  their  worfhips  to  think 
it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  Wenches  where  / 

Hood ,  cryed ,  Alafs  good  Soul ,  and  forgave  him  with 

all  their  hearts:  But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  chem  ;,if 
C<tfar  had  ftabl'd  their  Mothers,  they  would  have  done  no 
lefs. 

Brut .  And  after  thar,  he  came  thus  fad  away. 

Cafsi.  Did  Cicero  fay  any  thing  ? 
Cask.  /,  he  fpoke  Greek. 
Cafsi.  To  what  effecT:  ? 

Casks  Nay,  and  /tell  you  that,  He  ne'relookyou  i'th' 

face  again.  But  thofe  thatunderttood  him,  fmil'd  at  one 
another,  and  fhook  their  heads :  but  for  mine  own  part  it 

was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too  .•  Mh- 
rellmzn&FUvW)  for  pulling  Scarries  off  Cafars  Images, 
are  put  to  filence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  Foolery 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cafs.  Will  you  fup  wit  h  me  to  night,  Cask*  ? 

Cask.  No,  1  am  promis'd  forth. Cafsi.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to  morrow  ? 
Cdsk^Iytf  1  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,ind  your  din- 
ner worth  the  eating. 

Cafsi.  Good,  /  will  expe£t  you. 

Cask.  Ljo  fo/  farewelboth. 

If  /  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cafsius, 
He  fhould  not  humor  me.  I  will  this  night, 
In  feveral  hands, in  at  his  windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  feveral  Citizen,-, 
Writings,  all  rending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  Name  :  wherein  obfeurcly 

Ctfars  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  ar. 
And  after  this,  let  Cafxr  feat  him  fure, 
For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  daies  endure. Exit. 

Exit. 

*Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  wasqukk  Mettle,  when  he  went  io  School. 

Cafsi.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  Encerprize, 
How-ever  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form  : 
This  Rudenefs  is  a  Sawce  to  his  good  wir, 
Which  gives  men  ftomaek  to  digeft  his  words 
With  better  Appetites. 

Brut.  And  fo  it  is : 

For  this  time  /  will  leave  you  : 

To  morrow  if  you  pleifc  to  fpeak  with  me, 
/  will  come  home  to  you  :  or  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  /  will  wait  for  you. 

C«fi>  I  will  do  fo  :  till  then,  think  of  the  world. 
Exit  Brutus. 

Well  Brutus^thou  art  Noble :  yet  /  fee 
Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wroughc 

From  that  it  is  tfifpos'd,  therefore 'tis  meet, 
That  NoMe  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  : 

For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  fedue'd  ? 
Cafar  doth  bear  me  hard,  but  he  loves  Brutus. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enttt  Caska, 
and  Cicero. 

Cic.  Good  even,  fak* :  brought  you  Ccefar  home  ? 

Why  are  you  breatnkfs,  and  why  Rare  you  fo  > 

Casks  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  fway  of  Earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 
/have  feen  Tempefts,  when  the  fcolding  winds 

Hive  riv'd  the  knotty  Oakes,  and  /have  feen 
Th 'ambitious  Ocean  (well,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatnirg  Clouds  .* 
But  never  till  to  night,  never  till  now, 

Did  I  go  through  a  Tempeft-dropping-fire. 
Either  there  is  a  Civil  ftrife  in  heaven, 

Or  elfe  the  world,  too  fawcy  with  the  Gods, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  dettruction. 

Cic.  Why,  faw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 
Cask^.  A  common  flive,  you  know  him  well  by  fight , 

Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 

L'ke  twenty  Torches  joyn'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand, 

Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remain'd  unfeorch'd. 
Befides,  /  ha'not  fincc  put  up  my  Sword, 
Againft  the  Capitol  /  met  a  Lion, 

VVho  glaz'd  upon  me,  and  went  furely  by, 
Without  annoying  me.  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap,  a  hundred  gaftly  women  ,  A 
Transformed  with  their  fear ,  who  fvvore,  they  faw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  (treets. 
And  yefterday,  the  Bird  of  Night  did  fit , 
Even  at  Noon  day,  upon  the  Market  place, 
Howting,  and  ihreeking.    When  thefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  con joyntly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 
Thefe  are  their  Reafons  they  are  Natural : 

For  J  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  flrange  difpofed  time  : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  fafhion, 
Clean  from  thepurpofe  of  the  things  themfelvcs, 

Comes  fafa  UP  the  Capitol  to  morrow  ? 
Cask:  He  doth  .*  for  he  did  bid  Antonio 

Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow. 

Cic.  Good-night  then,  CMk* ' 
This  difturbed  Sky  is  not  to  walk  in. 

Casf^  FarewelC7««. 

Enter  Cafsius. 

Exit  fa*™* 

Caf.  Who's  there? 
Casks  ARomane. 

Caf.  fak*,  by  your  voyce. 
Cask.  Your  Ear  is  good. 

Casfius ,  What  night  is  this  ? 
Cafsi.  A  very  pleafing  nighc  to  honeft  men. 
Cask.  VVho  ever  knew  the  Heavens  menace  fo  ? 
Cafsi.  Thofe  that  have  known  the  Earth  fo  full  of fault;. 

For 
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For  my  pare  I  have  walk'd  about  the  Greets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perillous  Nighc : 
And  thus  unbraced,  Caska  ,  as  you  tee, 

Havebar'd  my  Bofomto  the  Thunder-ftone: 

And  when  the  croffe  blew  Lightning  feem'd  to  open 
Trie  Breft  of  Heaven,  I  did  prefent  my  felf 
Even  intheaime,  and  very  fl a fh  of  it.  (vens? 

Cask.  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  the  Hea- 
It  is  the  part  of  men,  to  fear  and  tremble, 

When  the  moft  Mighty  Gods  by  tokens  fend 
Such  dreadful  Heraulds,  to  aftonilh  us. 

C*fli-  You  are  dull,  Cask*  '• 
And  thole  fparksof  Life  that  fhould  be  in  a  Romv* , 
You  do  want,  or  elfe  you  ufe  no% 
You  look  pale,  and  gaze,  and  put  on  fear, 
And  caft  your  felf  in  wonder, 

To  fee  the  ftrange  impatience  of  the  Heavens  .• 
But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe, 
Why  all  thefc  fires,  why  all  thefe  gliding  Ghofts, 
Why  Birds  and  Beafts,  from  quality  and  kind, 
Why  Old  men,  Fools,  and  Children  calculate, 
Why  all  thefe  things  change  from  their  Ordinance, 
Their  Natures,  and  pre-formed  Faculties, 
To  monftrous  quality  ;  why  you  fhall  find, 

Tnat  Heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  thefe  Spirits-, 
To  make  them  inftruments  of  feir,  and  warning,  ■ 
Untofomemonftrous  State. 

Now  could  \{Caska)  name  to  thee  a  man, 
Molt  like  this  dreadful  Night, 

That  Thunders,  L;ghcens,opens  Graves,  and  tears, 
As  doth  the  Lyon  in  the  Capitol ; 
A  man  no  mightier  then  thy  felf,  or  me, 
Inperfonal  action  ;  yet  prodigious  grown 
And  fearful  as  thefc  itrange  eruptions  are.. 

Cask.  Tis  Cufar  that  you  mean, 
Is  it  not,  Cajftus  ? 

Caf.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  Sinews  and  Limbs  like  to  their  Anceftors  ; 

But  woe  the  while,  our  Fathers  minds  are  dead, 

And  we  are  governed  with  our  Mothers  fpirits, 
Our  yoak,  and  furferance,  fhew  us  womanifli. 

Cask:  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  Senators  to  morrow 

Mean  to  eftablifh  C*far  as  a  King  .• 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  Crown  by  Sea,  and  Land, 

In  every  place,  fave  herein  Italy. 
Caf.  I  know  where  I  will  weare  this  Dagger  then ; 

Cajfius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Caffius : 
Tnerein,  ye  Gods,  you  make  the  weak  moft  ftrong  j 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  Tyrants  do  defeat. 
Nor  Stony  Tower,  nor  Walls  of  beaten  Braffe, 

Nor  air-lefie  Dungeon,  nor  ftrong Links  of  Iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  ftrength  of  Spirit : 
But  Life  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  Barrcs, 
Never  lacks  power  to  difmiffe  it  felf. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  befides, 

That  part  of  Tyranny  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  fhakeoff  at  plcafure.  Thunder  ftill. 

Cask^  So  can  I : 
So  every  Bond-man  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  Cancel  his  Captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  fhould  Cefar  be  a  Tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man,  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  Wolfe, 
But  that  he  fees  the  Romans  xebut  Sheep; 
He  were  no  Lyon,  were  not  Romans  Hindes. 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire, 
Begin  it  with  weak  Straws.  What  trafh  is  Rome  ? 

What  Rubbifh,  and  what  Offall  f  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter,  to  illuminate 

So  vile  a  thing  as  C*far.  But  oh  grief, 
Where  hift  thou  led  me  ?  If perhaps)fpeak  this 

Before  a  willing  Bond-man  :  then  I  know 

My  anfvver  mutt  be  made.  But  I  am  arm'd, And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 
Cask-  You  fpeakto^w^i,  and  to  fuch  a  man, 

That  is  no  Hearing  Tell-tale.  Hold,  my  hand 
Befictiou;  for  reor^fleof  all  thefe  Griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  tnis  foot  of  mine  as  farre, 

As  who  goesfartheft. 

Caf.  There's  a  Bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Caska,  I  have  mov'd  already Some  certain  of  the  Is  obi  eft  minded  Romans 

To  under-goe,  with  me, an  enterprize, 
Of  Honourable  dangerous  confequence; 
And  I  do  know  by  this,  they  ftay  forme 

In  Pompey  t  Porch ;  for  now  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  (iirre,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets, 

And  the  Complexion  of  the  Element 
Is  Favours,  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 

Molt  bloody,  fiery,  and  moft  terrible. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Caj^.  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in 
hafte. 

Caf.  Tis  Cinna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  Gate, 
He  is  a  friend.  Cinna,  where  hafte  you  fo? 

Cinna.  To  find  out  you:  Who's  that,  Metelltts 

Cumber  ? Caf.  No,  it  is  Caska,  one  incorporate 
To  our  Attempts.  Am  I  not  ftaid  for, 

Cin.  I  am  glad  on'r. What  a  fearful  Night? 

There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftrange  fights. 
Caf.  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  tell  me. 
Cm.  Yes,  you  are,  O  Caffius, 

If  you  could  but  winne  the  Noble  Brum 
To  our  party 

Caf.  Be  you  content.  Good  G'»»*rakc  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Pretors  Chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it :  and  throw  this 

In  at  his  Window  •  fet  this  up  with  waxe 
Upon  old  BmtHs  Statue;  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompeys  Porch,  where  you  fhall  find  us. 
Is  Deems  Brutus  and  Trebonius  t  here  f 

Cm.  All, but  MctellusCimber,  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.  Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  fo  beftow  thefe  papers  as  you  bad  me. 

Caf.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompeys  Theater. 
Exit  Cinna* 

Come  Caska,  you  and  /  will  yet,  ere  day, 

See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  -•  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cask.  O,  he  fits  high  in  all  the  peoples  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  as, 
His  Countenance,  like  richeft  Alchymie, 
Will  change  to  Vertue,andto  Worthinefle. 

Caf.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  righr  well  conceited:  let  us  °o, 
For  it  is  after  Mid-night,  and  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  befure  of  him. 

Exeunt. N  n  n  Atlus 
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Enter  Brutus  in  his  Orchard* 

Bru.  Wnat  Lucius,  hoe  ? 

/cannot,  by  the  ptogreffe  of  the  Starrer, 
Give  guefle  how  neer  to  day-  Lucius,  I  fay  ? 
1  would  it  were  my  fault  to  fleepfofoundly. 
When  Lucius,  when?  awake,  /fay:  whit  Lucius} 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  Get  me  a  Taper  in  my  Study,  Lucius: 

When  it  is  lighted,  come-and  call  me  here. 
Luc.  I  will,  my  Lord.  Exit 4 
Brtt.  /t  muft  be  by  his  death  :  and  for  my  parr, 

/  know  no  perfonal  caufe,  to  fpurn  at  him, 

But  for  the  general.  He  would  be  crown'd  : 
How  that  might  change  his  Nature,  there's  thequeftion  ? 
/t  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  Adder, 
And  that  craves  wary  walking :  Crown  htm  char, 
And  then  /  grant  we  put  a  (ting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  dinger  with. 

Th'abufe  of Greatnefie,  is,  when  it  disjoynes 
Remorfe  from  power :  And  to  fpeak  truth  of  C<tfar ,  * 
/  have  not  known,  when  his  affections  fway'd 
More  then  his  Reafon.  But  tis  a  common  proofe,  5 

That  Lowlineffeis  young  Ambitions  Ladder, 
VVherero  the  Climber  upward  turns  his  face  : 
But  when  he  once  attains  tneupmoft  Round, 
He  then  unto  the  Ladder  turns  his  back. 

Looks  in  the  Clouds,  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 
By  which  he  did  afcend  :  fo  Cafar  may ; 
Then  left  he  may,  prevent.  Andfince  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour, for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fafhion  it  thus  j  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  tothefe,and  thefe  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  Serpents  egge, 

Which  hatch 'd,  wsuld  as  his  kind  grow  mifchievous  j And  kill  him  in  the  (hell. 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.The  Taper  burneth  in  your  Clofer,  Sir : 

Searching  the  window  for  a  Flint,  /found 

This  Paper,  thus  feal'd  up,  and  /  am  fure 
/  did  not  lye  there  when  /  went  to  bed. 

Gives  him  the  Letter. 

*Bra.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day  : 
/s  not  to  morrow  (Boy)  the  firft  of  March  ? 

Luc.  /know  nor, Sir. 
Bra.  Look  in  the  Callender,  and  bring  me  word. 
Luc.  /will, Sir.  Exit. 
Bra.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 

Give  fomuch  light :  that  /  may  read  by  them. 
Of  ens  1  he  Letter  and  reads. 

Bruttts  thou  fleep'fl  ;  awake,  and  fee  thy  [elf'. 
Shall  Ro:r.e,erc  fpeak,  ftr>ke,  redreffe. 

Brutus,  thcufleep'fi :  awake. 
Such  infiigations  have  been  often  dropr. 

"Where  /  h  ve  took  them  up: 
Shall  Rome,  O'c.  Thus  mull  /  piece  it  out : 
Shall  Rome  ft  ;nd  under  one  mans  awe  ?  What  Rome  ? 

My  Anceflo-s  did  from  the  ftreecs  of  Rome 

The  Tarqttin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 
Speak,  ftnkf)  redrejfe,  Am  /  entreated 

To  fpeak,  andftrike?  O  Rome,  /  make  the  promife, 
/f  the  redreffe  will  follow,  thou  receiver!: 

Thy  full  Petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus. 
Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fifteen  daies. 

Kneckjxiihin. 
Bru.  Tis  good.  Go  to  the  Gate,  fome  body  knocks : 

Since  Caffus  hjft  did  whet  meagainft  Cdfar, 

I  have  not  flepr-.  ■ Between  the  acting  of  a  dreidful  thins. 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  Interim}* 

t  Like  a  Phantafma,  or  a  hideous  Dream  / 
I  The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments 
i  Are  then  in  councell ;  and  the  ftite  of  man, 
;  Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  ftttfers  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurreition. 

Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  tis  your  brother  Cajfms  at  thedoor, 

Who  doch  defire  to  fee  you. 
Bru.  /s  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  arc  moe  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 
Luc.  No,  S  r,  their  Hats  are  pluckt  about  their  ears, 

And  half  their  Faces  buried  in  their  Cloaths, 
That  by  no  means  /  may  difcover  them, 

By  any  mark  of  favour. 
Bru.  Let'em  enter  : 

They  are  the  Faction.  O  Confpiracy, 

Sham'ft  thou  to  fhew  rhy  dang'rous  Brow  by  Nighr, When  evils  are  moft  free  ?  O  then,  by  day 
Where  wiit  thou  find  a  Cavern  dark  enough, 
To  mask  thy  monftrous  Vifage  ?  Seek  none  Confpiracy, 
Hide  it  in  Smiles,  and  Affability : 
For  if  thou  path  thy  native  femblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  it  (elf  were  dim  me  enough, 
To  hidetheefrom  prevention. 

Enter  the  Confpirators,  Ctffius,  Caska,  Decius, 
Ctnna,  Meiellus,  and  Trebovius. 

Caf.  /think  we  are  roobold  upon  your  Reft : 
Good  morrow  Brutus,  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  /have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  Night  : 
Know  /  thefc  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Caf.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here 

But  honors  you  .•  and  every  one  doth  wifh, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourfelf, 
Wnich  every  Noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Caf.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 
Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caf.  This,  Caska;  this  Cinna;  and  this  MettUus 
Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome.  , 
What  watchful  Cares  doeinterpofe  themfelves 
Berwixr  your  Eies  and  Night  ? 

Caf.  Shall  /  i  n  trea  t  a  word  ?         They  whifper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  Eafl  .*  doth  not  the  day  break  here  ? Caskj  No. 

C in.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth,  and  yon  grey  Lines, 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  Meflengers  of  Day. 

Cask.  You  fh all  confefle  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd  : 
Here  as  /  point  my  Sword,  the  Sunne  arifes, 
IWhich  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 

Weigh- 
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Weighing  chc  yoathful  Scafon  ©f  the  y  car. 

Some  two  moneths  hence,  up  higher  towud  chc  North 
He  firft  prefents  his  fire,  and  the  high  Eaft 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

'Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over ,  one  by  one. 
Cajfi.  And  let  as  fwear  our  rcfolution. 
Bru.  No,  not  an  Oath  :  if  not  the  Face  of  men, 

The  fufferance  of  our  foules,  the  times  abufe  ; 
If  thefe  be  Motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 

And  every  man  hence,  to  his  idle  bed : 

So  let  high-fightcd-f  yranny  range  on. 
Till  each  man  drop  by  Lottery.  But  if  thefe 
(As  I  am  Cure  they  do)  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  Cowards,  and  to  fteel  with  valour 

The  melting  Spirits  of  women ;  Then  Country  men, 
Whac  need  we  any  fpur,but  our  own  caufc 
To  prick  us  totedrefs  ?  What  other  Bond, 
Then  fecrct  Romans ,  that  havefpoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ?  And  what  other  Oath, 

Then  Honefty  to  Honefty  engag'd, 
That  this  fhall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it. 
Swear  Pricfts  and  Cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 
Old  feeble  Carrions,  and  fuch  fufFering  foulcs 
That  welcom  wrongs   Unto  bad  caufes,  fwear 
Such  Creatures  as  men  doubt ;  but  do  not  (lain 
The  even  vertucofour  Enrerprnte,  i 

Nor  ch'infuppreffive  Mettle  of  our  Spirits, 
To  think,  that  or  our  Caufe,  or  our  Performance 
Did  need  an  Oath.  When  every  drop  of  bloud 
That  every  Roman  bearcs,  and  Nobly  beares 
Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  Battardy, 
If  he  do  break  the  fmallcft  Particle 

Of  any  promife  that  hath  part  from  him. 
Caf.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  Shall  we  found  him  ? 

I  think  he  will  fhnd  very  ftrong  with  us. 
Catk;  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 
Ci».  No,  by  no  meanes. 
Afet.  O  lec  us  have  him,  for  his  Silver  hairs 

Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  mens  voyces,  to  commend  our  deeds : 

It  fhall  be  faid,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands, 
Our  youths,  and  wildnefs,  {hall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O  name  him  not ;  let  us  not  break  with  htm . 

For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Caf.  Then  leave  him  out. 

'Cask.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 
Dec.  Shall  no.man  elfe  be  toucht,  but  only  C<tfar  ? 

Caf.  Deans,  well  urg'd  :  I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Alark^Antony ,  fo  well  belov'd  of  Ctfar, 
Should  out-live  Cafar,  we  fhall  find  of  him 
A  fhrewd  Contriver.  And  you  know,  his  means 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  ttretch  fo  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Cafar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Ourcourfe  will  fcem  too  bloudy,  fiiusCafsiits, 
I  To  cut  the  Head  off,  and  then  hack  the  Limbs  : 
I  Like  wrath  in  death,  and  Envy  afterwards.' 
For  Antony,  is  but  a  Limb  of  C*far. 

Lee's  be  Sacrificers,  but  not  Butchers  Calm : 
We  all  ftand  up  again!*  the  fpirit  of  C<tfart 
And  in  the  Spirit  of  men,  there  is  no  bloud : 
O  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cetfars  Spirits , 
And  not  difmember  tftfar!  But  (  alas  ) 
C*f«r  mud  bleed  for  it.  And  gentle  Friends, 

Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully : 
Lee's  carve  him,  as  a  Difh  fit  for  the  Gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  Carkafs  fit  for  Hounds ; 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  Matters  do , 

Stir  up  their  Servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  fecm  to  chide  em.  This  fhall  make 

Our  purpofe  neceffary,  and  not  envious. 
Which  fo  appearing  to  chc  common  eyes, 

We  fhall  becali'd  Purgers,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  MarJ^Antony,  think  not  of  him  : 
For  he  can  do  no  more  then  Ctfars  Arm, 
When  Caf  art  head  is  off. 

Caf.  Yet  / fear  him, 

For  in  the  ingrafted  Love  he  beares  to  Ceefar. 
Bru.  Alas  good  C*fsiusy  do  not  think  of  him : 

If  he  love  C*fart  all  that  he  can  do 

Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  Cafar. 
And  that  were  much  he  fhould  :  for  he  is  given 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  much  company. 

Trtb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  him  not  die, 

For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

pKkJlrikfs* 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  Clock. 

Caf  The  Clock  hath  ftricken  three. 
Treb.  *Tis  time  to  part. 
Caf.  Bur  it  is  doubtful  yet, 

Whether  Cafar  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no : 
For  he  is  fuperfticious  grown  of  late, 
Quite  from  the  main  Opinion  he  held  once, 
Of  Fantafie,  of  Dreams,  and  Ceremonies : 
Ic  may  be,  thefe  apparent  Prodigies  f 
The  unaccuftom'd  terror  of  this  Night, 
And  the  perfwafion  of  his  Augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dte.  Never  fear  that:  if  he  be  fo  refolv'd, 
I  can  ore-fway  him :  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  Unicornes  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
And  Bears  with  Glafles,  Elephants  with  Holes, 
Lions  with  Toilcs,  and  men  with  Flatterers. 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  Flatterers , 
He  faies,  he  docs ;  being  then  moft  flittered. Let  me  work  : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent  ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Caf.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 
Tfrtt.  By  the  eight  hour,  is  that  the  utrermoft  ? 
Cm.  Be  that  the  urtermoft,  and  fail  not  then. 
Met.  C aim  Llgarim  doth  bear  Cdfar  hatred, 

Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pomt>ert 
1  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now  good  Metellus  go  along  by  him  .- 
He  loves  me  well,  and  J  have  given  him  Rcafons, 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  He  fafhion  him. 

Caf.  The  Morning  comes  upon's  : Wee'l  leave  you  Brutus, 
And  friends  difperfe  your  felves ;  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  fhew  your  felves  true  Romans, 

Bru.  Good  Gentlemen,  look  frefh  and  merrily, 
Let  not  our  Iookes  put  on  our  purpofes , 

Buc  bear  it  as  our  Roman  Actors  do,  ' 
With  untir'd  fpirits,  and  formal  Conftancy, And  fo  good  morrow  to  y  o  u  every  one.  Bxtmx. Mantt  Brums. 

Boy  :  Lucius:  Faft  afleep  ?  It  is  no  matter, 
Enjoy  thehonv-heavy-dew  of  Slumber  ; 
Thou  haft  no  Figures,  nor  no  Fantafies, 

Nnn  a  Which 
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Wnich  bufie  care  drawes,  in  the  braines  of  men  ; 

Therefore  thou  fleep'ft  fo  found. Enter  Portia* 

Por.  'Brutus,  my  Lord. 
Bra.  Portia,  Whit  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rife  you  now  ? 

Ic  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commie 
Your  weak  condition,  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  Y'havc  ungently  Bruttu 
Stole  from  my  Bed :  and  ycfternight  at  Supper 

You  fuddenly  arofe ,  and  wal'k'd  about , 
Mufing,  and  fighing,  with  your  armes  a-crofs : 
And  when  /ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 

You  ftar'd  upon  me,  with  ungentle  Iookes. 
/  urg'd  you  further,  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head, 
And  too  impatiently  ftampt  with  your  foot : 

Yet  /  infixed,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not, 
But  with  anangrv  wafter  of  your  hand 
Gave  fign  for  me  to  leave  you    So  /  did , 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience 

Which feem'd  too  much  inkindled,  and  withal; 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  etfeft  of  Humor, 
Which  forruime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
L  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  deep  ; 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  fhape, 

As  it  hath  much  prevailed  on  your  Condition, 
/  fhould  not  know  you  Brutus.  Dear  my  Lord, 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief. 

Bru.  1  am  not  Well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 
Por.  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  health, 

He  would  embrace  the  meancs  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why  fo  /  do  :  good  'Portia  go  to  bed. 
Per.  Is  Brutus  hck  ?  and  is  it  Phyfical 

To  walk  unbraced,  and  fuck  up  the  humors 
Of  the  dark  Morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  fick  t 
And  will  he  Heal  out  of  his  wholfom  bed, 

To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  Night  ? 
And  tempt  the  Rheumy, and  unr urged  Ayr 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  No  my  Brutus, 
Yoa  have  fome  lick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which  by  the  Right  and  Venueof  my  place 
I  ought  to  know  of :  And  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  Beauty, 
By  all  your  vowes  of  Love,  and  that  great  Vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to.  me,  your  felf  3  your  half ; 
Why  you  are  heavy,  ami  what  men  to  night 
Have  had  reforr  to  you :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru.  Kneel  not  gentle  Portia. 

Per.  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  Marriage,  tell  me  Brutut, 
Is  it  excepted,  /  fhould  know  no  Secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  /your  felf, 
But  as  it  were  in  fort,  or  limitation  ?  . 

To  keep  with  you  at  meales,  comfort  your  Bed, 
And  talk  to  you  fometi mcs  ?  Dwell  /  but  in  the  Suburbs 
Of  your  goodpleafure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutns  Harlot,  not  his  w;fe. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife, 
A<;  dear  to  me4asare  the  ruddy  drops 

j  Thatvific  my  fad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then' fhould  I  know  this  fecret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman  ;  but  wirhil, 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 

,T  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal, 

A  woman  well  reputed  :  Cms  Daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  fironger  then  my  Sex 

Being  fo  Fathered,  and  fo  Husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  Counfds,  /  will  not  difclofeem: 
I  have  made  ftrong  proof  of  my  Conftancy, 
Giving  my  felf  a  voluntary  wound 

Here,  in  the'Thigh  :  Can  /  bear  that  with  patience, And  not  my  Husbands  Secrets  > 
Bru.  O  ye  Gods  V 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  Noble  wife. 
Heark,  hcark,  one  knocks :  Portia  go  in  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  thy  bofom  (hall  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  hearr. 

All  my  engagements, I  will  conftrue  to  thee, 
All  the  Chara&ery  of  my  fad  browes 
Leave  me  with  haft,  £xit  pert;a. 

Enter  Lucius,  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who's  that  k  ̂ockes  ? 
Luc.  Here  is  a  fick  man  that  would  fpeak  with  you. 
Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  fpake  of. 

Boy, (land  afidc.  Caius  Ligarius,  how? 
Cal.  Vouchfafc  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 
Bru.  O  what  a  time  have  you  chofe  out  brave  Caius 

To  wear  a  Kerchief  ?  Would  you  were  not  fick. 
Cai.  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 

Any  exploit  worthy  che  name  of  Honour. 
Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand  Ligarius , 

H  id  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  ir.  ; 
Cai.  By  all  the  Gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 

I  here  difcard  my  ficknefs.  Soul  of  Rome, 
Brave  Son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  Loynes, 
Thou  like  an  Exorcift,  haft  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  Soiric.  Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  firive  with  things  impoflible, 
Yea  get  the  better  of  them.  What's  to  do  ? Bru.  A  piece  of  work, 
That  will  make  fick  men  whole. 

Cai.  But  are  not  fome  whole,  that  we  muft  make  fick  ? 
Bru.  That  mutt  we  alfo.  What  it  is  my  Caiusy 

I  fhall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 
Cat.  Sec  on  yourfoor, 

And  with  a  heart  new-fir'd  ,  I  follow  you, To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  fufticeth That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 
Bru.  Follow  me  then. 

Thunder.  \ 

Exeunt-  i 

Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  Julius  Cafar  in  his  Night-Gown. 

Cafar.  Nor  Heaven,  nor  Earth, 
Have  been  at  peace  to  night  : 
Thrice  hath  Ca/phurnia  in  her  fleep  crjed  out  j 

Help,  ho:  they  murder  Cafar.  Who's  within? Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  My  Lord. 

C af.  Co  bid  the Priefts  do  prefent  Sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  theiropinions  of  Succefs. Ser.  I  will  my  Lord. 

Snter  Calphurnia. 
C al.  What  mean  you  Cafiar  ?  Think  you  to  walk  forth  ? 

Yon  fhal  I  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to  day. 

Caf.fafar  fhall  forth ;  the  things  that  threaten'd  me, 
Kfc'r  lookt  but  on  my  back :  When  they  fnall  fee 
The  face  of  Cafar,  they  are  vanifhed. 

.:  / 

Exit. 
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Calp.  Cafar,  I  never  flood  on  Ceremonies, 
Ycc  now  they  fright  me :  There  is  one  within, 
Befides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  feen, 
Recounts  molt  horrid  lighcs  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  Lionefs  hach  wheiped  :n  the  ftrecrs, 

And  Graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead  ; 
Fierce  fiery  warriours  fight  upon  cheClonds 
In  Rankes  and  Squadrons,  and  right  form  of  war 

Which  drizzel'd  bloud  upon  the  Capitol  ; 
The  noife  of  Battel  hurried  in  the  Ayr : 

Horfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan, 
And  Gbolts  did  fhriek  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
0  Cafar ,thefe  things  are  beyond  all  ufe, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Caf.  What  can  be  avoyded 

Whole  end  is  purposM  by  the  mighty  Gods? 
Yec  Cafar  fhall  go  forth  :  for  thele  Predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Cafar. 

Calp.  When  Beggars  die,  there  are  no  Comets  feen, 
The  Heavens  themfelves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  Princes. 

Caf.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths, 
The  valiant  never  raft  of  death  but  once : 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  /  yet  hive  heard, 
Ic  feemes  to  me  molt  ttrange  that  men  fhould  fear, 
Seeing  that  death,  a  neceffary  end 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
What  fay  the  Augurers  ? 

Ser.  Tney  would  not  hive  you  to  ftk  forth  to  day. 
Plucking  the  Entrals  of  an  Offeringforth, 
Tney  could  not  find  a  heart  within  thebeift. 

(faf.  Tne  Gods  do  this  in  fhameof  Cowardife : , 
Cafar  fhould  be  a  Beaft  without  a  heart 
Jf  he  fhould  ft *y  at  home  to  day  for  fear : 
No,  Cafar  fhall  not ;  Danger  knowes  full  well 
That  Cafar  is  more  dangerous  then  he. 

We  hear  two  Lions  litter 'd  i  n  one  day, 
And  /  the  elder  and  more  terrible, 

And  fafar  (hill  go  forth. 
Cal.  Alas  my  Lord, 

Your  wifdom  isconfum'd  in  confidence : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  :  Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keepes  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 

We'l  fend  Mark^Antony  to  the  Senate  houfe, 
And  he  fhall  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me  upon  my  knee  prevail  in  this 

C<tf.  Marl^  Antony  fhall  fay  /  am  nor  well , 
And  for  thy  humour ,  /  will  flay  at  home. 

Enter  'Deems. 

Here's  Dec! us  'Brutus  he  fhall  tell  them  fo. 
Dec.  Cafar,  all  hail :  Good  morrow  worthy  £*/*V, 

1  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate  houfe. 

Caf.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time, 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to  day  : 
Cannor,  isfalfe:  and  that  I  dare  not,falfer  : 

I  will  not  come  to  day,  tell  them  fo  Decisis. 
Cal.  Say  he  is  fick. 
Caf.  Shsli  Cafar  fend  a  Lye  ? 

Have  I  in  Conqueit  liretcht  mine  Arm  fofar, 

To  be  afeaiM  to  tell  Gray-beards  the  truth  .* 
Deems     tell  them,  Cafar  will  not  come. 

Dee.  Moft  mighty  Cafar ,iet  me  knowfome  atufe, 
Le(t  I  be  laught  at  when  I  tell  them  fo. 

Caf.  Thecaufe  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come, 
That  is  enough  tofatisfie  the  Senate. 

But  for  your  private  fatisfa&ion, 
Becaulc  I  love  ycu,  /  will  let  you  know. 

Calfhumia  here  my  wife,  (hies  me  at  home  : 
She  creamA  to  night  fhe  C.w  my  Statue, 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  an  hundred  fpouts, 
Did  run  pure  bloud :  and  many  lufty  Romans 

Cime  fmiiing,  and  did  bath  their  hands  in  it: 

A'idthefe  does  fheapplv,  for  warningsand  portents, 
And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 

Ha'h  begg'd,  that  I  will  Hay  at  home  today. 
Dec.  This  dre  m  is  ail  amifs  interpreted, 

It  was  avifion ,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  Statue  f pouting  bloud  in  mmy  pipes, 

In  which  fo  m  ny  fmiiing  Rmans  bath' J, 

Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  fhall  fuck' 
Reviving  bloud,  and  that  great  men  fhr.llprefs 
For  Tinctures,  Staines,  Reliques,  and  Cognifance. 
This  by  Calphmmas  dream  is  lignified. 

Caf.  And  this  wiy  have  you  well  expounded  it. 
Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay, 

And  know  it  now,  the  Senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cafar. 

It  you  fhall  fend  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.  Befides,  it  were  a  mock 

Apt  to  berender'd,  for  fomc  one  to  fay, 
Break  up  the  Senate,  till  another  time, 

When  Cafars  wife  fhall  meet  with  better  Dreames : 
If  Cafar  hide  himfelf,  fhall  they  not  whifper 
Lo  Cafjr  is  airraid  f 

Pardon  me  Cafar,  for  my  dear  dear  love 

To  your  Proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  : 
Andrealon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

C*f  How  fooIiQi  do  your  fears  feem  now  Calpburnia  ? 
I  am  afhamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  J  will  go. 

Enter  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus,  C**k*>  T r'~ 
.  bomus,  Ctnna,  and  Publius, 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 
Pah.  Good  morrow  Cafar. 
Caf.  Welcom  Publius. 

What  BrmttSy  are  you  ttirr'd  fo  early  too  ? 

Good  morrow  Caaka,  Cains  Ligan'us, 
Cepr  was  ne're  fo  much  your  enemy, 
As  that  fame  Ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  a  Clock? 

Brtt.  C*/.jr,tis  ftrucken  eight. 

Caf.  I  thank  you  for  your  paines  and  curtefie. Enter  Antony. 

See  A#ony,tiax.  Revels  longa-nights 
Is  notwithstanding  up.  Good  morrow  Antony, 

A»t.  So  to  molt  Noble  Cafar. 
Caf.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 

I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 

Now  Cy»»*,now  Metellus:  what  Trebomusy 
I  have  an  houres  talk  in  (tore  for  you  : 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to  day : 
Be  near  me,  that  /  may  remember  you. 

Trek  Cafar,  I  will ;  and  fo  near  will  1  be, 
That  your  befl  Friends  fhill  wifh  /  had  been  further. 

Caf.  Good  Friends  go  in,  and  taft  fome  wine  with  me 
And  we  (like  Friends)  will  Itr  ightvvay  go  aether. 

B™.  Thar  every  like  is  not  the  fa  ne^  O  Cafar , 
The  heart  of  Brutus  carnes  to  think  upon.  Exeunt. Enter  Artemidorus. 

Cafar  ̂ bewart  of Brums,  take  heed  of 'CaJ 'sifts ;  come  not 
N  n  n  5  near 
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near  Cask*,  have  an  eye  to  Cynna.  trufl  not  Trebonius,  marl^ 

well  MeteJlus  Cymber,  Decius  Brutus  loves  thee  not :  Thou 
haft  wrong  d  Cains  Ligarius.  There  is  but  one  mind  in  all 
thefe  men,  and  it  is  bent  againfl  Cafar :  If  thou  bee  ft  not  Im- 

mortal, hok^about-yon  :  Security  gives  way  to  Confpiracy.  The 
mighty  Qods  defend  thee. 

Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 
Here  will  I  fhnd,  till  Cafar pa fs  along  , 
And  as  a  Sucor  will  /  give  him  this  : 
My  he  Arc  laments,  that  Venue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  Emulation. 

If  thou  read  i  his,  O  Caf  or,  thou  maieft  live  ; 
If  not,  the  Fates  with  Traytors  do  contrive. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

For.  I  prythee  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfc  , 
Stay  not  to  anfwer  me,  but  get  thee  gone, 

Why  dolhhouftay  ? 
Luc.  To  know  my  errand  Ma  Jam. 
For.  I  would  have  had  thee  there  and  here  again 

Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  ihould'it  do  there : 
OConftancy,  be  ftrong  upon  my  fide, 

Set  a  huge  Mountain  'tween  my  Heart  and  Tongue  s 
■  I  have  a  mans  mind,  hut  a  womans  might : 

|  How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counfel. 
;  Art  thou  here  yet  ? 
j    Luc  Madam,  what  fhould  I  do  ? 
iRun  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
i  And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

|    for.  Yes,  bring  me  word  Boy,  if  thy  Lord  look  well, 
'  For  he  went  fickly  forth  :  and  take  good  note 
;  What  C<tfar  doth,  what  Sutors  prefs  co  him. 
Heark  Boy,  what  noyfeisthat  ? 

Luc.  I  hear  none  Madam. 

For.  Prythee  lirten  well  : 
I  heard  a  bufsling  Rumour  like  a  Fray , 
And  che  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Soo:h  Midam,  I  hear  noching. 
Enter  the  Sotthfayer. 

For.  Come  hither  Fellow,  which  way  haft  chou  been  f 
Sooth.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  Lady. 

For.  What  is'c  a  clock  ? 
Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour  Lady. 
For.  Is  Cafar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 
Sooth.  Madam  not  yet,  I  go  to  take  my  ftand, 

To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol. 
For.  Thou  haft  fome fute  to Caf  at,  haft  thcunot  ? 
Sooth.Tnu  1  have  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe Crf/ar 

To  be  fo  good  to  Cafar,  as  to  hear  me: 
I  fhall  befeech  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 

For.  Wdy  know'ft  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be, 
Much  that  I  fear  may  chance : 

|  Good  morrow  to  you :  here  the  ftreet  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follower  Cafar  at  the  heeles, 
Of  Senators,  of  Praetors,  common  Sutors  , 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  (almoft)  to  death  : 
He  get  me  to  a  place  more  voyd,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Cafar  as  he  comes  along.  £xit. 

For,  I  muft  go  in: 

Aye  me.'  How  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is  ?  O  Brutus, 

The  Heavens  fpeed  thee  in  thine enterprize. 

Sure  the  Boy  heard  me  .•  Brutus  hath  a  fuit 
That  Cafar  will  not  grant.  O,  I  grow  faint : 
Run  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord, 

Say  I  am  merry  ;  Come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  fay  to  thee. 

ABm  Tertim. 

Flourifh. 

Enter  Caf  ay,  Brutus,  Cafsius,  Catka,  Decius,  MeteHus,Tre- 

bonins,  Cyma,  Antony^  Lepidus,  Artemidorus,  'Popi- lius, and  the  Soothfayer. 

Caf.  The  Ides  of  Mirch  are  come* 
Sooth.  I  Cafar,  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail  Cafar :  read  this  Schedule. 

Dec .  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  ore-read 
(At  your  beft  leifure)  this  his  humble fuit. 

Art*  O  Cafar,  read  mine  firft :  for  mine's  a  fuic That  touches  Cafar  nearer.  Read  it  great  Cafar. 

Caf.  What  touches  us  our  felf,  fhall  be  laft  ferv'd. 
Art.  Delay  not  Cafar,  read  it  inftantly. 

Caf.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
/^.Sirrajgive  place. 

Caf.  What,  urge  you  your  Petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Fop.  I  wifh  your  Enterprize  to  day  may  thrive. 
Caf.  What  enterprize  PcpHittt  ? 
Pop.  Fare  you  well. 
Bru.  What  faid  Popilius  Lena  ? 

Caf.  He  wifht  to  day  our  enterprize  might  thrive : 
I  fear  our  purpofc  is  difcovered. 

B'u.  Look  how  he  makes  to  Cafar :  mark  him. 
Caf.  Cask*  be  fudden ,  for  we  fear  prevention. 

Brum  what  fhall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 

Caffius  or  Cafar  never  fhall  turn  back, 
Fori  will  flay  my  fdf. 

"Bru.  Caf  sin  j  be  conftant : 
Popilius  Lena  fpeakes  not  of  our  purpofes. 

For  look  he  fmiles,  and  Cafar  doth  not  change. 
Caf.  Trebonius  knowes  his  time :  for  look  you  Brutus 

He  drawes  Mark^Antony  out  of  t  he  way. 
Dec.  Where  is  MeteUus  Clmber,  let  him  go, 

And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Cafar. 
Bra.  He  is  addrcft :  prefs  near,  and  fecond  him. 

Cm.  Casl^a,  you  are  the  firft  that  rearesyour  hand. 
Caf.  Are  we  all  ready?  What  is  now  amifs, 

That  C*[*r  an^  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 
Meiel.  Moft  high,  moft  mighty,  and  moft  puiflant  Cafar, 

MeteUus  Cimber  throwes  before  thy  Seat 
An  humble  heart. 

Caf  I  muft  prevent  thee  Cymber : 
Thefe  couchings,  and  thefe  lowly  curtefics 
Might  fire  thebbud  of  ordinary  men, 

And  turn  pre- Ordinance,  and  firft  Decree, 
Into  the  lane  of  Children.  Be  not  fond, 

To  think  that  CVe/*rbeares  fuch  Rebel  bloud 

That  will  be  thavv'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  mclteth  Fooles,  I  mean fvveet  words, 
Lovv-crooked-curtfics,  and  bafe  Spaniel  fawning : 
Thy  Brother  by  decree  is  banifhed : 
If  thou  doft  bend, and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him  , 
I  fpurn  thee  like  a  Cur  out  of  my  way : 

Know,  {afar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  caufc Will  he  befatisfied. 

Met,  Is  there  no  voyce  more  worthy  then  my  own, 

To 
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To  found  more  fwcetly  in  great  C£[ars  ear' 

For  the  repealing  of  my  banifh'd  Brother? 

Bru.  I  kiflfc  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery  fcfar  * 
Delir  ng  thee  that  Publlus  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Caf.  Whit  Brut**} 
Caf.  Pardon  Ctfar :  Caftr  pardon: 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cajfius  fall, 
To  begge  infranchifemcnt  for  Publlus  Cimber* 

Caf.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you, 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  Prayers  would  move  me  j 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  Northern  Starrc, 

Of whofe  true  fixr,  and  refting  quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament, 

The  Skies  arc  painted  with  unnumbred  fparks, 
They  arc  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fhine  : 

Bur,  there's  buc  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place* 

So,  in  the  world,  'tis  furnifh'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  flefh  and  blood,  and  apprehenfive  ; 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
Thar  uqaffailable  hold.-;  on  his  rank, 

Unfliak'd  of  motion  :  and  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  fhew  it,  even  in  this  : 

That  /  was  conftant  Cimber  fhould  be  banifh'd, 
And  conftant  do  remain  to  keep  him  fo. 

Cin.  OCafar. 
Caf.  Hence  :  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

*Dec.  Great  Cafar. 
Caf.  Do  not  Brutus  bootlefle  kneel  ? 
Cask.  Spe:k hands  forme. 

They fab  Cafar. 
Caf.  Et  tu  Brute.— —Then  fall  Cafar. 
Cm.  Liberty,  Freedom ;  Tyranny  is  dead, 

Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  ftreets. 
Caf.  Some  to  the  common  Pulpits,  andcryouc 

Liberty,  freedome,  and  Enfranchifcment 
Bru.  People  and  Senators,  be  not  affrighted  : 

Fly  not,  fond  (till,  ambitions  debt  is  paid. 
Cas]^.  Goto  the  Pulpit  Brutus. 
Dec.  And  Coffins  too. 
Bru.  VVnere's  Publlus  ? 
Cm.  Here  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny* 
Met.  Stand  faft  together,  left  fomc  friend  oi  Cafar s 

Should  chance  — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  ftanding.  Publlus  good  cheer, 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  perfon, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfc :  fo  tell  them  Publlus. 

Caf.  And  lewe  us  Publlus,  left  that  the  people 
Rufhing  on  us,  fhould  do  your  Age  fome  mifchief* 

Bru.  Do  fo,  and  lec  no  man  abide  this  deed, 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trebonlus. 

Caf.  Where  is  Antony} 
Treb.  Fled  tohis  houfeamaz'd , 

Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  ftare,  cry  our,  and  run, 
As  it  were  Doomefday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleafures: 
That  we  fhall  die  we  know,  tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  daiesout,  that  men  ftand  upon. 

Cask.  Why  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  offfo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  Benefit.* 

Soare  wcC*/*™  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death.  Stoop  Romans*  ftoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Cafars  blood 
Up  co  the  Elbowes,  and  befmcar  our  Swords  .* 

 —  a   d  a; 

'  lThen  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Marketplace, 

And  wiviug  our  red  weapons  o're  our  heads, 
Lei's  all  cry  Peace,  Freedom,  and  Liberty. 

Caf.  Stoop  then,  and  wafh.  How  many  Ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  acted  over, 
In  States  unborn^  and  Accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  ("hall  Cafar  bleed  in  fporc, 
That  now  on  Pomfey's  Bafis  lies  along, No  worthier  then  the  duft  ? 

Caf.  So  oft  as  that  fhall  be, 

So  of.cn  fhall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd,  , 
The  men  chat  gave  their  Countrey  liberty. 

Dec.  Whar,  fhall  we  forth  ? 

Caf  I, every  man  away* 
Brutus  fhall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft,  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome* 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  a  friend  of  Antonles. 

Ser.  Thus  "Brutus,  did. my  Mafter  bid  me  kneel  j 
Thus  did  Mark^Amony  bid  me  fall  dowty 
And  being  proltrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay, 
Brutus  is  Noble,  Wife,  Valiant,  and  Honeft, 

Cafar  was  Mighty,  Bold,  Royal,  and  Loving : 
S  ty,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honor  him  ; 

Say,  I  fear 'd  Cafar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe,  that  Antony 

May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  fafar  hath  defeiv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark^Antony  fhall  not  love  Cafar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  Fortunes  and  Affairs  of  Noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  Faith,  So  faics  my  Matter  Antony 

I    Bru.  Thy  Mafter  is  a  Wife  and  Valiant  Roman, 
I  never  thought  him  worfc: 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place 
Helhallbefatisfied,  and  by  my  honour 

Depart  un touch 'd. Ser.  He  fetch  him  prefently.  Mxit  Servant, 
Bru.  I  know  that  we  fhall  have  him  flrell  to  Friend.- 

Caf.  I  wifh  we  may  :  But  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much:  and  my  mifgiving  (till 
Falls  fhrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 
Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony  : 

Welcome  Mark^tAntony. 

Ant.  O  mighty  Cafar  I  doft  thou  lye  fo  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  Conquetts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 
I  Shrunk  to  this  little  Mcafure  ?  Fare  thee  well, 

j  /  know  not  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  elfemuftbelct  blood,  whoelfeisrank  : 
If  J  my  felf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 
As  Cafars  deaths  hour;  nor  no  inftrumcnt 
Of  half  that  worth,  as  thofe  your  Swords,*  made  rich 
With  the  moft  Noble  blood  of  aif  this  World. 
I  do  befeech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  whil'ft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoak Fulfil  your  pleafurc.  Live  a  thoufand  years, 
I  fruit  not  find  my  felf  fo  ap:  to  die. 
Noplace  will  pleafemefo,  no  mean  of  death-, 
As  here  by  C<ef*r,  and  by  you  cur  off, 
The  Choice  and  Mafter  Spirits  of  this  age, 

Bru.  O  Antony  I  Beg  not  your  death  of  us  ,-' 
Though  now  wemuft  appear  bloody  and  cruell, 
As  by-our  hands,  and  this  our  prcfent  A5i  ! 
You  -fee  we  do:  yet  fee  you  but  our  hands, 

„   ''  And  j 
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.  And  this,  the  bleeding  bufineffe  they  have  done  .* 
Our  hearts  you  fee  nor,  they  are  pittiful: 
And  pitty  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome, 
As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pitty, pitty, 
Hath  done  this  deed  oh  Cdfar.  For  your  part, 

To  you,  our  Swords  have  leaden  points  Marf^Antony; 
Our  Arms  in  ftrengt  h  of  malice,  and  our  Hearts 
Of  Brothers  temper,  do  receive  you  in, 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Caf.  Your  voice  fhallbeasftrongas  any  mans, 
la  the  difpofing  of  new  Dignities. 

Bf/ti.  Onely  be  patient  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe, 

Why  I,  that  did  love  Gefar  when  Iftrook  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Anu  I  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom  : 
Lec  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand. 
Firft  Marcus  Brutus  will  I  fhake  wich  you  j 

Next  Cairn  Caffius  do  I  take  your  hand  ; 
Now  Becius  Brutus  yours,  now  yours  Metellus  j 
Yours  Cinna ;  and  my  valiant  Caska,  yours  ; 

Though  lift,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours  good  Trebonlus, 
Gentlemen  all:  alas,  what  fhall  I  fay, 
My  credit  now  fends  on  fuch  flippery  ground, 
That  one  of  two  bad  waies  you  mutt  conceit  me, 

Either  a  Coward,  or  a  flatterer^ 
That  I  did  love  thee  Cafar,  O  tis  true : 

If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  then  thy  death, 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes? 
Molt  Noble  in  the  prcfence  of  thy  Coarfe, 
Had  /as  many  eies,  as  thou  hall  wounds, 
Weeping  as  faft  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better,  then  to  clofe 

In  terms  of  friendfhip  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me  J ulius,  here  was't  thou  bay'd  brave  heart. Here  didft  thou  fall,  and  here  thy  Hunters  ftand 

Signki  in  thy  fpoil ,  and  Crimfon'd  in  thy  Lethe. O  world thou  waft  the  Forreft  to  this  Hart, 
And  this  indeed,  O  world,  the  Hart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  Deer,  ftricken  by  many  Prince?, 
Doft  thou  here  lye  ? 

£*f.  Mar\^  Antony. 
Ant.  Pardon  me  Cains  Caffius : 

The  enemies  of  Cafar,  fhall  lay  this  .• 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  Modefty. 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifing  C&far  fo, 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 

Will  you  be  prickt  in  number  of  our  friends, 
Or  fhall  we  on  ;  and  not  depend  on  you  .? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands,  but  was  indeed 

Sway*d  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Ctfar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all, 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  fhall  give  me  Reafons, 

Why,  and  wherein  C<ef*r  wzs  dangerous. 
Br tt.  Or  elfe  were  this  a  favage  fpe6tacle : 

Our  Reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard, 
That  were  you  Antony  the  Son  of  Cafar, 
You  fhould  be  fatisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  fcek, 
And  am  moreover  fuitor  that  I  may 

Produce  his  body  to  the  M  irket-place, 
And  in  the  Pulpit  as  become?  a  friend, 

'  Speak  in  the  order  of  his  Funeral. 

Bru.  You  fhall  MarkJAntony 

Caf.  Brutus,*,  word  with  you: 
You  know  nor  what  you  do  ;  do  not  confent 

That  Antony  fpeak  in  his  Funeral : 

Know  yoil  how  much  rhe  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter. 

Bru.  By  your  pardon  : 
I  will  myfelfinto  the  Pulpit  firft, 
And  fhew  the  reafon  of  our  Cdfars  deathj 

What  Antony  fhall  fpeak,  I  will  proteft 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiffion : 
And  that  we  are  contented  Cxfar  fhall 
Have  all  true  Rites,  and  lawful  Ceremonies, 

It  fhall  advantage  more,  then  do  us  wrong. 
Caf.  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  nor. 
Bru.  Mar^  Antony,  here  take  you  Qzfars  body  : 

You  fhall  not  in  your  Funeral  fpeech  blame  us, 

But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of 

And  fay  you  doo't  by  our  permiffion  : 
Elfe  fhall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  Funeral.  And  you  fhall  fpeak  • 
In  the  fame  Pulpic  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo : 
I  do  defire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us.  Exeunt. 
Manet  Amony. 

O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  peece  of  Earth  : 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  thefe  Butchers. 
Thou  art  the  Ruines  of  theNobleft  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  Tide  of  Times. 

Woe  to  the  hand  that  fhed  this  coftly  blood. 
Over  thy  wounds,  now  do  I  prophche, 
( Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  b«g  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue)  j 
A  Curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  j 
Domeftick  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife, 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy  : 
Blood  and  deftruction  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe, 
And  dreadful  objects  fo  familiar, 

That  Mothers  fhall  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  Infants  quartered  with  the  hands  of  Wane : 

All  pity  choak'd  with  cuitom  of  fell  deeds, 
And  Cdfars  Spirit  ranging  for  Revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide,  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  Confines,  with  a  Monarks  voice, 

Cry  havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dog?  of  Warre, 
That  this  foul  deed,  fhall  fmell  above  the  earth 

With  Carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  Oftavio's  Servant, 
You  fcrve  O&avius  fafar,  do  you  not  ? 

Ser.  I  do  Atark^  Antony. 

Ant.  Cdfar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome . 
Ser.  He  did  receive  his  Letters,  and  is  coming, 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by  word  of  mouthy  OCafar! 

Am.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  a-part  and  weep  : 
Patfion  I  fee  is  catching,  for  mine  eies, 
Seeing  thofc  Beads  of  forrow  ftand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.  Is  thy  Mifter  coming  ? 

Ser.  He  lies  to  night  within  feven  Leagues  of'  Rome. 
Ant.  Poll  back  with  fpeed, 

And  tell  him  what  hath  chane'd  : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome> 
No  Rome  of  fafety  for  OBaviusytt, 

Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.  Yet  ftay  a  while, 
Thou 
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-701 Thou  (hale  not  back,  till  I  have  horn  this  Coarfe 

Into  the  market  place :  There  {hall  I  cry 

In  my  Oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  iffue  of  thefe  bloody  men, 

According  to  the  which,  thou  fruit  difcourfe 

To  young  Ottavius  of  the  ftate  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand. Exeunt- 

Enter  Brutus  and  goes  int9  the  Pulpit,  andCafst- 
us  with  the  Plebeians. 

Exit. 

Shall  be  Crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1 .  Wee'l  bring  him  to  his  houfe, With  ShoArtsand  Clamors. 

Urn.  My  Countrey-men. 

3.  Peace,  filence,  'Brutus  fpeaks. 1 .  Paace  ho.  1 

Bra.  GoodCountr^y-men,  let  me  depart  alone  , 

And  (for  my  Cake)  ftay  here  with  Antony  : 
Do  grace  to  Ctfars  Corps,  and.  grace  his  fpeech 
Tending  to  C<tfars  Glories,  which.  Marl^  Antony 

(By  our  permitfion)  is  allow'd  to  make. Idointreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save /alone,  till  Antony  have  fpoke. 

1.  Stay  ho,  and  let  us  hear  Afark^  Antony., 

3.  Lethimgoup  intothe  publique  Chair, 
Wee'l  hear  him :  Noble  Antony  00  up. 

Ant.  For  B turns  fake  I  am  beholding  to  you. 
4.  What  does  he.fiy  of  Bums! 

3.  He  faies  for  "Brutkshkc 
He  finds  himfelf  beholding  to  us  all. 

4.  'Twere  belt  fpeak  no  harmeof  Brutus  here? 
li  This  C&f«r  W  is  a  Tyrant. 

3-  Nay  that's  certain  : 
We  are  glad  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him, 

2.  Peace,  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  fay. 
Ant,  You  gentle  kbmans. 
All.  Peace  hoe,  lerus  hear  him. 

^•Pfiends,  i?t«ww,Countrey-men,lend  me  your  ears: 

Pie.  We  will  be  fatisfied  :  let  us  be  fatisfled . 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  Audience  friends. 

Cafsius  go  you  into  the  other  ftreer, 

And,  part  the  Numbers : 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  'em  flay  here ; 
Thofe  that  will  follow  £i/}/<w,goe  with  him, 
And  publike  Reafons  fhall  be  rendred 
Of  Ctfars  death. 

1  Pie.  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 
2,  I  will  hear  Cafsius ,  and  compare  their  Reafons, 

When  feverally  we  hear  them  rendred. 

3 .  The  Noble  'Brutus  is  afcended  :  Silence. 
Br*.  Be  patient  till  the  laft. 

Romans ,  Countrey-men,  and  Lovers,  hear  me  foe  rmy 
caufe,  and  be  filent,  that  you  may  hear.  Beleeve  me  for 
mine  Honor,  and  have  refpecf  to  mine  Honor,  that  you 
may  beleeve.  Cenfuremein  your  wifedome,  and  awake 

your  Senfes,  thatyou-may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  IjC©rre  to  bury  Ctfar,  not  topraifehim  i 
any  in  this  Affcmbly,  any  deer  friend  of  Caf«rsyto  them  I  The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them, 

I  fay,  that  'Brutus  love  to  C<efar,  was  no  lefle  then  his.  If  The  good  is  oft  enterred  with  their  bones; 
then,  that  Friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rofe  againft  Cafar,  .Sol eric  be  with  Cafar.  The  Noble  Brutus, 

this  is  my  anfwer:  Not  that  I  lov'd  Ctfar  leffe,  buc  Hath  told  you  Cdfar  was  Ambitious : 
thatl  lov'd  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  C*far  were  li-  If  it  were  fo,  ic  was  a  grievous  fault, 
ving,  and  die  all  Slaves ;  then  that  Ctfar  were  dead,  to  And  gnevoufly  hath  Cafar  anfwer'd  it 
live  all  Free-men  ?  As  Gtfar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  Here,  under  leave  of  Brums,  and  the  reft, 
as  he  was  Fortunate,  I  rejoyce  at  it  •  as  he  was  valiant ,  I  (F°r  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 
honour  him :  But,as  he  was  Ambitious,  I  flew,  him.  There 

is  Teus  for  his  Love:  Joy,  for  his  Fortune  :  Honour,  for 
his  Valour  :  and  Death  for  his  Ambition;  Who  is  here 

fo  bafe  that  would  be  a  Bondman  >  If  any,  fpeak,  for  him 
have  I  offended.  Who  is  herefo  rude,  that  would  no: 
be  a  Roman  ?  If  any,  fpeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who 

is  here  fo  vile,  that  will  nor  love  his  Countrey  ?  If  any, 
fpeak,  for  him  have  I  offended.  Ipaufc  for  a  reply. 

All.  None  Brutus,  none. 
Brutus.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no 

more  to  Cafar  then  you  ("hall  do  to  Brutus.  The  Quefti- 
onof  his  death,  is  inroll'd  in  the  Capitoll:  his  Giory 
not  extenuued,  wherein  he  was  worthy  ;  nor  his  offen- 

ces enfore'd,.  for  which  he  fuffered  death. 

Enter Mark^Antouy ,mth  Cafars  body. 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourn'd  by  Mark^  Antony,  who 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  fhall  receive  the  be- 

nefit of  his  dying,a  place  in  theCommon-wealth,as  wh'ich 
of  you  fhall  nor.  With  this  I  depart,  thac  as  I  flew.my 
beft  Lover  for  the  °ood  of  Rome,  I  have  the  fame  D  ig- 
ger  for  my  felf,  when  it  fhall  pleafe  my  Countrey  to  need 

my  Death. 
All.  Live  "Brutus,  live,  live. 
1.  Bring  him  with  Triumph  home  unto  his  houfe, 
2.  Give  him  a  Statue  with  his  Anceftors. 
3.  Let  him  be  fofar. 

1    4.  Ctfars  better  parts, 

So  are  they  all,  all  Honourable  men) 
Come  I  to  fpeak  \r\Cafars  funeral. 

He  was  my  Friend,  faithful,  and  jufttome;" 
But  Brutus  faies,  he  was.  Ambitious, 
And  BrutuS  is  an  Honourable  mm. 
He  hath  brought  miny  Captives  home  to  fome9 
Whofe  Ranfomesdid  the  general  Coffers  fill: 
Did  this  in  Cafar  f.em  Ambitious? 

When  riiat  the  poor  hive  cry'J,  fifar  hath  wept  : Ambition  fhould  be  made  of  fterncr  ftuffc, 
Yet  Brutus  faies,  he  was  Ambitious  : 

And  Brutus  'is  an  Honourable  man. 
You  all  did  fee,  rhar  on  the  Lupercall, 
1  thrice  pre  fen  ted  him  a  Kingly  Crown, 
Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.  Was  this  Ambition  t 
Yet  Brutus  faies  he  was  Ambitious: 
And  lure  he  is  and  Honourable  man. 
I  fpeak  not  to  difprove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 
Buc  here  I  am  to  fpeak  what  I  do  know  ;  -. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  noc  without  caufe 
WhatCmfe  wuh-holdsycu  then,  to  mourn  for  him? 
O  Judgement  /  thou  art  fled  to  hrutifh  Beafts, 
And  Men  have  loft  their  Re  fon.  Bear  with  mc,; 
My  heart  is  in  the  Coffin  there  with  Caf*r. 
And  I  muftpawfe  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

_  1 .  Me  thinks  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fayin<< /f  thouconfider  rightly  of  the  matter, 

C<efar  ha's  had  great  wrong.  (his  place. 
3.  Ha'sheMiftersPI  fear  there  will  a  vvorfe  come  in"* 

 ,   4.  Mark'c 
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4.  Mark'd  yc  his  words  ?  he  would  noc  take  the  Crown, 
Therefore  tis  certain,  he  was  not  Ambitious, 

t.  Kit  be  found  fo,  fomc  will  deer  abide  it. 

2.  Poor  foul  ,hiseies  are  red  as  fire  wich  weeping. 

3.  There's  nor  a  Nobler  man  in  Rome  then  Antony, 
4*  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak.  • 
Ant.  Bat  yefterday,  the  word  of  Cdfar  might 

Have  ttood  againft  the  world  :  Now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  Mafters/  II  I  were  difpos'd  ro  ftirrc 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  Rage, 
1  fhould  do  B>  tttHs  wrong,  and  Cafsms  wrong  : 
Who  ( you  all  know )  are  Honourable  men. 
1  will  not  do  them  wrong :  I  rather  choofe 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  you, 
Then  1  will  wrong  fuch  Honourable  men. 

But  here's  a  Parchment,  with  the  Seal  of  ̂e/rfr, 
/  found  it  in  his  Clofet,  tis  his  Will  .• 
Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  T^ftament : 

(Which  pardon  me  J  I  do  not  mean  to  read, 
And  they  would  goe  and  kiffe  dead  Cdfars  wounds, 
And  dip  their  Napkins  in  his  Sacred  blood : 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  Memory, 
And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 
Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  Legacy 
Unto  their  iffue. 

4.  Wee*lhear  the  Will,  read  ic/Iiar^  Antony. 
AH.  The  Will,  the  Will ;  we  will  hear  Cdfart  Will. 
Am.  Hive  patience  gentle  Friends,  I  muftnoc  read  it. 

It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  C&far  lov'd  you  .• You  are  not  Wood,  you  are  not  Stones,  but  men: 

And  being  men,  hearing  the  Willof  Cdfar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  j 

Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  Heirs, 
For  if  you  fhould,  O  what  would  come  of  it  ? 

4.  Read  the  Will,  wee'l  hear  ite^/My.- 
You  fhall  read  us  the  Will,  C*f«"  Will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  Patient  ?  will  ̂ ou  ftay  a  while  ? 

I  h  ave  o're  (ho  c  my  felf  to  tel  1  you  of  i  r,  s :  flol 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  Honourable  men, 

Whofe  Daggers  have  ftabb'd  Cdfar:  I  do  fear  it. 
4.  They  were  Traitors,  Honourable  men  ? 
All.  The  Will,  the  Teftament. 
2.  They  were  Villains,  Murderers :  the  Will,  read 

the  Will.  
* 

Ant.  You  will  compell  me  then  to  read  the  Will  5 
Then  make  a  Ring  about  the  Corps  of  Cdfar , 
And  let  me  fhew  you  him  that  made  the  will: 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

All.  Comedown* 
2.  Defcend. 

3.  You  fhall  have  leave. 

4.  A  Ring,  ftand  round. 
1.  Stand  from  the  Hearfe,  ftand  from  the  Body. 
2.  Roomefor  Antony,  moft  Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Nayprellcno[  fo  upon  me,  ftand  farreofF. 
All.  Stand  back,  room,  bear  back. 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  fhed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  Mantle,  I  remember 
The  firft  time  ever  Cdfar  put  it  on, 
Twason  a  Summers  evening  in  his  Tenr, 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervli 

Look,  in  this  place  ran  C?fSi*s  Dagger  through  : 
See  what  a  Rent  the  envious  Catk*  made: 

Through  this,  the  welbeloved  Brum  ftab'd 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  curfed  Steel  away. 

Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cdfar  followed  ir, 

As  rufhing  but  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd 
If  "Brutus  (0  unkindly  knbck'd,  or  no : 
For  "Brutus  as  ybu  know,  ms  Cdfars  Angel. 

Judge,  O  you  Gods,  hoW  dearly  Cdfar  lov'd  him : This  was.  the  moft  unkindeft  cut  of  all. 

For  when  the  Noble  Cdfar  faw  himftab, 

Ingratitude,  moreftrong  then  Traitors  armes, 

Quite  vanquifh'd  him:  then  burft  his  Mighty  heart, 
And  in  his  Mantle,  muffling  up  his  face, 

Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pomfey's  Statue 
("Which  all  the  while  ran  blood)  great  C*far  GSR 
O  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  Countrey-men  ? 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 

Whil'ft  bloody  Treafon  ftourifh'd  over  us. : 
Onow  you  weep,  and  1  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pitty  :  Thefe  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  Souls,  what  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 

Our  Cdfar's  Vcfture  wounded  ?  Look  you  here, 

Hereis  Himfelf,  marr'd  a<  you  fee  with  Traitors. 
1.  O  pitteous  fpcaacle .' 2.  O  Noble  Cdfar ! 

3.  Owoful  day.' 

4.  O Traitors,  Villains/- 13  O  moft  bloody  fighc  / 

2.  We  will  be  reveng'd :  Revenge 
About,  feek,  burn,  fire,  kill,  (by, 
Let  noc  a  Traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay  Countrey-men. 
1.  Peace  there,  hear  the  Noble  Antony, 

2.  Wee'l  hear  him,  wee'l  follow  him,  wee'l  dye  wich 
him.  '  (you  up 

Ant.  Good  Friends,  fweet  Friends,  let  me  not  ftirrc 

To  fuch  a  fuddain  Flood  of  Mutiny  .• 
They  thac  have  done  this  Deed,  are  Honourable, 

What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it :  They  are  wife  and  honourable, 
And  will  no  doubt  with  reafons  anfwer  you. 
I  come  noc  (Friends,)to  fteal  away  your  hearts ; 
I  am  no  Orator,as  Brutus  is ; 

But  (as  you  know  me  all )  a  plain  blunt  man 
That  love  my  friend,  and  that  they  know  full  well, 
That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him : 
For  I  have  neichcr  wir,  nor  words, nor  worth, 
Adtion  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  fpeech, 
To  ftirre  mens  Blood.  I  onely  fpeak  right  on  : 
I  tell  you  that ,  which  you  your  felves  do  know, 

Shew  you  fweet  Cdfar s  wounds^poor,  poor  dumb  mouths 
And  bid  chem  fpeak  for  me    But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brums  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  Tongue 
In  every  Wound  of  Cdfar*  thac  fhould  move 
The  ftones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny. 

All.  Wee'l  Mutiny. 
1 .  Wee'l  burn  the  houfe  of  Brutus. 

3.  Away  then,  come  feek  the  Confpirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me  Countrey-men  ,yec  hear  me  fpeak.  ' 
All.  Peace  hoe,  hear  Antony,  moll [Noble  Antony. 
Ant.  Why  Friends,  you  go  co  do  you  know  noc  what. 

Wherein  hath  Cdfar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas  you  know  not,  I  muft  tell  you  then  .• 
You  have  forgot  the  Will  I  told  you  of. 

All.  Moft  true,  the  Will,  let's  ftay  and  hear  che  Will. 
Ant.  Here  is  the  Will,  and  under  Cdfars  Seal : 

To  every  Roman  Citizen  he  gives, 

To  every  feveral  man,  feventy  five  Drachmaes. 
2.  Pie. 
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thing. 

2  Pie.  Moft  Noble  C«/ir,  wee'l  revenge  his  death. 
3  Pie.  O  Royal  (dfar» 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
All.  Peace  hoa. 

Ant.  Moreover  he  hath  left  you  all  his  Walkes, 

His  private  Arbours,  and  new-planted  Orchirds. 

On  this  fide  Tyber,  he  hath  left  them  you, 

Andtoyourheiresfor  ever:  common  pleafures 

To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  [elves. 

Here  was  a  Cafar :  when  comes  fuch  another  ? 
1  Pie.  Never,  never:  come,  away,  away: 

Wee'l  burn  his  body  in  1  he  holy  pi  ace, 
And  with  the  Brands  fire  all  the  Traytors  houfes. 

Take  up  the  body. 
2  Pie .  Go  fetch  fire. 

3  Pie.  Pluck  down  Benches. 

4  Pie.  Pluck  down  Formes,  Windovves,  any 
Exeunt  Plebeians. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work    Mifchief  thou  arta-fooc, 
Take  thou  what  courfethou  wilt. 
How  now  Fellow  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  Oftavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 
Aut.Whert  is  he  ? 

Ser.  He  and  Lepidus  3 re  at  Cafars  houfe. 
Ant.  And  thither  will  I  rtraighc,tovifit  him  : 

He  comes  upon  a  wifh.  Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  and  Cafsius 
Are  rid  like  Madmen  through  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Be'like  they  hid  fome  notice  of  the  people 
How  /  had  moved  them.  Bring  me  to  Oftavius.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cinna  the  Poet,  and  after  him  the  Plebeians. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feaft  with  C*far9 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  Fantafie  : 
I  have  no  will  to  winder  forth  of  doores, 

Yet  fomrhing  leads  me  forth. 
1  What  is  your  name  ? 
2  Whither  are  you  going  ? 
3  Wneredo>ou  dwell? 
4  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  batchelor  ?  , 
2  Anfvver  every  man  directly. 
1 1,  and  briefly.  . 

4 1,  and  wifely. 
3  I,  and  truly  ,  you  were  beft. 
Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  where 

doldvvel?  am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  batchellor  ?  Then 

to  anfvver  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wifely  and 
truly  :  wifely  1  fay,  lama  batchelour. 

2  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  fooles  that  marry : 
you'l  bear  me  a  bang  for  that  I  fear :  Proceed  direct- 
ly. 

Cin.  Directly  I  am  going  to  Ctfars  Funeral. 
1  As  a  Friend,  or  an  Enemy  ? 
Cm.  As  a  Friend. 

2  That  matter  is  anfwered  directly. 
4.  For  your  dwelling  :  briefly. 
Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 
3  Your  name  fir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  Confpirator. 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  Poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  Poer. 
4  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes ,   tear  him  for  his  bad 

Verfes. 

Cm.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  Confpirator. 

4  It  is  no  matter,  bis  name's  Cinnay  pluck  but  his  name out  of  his  hearr,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  Tear  him,  tear  him  j  Come  Brands  hoe,  Firebrands : 

icBrutus,  to  Cafsius,bum  all.  Snme  to  Pectus  houfes,  and 
fo  me  to  Castas,  fome  to  Ligarius :  Away,  go. 

Exeunt  all  the  Thbeians. 

obelus  Qujrtttf. 

Enter  Antony ,  Oftavius,  and  Lepidus . 

Ant.Tbeic  many  then  fhall  die, their  name?  areprickt. 
Oft.  Your  Brother  too  mutt  die :  confent  you  Lepidus  ? 

Lef.  I  do  confent. 
Oft.  Plick  him  do.vn  Antsny. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publms  fhall  not  live, 
Who  is  your  Sifters  ton  ,UWarl^  Antony. 

Am.  He  fhall  not  live  ;  look,  with  a  fpot  I  dam  him. 
But  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Cefars  houfe  : 
Fetch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  fhall  determine 

Ho-v  to  cut  off  tome  charge  in  Legacies. 
Lep.  What  ?  fhall  /  find  you  here  ? 

Oft.Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  Exit  Lepidus. 
Ant.  This  is  a  flight  unmerit^ble  man, 

Meet  to  befent  ouErrands :  is  it  fit 

The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  fhould  ftand 
One  of  the  three  to  fhareit  ? 

Oft.  So  you  though:  him 
And  took  his  voyce  who  fhould  be  prickt  to  die 
In  our  black  Sentence  and  Proscription. 

Ant.  Oftavius^  I  have  feen  more  daies  then  you  j 

And  though  we  lay  tbefe  honours  on  this  man, 

Tc  cafe  our  felves  of  divers  fland'rous  loids, 
He  iliall  but  bear  them,  as  the  Afs  bears  Gold, 

To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  Bufinefs , 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  print  the  way  i 

And  having  brought  our  treafuie,  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  rum  him  off 
(Like  to  the  empty  Afs)  to  fhake  his  eires, 
And  gr.  ze  in  Commons. 

Oft.  You  may  do  your  will : 

But  he's  a  tri'd,  and  valiant  Souldier. 
Ant.  So  is  my  Horfe  Oftavius,  and  for  that 

I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  Provender. 
It  is  a  Creature  that  I  teach  to  fight  , 
To  wind,  to  flop,  to  run  directly  on  : 

His  corporal  Motion,  govern'd  by  my  Spirit, 
And  in  fome  cart,  is  Lepidus  buc  fo : 

He  mud  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  : 
A  barren  fpiriied  Fellow,  onethit  feeds 
On  Objects,  Arts,  and  Imitations. 

Which  out  of  ufe,  and  ttal'd  by  other  men 
Begin  his  fafhion.  Do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  property  :  and  now  Oftavius^ 
Litten  great  things.  Brutus  and  Cafsius 

Are  levying  Powers ;  We  mutt  ttraight  make  head  •* 

Therefore  ler  our  Alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  bell  Friends  made, and  our  beH  meanes  ftretchc  out, 

And  let  usprefently  go  fit  in  Council, 

How  covert  mat  ters-may  be  beft  difclos'd, 
And  open  Perils  fureft  anfwered. 

Oft.  Let  us  do  fo :  for  we  are  at  the  flake, 

And 
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And  bayed  abbut  with  many  Enemies , 
And  fome  that  fmile  have  in  their  hearts  I  fe;r 
Millions  of  Mtfchiefes. 

Exeunt. 

Drum,  Enter  Brutus,  Lualius,  and  the  Army.  Titinius 
and  Pindarus  meet  them. 

B  u.  Stand  ho. 

Luc.  Give  the  word  ho,  and  Stand. 

Br tt.  What  now  Lucilius,  is  Cafsius  near  $ 
Luc.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Pindar  us  is  come 

To  do  youfalutation  from  his  Matter. 
Bru.  He  greets  me  well.  Your  Matter  Pindarus 

Ih  his  own  change,  or  b  y  ill  Officers, 
Hath  given  me  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifh 
Things  done,  undone  ;  But  if  he  be  at  hand 
I  fhallbefatisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  Noble  Mafter  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  Honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.  A  word  Luciliusj 

How  he  receiv»d  you:  let  me  be  refolv'd. 
Luc.  With  curtefie,  and  with  refpect  enongh  , 

\  But  not  with  fuch  familiar  inftances, 

'  Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  Conference 
i  As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

j     £r*.Thou  haft  defcri  b'd 
;  A  hot  friend,  cooling :  Ever  note  Lucilitts, 

\  When  Love  begins  to  licken  and  decay 
i  It  ufeth  an  enforced  Ceremony. 

There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fimple  Faith  .• 
B  t  hollow  men,  like  Horfcs  hot  at  hand  , 
Make  gallant  fhew,  and  promife  of  their  Mettle  : 

Low  March  within. 

But  when  they  fhould  endure  the  bloudy  Spur, 
They  fall  their  Creft,  and  like  deceitful  Jades 
Sink  in  the  Trial.  Comes  his  Army  on  f 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartcr'd  : 
The  greater  parr,  the  Horfein  general 
Are  come  with  Cafsius. 

Enter  C*[sittst       his  Powers. 

Bru.  Heirk,  he  is  arriv'd : 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Caf.  Stand  ho. 
Bru.  Stand  ho,  fpeak  the  word  along. 

Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 

Caf.  Moft  Noble  Brother    you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me  you  Gods  •  wrong  I  mine  Enemies  ? 
And  if  not  fo,  how  fhould  /  wrong  a  Brother  ? 

Caf.  Brutus,  this  fbbcr  form  of  yours,  hides  wrongs, 
And  when  you  do  them— — 

Uru.Cafsius,  be  conrenr, 

Speak  your  griefesfoftly,  /  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  Armies  here 

j  (  Which  fhould  perceive  nothing  but  Love  from  us) 
[Let  us  not  wrangle.  Bid  them  move  away  : 
Then  in  my  Tent  Cafsius  enlarge  your  Griefes 
And  /  will  give  you  audience. 

Qaf.  Pindar  us, 
Bid  our  Commanders  lead  their  Charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru.  Lacitlus,  do  you  the  like,  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  Tent,  till  we  have  done  our  Conference. 

Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  Exeunt* 
Manem  Brutus  and  Cafsius. 

C*f.That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  appear  in  this 
You  have  condemn'd,  and  noted  Lucius  Telia 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 

Wherein  my  Letter,  praying  on  his  tide, 
Bccaufe  /  knew  the  man,  was  fl-ghted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrono'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Caf.  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet. 

That  every  nice  offence  fhould  bear  his  Comment. 
B  u.  Let  me  tell  you  Cafsius,  you  your  felf, 

Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  Pal:n, 
To  fell,  and  Mart  your  Offices  for  Gold 
To  Undefervets. 

I, an  itching  Palm? 
You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  fpeakes  this, 
Or  by  the  Gods,  this  fpeech  were  elfe  your  laft. 

Bru.  The  mmc  of  Cafsius  honours  this  Corruption, 
And  Chattifement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Caf.  Chattifement  t 
Bru.  Remember  March,  the  Ides  of  March  remember  ; 

Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  Juftice  fake  ? 
What  Villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  (lab, 
And  not  for  Juftice  ?  What,  fhall  one  of  Us, 
Tdat  ftruck  the  Formoft  man  of  all  this  world, 

Bat  for  fupporting  Robbers :  fhall  we  now, 
Contaminate  our  fingers,  with  bife  bribes 

And  fell  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  Honours 
For  fo  much  trafh,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ? 

I  had  rather  be  a  Dog,  and  bait  the  Moon, Then  fuch  a  Roma*. 

Caf.  Brutus,  bait  not  me, 
He  not  endure  it :  you  forget  your  felf, 
To  hedge  me  in,  I  am  a  Souldier,  I , 
Older  in  pia&ife,  abler  then  your  felf 
To  make  Conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to :  you  are  not  Cafsius. 

Caf.  I  am. 
Bru.  I  fay,  you  are  not. 

Caf.  Urge  me  no  more,  /  fhall  forget  my  felf  .• 
Have  mind  upon  your  health :  Tempt  me  no  farther. 
Bm.  Away  flight  man. 

fa/.Is'tpoflible? Bru.  Hear  me,  for  J  will  fpeak. 
Muft  /  give  way,  and  room  to  your  rafh  Cholcr  ? 
Shall  1  be  frighted,  when  a  mad  man  flares? 

Caf.  O  ye  Gods,  ye  God<,  muft  1  endure  all  this  ? 
Bru.  Alf  this  f  I  more.  Fret  till  your  proud  heart  break, 

Go  fhew  your  Slaves  how  Cholerick  you  are, 
And  make  your  Bondmen  tremble.  Muft  /  boudge  f 
Mult  J  obferve  you  f  Muft  Vftand  and  crouch 
Under  yonr  tcfty  humour  ?  By  the  Gods 
You  fhall  digeft  the  Venom  of  yourfpleen 
Though  it  do  fplit  you.  For  from  this  day  forth, 
He  ufe  you  for  my  Mirth,  yea  for  my  Laughter, 
When  you  arewafpifh. 

Caf.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  fay,  you  arc  a  better  Souldier : 
Let  it  appear  fo ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  fhall  pleafc  me  well.  For  mine  own  parr, 
I  fhall  be  glad  to  learn  of  Noble  men. 

Caf.  You  wropg  me  every  way  : 
You  wrong  me  Brutus : 

I  faid,  an  Elder  Souldier,  not  a  Better. Did  /  fay  Better  ? 

Brtt.  If  you  did,  I  care  nor. 

Caf.  When  Cafar  liv*d,  he  durft  not  thus  have  mov'd  me. 
Bru.  Peace,  peace,  yon  durft  not  fo  have  tempted  him. 

  c*r.\ 
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C*^.  Idurftnoc. 
Bru.  No. 

What  ?  durft  nor  rempt  him? 
Bu.  For  your  life  you  durft  no  . 

Cajfi.  Do  not  prefume  roo  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  (hall  be  forry  for. 

Brit.  You  have  done  that  you  fhould  be  forry  for. 

There  is  no  terror  CaJJitts  in  your  threats. 

For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ftrong  in  honefty, 
Thit  they  paflc  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind* 
WVich  I  refpeit  not.  I  did  fend  to  you 

For  certain  fumades  of  Gold,  which  you  deny'd  me, 
Fori  can  raife  no  money  by  vile  means : 
B/  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 

And  drop  my  blood  for  Dnchmaes,  then  to  wring- 

From  the  hard  hands  of  Pe  zincs,  their  vile  tralh- 

By  any  indirection.  I  did  fend  ' 
To  you  for  Gold  to  pay  my  Legions , 

Which  you  deny* i  me:  wis  tint  cone  like  Cajfius  i 
Should  I  hive  anfwer'd  Com  Ctjftus  fo  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  growes  fo  covetous, 
Tolockfuch  Rafcal Counters  fromhis  fr  ends, 

|  Be  ready  gods  with  all  your  Tnunder-bolts, 
Difhhimto  peeces. 

Caf.  I  deny'd  you  no-< 
"Bru.  You  did. 

Cajfi.  I  did  nor.  He  was  but  a  Fool 

That  brought  my  anfwer  bzck.Brw.us  h  ith  riv*dmy  heart A  friend  fhould  bear  his  friends  infirmities, 

But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  then  they  are. 
Bru.  I  do  nor,  till  you  praitife  them  on  me. 

C*JJi>  You  love  me  not. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cajfi.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults; 
Bru.  A  flatterers  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 

As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 
Cajfi.  Come  Antovj,  and  young  Oftavius  come, 

Revenge  your  felves  alone  on  Caffius^ 

For  Cajfius  is  a-  weary  of  the  world 

Hated  by  one  he  loves,  brav'd  by  his  brother* 
Check'd  like  a  bondman,  all  his  faults  obferv'd, 

Sec  in  a  Noce-book,  learn'd,  and  con'd  by  roat 
To  cart  into  my  Teeth.  O  I  could  weep 
My  Spirit  from  mine  eies  :  There  is  my  Dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  Breart :  Within  a  hem 

Deerer  then  Pltto's  Mine :  Richer  then  Gold  : 
If  that  thou  beelt  a  Roman ,  take  it  forth. 

I  thacdeny*d  thee  Gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike  as  thou  didft  at.  Cafar,  for  I  know, 
When  thou  c  idft  nice  him  worft,thou  lovedft  him  better 
Then  ever  thou  lovedft  Cajfius. 

Bru.  She  u'i/ your  Dagger.* 
Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  havefcope, 
Do  whit  you  will,  difhonour,  fhall  be  humour 
O  Cafjms,  you  are  yoaked  with  a  Lamb 
That  carries  anger,as  the  Flint  be.irs  fire, 
Who  much  inforced,  fhews  a  haliy  fpark, 
And  (trait  is  cold  agen. 

Caf  ft.  HathC^wliv'd 
To  be  but  Mirth  and  Laughter  to  his  Brutus, 

When  grief  and  blood,  ill  tempet*d,vexcch  him  ? 
2?r«. When  I  fpoke  thac,I  was  ill-temper"  d  too. 
Caff.  Do  you  confeffe  fo  much  ?  Give  me  your  hand. 
Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Cajfi.  O  Brutus! 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caffi.  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rafh  humour  which  my  Mother  gave  me 

Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  Yes  Cafftus  and  from  henceforth 

When  you  arc  over-earneft  with  your  Brutus* 

Hee'I  think  your  Mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

Enter  a  Poet. 

Po.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals, 

There  is  fome  grudge  between  em,  tis  noc  meet 
Tiiey  be  alone. 

Luci.  You  fhall  not  come  co  them. 

Poet.  Nothing  but  death  fhall  (by  me. 

Caf fi.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter  ? Poet.  For  fhame  you  Generals  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 

L")ve,  and  befriends,  as  cwo  fuch  men  fhould  be, 
For  I  have  feen  more  years  Ime  fure  then  ye. 

Caffi.Hx,  ha,  how  vildly  doth  this  Cynick  rhime  .* Bru.  Get  you  hence  firrah  :  Sawcy  fellow,  hence. 

Cusp.  Bear  With  him  Brutus,  tis  his  fafhion._ 
Bru.  He  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time: 

What  fhould  the  Warres  do  with  thefe  jigging  fools  ? 

Companion,  hence. 
Cajfi.  A  way, a  way  be  gone.  Exit  Poet. 

Brut.  Lucillius  and  ~77r;'*j»/bid  the  Commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  Companies  to  nighr. 

C'Jfi.hnd  come  your  felves,and  bring  MeJfaU  with  yofc 
Immediately  to  us 

Bru.  Lucius,  a"  bowl  of  Wine. 
fojfi.  1  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  fo  angry. 
Bju.  O  Cajfius,  1  am  hck  of  many  grieFs. 

Cajfi.  Of  ) our  Philofophy  you  make  no  ufe, 

If  >ou  give  place  to  accidental  evils. Prut.  No  man  bears  forrow  berter.  Portia  is  dead. 

C*sp,  Ha? 'Portia? "Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Caf  si.  How  fcap'd  I  killing,  when  1  croft  you  fo  ? 
0  infupportable,  and  touching  loffc  / 
Upon  what  fickneffe  ? 

Bra.  Impatient  of  niyabfence. 
And  grief,  that  young  Cttaviusmih  Afarl^A»te»jtr 

Have  made  themfelves  fo  firong  .•  For  with  her  death 
That  cyclings  came.  With  this  (he  fell  diflxacTy 

And  (her  Attendants  abfenc)  fvvallow'd  fire* 

.  Cafsi.  And  dy'dfo? Bru.  Even  fo. 

Caf  si.  O  ye  immortal  Gods 

Enter  Boy  with  wine,  and  Taper's. 
Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her :  Give  me  a  bowle  of  wine 

In  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefle  Cafsius.  Drinks. 
Cafsi.  My  heart  is  thirtly  for  that  Noble  pledge, 

Fill  Lucius,  till  the  Wine  ore-fwcll  the  Cup  : 
1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus  love. 

Enter  Titiniusy  and  Meffala* 

Bru.  Come  in  Titlnius  i 
Welcome  good  Mefjala : 
Now  fit  we  clofe  abouc  this  Taper  here, 

And  call  in  quelhon  our  neceffuies. 

Cafsi.  Portia,  arr  thou  gone  ? 
Bru.  No  more  1  pray  you. 

Meffala,  I  have  here  received  Letters, 
That  young  OUavius,  and  Marl^  Anm) 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power  ̂  

Bending  their  expedition  toward  Pbilippi. 
O  o  o  Mejf. 
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Mejf.  My  felf  have  Letters  of  che  fdf  fame  tenure. 
Bm.  With  what  Addition. 

Mejf.  That  by  profcription,  and  bills  of  Outlary, 
OBtviHSy  Antony^  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  Senators. 

'Bru.  Therein  our  Letters  do  not  well  agree : 

Minefpeakoffeventy  Senators,  that  dy'd 
By  their  proscriptions,  (ficero  being  one. 

Cafsi.  Cicero  one} 

Meff.  Cicero  is  dead,  and  by  that  order  of  profcription. 
Had  you  your  Letters  from  your  wife  my  Lord  ? 

Brut.  No  Meffala. 
Mejf.  Nor  no:hing  in  you  Letters  writ  of  her? 
Bru.  Nothing  Meffala. 
Mejf.  That  me  thinks  is  ftrangc. 
Bw.  Whyaskeyouf 

Hear  you  ought  of  her,  in  yours  ? 
Mejf.  No  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Now  as  you  arc  a  Roman  tell  me  true; 
Mejf.  Then  like  a  Roman,  bear  the  truth  I  tell, 

For  certain  fheisdead,  and  by  ftrangc  manner. 
Bru.  Why  farewell  Portia:  we  muft  die  Meffala  : 

With  meditating  that  fine  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  pitience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mejf.  Even  fo  great  men,  great  loffes  fhould  endure. 
Cafsi.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  Art  as  you, 

But  yec  my  Nature  could  not  bear  it  fo. 
Bm.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.  What  do  you  think 

Of  marching  tc|  Philippi  prefently . 
£afsi.  1  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru.  Your  reafon  ?  \ 

Cafsi'  This  it  is: 
Tis  better  that  the  enemy  feek  us 
So  fhall  he  wafte  his  means ,  weary  his  Souldiers, 

Doing  himfelf  offence,  whilft  we  lying  (till ,  * 
Are  full  of  reft,  defence,  and  nimblenefle. 

Bm.  Good  reafons  muft  of  force  give  place  to  better  .* 

The  people  *twixt  Philippi,  and  this  ground 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  fore'd  atfecYion: 

For  they  have  grudg 'd  us  Contribution. 
The  Enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  fhall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  rcfrefht,  new  added,  and  encourag'd ; 
From  which  advantage  fhall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Cafsi.  Hear  me  good  brother. 
Bru.  Under  your  pardon.  You  muft  note  befide, 

That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  friends : 
Our  Legions  are  brim  full ,  our  caule  is  ripe, 
The  Enemy  encrcafeth  everyday, 
We  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  Tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  Fortune : 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life, 
Is  bound  in  Shallowes,  and  in  Miferies. 

On  fuch  a  full  Sea,  are  we  now  a- float, 
And  we  muft  take  the  current  when  it  ferves, 
Or  loofe  our  ventures. 

Cafsi.  Tnen  with  your  will  go  on  :  we'll  along? 
Our  felvcs,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  Nature  muft  obey  Ncceflity, 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft : 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

CafsiMo  more,  good  night, 

Early  to  morrow  will  we  rife,  and  her.ee. 

Enter  Lucius. 
Bm.  Lucius  my  Gown  :  farewell  good  tJMeffala, 

Good  night  Titinius :  Noble,  Noble  Cafiius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repofe. 

Cafsi.  O  my  deer  brother : 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  tween  our  fouls : 
Let  it  not  Brutus. 

Enter  Lucius  vfith  the  Gown. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 
Cafsi.  Goodnight  my  Lord. 
BrtH  Good  night  good  brorher. 

Tit*  Mejfai  Good  night  Lord  Brutus. 
Drtt.  Farcwel  every  one.  Exeunt. 

Give  me  the  Gown.  Where  is  thy  inftrument? 
Luc.  Herein  the  Tent. 

Bru.  What  thou  fpeak'ft  drowfily  ? 
Poor  knave  I  bhme  thee,  thou  art  ore-watch'd. 
Call  CUudio,  and  fome  other  of  my  men, 

He  have  them  fleepon  Cufhions  in  my  Tent; 
Luc.  Varrus  and  Claudia. 

Enter  Varrus  and  Claudio. 
Var.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  I  pny  you  firs,  lie  in  my  Tent  and  flcep, 

It  may  be  I  fhall  raife  you  by  and  by 
On  bufinefle  to  my  brother  Cafsius. 

Var.  Sc^pleafe  you,we  will  ftand, 
And  watch  your  pleafure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  fo :  lie  down  good  firs, 

Ic  may  be  I  fhall  otherwife bethink  me. 

Look  Lucius ,  here's  the  book  I  fought  for  fo : 
/  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  Gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  Lordihip  did  not  give  it  me. 

"Bru.  Bear  with  me  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
(Sanft  thou  hold  Up  thy  inftrument  a  ftrain  or  two. 
And  Bouch  thy  heavy  cies  a  while. 

Luc.  I  my  Lord  an't  pleafe  you. Bru.  It  does  my  Boy  ; 

/trouble  thee  too  much ,  but  thou  art  willing. 
Luc.  It  is  my  duty  Sir. 
Bru.  J  fhould  not  urge  thy  duty  paft  thy  might, 

I  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 
Luc.  I  have  flept  my  Lord  already. 
Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  fhalt  ficep  again  : 

I  will  not  hold  thee  long.  If  J  do  live, 
/will  be  good  to  thee. 

Mufick^  and  a  Song. 
This  is  afleepy  Tune:  O  murderous  (lumber/ 
Layeft  thou  thy  Leaden  Mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plaies  thee  Mufick  ?  Gentle  knave  good  night: 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  tivee : 

If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'ft  thy  inftrument, 
He  take  it  from  thee,  and  ( good  boy)  good  night. 

Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee  ?  is  not  the  Leaf  turn'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is  I  think. 

Enter  the  Ghofl  ofCafar. 

How  ill  this  Taper  burns.  Ha .'  Who  comes  here  ? 
I  think  it  is  the  wcaknefle  of  mine  eies 
That  fhapes  this  monftrous  Apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me :  Art  thou  any  thing? 
j  Art  thou  fome  God,  fome  Angell,  or  fomc  Devil, 

i  That  mak'ft  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  ftarc  ? I  Speak  to  me,  what  tbou  art. 

I    Ghofl.  Thy  evil  Spirit  Brutus. 
Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

[  Ghoft. 
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Qhojl.  To  tell  thee  thou  (hale  fee  me  at  Philifpi, 
Br»t.  Well :  then  I  fhall  fee  thee  again  ? 

ghofi.l,  at  Philifti. 
Bru.  Why  I  will  fee  thee  at  Philippi  then  : 

Now  I  have  taken  hearr,  thou  vani theft. 

Ill  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 

Boy,  Lucius,  Varrus,  Claudia,  Sirs  :  awake : 
Claudio. 

Luc't.  The  firings  my  Lord  are  falfei Bah.  He  thinkes  he  Hill  is  at  his  Inllrumenr. 

Lucius ,  awake. 
Luei,  My  Lord. 

Bru.  Didft  thou  dream  Lucius,  that  thou  fo  cryedft 
out  ? 

Luc,  My  Lord,  I  do  not  know  that  /  did  cry. 
Bru.  Yes  that  thou  didft  ;  Didfi  thou  fee  any  thing  ? 
Luc.  Nothing  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again  Lucius :  Sirra  Claudio,  fellow, 
Thou,  awake. 

Var.  My  Lord. 
Clam.  My  Lord. 

Bru,  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out  firs  in  your  flcep  t 

'Both.  Did  we  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  I :  fiw  you  any  thing  ? 
Var.  No  my  Lord,  /  faw  nothing. 
Clou.  Nor  1  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Go,  and  commend  mc  to  my  brother  Cafsius : 

Bid  him  feton  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Both.  It  {hall  be  done  my  Lord.  Exeunt. 

d^&m  Qutntm. 

Enter  OUavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 
O&a.  Now  Antony,  our  hopes  arc  anfwercd, 

You  f aid  the  Enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hils  and  upper  regions : 

It  proves  not  fo  .•  their  battels  are  at  hand. 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here : 
Anfwering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut  /am  in  their  bofomes,  and  /  know 

Whcrforc  they  do  it   l*hey  could  be  content 
To  vifit  other  pikes,  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery :  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fatten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  Courage : 
But  tis  not  fo. 

Enter  4  Mejfengcr* 

Mef.  Prepare  you  Generals, 
The  Enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  fhew  : 
Their  bloudy  fign  of  Battel  is  hung  out, 
And  fomething  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  O&avim*,  lead  your  Battel  foftly  on 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Otla.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left* 
A«t.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 
Otla.  1  do  not  crofs  you    but  /  will  do  fo.  March. 

Drum*    Enter  Brutus ,  Cafsius,  and  their  Army. 

#r*.Theyftand,  and  would  have  parley. 
Caf.  Stand  faft  Titinius,vtc  muft  out  and  talk. 
Otta,  Mark^Autonj,  fhall  we  give  fign  of  Battel  t 
Am.  No  Caf  or  y  we  will  anfwer  on  their  Charge. 

1  Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  feme  words. 
03a.  Stir  not  until  the  Signal* 

Bm.  Words  before  btowes :  is  it  fo  Countreymen  ? 
Otta.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 
Bru.  Good  words  are  better  then  bid  ftroakes  OElavim. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes  Brutus,  you  give  good  words, 
Witncfs  the  hole  you  made  in  fifars  heart, 

Crying  long  live,  hail  Caf  or. Caf  si.  Antony, 

The  pollure  of  your  blowes  are  yet  unknown  % 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  bees, 
And  leave  them  honey-lefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 

Bru.  Oyes,  and  foundlefs  too  .• 
For  you  have  floln  their  buzzing  Antony, 
And  very  wifely  threat  before  you  rting. 

Ant.  Villaines :  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Caf  or : 

You  fhew'd  your  teeth  like  Apes, 
And  fawn'd  like  hounds, 

And  bow'd  like  bondmen, killing  {afars  ̂ ccc : 
Whilft  damned  Caika,  like  a  Cur,  behind 

Struck  Cafaron  the  neck.  O  you  flictcrcrs .' 
Caf  si.  Flitrerers  ?  Now  Brutus  thank  your  fclf 

This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 

If  Cafsius  might  have  rul'd. 
Otla.  Come,  come,  thecaufe.  If  arguing  make  as  fwet, 

The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops : 
Look,  /draw  a  Sword  againft  Confpirators, 
When  think  you  that  the  Sword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never  till  Cafars  three  and  thirty  wounds 

Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  till  another  Cafar 

Have  added  Slaughter  to  the  Sword  of  Traytors.' 
Bru.  Cafar,  Thou  canft  not  die  by  Traytors  hands, 

Unlefs  thou  bringft  them  with  thee* 
Otla.  So  /hope : 

/  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus  Sword. 

Bru.  O  if  thou  wert  theNobleft  of  thy  Strain  , 

Young-man, thou  couldft  not  die  more  honour  ble. 
Caf  si.  A  peevifh  School-boy,  worchtes  of  fuch  honour 

Joyn'd  with  a  M  <kerand  a  Reveller. 
A»t.O\d  Cafsius  \\[\], 
Otla.  Come  Antony i  a  way  *.  / 

Defiance  Traytors,  hu  le  we  in  your  teeth. 
If  you  dare  fight  to  Hay,  come  to  the  field  s 
If  no:,  when  you  have  ftomackes. 

Exit  Oftavius,  Antony,  and  Army 
Caf  si.  Why  now  blow  wind,  fvvell  billow, 

And  fvvim  Barke : 
The  Storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho  Luoillius,  hcark,  a  word  with  you. 
Lucillius,  and  Meffala fiand  forth 

Luc.  My  Lord. 

Caf.  Meffala. CWefa.  What  faies  my  General  ? 
Caf  Meffala,  this  is  my  Birth-day :  as  this  very  day 

\Vis  Cafsius  born.  Give  me  thy  hand  Meffala: 
Be  thou  my  vvitnefs,  that  againft  my  will, 

(As  Pomfey  was  J  am  /  compell*d  tofct 
Upon  one  battel  all  our  Liberties. 
You  know  that  /  held  Epicurus  ftrong, 
And  his  opinion  :  Now  /  change  my  mind,( 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  prefage.  | 
Coming  from  Sardis  ,on  our  former  Enfi°n 

Two  mighty  Eagles  fell,  and  there  they  pearch'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  Souldicrs  hands, 

Ooo  2  VVho 
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Who  to  Phl/lppl  here  conforted  us : 
This  Morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone, 
And  in  their  iieads,  do  Ravens, Crowes  and  Kites 
Fly  ore  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us 
As  we  were  lickly  prey  ;  their  fhadowes  feem 
A  Cinopy  moil  fatal,  under  which 

Our  A-my  lies,  ready  to  give  up  theGhoft. 
Aieffa.  Believe  not  fo. 
Cajsi.  I  bin  believe  it  partly, 

For  /  am  trefh  of  fpirir,  and  reiolv'd 
To  mee:  all  peril,  very  coi:fhntly. 

jfrwJEven  fo  Luclllius. 

Gafsi.  Now  molt  Noble  Brutus, 
The  gods  to  day  fland  friendly,  that  we  may 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  dayes  ro  age. 
But  fince  the  affaires  of  men  refis  Hill  incercain, 
Lets  reafon  with  the  worft  trnt  may  befal. 
If  we  do  lofe  this  Battel,  then  is  this 

The  very  lafl  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru.  Eve:  by  the  rule  of  t  bar  Philofophy, 
B;  which  1  did  blame  Cato,  for  the  death 

!  Which  he  did 'give  himfelf,  /  know  not  how ; 
j  Buc  I  do  find  it  Cowardly,  and  vile, 
!  For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life,  arming  my  felfwitb  patience , 
To  (by  the  providence  of  fome  high  Powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cafsl.  Tnen  if  we  lofe  this  Battel, 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  rhe  (treets  diRome. 

Bru.  No  Cafsiits,  no  : 
Think  not  tnou  Noble  Roman, 

That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind,  But  this  fame  day 
Muff  end  that  work  ,  that  Ides  of  March  begun. 
And  whether  we  fhall  meec  again,  I  know  nor : 
Therefore  our  everlafting  farewel  take  j 

For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Cafslus, 

If  we  do  meet  agaiA,  why  vye  fhall  fmile : 
If  nor,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cafsl.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Brums  : 

If  we  do  meet  ngun,  wee'l  fmile  indeed  ; 
If  nor, 'tis  true,  rhrs  parting  was  well  made. 

'Bru.  Why  then  lead  on.  O  that  a  man  might  know 
'  The  end  of  this'd nesbufinefs,  ere  it  come : 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  d  ly  will  end,  ■ 

And  then  the  end  is  known.  Come  bo,  away.  "'  Exeunt. 

Alarum.        Enter  Brutus  and  Afeffala. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride  Meffala,  ride  and  give  thefe  Bils 
Unto  the  Legion^,  on  tne  other  fide. 

Lovpd  Alarum. 

Let  them  fet  on  at  once  :  for  /  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Oclavios  wing  : 

j  And  fudden  pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow  : 
Ride,  ride  CMeffala,  let  them  all  come  down.  Exeunt. 

Alarums.         Enter  Cafslus  and  Tltlnius. 

Cafsl.  0  lo°k  Titlmus,  look,  1  he  Villaines  fly : 

My  felf  have  to  mine  own  turr.'d  Enemy  ;        '  ' 
This  En(i°n  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  Coward,  and  did  takeit  from  him. 

7  {tin.  O  Cafslus  t  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early  , 

Who  having  fome  advantage  on  Oflavlus 

Took  it  too  eagerly  i  his  Sonldiers  fell  to'lpoyl, 

Whillt  we  by  Antony  are  all  inclos'd. 

Enter  Plndarus. 

Find.  Fly  further  off  my  Lord  :  fly  further  off, 

M.irh^Antony  is  in  your  Tents  my  Lord  : 
Fly  therefore  Noble  Cafslus,  fly  fit  off. 

Cafsl.  This  hill  is  far  enough.  Look,  look  Tltlnius 

A--ethofemy  Tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 
Tit.  They  are,  my  Lord. 

Cafsl.  Tltlnius,  if  thou  loveft  me, 
Mount  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  Troops 

And  here  again,  that  I  may  rei  aflur'd VVnether  yond  Troups,  areJFriend  or  Enemy. 
Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.  Exit. 

Cafsl.  Go  Findarus,  get  thither  on  that  hill, 
My  fight  was  ever  thick :  regard  Tltlnius, 

And  tell  me  what  thou  not'fl  sbout  the  field. 
This  day  I  breath' d  firft,  time  is  come  round, 
And  where  /  did  begin,  there  fhall  /  end, 
My  life  is  run  his  compafs.  Sirra,  what  newes  ? 

Tlnd.  Above.  O  my  Lor  J. 

Cafsi.  What  newes  ? 
Pi»d.TltinlusUcDc\o(c]t  round  about 

With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  Spur , 

Yet  he  fpurs  on.  Now  they  are  almoft  on  him : 

Now  Titlnlu*,  No*v  fome  light :  O  he  lights  too. 
He's  tane.  Shorn* 
And  hark,  they  fhout  for  joy. 

Cafsl.  Comedown,  behold  no  more : 
O  Coward  that  /  am,  to  live  fo  long , 

To  fee  my  beft  friend  tane  before  my  face .' 
Enter  Plndarus. 

Come  hither  firrah  ;  In  Parthladld  I  take  thee  Prifoner, 
And  then  /  fwore  thee,favingof  thy  life, 
That  whatsoever  /  did  bid  thee  do, 

Thcu  fhouldft  attempt  it.  Come  now,keep  thine  oath , 
Now  be  a  Freeman,  and  with  this  good  Sword 

That  ran  through  Cafars  bowels,  fearch  this  bofom. 
Stand  not  to  ahfvver ;  Here, take  thou  the  Hilts, 

And  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  tis  now, 

Guide  thou  the  Sword  £V*r  thou  art  reveng'd, 
Even  with  the  Sword  that  kill'd  thee.  Kils  him. Pin.  So,  /  am  free. 
Yet  would  not  fo  have  been 

Dnrft  /  have  done  my  will.  O  Cafsius, 

Far  from  this  Contry  Plndarus  fhall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  ihall  take  note  of  him.  1 

;      .<i\\  T.'SMlSji  fit  rO  tJll^'J  \l- 
Enter  Tltlnius,  and  UWejfala. 

Meffa.  It  is  but  chzn^Titlnlus :  lotOftavltts 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus  power , 
As  Cafslus  Legions  are  by  Antony. 

Titln.  Thefe  tidings  will  'well  comfort  Cafsius. 
■Meffa.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? Titln.  All  difconfolate, 

V  Vith  Plndarus  bis  Bondman^  on  this  hill. 
Meffa.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  up5n  the  ground  ? 
Tin.  He  lies  not  like  the  Living.  O  my  heart  I 
Meffa.  Is  not  that  he  ? 
Tit m.  No,  this  was  he,  Meffala, 

Bur  Cafsius  is  no  more.  O  fetcing  Sun  : 
As  in  thy  red  Rayes  thou  doft  fink  to  night  J 

  So 
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So  in  his  red  blood  Cafsius  day  it  fee 
The  Son  of  Rome  is  fee.  Our  day  is  gone, 
Clowds,  Devves,  and  Dangers  come  ;  our  deeds  are  done: 
Miftruft  of  my  fucceffe  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mejfa.  Miftruft  of  good  fucceffe  hath  done  this  deed. 
0  hatefull  Error,  Melanchollies  Child: 

V  Vhy  doft  thou  {hew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  ?  O  Error  foonconceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com "ft  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  kill'ft  the  Mother  that  engendred  thee. 

Tit.  What  Pindarus  ?  Where  art  thou  Pindarus  * 

Me  fa.  Seek  him  Titinius  :  whilft  I  go  to  meec 
The  Noble  i?r*ww,  thrufting  this  report 
Into  his  ears;  I  may  fay,  thruttingit: 
For  piercing  Steel,  and  Darts  invenomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 

As  tydings  of  chis  fighr. 
Tit.  Hyeyou  MeffaU, 

And  Iwillfeek  for  Pindarus  z\\t  while: 

Wny  didft  thou  fend  me  forth  brave  Cafsius  * 

Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends,  and  did  not  they         '  - 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  Victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Didft  thou  not  bear  their 
Alas,  thou  halt  misconftrued  every  thing.         (fhowts  ? 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  Garland  on  thy  Brow, 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  ic  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.  Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  fee  how  I  regarded  Cuius  Cafsius: 
By  your  leave  gods :  This  is  a  Rom  ins  parr, 
Come  Cafsius  Sword,  and  find  Titinius  heart.  Dyes. 

Alarum'  Enter 'Brutus,  MeffaU,  young  Cato, Strato,  Volumnius,  arid  Lucilltus. 

Bm.  Where,  where  Meffala,  doth  his  body  lie  t 
Meffa.  Loe  yonder,  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titinius  face  is  upward, 

i  Cato.  He  is  flain. 

Bru.  O  fu/ius  Cafar  thou  art  mighty  yet, 
Thy  Spirit  walkes  abroad,  and  turns  our  Swords 
In  our  own  proper  Entrails.  Lot*  Alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius, 

Look  where  he  have  not  Crownd  dead  Cafsius. 
Bru.  Are  ye:  two  Romans  living  fuch  as  thefe  ? 

The  laft  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well : 
It  is  impoflible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow :  friends  T  owe  moe  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  then  you  fhall  fee  me  pay. 
1  fhall  find  time,  Cafsius :  I  fhall  find  time. 
Come  therefore,  and  to  Thar  (us  fend  his  body, 
His  funerals  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Leaft  ic  difcomfort  us.  Ludllius  come, 

And  come  young  Cato,  let  us  to  the  field, 
Labia  and  Flavius  fet  our  Battails  on  : 

Tis  three  a  clock,  and  Romans  yet  ere  night, 
We  fhall  try  fortune  in  a  fecond  fight.  Exeunt- 

Alarum.  Enter  "Brutus,  Meffala,  Cato,  Lucillius, and  Flavius. 

Urn.  Yet  Cotmtreymen:  Oyer,  hold  up  your  heads. 
Cato.  What  Baftard  doth  not  ?  who  will  goe  with  me  ? 

I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field. 
I  am  the  Sonnf  of  Marcus  Cato,  hoe. 
A  Foe  to  Tyrants,  and  my  Countreys  friend. 
/  am  the  Sonne  of  Marcus  Cato ,  hoe. 

Enter  Souldiersand  fight. 
And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I. 

Brutus  my  Countries  friend  :  know  mefor  Brutus. 
Luc.  O  young  and  Noble  Cato,  art  thou  down? 

Why  now  thou"  dyeft,  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
Andmay'tt  be  honour'd  b^ing  Cato\  Son. S*ld.  Yield,  or  thou  d)  eft. 

Luc.  Onely  I  yield  to  die : 

There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  ftraight  t 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be honour'd  in  his  death 

Sold.  We  mutt  rot :  a  Noble  Prifoner, 
Enter  Antony. 

2  Sold.  Roome  hoe :  tell  Antony,  Brums  is  tane.  . 
i  Sold.  He  tell  thee  news,  here  comes  the  General, 

Brutus  istane,  Brutus  is  tane  my  Lord. isfnt.  Where  is  he? 

Luc.  Sate  Antony,  Brutus is  fafe enough: 
I  dare  afTure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  cake  alive  the  Noble  Brutus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  fhame, 
When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead, 
Hewill  be  found  like  Brutus,  like himlelf. 

Ant.  This  is  noc  Brutus  friend, but  I  affurc  you, 
A  prize  nolefie  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  fafe, Give  him  all  kindnefle.  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  then  enemies.  Go  on, 
And  fee  where  Brums  be  alive  or  dead, 
And  bring  us,  unto  OUavius  Tenr, 
How  every  thing  ischane'd.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Brutus,  ̂ Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato, and  V i/umnius. 

Bm.  Come  poor  remains  of  friends ,  reft  on  chis Rock. 

Clk.  StatilliusOiQWdthe  Torch-light,  but  my  Lord 
He  came  noc  back,  he  is  or  tane,  or  flain. 

Bru.  Sic  thee  down,  Clitus :  flaying  is  che  word, Uisadeedinfvihion.  Harke  thee,  Clitus. 
Clu.  What  I,  my  Lord  ?  No,  noc  for  all  the  world. Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 
flit.  He  rather  kill  myfelf. 
Bru.  Harkrhee,  Dardanius 
Bard.  Shall  I  do  fuch  a  deed  f 
Clit.  O  Dardanius. 
T>jr.  O  Clitus. 

Clit.  What  illrequeftdid  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 
Day.  To  kill  him,  Clitus :  look  he  meditates. 
Cht.  Now  is  thac  Noble  Veflel  full  of  "rief I  hat  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eies. 

'Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius,  lift  a  word. Volum.  What  faies  my  Lord  ? 
Bru.  Why  this,  Folummus: 

TheGhoftof  Ctfar  hath  appear'dto  me 
I  wo  feveral  times  by  night  .-at  W^oncej 
And  this  laft  night,  here  in  Philim- fields : 1  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Volum.  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 
Bru.  Nay  I  am  fure  it  is,  Volumnius. 

inoufeeft  the  world,  Volumnius,  howic  goes, 
Ourenem.es  have  beac  us  to  the  Pit Lo»  Alarum. 
ac  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  our  fekes, 
Then  tarry  till  theypufh  us.  Good  Volumnius 
Inou  knoweft  that  we  two  went  to  fchool  toother  • 
Even  for  thac  our  love  of  old,  Iprethec  ° Hold  thou  my  Swords  Hilt,  while  I  run  on  ic. 
V ?l.  That's  noc  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  Lord. 

Alarum  jWL 
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O'u  Fly,  fly  my  Lord,  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 
Urn.  Farewell  to  you,  and  you,  and  you  VolumnUs. 

Strato,  thou  hart  been  all  this  while  afleep : 
Farewell  to  chec,  to  Strato,  Countreymen  : 

Myh^art  doch  joy,  thac  yet  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 

lfhaJl  have  glory  by  this  loofingday 
More  then  OSlavltts  and  Marl^  Antony, 

By  this  vile  Conqueft  ("hall  attain  unco. So  fare  you  well  at  once,  for  Brutus  tongue 
Hath  almoft  ended  his  lives  Hiftory : 

Ni°hc  hangs  upon  mine  eies,  my  bones  would  reft, 
That  have  but  labou/d,  to  attain  this  hour. 

Alarum.  Cry  within.  Fly,flye,flje. 
CU.  Flyemy  Lord,  flye: 
Brn.  Hence  :  I  will  follow  : 

1  prethee  Strato,  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord, 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  refpeft  : 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  fmatch  of  honour  in  it. 
Hold  then  my  Sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.  Wilt  thou  Strato  ? 

Strat.  Give  me  your  hand  firft.Fare  you  well  my  Lord. 

Brn.  Farewell  good  Strato.  Cafar,  now  be  (HI!, 

I  kill'd  not  ihee  with  half  fo  good  a  will.  Dyes. 

Alarum.  Retreat.  Enter  Antony,  OcIavius,  Mefala, 
LucUllus,  and  the  Army. 

Ocla.  What  man  is  that  f 

Me  fa.  My  M  afters  man.  Strato,  where  is  thy  Mafler? 
Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  arc  in  Mefala, 

The  Conquerors  can  but  mate  a  fire  of  him  : 
For  Brutus  onely  overcame  himfelf, 
And  no  man  elle  hath  honor  by  his  death. 

Lhc'i.  So  Brutus  (\\ou\d  be  found.  I  thank  ibee  Brutus 
That  thou  haft  prov'd  LnclUlus faying  true. 

Otta.  All  that  ferv'd  Brtttzs  I  will  entertain  them, 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  beftow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  I,  if  Mefala  will  preferre  me  to  you. 
Otla.  Do  fo,  good  Mejfala. 

Me  fa.  How  dyed  my  Lord,  Strato  ? 
Stra.  t  held  the  Sword,  and  he  did  run  on  ir. 

Me  fa.  Oftavitts,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
Thac  did  the  latcft  fervice  to  my  Matter. 
Ant.  This  was  the  Nobleft  Roman  of  them  all : 

All  the  Confpirators  fave  onely  he, 

Did  that  th  ey  did,  in  envy  of  great  C<ef*r : 
He,  onely  in  a  general  honeft  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  Elements 
Somixtinhim,  that  Nature  might  Hand  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  world  ,•  This  was  a  man. 

ORa.  According  to  his  Vertue,  let  us  ufe  him 
With  all  refne<5t,  andrites  of  Burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  fhall  lye, 
Moft  like  a  Souldier  ordered  honorably  : 

So  call  the  field  to  reft,  and  lei's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.        Exeunt  omnes.  I 

FI  Ml  S. 

\ 
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MACBETH. 

Aclm^Prtrnm.  Sc^na^rima. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter  three  Witches. 

Hen  fhall  we  three  meet  again  ? 

In  Thunder,  Lightning,  or  in  Rnn  ? 

2  When  the  Hurly-burly's  done, 
When  the  Battel's  loft  and  won. 

3  That  will  be  ere  the  fet  of  Sun. 
1  Where  the  place  ? 
2  Upon  the  Heath. 
3  Tnere  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 

I  I  come^Gray-Malkjn. 
All.  Padocke  calls  anon :  fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair, 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air.  Exeunt. 

Scxna  Secunda. 

Alarum  within.  Enter  King,  LMalcolme,  Donal- 
baine,  Lenox,  with  attendants,  meeting 

a  bleeding  Captain. 

King.  What  bloudy  man  is  that  ?  he  can  reporr, 
As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  neweft  ftate. 

Lfflal.  This  is  the  Serjeant, 

Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  Souldier  fought 
Gainft  my  Captivity :  Hail,hail  brave  friend  ; 
Say  to  the  King,  the  knowledge  of  the  broyt, 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Cap.  Doubtful  it  flood, 
As  twofpent.  Swimmers,  that  do  cling  together, 
And  choak  their  Art :  The  mercilefs  Macdonnel 

(Worthy  to  be  a  Rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  Villaines  of  Nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him )  from  the  weftern  ifies 

Of  Kernes  and  Gallowglaffes  is  fupply'd, 
And  Fortune  on  his  damned  Quarry  fmiling, 

Shew'd  like  a  Rebels  whore  :  but  all's  too  weak : 
For  brave  UUxcbeth  (well  hedeferves  that  name) 
Difdaining  Fortune,  with  his  brandifht  Steel, 

Which  fmoak'd  with  bloudy  execution 
(Like  Valours  Minion)  carv'd  out  his  paffage* 
Till  he  fae'd  the  Slave  : 

Which  nev'r  fhook  hands,  nor  bad  farewel  to  him, 

Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  Nave  to  th*  Chops,. 
And  fix'd  his*  head  upon  our  Battlements. 

K ing.  O  valiant  Coufin  ,  worthy  Gentleman. 

Cap.  As  whence  the  Sun  gins  his  reflection, 
Shtpwracking  Scormes,and  direful  Thunders  breaking 

So  from  that  ipring,  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come, Difcomfort  fwels :  Mark  King  of  Scotland,  mark, 

No  fooner  juftice  had,  with  Valour  arm'd, 
Com  pel  I'd  thefe  skipping  Kernes  to  truft  their  hecles , 
But  theNorweyan  Lord,  furveying  vantage, 
With  furbufht  Armes,  and  new  fupplies  of  men, 
Began  a  frefh  afTault. 

King.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Captaines,  Macbeth  and 
Banqno  ? 

Cap.  Yes,  as  Sparrowes  Eagles ; 
Or  the  Hare,  the  Lyon. 

If/  fay  footh,  /  muft  report  they  were 

As  Cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  Crackes 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  ftroaks  on  the  Foe 
Except  they  meant  to  bath  in  recking  Wounds, 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha^ 
I  cannot  tell :  but  1  am  faint, 

My  Gafhes  cry  for  help. 

KingSo  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds 
They  imack  of  Honour  both :  Go  get  him  Surgeons, 

Enter  Rojfeand  Angus* 
Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  The  worthy  Thane  of  Rojfe. 

Lenox.  What  haft  lookes  through  his  eyes  ? 
So  fhould  he  look,  that  feemes  to  fpeak  things  ftrange. 

Rofe.  God  fave  the  King. 

King.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  Thane  f 
Rotfe.  From  Fife,  great  King, 

Where  the  Norweyan  Banners  flout  the  Sky, 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 

Norway  himfelf,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Aflifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  Traytor , 

The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  difmal  Conflict, 

Till  that  Hellona's  Bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof 
Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons, 
Point  againft  Point,  rebellious  arm  gainft  arm8 
Curbing  his  lavifh  fpirit :  and  to  conclude, 

The  Victory  fell  on  us. 

King.  Great  happinefs. 
R ?ffe.  That  now  Streno,  the  Norwayes  King , 

Craves  compofition  .• 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
Till  he  disburfed,at  Saint  CW<w«-hill, 
fen  tholifand  Dollars,  to  our  general  ufe. 
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King.  No  more  that  T bane  of  Cawdor  (hall  deceive 
Our  boibmintereft :  Go  pronounce  hisprefent  death, 
And  with  hi*  former  Title  great  Macbeth. 

Rofe.  lie  fee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Maebcth  hath  won. 
Exeunt- 

Selena  Tertia. 

Thunder.        Enter  the  three  Witches. 

i  Where  haft  thou  been,  Sifter  ? 

i  Killing  Swine. 
3  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 
1  ASaylors  wife  had  Cheftnutsin  her  Lap, 

And  mouncht,  and  mouncht,  and  mouncht  „• 
Give  me,  quoth  I. 

Anoynt  thee,Witch,the  Rump-fed  Ronyon  cries. 

Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,Mifter  oth'  Tiger  : 
ButinaSyvelle  thither  fayle, 
J  And  like  a  Rat  without  a  tayl, 
He  do,  He  do,  and  He  do. 

2  He  give  thee  a  wind. 
1  Th'artkind. 
3  And  I  another. 
1 1  my  felf  have  all  the  other, 

And  the  very  Ports  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  chat  they  know. 

Ith*  Shipmans  Card. 

I'le  drain  him  dry  as  Hay : 
Sleep  fhall  neither  night  nor  day  f 

H*ng  upon  his  Pent-houfe  Lid : 
He  Thai!  live  a  man  forbid  : 

Weary  Seunigbts,  nine  times  nine, 
Shall  he  vvindlc,  peak,  and  pine: 

Thougr  "is  I5ark  cannot  be  loft, 
YetitiK&H  Tcmpeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 

2  Snew  me,  fhew  me. 
t  Here  1  have  a  Pilots  Thumb, 

Wrackt,  as  homeward  he  did  come.        Dram  within* 
3  A  Drum,  a  Drum : 

Macbeth  dorh  come. 

All.  The  weyward  Sifters,  hand  in  hand, 
Pollers  of  the  Sea  and  Land. 

Thus  do  go,  about,  about, 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine. 

Peace,  the  Charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  B&nquo. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  /  have  not  feen. 

Bant}.  How  far  is't  call'd  ro  Sorts  ?  Wnar  are  thefe, 
Sowither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire, 
That  look  not  like  th'inhabitants  otb'Earth, 
And  yet  are  on'r  ?  Live  you,  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ?  you  feem  to  une'erftand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  hying 
Upon  her  skinny  Lips  •  you  fhould  be  Women, 
And  yet  your  Beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  arc  fo. 

Mac.  Speak  if  you  can :  what  are  you? 
1  All  hail  Macbeth,  hail  to  thee  Thane  of  Glantis. 
2  All  hail  Macbeth,  hail  to  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor. 

3  All  hail  Macbeth,  that  fhalt  be  King  hereafter. 

Ba/sq.  Good  fir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 

Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?  i'th  name  of  truth 
Are  ye  fancaftical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  fhew  ?  Ny  Noble  Partner 
You  greet  with  prefent  Grace,  and  great  prediction 
Of  Noble  having,  and  of  Royal  hope, 

That  he  feems  wrapt  withal  j  to  me  you  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  Seeds  of  Time, 
And  fay,  which  Grain  will  gro  v,  and  which  will  nor, 
Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear 
Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 1  Hayl. 

2  Hayl. 

3  Hayl. 
1  Letter  then  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Thou  fhalt  get  Kings,  though  thou  be  none : 

So  all  hail  Macbeth,  and  'Banqm. 
I  Banqtts,znd  Macbeth,  all  hail. 
Macb.  Sray  you  imperfect  Speakers,  tell  me  more : 

By  Sinels  death,  /  know  1  am  Thane  of  Glamis, 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives 

A  profperous  Gentleman  :  And  to  be  King, 
Stands  not  within  the  profpeft  of  belief, 
No  morerhen  ro  be  Cawdor.  Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  ft  range  intelligence,  or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  heath  you  ftop  our  way 
Withfuch  Prophetique  greeting  ? 

Speak,  /  charge  you.  witches  vamjh. 
Banq.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 

And  thefe  are  of  them  :  whither  are  they  vanifh'd? 
Macb.  Into  the  Ayr.-  and  whatfeem'd  corporal, Melted,  as  breath  into  the  wind. 

Would  they  had  ftaid. 

Banq.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  on  the  infane  Root, 
That  takes  the  Reafon  Prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  Children  fhall  be  Kings. 
Banq.  You  fhall  be  King. 
Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too  :  went  it  not  fo  ? 

'Banq.  Toth'  felf-fame  tune,  and  words    who's  here  ? 

Sitter  Rojfe,andA»gHi* 

Ro(?.The  King  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs :  and  when  he  reads 

Thy  perfonal  Venture  in  the  Rebels  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  Praifes  do  contend, 

Which  fhould  be  thine,  or  his  :  filenc'd  with  char, 
In  viewing  o're  the  reft  o'th'felf-fame  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  Rankes, 

Nothing  afeard  of  what  thy  felf  didft  make  • 
S:range  Images  of  death,  as  thick  as  tale 
Can  port  with  port,  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  Kingdomes  great  defence, 
And  povvr'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  VVe  arefent, 

To  give  thee  from  our  Royal  M  after  thankes, 
Only  to  herrald  thee  into  his  Aghc, Not  pay  thee, 

Rofe.  And  for  an  earneft  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bad  me,  from  him,  call  chee  Thane  of  Cawdor : 

In 
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In  which  addition  hail  moli  worthy  Thaney 
For  it  is  thine. 

Banq.  What  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true? 
MacL  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives : 

:  Why  do  yon  drefle  me  in  his  borro-ved  Robes  ? 
Aug.  Wno  was  the  Thane,  lives  yer, 

But  under  heavy  judgement  bears  that  lite, 
Which  he  deferves  to  loofe. 

Whecher  he  was  combin'd  with  thofe  of  Norway 
Or  e'ie  did  line  the  Rebel  with  hidden  help, 

And  vantage  *,  or  that  with  both- he  labour'd 
In  his  Countreys  wrack,  I  know  not  : 

But  Treafons  Capital,  confek'd,and  prov'J, Have  overthrown  him. 

{Macb.  Glamis,  and  Thane  of  Cawdor  : 

The  grcatelt  is  behind.  Trunks  fo-  your  pains. 
Do  you  not  hopeyour  Chirdren  iTnllbe  Kings, 
When  rhofe  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdcr  to  me, 

Promis'd  no  lelfe  to  them. 
Banq.  True  trufted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  Crown, 
Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.  But  ets  Hrange  : 
And  oftentimes,to  winne  us  to  our  harme, 

The  inftruments  of  Darknefle  tell  us  Truthc, 

Winne  us  with  honett  trifles,  to  bctray's 
In  deepefl  confequence. 
Coufins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 
Mack  Two  truths  are  cold, 

As  happy  Prologues  to  the  fwelling  Act 

Of  the  imperial  Theam.  I  [hank  you  Gentlemen.- 

This  fupernatural  foliciting  '  '  •  • 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good^ 
If  ill  ?  why  hath  it  given  me  earned  of  fucceffe; 
Commencing  in  a  Truth  ?  I  am  Thane  of  Cawdor. 

If  good  ?  why  do  /  yield  to  that  fuggetfion, 
Whofe  horrid  Image  doth  unfix  my  heire, 
And  make  my  feared  heart  knock  at  my  Ribbs, 
Againrt  the ufe  of  nature  ?  prefent  fears 
Are  leffe  :hen  horrible  imaginings : 

My  thought,.,  whole"  Murther  yet  isbutfamaftical, 
Shake*  fo  my  fingle'.tate  of  man, 
That  function  is  fmother'd  infurmifc, 
And  nothing  is,  bat  what  is  nor. 

Banq.  Look  how  our  Parcners  rapr* 
Maebi  Jf chance  will  have  me  King, 

Why  Chance  may  Crown  me. 
Without  my  ttirre. 

Banq.  New  honors  come  upon  him 

Likeouc  ftrmge  Garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Cp.me  what  come  may, 
Time,  and  the. hour,  runsthrough  theroughefl:  day. 

Banq.  "Worthy  Macbeth^  we  ftay  upon  your  lcifure. Macb.  Give  me  your  favour: 

My  dull  brain  was  wrought  with  things  forgotten. 
KindGenclemen,  your  pains  are  regiftred, 
Where  every  day  I. turn  the  Leaf, 

,  To  read  rhem.  .    .  • 

;Let  us  toward  the  King ;  think  upon 

{What  hath  chane'd :  and  at  more  time, 

iThe  Interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak 
kO.;r  free  hearts  each  toother. 

I Banq.
  Very  g

ladly. 
LMacb.  Till ihen  enough: 

Come  friends.
  

. 

Sxemt. 

Scoria  Quarts. 

Flottrifh.  Enter  King,  Lettefcy  Malcolme, 
DonAlbaln,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  } 

Arc  not  thofe.in  Commillion  yet  rerurn'd  ? 
Mai.  My  L;ege,  they  are  not  yet  come  back* 

But  I  h;ve  l'poke  wi.h  one  .that  law  him  die  : 
Who  did  report,  that  very- Frankly  he 

Confefs'dhis  Treafons,  implor'd  your  HighneiTe  pardon 
A  id  fet  forth  a  deep  Repentance  i 

Nothing  in  his  Jife  became  him, 
Like  the  leaving  it.  He  dyM, 
As  one  that  had  been  ft  udied  in  his  death, 

To  throw  away  the  den  reft  thing  he  ow'd, Astwerea  careletfecrifte. 

King.  Tnere's  no  Arc, To  find  the  minds  conftrucYion  in  the  face  : 
He  was  a  Gentleman,  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolure  Truft. 

Eyer  Macbeth  ,*Bmquo,  Rofs,  and  Angus* 0  worchyeft  Coufin, 

The  finneofmy  ingratitude  even  flow 
Was  heivy  on  me.  Thou  art  fofarre before, 
That  fwifteft  Wine  ot  Recompence  is  flow : 

To  overtake  thee.  Would  thou  hac'ft  led-  deferv'd, 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks,  and  payment, 

Might  have  been  mine :  'onely  I  have  left  to,  fay, 
More  is  thy  due,  then  more  theft  all  can  pay* 

Macb.  Thefcrvice,  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing icpaies it felf 

Your  HighneiTe  part,  is  to  receive  our  Duties  i 
And  our  Duties  are  to  your  Throne  and  State* 
Children,  and  Servants ;  which  do  but  what  they  fhould 

By  doing  every  thing  fafe  toward  your  love 
And  honor.  . 

King.  Welcome  hither : 
1  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.  Noble  Banquo 

Th  it  halt  no  lefie  deferv'd,  nor  mult  be  known 
No.lefle  to  have  done  fo :  La  me  enfold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to,  my  heart. 

Banq.  There  if  I  grow, 
The  Harvefi  is  your  own.  _ 

King.  My  plentious  joyes, 
Wanton  infulnefle,feek  to  hidetbemfelves 
In  drops  of  forrow.  Sons,  Kinfman,  Thanesy 
And  you  whofe  places  are  the  nearefl,  know, 
VVewill'etbblifh  our  Elfateupon 
Oureideft,  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter, 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland :  which  honor  muft 

Not.unaccompanied,  invert  him  only. 
But  fignes  of  NoblcneiTe,  like  Starrs  fhall  fhine 
On  all  o'efervers.  From  hence  to  Envernes 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Ma.  The  Reft"  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  ; He  be  my  felf  the  Herbenger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife,  with  your  approach  : 
So  humbly  rake  my  leave. 

King.  My  worthy  Cawdor. 
Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland :  that  is  a  ftep, 

On  which  /  muft  fall  down,  o:  elfe  o're  leap, For 
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For  in  my  way  it  lies.  Starrs  hide  your  fires, 

Let  not  light  lee  my  black  and  deep  defires : 

The  eye  wink  at  the  hand :  yet  let  that  be, 
Which  the  eie  tears,  when  it  is  done  to  fee.  Exit. 

Kmg.  True, worthy  Banquo:  he  is  full  fo  valiant, 
And  in  his  commendations ,  I  am  fed  : 

It  is  a  Banquet  tome,  Lets  after  him, 

Whofecare  is  gone  before,  to  bid  us  welcome  : 

It  is  apeerlcffe  kinfman.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Macbeth*  wife  atone  with  a  Letter. 

Lady, They  met  me  in  the  day  offuccejfe:  and  1  have  learn  d 

by  the  perfetl'fi  report ,  they  have  more  in  them*  then  mortal 
knowledge.  fVhen  I  burnt  in  defire  to  que fl ion  them  further, 

they  made  themf elves  Air.  into  which  they  vamfh'd.  Whiles 
IJfoodrapt  in  the  wonder  of  it, came Miffives  from  the  King, 
who  all  hail  d me  Thane  of  Cawdor,  by  which  Title  before, 

thefe  weyward  Sifiers  f aimed  me,  andreferrdme  to  the  com- 
ing on  of  time ,  with  hall  King  that  (halt  be.  This  have  I 

thougt  good  to  deliver  thee  (mydearefi  partner  of  greatnejfe) 
that  thou  might  §  uot  lofe  the  dues  ofrejoycing  by  btirg  ignorant 
of  what  Greatnefft  ispromisd  thee.  Lay  it  to  thy  hearty  and 

farewell. 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor,  and  fhalt  fee 

What  thou  art  promis'd  :  yet  do  I  fear  thy  Nature, 
It  is  too  full  o'ch'Milk  of  humane  kindnefle, 
To  eatch  the  neeceft  way.  Thou  wouldft  be  great, 
Art  not  without  ambition  :  but  without 

The  illneffe  fhould  attend  it.  What  thou  wouldft  highly, 
That  wouldft  thou  holily :  wouldft  not  play  falfe, 

And  yet  wo'ildft  wrongly  winne. 
I  fduidft  have,  great  Glamis,  that  which  cries, 
Thus  thou  muft  do  if  thou  have  ic ; 
And  that  w  hich  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 

Then  wifheft  fhould  be  undone.  High  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  powremy  Spirits  in  thine  ear, 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongne 

at  thee  hinders  from  the  Golden  Round, 

Which  Fate'and  Metaphyseal  aid  doth  feem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withall.  Enter  Mejfenger. 
What  is  your  tidings  ? 

cMejf.  The  King  comes  here  to  night, 

Lady.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 
Is  not  thy  M'.fter  with  him  ?  who,  wer'tfo, 

Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 
Meff.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  :  our  Thane  is  coming 

One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him ; 
Who  almoft  dead  for  breath,  hid  fcarcely  more 
Then  would  rmJke  np  hfs  Meffage. 

Lady.  Give  him  tending, 

He  brings  great  news.  Exit  Mejfenger. 
The  Raven  himfelf  ishoarfe, 
Th.it  croakes  the  fatall  entrance  of  Duncane 

Under  my  Battlements.  Come  you  Spirits, 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfexmehere, 

And  fill  me  from  the  Crown  to  the  Toe,  top-full 
Of  dircft  Cruelty  :  make  thick  my  blood, 

Stop  up  th'acceffe  and  paffageto  Remorfe, 
That  no  compunctious  vifitings  of  Nature 

Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 

Th'crTeci,  and  it.  Come  10  my  Womans  Brefts, 

And  take  my  Milk  for  Gall,  you  Murth'ringMiniftcrs, 
VVhcre-cver  in  your  fight leffe  fubftances, 
You  wait  on  Natures  Milchief.  Come  thick  Nighr, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoak  of  hell, 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes, 

Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  Blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry,  hold,  hold.  Enter  Macbeth. 
Grcac  Glamis,  worthy  Cawdor, 

Greater  then  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter, 

Thy  Letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond  * 
This  ignorant  prefent,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inftanr. 

Macb.  My  deareft  Love, 

Duncane  comes  here  to  night. 

Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 
Macb.  To  morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 
Lady.  O  never, 

Shall  Sunne  that  morrow  fee. 

Your  Face,  my  Thane  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters  to  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time,  bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 

But  be  the  Serpent  under't.  He  that's  coming, 
Muft  be  provided  for    and  you  fhallput 
This  Nights  great  bufineffe  into  my  difpatch, 
Which  fhall  to  all  our  Nights  and  Daies  to  come, 
Give  folely  Soveraign  fway  and  Mafterdom. 

Macb.  We  will  fpeak  further. 
Lady.  Onely  look  up  cleer : 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 

Leave  all  t he  felt  to  me.  "Exeunt 

Scxna  Sexta. 

Hoboyes,  and  Torches.  Enter  King,  Malcolm,  DonalbaJu, 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macdufe,  Rojfe,  Angus, 

and  Attendants. 

King.  This  Caftle  hath  a  pleafant  fear. 
The  air  nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  ic  felf Unto  our  gentle  fences. 

Bavq.  This  Gueft  of  Summer, 
The  Temple-haunting  Barlet  does  approve, 
By  his  loved  Manfonry,  that  the  Heavens  breath, 
Smells  wooingly  here :  no  Jutcy  frieze, 
Buttrice,  nor  Coigrcof  Vantage,  but  this  Bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  Cradle, 

VVhere  they  muft  breed,  and  haunt:  I  have  obferv'd 
The  air  is  delicate,  Enter  Lady. 

Kmg.  See,  fee,our  honor'dHofteflc.- 
The  love  that  follows  us,  fometime  is  our  trouble, 
V  Vhich  ftill  we  thank  as  Love.  Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  fhall  bid  god-eyld  us  for  your  pains, And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice, 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double^ 
Were  poor,  and  fingle  Bufineffe,  to  contend Againftthofe  honors  deep,  and  broad, 
Wherewith  your  Majefty  loads  ourhoufe? 
For  thofe  of  old,  and  the  late  Dignities, 

Heap'd  up  to  them,  we  reft  your  Hermits. 
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King.  Where's  theTWof  Cawdor  ? 
VVecourfthim  atthehedes,  and  had  a 

To  be  his  Purveyor ':  But  he  rides  well, 

And  his  great  Love  ((hup  as  his  S  nir)  hath  no
lp  him 

|  To  his  home  before  us :  Fair  and  Noble  H
otels 

I  We  are  your  gueli  to  night. 

Lady.  Your  Servants  ever, 

Have  theirs,  rhemfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  in  comp
t, 

To  make  their  Audit  at  yonr  highnefs  pleafurc, 

Still  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  : 

Conduct  me  to  mine  Hoft,  we  Iqye  him  highly, 

And  Hi  all  cominue,  our  Graces  towards  him. 

By  your  leave  Holtefs. 

Scana  Septima. 

Bo  boyes.  Torches. 

Enter  a  Sever,  and  divers  Servants  with  Dljhes 
 and  Service 

over  the  Stage.  Thtn  enter  Macbeth. 

Mack  If  it  were  done,  when  us  done,theo  'ivv
ere  well, 

It  were  done  quickly :  if  th*  Aftailination 

Could  trammel  up  the  Confeq  lence,  and  catch 

With  his  furceafe.;Succefs  t  that  but  this  blow 

Might  be  the  be  all,  and  the  end  all.  Here,  , 

Bufhere,  upon  this  Bank  and  School  of  time* 

We'ld  jump  the  life  to  come.  But  in  thefe  Cafes, 

We  Bill  have  judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 

Bloudy  inftrudtions,  which  being  taughr,  return 

To  plague  th'ingredience  of  our  poyfon'd  Chall
ice 

To  ourown  lips.  He's  here  in  double  truft  ; 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subject, 

Strong  both  3gain(i  the  Deed    then,  as  his  Hoft,  \ 

Who  Should  agiinll  his  Murderer  fhut  the  door , 

Notbeartheknifcmyfelf.  Befides  this  Dnncane 

Hath  born  rhis  Faculty  fo  meek :  hath  been 

Soclear  in  his  g-eat  Office,  that  his  Vertues     \  . 

Will  plead  like  Angels,  Trumpet-tongu'dagainft 
The  deep  damna  ion  of  hi?  taking  off: 

And  Pity,  like  i  naked  new-born-babe, 

Striding  thebiart,  or  heavens  Cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  thefightlefs  Curriorsof  the  Ayr, 
Shad  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 

That  tears  flr  ll  drown  the  wind.  I  have  no  Spur 

To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  only 

Vaulting  Ambition,  which  ore4capes  it  felf, 

And  fals  on  th'ocher.  E#tr  Lady. 
Hovv  now  ?  What  Newes  ? 

La.  He  has  almoft  fupr:why  have  youlefc  the  chamber  ? 

Mac.  Hath  hexsk'd  for  me  ? 

Lady,  Know  you  not,  he  has  > 
Mac.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  Bufincfs : 

He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late,  and  I  have  bought 
GoHen  Opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 
Not  caff  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hope  drunk , 
Wnetein  you  dreft  your  felf  ?  hath  it  flept  fince  ? 
And  wakes  it  now  to  look  fo  green  and  pale  ? 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  From  this  time, 

Such  /  account  thy  love.  Art  thou  afFear'd To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  Aft,  and  Valour, 

As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  Wouldft  thou  have  thac 

Which  thou  efteem'ft  the  Ornament  of  Life*, 
And  live  a  Coward  in  thihe  own  eflecm  ? 
Letting  I  dare  not,  wait  upon  I  would* 

Like  the  poor  Cat  i'th'Addage. 
Cftiacb.  Prethcc  peace : 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  maty 
Who  dares  no  more,  is  none. 

Lady.  What  bead  was't  then That  made  you  break  rhis  Enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man ; 
And  tc  be  more  then  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time,  nor  place 

Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  themfelves,  and  that  their  fitnefs  flow 

Do's  unmake  you.  I  have  given  Suck,  and  know 
How  tender 'tis  to  love  the  Babe  that  milkes  nte* 
1  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 

Havepluckt  my  Nipple  from  his  bonelefs  Gummes, 
And  dafht  the  Braines  out,  had7  but  fo  fworn 

As  you  have  done  to  this. 
Macb.  If  we  fhould  fail  ? 

Lady.  We  fail? 
But  fcrew  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place, 

And  we'l  not-fail :  when  Duncan  is  afleep, 
(  Whereto  the  rather  (hall  his  daies  hard  Journey 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  Chamberlaines 
Will  I  with  Wine,  aud  WaiTel,  fo  convince,  j 

That  Memory,  the  warder  of  the  Brain, 
Sh  dl  be  a  Fume,  and  the  Receit  of  Reifon 

A  Lymbeck  only,  when  in  Svinifn  fleep* 
Their  drenched  Natures  lie  as  in  a  Death, 
What  cannot  you  and  /  perform  upon  \ 

Th'unguarded  Duncan  ?  What  not  put  upon 
Hisfpungy  Officers?  who fhall bear thegaile 

Of  our  great  quell. 
Macb.  Bring  forth  Meri-Ghildfen  only : 

For  thy  undaunted  Mettle  fhould  compofe 

Nothing  but  Males.  VVill  it  not  be  receiv*d, 
|  V  Vhen  we  have  mark'd  with  bloud  thofe  fleepy  VHO 
Of  his  own  Chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  Daggers, 

That  they  have  don't  ? Lady.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  we  fhall  make  our  Griefes  and  Clamor  rore, 

Upon  his  Death  ? 
Macb.  I  am  fetled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  Agent  to  this  terrible  FeatJ  . 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faired  (how, 
Falfe  Face  muft  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know/. 

Exem* 

ABm  Secundw.  Scana  ¥timd. 

Enter  "Banquo, and  F/eance,  with  a  Torch 
before  him* 

Banq.  How  goes  the  Night,  Boy? 
Fleance.  The  Moon  is  down  t  /  htVC  flot  heafd  the 

Clock. Banq.  And  fhe  goes  down  at  Twelve* 

F/M».Itak't,  'tis  later,  Sir. 
Banq.  Hold,  take  my  Sword : 

There's  Husbandry  in  Heaven, 
Their  Candles  are  all  out ;  take  thee  that  too. 
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;  A  heavy  Summons  lies  like  Lead  upon  mc, 
And  yec  I  would  not  fleep  : 

Merciful  Powers,  retrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts 
That  Nature  gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

Enter  Macbeth,,  and*  Servant  mth  a  Torch* 
V 

Give  me  my  Sword :  who's  there  ? Macb.  A  friend. 

Banq.  What  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  the  King's  a  bed, 
He  hath  been  in  unufual  pleafure. 

And  fenc  forth  a  great  Largefs  to  your  Offices. 
This  Diamond  hegrcets  your  Wife  with.il, 
By.the  name  cf  moft  kind  Holtefs , 
And  fhut  it.up  in  meafurelefs  content. 

Macb.  B-ing  unprep.u'd , Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defect  , 

Which  elfe  Lhould  free  hive  wrought. 

Banq.  All's  well. 
I  dreampt  Iaft  night  of  the  three wcyward  Sifters: 

To  you  they  have  fhew'd  fome  truth. Macb.  1  think  not  of  them : 
Yet  when  we  can  , entreat  an  hour  to  ferve, 

We  would  fpehd  it  in  fome  words  upon  chac$ufinef$j 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

B*h.  At  your  kind  leifure.  {* 
Macb.  If  you  (hall  cleave  to  my  confent  , , 

!  When 'tis,  it  flSall.make  honour  for  you., 
Banq.  So  1  lofe  r.one^ 

In  fecking  to  augment  ir,  but  Bill  keep 

|  My  bofom  franchis'd,  and  Allegiance  dear> 
I  fhall  be  counffell'd. 

Macb.  Good  repofe  the  while.  , 
Banc}.  Thankcs  Sir :  the  like  to  you.         Sxlt  Banquo. 
Macb.  Go  bid  thy  Miftrefs,  when  my  drink  is  ready 

;  She  ftrike  upon  the  Bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.  $xlt. 

Is  this  a  dagger, '.which  I  fee  before  me, The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?  Come,  let  me  clutch  thee.: 
I  have  the?rj6r,  and  yec  /  fee  thee  (fill, 
Arc  thou  nor  f^tal  Vilion,  fenfable 

,To  feeling,  as  to i 'fight  ?  or  art  thou  but A  Dagger  of  the  Mind,  a  falfc  Creation, 

'.Proceeding  from  .the  heac-oppreffed  3rain  ?       rf  a 
/  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable , 
As  this  which  now  I  draw.  ,    .  ■ 
Thou  marfhalft  me  the  way.  that  /  was  going, 
And  fuch  an  inftrumenc  /  vvas  to  ufe. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fboles  o'ch'  ether  Senfes, Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft  :  /  fee  thee  ftill ; 

And  on  thy  blade,  and  Dndgeon, Gouts  of  bloud, 

Which  was  not  fo  before.  Tnere's  no  fuch  thing  ; 
Itisthebloudy  Bufinefs,.  which  informes 

Thus  to  mine' eyes.  Now  orethe  one  half  world  ' Nature  feemes  dead,  and  wicked  Dreams  abufe 

The  Curtain'd  fleep :  Witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Heccatts  Offerings ;  and  withet'd  Murther, 

A'arum'dby  hfs'Centinel,  the  wolfe, 
Whofe  bowl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace, 
With  Tarqmns  ravifhing  .fides,  towards  his  dehgn 
Moves  like  a  Gb°ft«  Thou  fpwr  and  firm-fee  Earth  > 
Hear  not  my  fteps  which  they  may  walk,  for  fear 

Thy  very  Clones  pra;e  of  my  vvhere-about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  fro  p  the  time, 
Which  nowfutes  with  ir.  Whiles  I  threat,  be  lives.- 

Words  co  the  heat  of  deed<;  roo  cold  breath  gives. 

.  .         A  'Bs'J rmgs. »Q  j.  MIL  . 

/  go,  and  it  is  done :  t  he  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  ic  nor,  Duncan,  for  it  is  a  Knell, 
Thac  fummons  chee  to  heaven,  or  co  hell. Exit. 

Sc^na  Secunda. 

Enter  Lady. 

La.  Thai  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  made  me 

What  hath  cjuench'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire.     ( bold  : 

Heark,  peace  :  it  was  the  Owl  that  fhriek'd , 
(  The  fatal  Bell-man,  which  gives  the  fteru'il  good-nighr, 
He  is  about  it,  the  Doores  are  open  : 

|  And  thefurfetted  Groomes  do  mock  their  charge 

With  Snores  /have  drugg'd  their  PoflegJ, Thac  deach  and  Nature  do  contend  about  them, 

Whether  they  live,  or  die. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ?  what  ho.a  ? 

Lady.  Alack,  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
And  'tis  not  done  :  th'attempr,  and  not  the  deed,  " 
Confounds  us  .•  heark  :  I  laid  their  Daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  em.  Had  he  ncc  refembled 

My  facher  as  he  flepr,  /  had  don't. 
My  Husband  ? 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed  s 
Didft  thou  not  hear  a  noyfe  ? 

Lady.  I  heard  the  Owl  fchream,  and  the  Crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When  ? 

Lady.  Now. 

Macb.  As  /defcended"? Lady.  I. 

Macb.  Heark,  who  lies  ich'fecond  Chamber  ? 
Lady.  Donalbaine. 
Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fighr. 

Lady.  A  foolifh  thought,  to  fay  a  forry  fight. 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep, 
And  one  cry'd  Murder,  that  they  did  wake  each  other : 
/ flood,  and  heard  them  t  but  they  did  fay  their  Prayers  , 
And  addreft  them  again  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together, 
Macb.  One  cry 'd  God  blefs  us,  and  Amen  the  other, 

As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  hargmans  hands : 
Liftning  their  fear,  /could  not  fay  Amen, 

When  they  did  fay  God  blefs  us. 
Lady.  Confider  it  not  fodeeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  /  pronounce  Amen  ? 
/had  moft  need  of  blefling,  and  Amen  ftuckin  my  throat. 

Lady.  Thefe  deeds  muft  not  be  chought 
After  thefe  waies :  fo,  ic  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Me  thoughc  /  heard  a  voyce  cry,  fleep  no  more : 
Macbeth  does  murder  fleep,  the  innocenc  fleep, 

Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravel'd  Sleeve  of  Care, The  deach  of  each  daies  Life,  fore  Labours  Bath, 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  greac  Natures  fecond  Courfe, 
Chief  nourifher  in  lifes  feaft. 

Lady.  Whac  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Scill  ic  cry'd,  fleep  no  more  co  all  the  houfc : 
Cjlamis  hath  murther'd  fleep,  and  therefore  C**dor 
Shall  fleep  no  more  .-  Macbeth  fhall  fleep  no  more. 

Lad.  Who  was  it,  that  thus  cry'd  ?  why  worthy  Thane, 
You  do  unbend  your  Noble  ftrength,  to  think 

So  brain-fickly  of  things :  Go,  gee  fome  waccr, 

 And  | 
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And  wafh  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  Hand, 

Why  did  you  bring  thefe  Daggers  from  the  place  ? 

They  mtift  lye  there :  go  carry  them,  and  fmear 

The  fleepy  Groomes  with  bloud. 

Macb.  Il'e  go  no  more  : 
I  am  afraid,  to  think  what  I  have  done  ; 

Look  on't  again,  I  dare  not. 
Lady.  Infirm  of  pm  pofe : 

Give  tr.e  the  Daggers :  the  fleeping,  and  the  dead, 

Are  but  as  Pictures :  'tis  the  Eye  of  Child-hood , 
That  fears  a  painted  Devil.  If  he  do  bleed* 

I'le  gild  the  Faces  of  the  Groomes  withall , 
For  it  muft  feem  their  Guilt.  <  . 

Knock^withih. 
Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking  ? 

How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appalls  me  ? 

What  Hands  are  here  ?  hah  :  they  pluck  out  mine  Eyes. 

Will  all  great  Neptune's  Ocean  wafh  this  bloud 

Clean  from  my  Hand  ?  no  :  this  my  Hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  Seas  incarnardine, 

Making  the  Green  one,  Red. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour :  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.  Knocks 

I  hear  a  knocking  at  the  South  entry  : 
Retire  we  to  our  Chamber : 

A  little  Water  cleares  us  of  this  deed. 

How  eafie  is  it  then  ?  your  Conftartcy" Hath  left  you  unattended, 
Heark,  more  knocking. 

Get  on  your  Night-Gown,  left  occafion  call  us, 
And  fhew  us  to  be  Watchers :  be  not  loft 

So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Macb.  To  know  my  deed, 

'Twerebeft  not  know  my  felr. 
Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knowing 

I  would  thou  could'ft. 

Knock.. 

Knocks. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia* 

Enter  a  Torter. 

Knocking  within, 

'porter.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed:  if  a  man  were 
Porter  of  Hell  Gate ,  he  fhould  have  old  turning  the 

Key.  Knock.  Knock  ,  Knock  ,  Knock.  Who's  there 
i'th'name  of  BeUebub  ?  Here's  a  a  Farmer.,  that  hang'd 
himfelf  on  th'expeftation  of  Plenty  :  Come  in  time,  have 

Napkins  enough  about  you,  here  you'll  fweat  for  '[..Knocks 

Knock,  Knock,  Who's  therein  tn'other  Devil's  Name  ? 
Faith  here's  an  Equivocator ,  that  could  fwear  in  both 
the  Scales ,  againft  either  Scale  ,  who  committed  Treafon 

enough  for  God's  fake  ,  yet  could  not  equivocate  ts  Hea- 
ven :  oh  come  in,  Equivocator.  Knock.  Knock, 

Knock,  Knock.  Who's  there  ?  Faith  here's  an  Englljh 
Taylor  come  hither,  for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  Hofe : 

Come  in' Taylor  ,  here  you  niay  roft  your  Goofe.  Knocks 
Knock,  Knock ,  Never  at  quiet :  What  are  you  ?  but  this 

place  is-too  cold  for  Hell.  I'le  Devil-Porter  it  no  further  : 
I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of  all  profeflions,  that 

go  the  Primrofe-way  to  th'cverlafting  Bonfire.  Knock. 
Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you  remember  the  Porter. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend  ,  e're  you  went  to  bed,' 
That  you  do  lye  fo  late  > 

Port  .Faith  Sir,wc  were  caroufing  till  the  fecond  Cock: 
And  Drink,  Sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  Drink  efpecially  pro-* 
voke  ?  •  > 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  Nofe- painting ,  Sleep,  and  Urine. 
Lechery,  Sir,  it  provokes ,  and  unprovokes :  it  Provokes 
the  defire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance.  Therefore 
much  Drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  Equivocator  with  Le- 

chery :  it  makes  him  and  it  marres  him  ;  ir  fets  him  on, 
and  it  takes  him  off ;  it  perfwades  him ,  and  diftieartens 
him  ;  makes  him  ftand  to ,  and  not  ftand  to :  in  conclu- 

sion, equivocates  him  in  a  fleep,  and  giving  him  the  Lje, 
leaves  him. 

Macd.  1  believe,  Drink  gave  thee  the  Lye  laft  Night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'the  very  Throat  on  me :  but  I 
requited  him  for  his  Lye,  and  (I  think  )  being  tooftrong 
for  him  ,  though  he  took  up  my  Legges  fometime  ,  yet  I 
made  a  Shift  to  caft  him. 

Enter  Macbeth.  * 
Macd.  Is  thy  Mafter  ftirring  ? 

Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  :  here  he  comes. 
Lenox.  Good  morrow ,  Noble  Sir. 
Macb.  Good  morrow  both. 

Macd.  Is  the  King  ftirring,  worthy  Thane  ? 
Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him, 
I  have  almoft  dipt  the  hour. 

Macb.  I'le  bring  you  to  him. 
Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joy  full  trouble  to  you : 

But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in,  Phyfick's  pain  ? This  is  the  Door. 

Macd.  I'le  make  fo  bold  to  call,,  for  'tis  my  limited 
fervice.  Exit  Macduff e, 

Lenox.  Goes  the  King  hence  to  day. 
Macb.  He  does :  he  did  appoint  fd. 
Lenox.  The  Night  has  been  unruly : 

Where  we  lay,  our  Chimneys  were  blown  down. 

And  (as  they  fay)  lamentings  heard  i'th'Air ; Strange  Schreems  of  Death, 

And  Prophefying,  with  Accents  terrible, 

Of  dire  combuftions,  and  confus'd  Events, 
New  hatch'd  to  th'wofull  time. 

The  obfeure  Bird  clamoi'd  the  live-long  Night, 
Some  fay,  the  Earth  was  feaverous, 
And  did  {hake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  Night. 

Lenox.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel A  fellow  to  it. 
Enter  Macdujf. 

Maid.  O  horrour,  horrour,  horrour ! 

Tongue  nor  Heart  cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee. 

UVLacb.  and  Lenox.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Macd,  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  Maftcr-piece : 

Moft  facrilegious  Murther  hath  broke  ope 

The  Lord's  annointed  Temple, and  ftole  thence 
The  Life  o'th'Building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  Life  ? 
Lenox.  Mean  you  his  Majcfty  ? 
Macb.  Approach  the  Chamber,  and  deftroy  your  fight 

With  a  new  Gorgon.  Do  not  bid  me  fpeak : 

P  P 

See 
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Sec,  and  then  fpeak  your  felvcs  :  awake,  awake,  J|f 
Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 

Ring  the  Alarum-Bell :  Murther,and  Treafon, 
Banquo^  and  Donalbaine  :  Malcolme  awake  , 

Shake  off  this  Downy  flccp,  Death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  Death  it  felf :  up, up,  and  fee 

The  great  Doom's  Image  :  Malcolme,  B cinque , 
As  from  your  Graves  life  up,  and  walk  like  Sprights, 
To  countenance  this  horror.  Ring  the  Bell. 

Bell  rings.  Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  What's  the  bulinefs  ? 
That  Rich  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  flecpci  s  of  the  Houfc  ?  fpeak,  fpeak.  . 

Adacd.  O  gentle  Lady, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak  : 

The  repetition  in  a  Woman's  ear, Would  n.iuthcr  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Banquo. 

0  Banquo,  Banquo,  Our  Royal  Malier's  murther'd. 
Lady.  Woe,  a  las: 

What,  in  our  houfe  ? 
Ban.  Too  cniel,  any  where. 

Dear  Duff,  I  prythce  contract  thy  felf, 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,Lenox,and  Rojfe. 

Macb.  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
1  had  liv'd  a  bkffed  time  :  for  from  this  inftant, 
There's  nothing  feiious  in  Mortality  : 
All *is  but  toyes :  Renown  and  Grace  is  dead, 
The  Wine  of  Life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  Lees 
Islcfc  this  Vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Mai  col  me,  and  Donalbaine. 

Donal.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  arc,  and  do  not  know't : 
The  Spring,  the  Head,  the  Fountain  of  your  Bloud 
Is  ftopt ;  the  very  Source  of  it  is  ftopt. 

CMacd.  Your  Royal  Father's  murther'd. 
Mai,  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

Lenox.  Thofe  of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem'd,  had  don't: 

Their  Hands  and  Faces  were  all  badg'd  with  bloud, 
So  were  their  Daggers,  which  unwip'd,we  found 

Upon  their  Pillows  :  they  ftar'd,  and  were  diftracled, 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

UUacb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury , 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  fo? 

Macb.Who  can  be  wife,amaz'd,  temp'rate,&:  furious, 
Loyal,  and  Neutral,  in  a  moment  ?  No  man  : 

Th'expedition  of  my  violent  Love 
Out-run  the  paufer,  Reafon.  Here  lay  Duncan, 

His  filver  skin, lae'd  with  his  Golden  Bloud, 

And  hisgafh'd  Stabs,  bok'd  like  a  Breach  in  Nature, 
For  Ruines  waft  full  entrance  :  there  the  Murthcrers, 

Steep 'd  in  the  Colours  of  their  Trade  ;  their  Daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore  :  who  could  refrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love ,  and  in  that  heart, 

Courage,  to  make's  love  known  ? 
Lady.  Help  me  hence,  hoa. 
Macd.  Look  to  the  Lady. 
Mai.  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 

That  moft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours? 
Donal.  What  fhould  be  fpoken  here,  f 

Where  our  Fate  hid  within  an  awger-holc, 
May  mill,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away, 
Our  tears  arc  not  yet  brew'd. Mai.  Nor  our  ftrong  Sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  Motion, 

Banq.  Look  to  the  Lady  : 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  Frailties  hid, 
That  fufTer  in  expofure ;  let  us  meet, 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloudy  piece  of  work, 
To  know  it  further.  Fearesand  fcruples  (hake  us: 
In  the  great  Hand  of  God  1  ftand,and  thence, 
Againft  the  un-divulg'd  pretence  I  fight Of  treafonous  Malice. 

Lfttacd.  And  fo  do  I. 
^11.  So  all. 

Macb.Lzt's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'th'Hall  together. 

^411.  Well  contented.  Exeunt. 
Male.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Let  's  not  confort  with  them : 
To  fbew  an  unfelt  Sorrow,  is  an  Office 

Which  the  falfe  man  do's  eafie. H'e  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,!  : 

Our  feparated  fortune  fhall  keep  us  both  the  fafer 

Where  we  are,  there's  Daggeis  in  mens  Smiles ; The  near  in  bloud,  the  nearer  bloudy. 

Male.  This  murtherous  fhaft  that's  fliot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  :  and  our  fafeft  way, 
Is  to  avoid  the  aime.  Therefore  to  houfe, 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 

But  (bift  away  :  there's  warrant  in  that  Theft 
Which  fteals  it  felf,  when  there's  no  mercy  left. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Quartos. 

Enter  Rojf  ?,  with  an  Old  man. 

Old  man.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well, 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I  have  feen 

Houres  dreadfull,  and  things  ftrange :  but  this  fore  Night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

%offe.  Ha,  good  Father, 
Thou  feeft  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  Acl, 

Threatens  his  bloudy  Stage  r  by  th'Clock  'tis  Day, 
And  yet  dark  Night  ftranglesthe  travelling  Lamp  : 

Is't  Night's  predominance,  or  the  Day's  fhame, 
That  Darknefs  do's  the  face  of  Earth  intombe, 
When  living  Light  fhould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  man.  'Tis  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  that's  done  :  on  Tuefday  laft, 
A  Faulcon  towring  in  her  pride  of  place,  i 

Was  by  a  Mowfing  Owle  hawkt  at,  and  kill'd. 
Roffe.  And  Dune ans  horfes, 

(A  thing  moft  ftrange,  and  certain). 
Beauteous,  and  fwift,  the  Minions  of  their  Race, 

Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  flails,  flung  out, 

Contending  'gainft  Obedience,  as  they  would Make  war  with  Mankind. 

Old  man.  Tis  faid,  they  ea:  each  other. 

RoJZe.  They  did  fo: 

To 
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To  th'amazcmcnt  of  mine  eyes  that  look'd  upon'c. 

Enter  Macduff". 
H:re  comes  the  good  Macduff. 
How  goes  the  world  Sir,  now  ? 

Adacd.  Why  fee  you  not  ? 

Ro[se .  Is't  knovyn  vvhp  did  this  more  then  bloudy  deed? 
Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  (lain. 

i?0j!7>.  A!as  the  day, 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  luborned, 

Mdcolm,  and  Donatba'in  the  King's  two  Sonnes 
Areftolne  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpiiion  of  the  deed. 

Rofe.  'Gainfi  Nature  ftill, 
Ttirifclefs  Ambition ,  that  will  raven  uoon 

Thine  own  lives  means :  th:n  'tis  moft  like, 
The  Sovereignty  will  fall  upon  (^Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scone To  be  inverted. 

Rofe..  Where  is  Duncan's  body  ? 
Macd.  Carried  to  Colmckjll, 

The  Sacred  Store-houfe  of  hisPredcceffors, 
And  Guardian  of  their  Bones. 

Ro(fe.  Will  you  to  Scene  > 
Macd. No  Coufin,  Tie  to  Fife. 

Rofe.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.WcW  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there:Adieu. 
Left  our  old  Robes  fit  eaficr  then  our  new. 

tR»(fe.  Farewell,  Father. 

Old.  M.  God's  benifon  go  with  you  Sir,and  with  thofe 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  Friends  of  Foes, Exeunt  omnes. 

<tABw  Tertius.  Scetia  Trima. 

Enter  Banquo, 

Banc}.  Thou  haft  1:  now,  King,  Cawdor  ,  Cjlamis ,  all, 

As  the  wey  ward  Woman  promis'd,  and  I  fear 
Thou  playd'ft  moft  foulely  for't :  yet  it  was  faid 
It  fhould  not  ftand  in  thy  Pofterity, 
But  that  my  felf  fhould  be  the  Root,  and  Father 
Of  many  Kings.  If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
As  upon  thee  Macbeth,  their  Speeches  fhine , 
Why  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  Oracles  as  well, 
And  fet  me  up  in  hope.  But  hurt),  no  more. 

Senlt  founded.  Enter  Macbeth  as  King  ,  Lady  Lenox , 
Rojfe,  Lords ,  and  ̂ /tttendants. 

CUaeb.  Here's  our  chief  Gueft. 
L  i.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  Feaft, 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 

Macb.To  night  we  hold  a  folemn  Suppcr,fir, 
And  Tie  requeftyour  prefence. 

Banq.  Let  your  Highnefs 
:  Command  upon  me,  to  the  which  my  duties 
.Are  with  a  moft  indifloluble  tye 
{ For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 
Banq.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Macb.  We  fhould  have  elfe  defir'd  your  good  advice 
\1  :  ;  

(Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave,  and  profperous) 

In  this*daycs  Counccl :  but  we'll  take  to  morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride  ?  l 

Banq.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 

'Twixt  this,  and  Supper.  Go  not  ray  Horfe  the  better, 
1  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  Night, 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. ,. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  Feaft. 

Ban.  My  Lord,  I  wjll  not. 

Macb.  We  hear  our  bloudy  Coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland,  not  confeding 
Theircrucl  Parricide,  rilling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention.  But  of  that  to  morrow, 
When  therewithall  we  fhall  have  caufe  of  State, 

Craving  us  jointly.    Hye  you  to  horfe  : 
Adieu,  till  you  return  at  Night. 
Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  I,  my  good  Lord  :  our  time  does  call  upon's. 
Macb.  I  wifh  your  Horfes  fwift,.and  fure  of  foot  i 

And  fo  do  I  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell.  Exit  Banquo, 
Let  every  man  be  mafter  of  his  time, 

'Till  feven  at  Night,  to  make  fociety 
The  fweeter  welcome :  ,  . 

We  will  keep  our  felf  till  Supper  time  alone  : 
While  then,  God  be  with  you.  Exeunt  Lords. 
Sirrha,  a  word  with  you  :  Attend  thofe  men 
Our  pleafure  ? 

Servant.  They  are ,  my  Lord ,  without  the  Pallaee 
Gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us.         Exit  Servant. 
To  be  thus,  is  nothing,  but  to  be  fafely  thus : 
Our  feares  in  Banquo  Hick  deep, 

And  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature  reigns  that 

Which  would  be  fcar'd.  'Tis  much  he  dares, 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  Mind, 
He  hath  a  Wifdome,that  doth  guide  his  Valours 
To  acl  in  fafety.  There  is  none  but  he, 

Whofe  being  I  do  fear  *  and  under  him, 

My  Genius  is  rebuk'd,  as  it  is  faid 
Mark^Anthonys  was  by  Cafar,  He  chid  the  Sifters, 
When  firft  they  put  the  Name  of  King  upon  me 
And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him.  ThenProphet-likej, 

They  hayl'd  him  Father  to  a  Line  of  Kings. 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fniitlefs  Crown, And  put  a  barren  Scepter  in  my  Gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  Hand, 

No  Son  of  mine  fucceeding  :  if't  be  fo, 
For  Banquo'slffue  have  1  fill'd  my  Mind, 
For  them,  the  gracious  ̂ Duncan  have  I  murther'd, 
Put  Rancours  in  the  Velfel  of  my  Peace 
Only  for  them,  and  mine  eternal  Jewel 
Given  to  the  common  Enemy  of  Man, 

To  make  them  Kings,  the  Seeds  of  Banquo  Kings: 
Rather  then  fo,  come  Fate  into  the  Lilt , 

And  champion  me  to  th'utterance. Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant ,  and  wo  Murtherers. 

Now  go  to  the  Door,  and  ftay  there  'till  we  call. Exit  Servant. 

Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together? 
(JMurth.  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 
Macb.  Well  then, 

Now  you  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ? 

Ppp  2  Know, 
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Know,  that  it  was  he,  in  the  times  palt , 
Which  held  you  Co  under  fortune, 
Which  you  thought  had  been  our  innocent  fclf, 
This  I  made  good  to  you, in  ourlaft  conference. 
Pari  in  probation  with  you : 
How  you  were  born  in  hand,  how  croft  : 

The  Inftmmcnts  :  who  wrought  with  them  * 
And  all  things  elfe,  that  might 

To  half  a  Soul,  and  to  a  Notion  craz'd, 
Say,  thus  did  Banqno. 

i .  March.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 
Macb.  1  did  fo  : 

And  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting. 

Do  you  find  your  patience  fo  predominant 
In  your  nature,  that  you  can  let  this  go  ? 

Are  you  fo  Gofpell'd  to  pray  for  this  good  man, 
And  for  his'IfTue,  whofe  heavy  hand 

Hath  bow'd  you  to  the  Grave,  and  begger'd Youis forever  ? 

1.  Murth.  Wc  are  men,  my  Liege. 
Macb.  I,  in  the  Catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 

As  Hounds,  and  Greyhounds,  Mungrels,  Spaniels ,  Currs, 
Showghes,  Water- Rugs ,  and  Demy- Wolves  are  dipt 
All  by  the  Name  of  Doggs :  the  valued  file 
Diitinguifhcs  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 

Tne  Houfe-keeper,  the  Hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gifc,  which  bounteous  Nature 

Hath  in  him  clos'd  :  whereby  he  does  receive Particular  addition  ,  from  the  Bill, 
That  writes  them  all  alike  :  and  foof  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 

Not  i'th'worft  rank  of  Manhood,  fa"y'cy 
And  I  will  put  the  bufinefs  in  your  Bofomes,1 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  Enemy  off, 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  ;  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  Health  butfickly  in  his  Life, 
Which  in  his  Death  were  perfect. 

2.  Murth.  I  am  one  my  Liege, 
Whom  the  vile  Blowes  and  Buffets  of  the  world 

Hath  fo  incens'd  that  I  am  recklefs  what  I  doe, 
To  fpight  the  World. 

1.  Murth.  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  Difafters,  tugg'd  with  Fortune, 
That  I  would  fet  my  Life  on  any  Chance, 

To  mend  it  or  be  rid  on't. 
Macd.  Both  of  you  know  Banquo  was  your  Enemy. 
Murth.  True,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  So  is  he  mine:  and  in  fuch bloudy  diftance, 

That  every  minute  of  his  being,  thrufts 

Againft  my  near'ft  of  Life :  and  though  I  could 
With  bare-fae'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yet  I  muft  not, 
For  certain  frierids  that  are  both  his,  and  mine, 

Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop",  but  wail  his  fall, 
Who  I  my  felf  (truck  down :  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  your  affiftance  do  make  love, 
Masking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  Eye, 
For  fundry  weighty  Reafons. 

2.  Murth.  We  fhall,  my  Lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

i.  iJliurth.  Though  our  Lives 
Macb.  Your  Spirits  fhine  through  you. 

Within  this  hour  ,  at  moft, 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves, 

Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  Spy  o'th'time, 

The  moment  on't,  for't  muft  be  done  to  Night, And  fomething  from  the  Palace  r  alwayes  thought 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs ;  and  wich  him, 
To  leave  no  Rubs  nor  Botches  in  the  Work  ; 
Fleam,  his  Son,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me, 
Then  is  his  Fathers,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour:  refolve  your  felvcs  a-part,' I'le  come  to  you  anon. 

Murth.  We  arc  refolv'd ,  my  Lord. 
Macb.  Tie  call  upon  youftraight:  abide  within 

It  is  concluded  :  Banquo,  thy  Soule's  flight, 
It  it  find  Heaven ,  muft  find  it  out  torNight.  Exettnt 

Scena  Secunda~>* 

Enter  Macbeth  s  Lady,  and  a  Servant, 

Lady.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  Court  ? 
Servant.  I,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  Night. 
Lady.  Say  to  the  King,- 1  would  attend  hisleifure, For  a  few  words. 

Servant.  Madam,  I  will.  Exit. 

Lady.  Nought's  had ,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  fafer,  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy, 
Then  by  deftrudtion  dwell  in  doirbtfull  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 
Offorryeft  Fancies  your  Companions  making, 

Ufing  thofe  Thoughts ,  which  mould  indeed  have  dy'd 
With  them  they  think  on  :  things  without  all  remedic 

Should  be  without  regard  :  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcorch'd  the  Snake ,  not  kill'd  it : 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  her  ielf,  whileft  our  poor  Malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  Topth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  dis-joynt, 
Both  the  Worlds  fuffer , 

E're  we  will  eatour  Meal  in  fear  ,andfleep 
In  the  affliction  of  thefe  terrible  Dieames, 

That  fhake  us  Nightly :  Better  be  with  the  dead, 

Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace : 
T  hen  on  the  torture  of  the  Mind  to  lie 
In  reftlefs  extafie : 
Duncan  is  in  his  G  rave  : 

After  Life's  fitfull Fever, he  fleeps  well, 
Trcafon  has  done  his  worft :  nor  Steel  nor  Poifon 

Malice  domeftick ,  foreign  Levie,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lady.  Come  on  : 

Gentle  my  Lord,  fleek  o're  your  rugged  Looks, 

Be  bright  and  Jovial  'mong  your  Guefts  to  Night. 
Macb,  So  fhall  I,  Love, and  fo  I  pray  be  you  : 

Let  yoiy  remembrance  ftill  apply  to  Banquo, 
Prefent  him  Eminence ,  both  with  Eye  and  Tongue : 
Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave 
Our  Honours  in  thefe  flattering  ftreames, 
And  make  our  Faces  Vizards  to  our  Hearts, 

Difguifing  what  they  arc. 
Lady.  You  muft  leave  this. 

Macb.  O  ,  full  of  Scorpions  is  my  Mind,  dear  Wife : 

/ Thou know'ft ,  that  Baiw.u» and  hi?  t  leans  lives, £  '  Lady. But 
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Lady.  But  in  them,  Nature's  Coppie's  not  eterne. 
Macb.  There's  comfort  yet ,  they  are  available, 

Then  be  thou  jocund :  e're  the  Bat  hath  flown 

His  Cloyfter'd  flight,  e're  to  black  Hecat's  fummons The  ihard-born  Beetle,  with  his  drowfie  hums, 

Hath  rung  Night's  yawning  Peale, There  fhall  be  done  a  deed  of  dreadfull  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done? 
Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge ,  deareft  Chuck, 

'Till  thou  applaud  the  deed  :  Come,  feeling  Night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  Eye  of  pittifull  Day, 

And  with  thy  bloudy  and  invifible  Hand 

Cancell  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  Bond, 

Which  keeps  me  pale.  Light  thickens, 

And  the  Crow  makes  wing  to  th'  Rookie  Wood : 
Good  things  of  Day  begin  to  droop,  and  drowze, 

Whiles  Night's  black  Agents  to  their  Preys  do  rowze. 
Thou  marvelf  ft  at  my  words :  but  hold  thee  ftill : 

Things  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill  i 

So  pry  thee  go  with  nie.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Tertia-j. 

Scena  Quarta, 

Enter  three  Murtherers, 

■■■■■■ 
1.  But  who  did  bid  thee  joyn  with  us  f 

3.  Macbeth. 
2.  He  needs  not  our  miftruft,  fince  he  delivers 

Our  Offices,  and  what  we  have  to  doe, 
To  the  direction  juft. 

1 .  Then  ftand  with  us.  , 

The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  Day. 
Nowfpurresthe  lateft  traveller  apace, 

To  gain  the  timely  Inn,  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjeft  of  our  Watch. 

x  3.  Heark,  I  hear  Horfes. 
Banquo  within.  Give  us  a  Light  there,  hoa. 

2.  Then  'tis  he  : 
The  reft,that  are  within  the  note  of  expectation, 

Already  are  i'th'Court. 
1 .  His  Horfes  go  about. 
3.  Almoft  a  mile :  but  he  does  ufually, 

So  all  men  do  ,  from  hence  to  th'Palaee  Gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Banquo  and  F  leans ,  with  a  Torch. 

2.  A  Light,  a  Light. 

3.  'Tis  he. 
1.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  Rain  to  Nighty 
1.  Let  it  come  down. 

Ban.  O,  Treachery  ! 

Flie  good  F/^»j,flie,  flie,  flie, 

Thou  may'ft  revenge.  O  Slave  / 
3.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  Light  ? 

1.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 
3.  There's  but  one  down :  the  Son  is  fled. 
2.  We  have  loft 

I  Beft  half  of  our  Affair. 

I .  Well,  let' s  away,and  fay  how  much  is  done. Exeunt 

V 

Banquet prepar'd.  Enter  MacbethyLadytRoJfej  Lenox L 
Lords,  and  Attendants. 

(JWacb.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  J 
At  flrft  and  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords.  Thanks  to  your  Majefty. 
Macb.  Our  felf  will  mingle  with  Society  \ 

And  play  the  humble  Hoft  : 
Our  Hoftefs  keeps  her  State,  but  in  the  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

^  Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir ,  to  all  our  Friends, 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they  are  welcome. 

Enter  fir fl:  Murtherer, 

Macb.Szt  they  encounter  thee  with  their  Hearts  thanks 

Both  fides  are  even  :  here  I'le  fit  i'th'mid'ft, 
Be  large  in  Mirth,  anon  we'll  drink  a  Meafure 
The  table  round.  There's  bloud  upon  thy  face. 

Mur.  'Tis  Banquo  %  then. 
Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  then  he  within. 

Is  he  difpatch'd  ? UHur.  My  Lord  his  throat  is  cut,  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  o'th' Cut-throats, 
Yet  he's  good  that  did  the  like  for  T  leans : 
If  thou  did'ft  it,  thou  art  the  Non-pareil. 

Mur.  Moft  Royal  Sir 

F leans  isfcap'd, 
Macb.  Then  comes  my  Fit  again  : 

I  had  elfe  been  perfect ; 
Whole  as  the  Marble,  founded  as  the  Rock , 

As  broad,  and  general,as  the  cafing  Air : 

But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  crib'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 

To  fawcy  doubts,  and  feares.  But  Banquo' s  fafe  ? 
Mur.  I, my  good  Lord  :  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides9 

With  twenty  trenched  gaflies  on  his  head ; 
The  leaft  a  Death  to  Nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that, 

There  the  grown  Serpent  lies ,  the  worm  that's  fled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed, 

No  teeth  for  th'prefent.  Get  thee  gone,  to  morrow 
Well  hear  our  felvcs  again.  Exit  Murtherer, 

Lady.  My  Royal  Lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  Cheer,  theFeaft  is  fold 

That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while  'tis  making: 
'Tis  given  with  welcome  :  to  feed  were  beft  at  home : 
From  thence,  the  fawce  to  meat  is  Ceremony, 

Meeting  were  bare  without  it 

Enter  the  Cjhofi  of  Banquo ,  and  fits  in  Macbeth' s  place. 

(JMacb.  Sweet  Remembrancer: 

Now  good  digeftion  wait  on  Appetite, 
And  health  on  both. 

Lenox.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fit.  , 
Macb.Hzxt.  had  we  now  ourCountrie's  Honour,roof 'd, 

Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent : 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
Then  pitiefor  Mifchance. 

Rojfe.  His  abfence  (Sir) 

Layes  blame  upon  his  promife.  Pleas't  your  Highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  koyal  Company  > 

P  p  p  3  M-icb^ 
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Macb.  The  table's  full. 

Lenox.  Here  is  a  place  referv'c^Sir, Macb.  Where  ? 

Lenox.  Here  my  good  Lord. 

What,  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs  ? 
Macb.  Which  of.  you  have  done  this  ? 
Lords.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 
Macb.  Thoucanft  not  fay  I  did  it ;  never  fluke 

Thy  goary  locks  at  me. 

"Ruffe.  Gentlemen  rife  ,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well.  ' 
Lady.  Sit  worthy  Fiiends  :  my  Lord  is  often  thus, 

And  hath  been  from  his  youth.  Pray  you  keep  fear, 
The  fit  is  momentany,  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.  If  much  you  note  him 
You  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  Paffion, 

Feed,  and  regard  him  not.  Are  you  a  man  > 
Macb.  I,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dafe  look  on  that 

Which  might  appal}  the  Devil. 
Lady.  O,  proper  fluff  \ 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  : 

This  is  the  Air-drawn-Dagger  which  youfaid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.  O  ,  thefe  flawes  and  ftarts 
(Impoftois  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 

A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fire 
Authoriz'd  by  her  Grandam :  fhame  it  felf, 

Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces  ?  When  all's  done You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

Macb.  Pry  thee  fee  there: 
Behold,  look,  loe,how  fay  you  : 
Why  what  care  I ,  if  thou  canft  nod,fpeak  too. 
If  Chamel-houfes ,  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  ;  our  Monuments 
Shall  be  the  Mawes  of  Kites.  Exit  Ghofl. 

Lady.  Whac  ?  quite  unman'd  in  folly. 
Macb.  If  I  ftand  here ,  I  law  him. 

Lady.  Fie  for  fhame. 

Macb.  Bloud  hath  been  fried  e're  now,i'th'olden  time 

E're  humane  Statue  purg'd  the  gentle  Weal  : 

I,  and  fince  too,  Murthers  have  been  perform'd Too  terrible  for  the  ear  :  the  times  have  been, 
That  when  the  Brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 

And  there  an  end ;  But  now  they  rife  again 

With  twenty  mortal  murthers  on  their  crowns, 
And  pufhusfrom  ourftools :  this  is  more  ftrange 
Then  fuch  a  Murther  is. 

Lady.  My  worthy  Lord 
Your  Noble  Fiiends  do  lack  you. 

LMacb.  1  do  forget : 
Do  not  mute  at  me  my  moft  worthy  Friends, 

I  have  a  ftiange  infirmity  ,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.  Come,  love  and  health  to  all, 
Then  Tie  fit  down :  Give  me  fome  wine,  fill  full : 

Enter  Ghofl. 

I  drink  to  th'general  joy  o'th' whole  Table,  7 
And  to  our  dear  Friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs : 
Would  he  were  here :  to  all ;  and  him  we  thirft, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Macb.Awntjind  quit  my  fight,let  the  earth  hide  thee: 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs :  thy  bloud  is  cold : 
Thou  haft  no  fpeeulation  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Lady.  Think  of  this  good  Peers 

But  as  a  thing  of  Cuftome :  'tis  no  other, 
Only  it  fpoilsthe  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 

Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  Bear, 
The  arra'd  Rhinoceros^  or  iWHyrcan  tyger, 
Take  any  fliape  but  that,  and  my  firm  Nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.  Or  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  Defart  with  thy  Sword  : 
If  trembling  I  inhabit,  then  proteft  me 
The  Baby  of  a  Girl.  Hence  horrible  fhadow,  Exit, 
Unreal  mock'ry  hence.  Why  fo,  begone 
I  am  a  man  again  :  pray  you  fit  ftill. 

Lady.  You  have  difp'lac'd  the  mirth, 
Broke  the  good  meeting,  with  moft  admir'd  diforder, Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be , 

And  overcome  us  like  a  Summer's  Cloud 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  t  You  make  me  ftrange 
Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  t  he  natural  Rubieofyour  Cheeks, 
When  mine  is  blanchd  with  fear. 

Rojf*.  What  fignes,  my  Lord? 
La.l  pray  you  fpeak  not :  he  grows  worfe  and  worfe, 

Q^eftion  enrages  him  :  at  once,  goodnight. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 

But  go  at  once. 
Le»ox.  Good  night,  and  better  health 

Attend  his  Majefty. 

La.  A  kind  goodnight  to  all.  Extant  Lords. 
Macb.  It  will  have  bloud  they  fay : 

Bloud  will  have  Bloud : 

Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  s 
Augures,and  underftood  Relations,  have 

By  Maggot  Pyes ,  &  Choughcs,and  Rooks  brought  forth 
The  fecret'ft  man  of  bloud.  What  is  the  night  ? 
La  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Macb. How  fay'ft  thou  that  Macduff  denies  his  perfon At  our  great  bidding  ? 

La.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir? 
Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way :  But  I  will  fend : 

There's  not  a  one  of  them  but  in  his  houfe 

I  Keep  a  Servant  Fee'd.  1  will  to  morrow 
And  betimes  I  will)  to  the  wizard  Sifters. 

More  fhall  they  fpeak  :  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know 
By  the  woi  ft  means,  the  worft,  for  mine  own  good  , 
All  caufes  fhall  give  way  ,1  am  in  bloud 

Spent  in  fo  far,  that  fhould  I  wade  no  more, 

Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o're : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand, 

Which  muft  be  acted,  e're  they  may  be  fcann'd. 
Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  Natures,  fleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep  ;  My  ftrange  and  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe :  • 

We  are  yet  but  young  indeed.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Qmntn* 

Thunder.  Enter  the  three  Witches ,  meeting Hecate. 

i .  Why  how  now  Hecate,  you  look  angerly  ? 
Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon  (  Beldames)  as  you  are  ? 

Sawcy,  and  over-bold,  how  did  you  dare 
To  trade, and  tiaffick  with  Macbeth^ 
In  Riddles,  and  Affairs  of  death ; 

And 
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And  I  thelliftrefs  of  your  Charmcs, 
The  clofc  contriver  of  all  harmcs, 

Was  never  eall'd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  ihew  the  glory  of  our  Arc  f 
And  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Hach  been  but  for  a  wayward  Son, 

gpightfull,  and  wrathfull,  who  (as  others  do) 
Loves  for  Fiis  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now  :  Get  you  gon, 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'th'Morning :  thither  he 
Will  come,  to  know  his  Deftinie, 
Your  VclTels,  and  your  Spells  provide, 
Your  Charmes,  and  every  thing  belide  ; 

I  am  for  th'Air :  this  night  Tie  fpend 
Unto  a  difmal,and  a  Fatal  end. 

Great  bufinefs  mult  be  wrought  e're  Noon. 
Updn  the  Corner  of  the  Moon 

There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop,  profound, 
I'le  catch  it  e're  it  come  to  ground  ̂  
And  that  diftill'd  by  Magick  flights , 
Shall  raife  iuch  Artificial  Sprights, 

As  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion, 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  Confulion. 

He  (hall  fpurn  Fate,  fcorn  Death ,  and  bear 

His  hopes  .'bove  Wifedome,  Grace,andFcar: 
And  you  all  know,  Security 
Is  mortals  chiefeft  Enemy. 

Afttjick*  and  *  Song. 

Heark,  I  am  call'd  :  my  little  Spirit  fee 
Sits  in  a  Foggy  cloudy  and  (tayesfor  me. 

Sing  within.  Come  aw  ay, come 

i .  Come,  let's  make  hafte ,  (he'll  foon  be Back  again. 

away,  &c. 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord, 

Lenox.  My  former  Speeches, 
Have  but  hit  your  Thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  farther :  Onely  I  fay 

Things  have  been  ftrangely  borne,  the  gracious  Duncan 

Was  pitticd  of  Macbeth  s  marry  he  was  dead  : 

And  the  right  valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late. 

Whom  you  may  fay  (if't  pleafe  you)  F leans  kill'd, For  F leans  fled :  Men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 

Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous 

It  was  for  MMctlm,  and  for  Donalbane 

To  kill  their  gracious  Father  ?  Damned  Fa£t, 

How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  ?  Did  he  not  ftraighc 

In  pious  rage ,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  Slaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  fleep  ? 

Was  that  not  Nobly  done  ?  I, and  wifely  too  : 

For  'twould  haveanger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.  So  that  I  fay, 
He  ha's  borne  all  things  well,  and  I  do  think, 
Tnathad  he  Duncan  3  Sonnes  under  the  Key, 

(As and't  pleafe  Heaven  he  fhall  not)  they  fhall  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  Father  :  So  fhould  E leans. 

But  peace  ;  for  from  broad  words  ,and  caufe  he  fail'd 

His  prefence  at  the  Tyrant's  Fealt  ;  I  hear 
Macdufe  lives  in  difgrace.  Sir ,  can  you  tell 

Where  he  beftowes  himfelf  ? 
Lord.  The  Sonncs  b(  Duncan 

(From  whom  thi<  Tyrant  holds  the  due  of  Birth) 

Live  in  the  Engllfh  Court,  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  moft  Pious  Edward,  with  fuch  grace, 
That  the  malevolence  of  Fortune,  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpecl.  Thither  Macduffe 

Is  gone,  to  pray  the  holy  King,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland ,  and  warlike  Seyward^ 

That  by  the  help  of  thefe  (  with  him  above 
To  ratifie  the  Work)  we  may  again 

Give  to  our  Tables  meat)  fleep  to  our  Nights : 
Free  from  our  Feafts,  and  Banquets  bloiidy  knives) 
Do  faithfull  Homage,  and  receive  free  Honours, 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.  And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafperate  their  King^  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  War. 

Lenox.  Sent  he  to  Macdftjfe  ? 

Lord.  He  did:  and  with  an  abfolute,  Sir,  not  Lj 

The  cloudyMeflenger  turns  me  his  back, 

And  hums ;  as  who  fhould  fay,  you'll  rue  the  time 
That  cloggsme  with  this  Anfwer, 

Lenox.  And  that  well  might 

Advife  him  to  a  Caution,  t'hold  what  diftance 
His  wifedome  can  provide.  Some  holy  Angel 
Flie  to  the  Court  of  England,  and  unfold 

His  Menage  e're  he  come,  that  a  fwift  blefling 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  Countrey, 

Under  a  hand  accurs'd. 

Lord,  I'le  lend  my  Prayers  with  him.  Exeunt. 

<iAUu$  Quintus.  Scena  T^rima, 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches* 

1 .  Thrice  the  brinded  Cat  hath  mew'd. 

2 .  Thrice,  and  once  the  Hedges  Pig  whin'd. 

3 .  Harpier  cryes,  'tis  time ,  'tis  time. 1 .  Round  about  the  Cauldron  go  : 

In  the  poifon'd  Entrails  throw 
Toad,  that  under  cold  ftone, 

Dayes  and  Nights,  has  thirty  one  i 
Sweltred  Venom  fleeping  got, 

Boil  thou  full  i'th 'charmed  pot. 
All.  Double, double,  toil  and  trouble  j 

Fire  burn ,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 
2.  Fillet  of  a  Fenny  Snake, 

In  the  Cauldron  boil  and  bake  i 

Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog : 
Woollof  Bat  ,and  Tongue  of  Dog  : 

Adders  Fork ,  and  Blind-worms  Sting, 

Lizards  Leg,  and  Howlet's  Wing : 
For  a  Charm  of  powcrfull  trouble, 
Like  a  Hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

nAll.  ■  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  5 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

3.  Scale  of  Dragon,  Tooth  of  Wolf, 
Witches  Mummy , Maw,  and  Gulf 
Of  the  ravin' d  fait  Sea  Shark  : 

Root  of  Hemlock,  digg'd  i'th'dark  % Liver  of  Blafpheming  Jew, 

Gall  of  Goat,  and  Slips  pf  Yew, 

Sliver'd  in  the  Moon's  Eclipfe : 

Note 
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Nofe  of  T«r£. ,  and  Tartar's  lips  j 
Finger  of  Bhth-ftrangled  Babe, 

Difch-delivei'd  by  a  Drab, 
Make  the  Gruel  chick,  and  flab. 

Add  diereco  a  Tygcr's  Chawdron, 
For  thTngredience  of  our  Cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble, 
Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

2.  Cool  it  with  a  Baboon's  bloud, 
Then  the  Charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate  ,  and  the  other  three  Witches. 

Hec.  O  well  done  :  I  commend  your  paines, 

And  every  one  iliall  (hare  i  'th'^aines : 
And  now  about  the  Cauldron  fing 
Like  Elves  and  Fairies  in  a  Ring, 

Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 
Mufick^and  a  Song.  BlackjSpiritS,  &C. 

2.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes : 
Open  Locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  UHacbeth. 

Macb.How  now  you  fecret,black,  and  midnight  Hags? 

What  is't  you  do  ? 
csfll.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Macb.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  Profefs, 

(How-e're  you  come  to  know  it)anfwer  me  : 
Though  you  untie  the  windes  ,and  let  them  fight 

Againft  the  Churches :  Though  the  yefty-WaveS 
Confound  and  fwallow  Navigation  up  : 

Though  bladed  Corn  be  lodg'd  ,and  trees  blown  down, 
Though  Catties  topple  on  their  Warders  heads  : 
Though  Palaces,  and  Pyramids  do  flope 
Their  heads  to  their  Foundations:  though  the  treafure 
Of  Natures  Germain,  tumble  altogether, 

Even  'till  deftruc>ion  ficken  :  Anfwer  mc 
To  what  I  ask  you. 

1.  Speak. 
2.  Demand. 

3.  We'll  anfwer. 

r.  Say,  if  th'had'ft  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouthes, Or  from  our  Matters. 

Macb.  Call'cm :  let  me  fee'em. 
1 .  Pour  in  Sowes  bloud,  that  hath  eaten 

Her  nine  Farrow  :  G  reace  that's  fweaten 
From  the  Murtherers  Gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  Flame. 

All.  Come  high  or  low : 

Thy  Self  and  Office  deftly  fhow.  Thunder. 
i .  Apparition ,  an  Armed  Head. 

LMacb.  Tell  me  thou  unknown  power. 
1 .  He  knowes  thy  thought : 

Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

I.  'Appar.  Macbeth,  Macbeth,  Macbeth  : Beware  Macduff, 

Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife:  difmifs  me.  Enough. 
He  Efefcends. 

Macb.Whzt-z're  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution,thanks. 
Thou  haft  harp'd  my  fear  aright.  But  one  word  more. 

1 .  He  will  not  be  commanded  :  here's  another 
More  potent  then  the  firft.  Thunder. 

2.  Apparition,  a  Bhudy  Child. 
2.  Appar.  Macbeth,  Macbeth,  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Had  I  three  eares,  Tl'd  hear  thee. 
2.  Appar.  Be  bloudy ,  bold,  and  refolute  ; 

Laugh  to  fcorn 
The  power  of  man :  For  none  of  Woman  borne 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  Defcends. 

Macb.  Then  live  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee  * 

But  yet  i'le  make  aflurance,  double  fure, 
And  take  a  Bond  of  Fate :  thou  fhalt  not  live^ 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  Fear,  it  lies ; 
And  fleep  in  fpight  of  thunder.  Thunder. 

3.  Apparition,a  Child  crowned,mth  a  7  r-p  in  his  hand. 
What  is  this,  that  rifes  like,  the  iflue  of  a  King  , 
And  weares  upon  his  Baby-brriw ,  the  round 
And  top  of  Soveraignty  ? 

All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  to  t. 

3 .  Appar.  Be  Lyon  metled,  proud,  and  uke  no  care  i 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  Confpirers  are : 

Macbeth  lhall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Byrnam  wood,  to  high  Dmfwane  Hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  •  Defcend. 

Macb.  That  will  never  be  : 

Who  can  imprefs  the  Forreft,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  Root?  Sweet  boadments,  gooi; 

Rebellious  dead,  rife  never 'till  the  Wood 

Of  Byrnam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth Shall  live  the  Leafe  of  Nature,  pay  h»  breath 
To  time,  and  mortal  Cuftome.  Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing :  tell  me,  if  your  Art 
Can  tell  fo  much :  Shall  Banquet  iflfue  ever 
Reign  in  this  Kingdome  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Maeb.  I  will  be  fatisfied.  Deny  me  this, 

And  an  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you :  Let  me  know. 

Why  finks  that  Cauldron?  &  what  noife  is  this?"  Hohyes. 1.  Shew. 
2.  Shew. 

3.  Shew. All.  Shew  his  Eyes,  and  grieve  his  Heart , 
Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

A  (hew  of  eight  Kings ,  and  Banquo  lafiy  with  a 

glafi'mhishand. 
Macb.Thou  art  too  like  the  Spirit  of  Banquo  .-Down: 

Thy  Crown  do's  fear  mine  Eye-balk.  And  thy  hair 
Thou  other  Gold-bound-brow ,  is  li/ce  the  firft  : 
A  third,  is  like  the  former.  Filthy  Haggs, 

Why  do  you  fhew  me  this  >  - —  A  fourth  ?  Start  eye  \ 
What  will  the  Line  ftretch  out  to  th'crackof  Doom  ? 
Another  yet  ?  A  feventh  ?  Tie  fee  no  more : 

And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  beares  a  glafs, 
Which  fhewesme  many  more :  and  fome  I  fee, 
That  two-fold  Balls,  and  treble  Scepters  carry. 
Horrible  fight :  Now  I  fee  'tis  true , 
For  the  Bloud-bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his.  What  is  this  fo  ? 

1 .  I  Sir,  all  this  is  fo.  But  why 

Stands  ̂ Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
Come  Sifters,  cheer  we  up  his  fprights, 

And  ("hew  the  beft  of  our  delights.^ 
I'le  Charm  the  Air  to  give  a  found , 
While  you  perform  your  Antique  round*: 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  duties,  did  his  welcome  pay.  Mujick,* 

The  witches  Dance,  and  vanifh. 
<JWacb.  Where  are  they  ?  Gone? 

Let  this  pernicious  hour  , 

Stand  aye  accur fed  in  the  Kalender. 

Come  in,  without  there.  Enter  Lenox, 

Lenox.  What's  your  Graces  will? 

Macb. 
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M.-.cb.  Saw  you  the  Wizard  Sifters  ? 

Lenox.  No  my  .Lord.' 
M.icb.  Came  they  not  by  you  > 
Lenox.  No  indeed  my  Lord. 
Macb.  Infeilcd  be  the  Air  whereon  they  ride, 

And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  ttuft  them.  I  did  hear 

Thcgallopping  of  Hovfe.  Who  was't  came  by  } 
Len.  'Tis  two  or  three  my  Lord,  that  biing  you  word  : 

Macduff  is  flol  to  England. 
Macb.  Fled  to  England  ? 

Len.  I,  my  good  Lord, 

Macb.  Time  ,  thou  anticipac'ft  my  dread  exploits : 
The  flighty  p'upofc  never  is  o're-took 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.*  From  this  moment, 

The  very  fiiftling  of  my,  heartfliall  be< 
The  firftlings  of  my  hand.  And  even  now 
To  Crown  my  thoughts  with  A£ts:be  it  thought  &  done: 
The  Caftle  of  Macduff,  I  will  fuprize. 

Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  th'edge  o'th' Sword His  Wife,  his  Babes ,  and  all  unfortunate  Soules 
That  trace  him  in  his  Line.  No  boafting  like  a  Fool , 
This  deed  Tie  do, before  this  purpofc  cool, 
But  no  more  fights.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen  ? 

Come  bring  me  where  they  are.  Exeunt. 

Sctna  Secunda. 

Enter  Macduff" s  Wife, her  Son,  and  RoJJe. 

Wife.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  Land  ? 

Rofe.  You  muft  have  patience  Madam. 

'    Wife.  He  had  none  :   ...  . 
His  flight  was  madnefs :  when.our  Actions  do  notj 
Our  feares  do  make  us  traytors. 

Rofe.  You  know  not 
Whether  it  was  his  wifedome,  or  his  fear. 

Wife.  Wifedome  ?  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  Babes, 
His  Manflon,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does^ie  ?  He  loves  us  not. 

He  wants  the  natural  touch  :  for  the  poor  Wren 

(The  moft  diminitive  of  Birds  )  will  fight, 
Her  young  ones  in  her  Nelt,againft  the  Owle  : 
All  is  the  Fear,  and  nothing  is  the  Love  ;  . 
As  little  is  the  Wifedome ,  where  the  flight 
So  runns  againft  allreafon. 

Roffe.  My  dcareft  Couz, 
I  pray  you  Ichool  your  felf ;  But  for  your  Husband, 
He  is  Noble,  Wile,  Judicious ,  and  beft  krtowes 

The  fits  o'th'Seafon.  I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further, 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  arc  traytors 
And  do  not  know  our  felves :  when  we  hold  Rumour 

From  what  we  fear,  vet  know  not  what  we  fear, 

But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  Sea 

Each  way,  and  move.  T'take  my  leave  of  you  : 
Shall  noc  be  long  but  I'le  be  here  again : 
Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafc,  or  clfe  climb  upward, 
To  what  they  were  before.  My  pretty  Coufin, 
Bleffing  upon  you. 

Wife.  Father'd  he  is, 
And  yet  he's  Fatherlefs. 
..  Roffe.  I  am  fo  much  a  Fool,  fliould  I  flay  longer 

It  would  be  my  dilgrace,and  your  difcomforc. 

I  take  my  leave  at  once.  Exit  Roffe, 

Wife.  Sirra,  your  Father's  dead, 
And  what  will  you  do  now }  How  will  you  liye  t 

Son.  As  Birds  do,  Mother. 

Wife.  What  with  wormesand  flies  ? 
Son.  With  what  I  get, and  fo  do  they. 
Wife.  Poor  Bird, 

Thoud'ft  never  fear  the  Net,  nor  Line, The  Pitfall,  nor  the  Gin. 

Son,  Why  fliould  I  Mother? 
Poor  Birds  they  are  not  fet  for : 
My  Father  is  not  dead  for  all  your  faying. 

Wife.  Yes,  he  is  dead  : 
How  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father  ? 

Son.  Nay  how  will  you  do  for  a  Husband  ?  . 
Wife,  Why  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  Market, 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 
Wife.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit, 

And  yet  i'faith  with  wit  enough  for  thee. 
Son.  Was  my  Father  a  traitor,  Mother  ? 
Wife.  I,  that  he  was. 
Son.  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

wife.  Why  one  that  fweares^  and  lyes. 
Son.  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  fo  ? 

Wife.  Every  one  that  do's  fo,  is  a  traitor. 
And  muft  be  hang'd,  j 

Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd,  that  fwear  and  lye? 
Wife,  Every  one. 
Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

wife.  Why  ,honeft  men.  •  • 
Son.  Then  the  Lyars  and  Swearers  are  Fools:for  there 

are  Lyars  and  Swearers  enow,  to  beat  the  honeft  men  , 
and  hang  up  them.  ■ 

Wife.  Now  God -help  thee  ,  poor  Monkey  : 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  Father  > 

Son.  If  he  were  dead  ,  you'd  weep  for  him;  if  you 
would  not  it  were  a  good  figne ,  that  I  fhould  quickly have  a  new  Father. 

W.fe.  Poor  pratler,  how  thou  talk'ft  ? Enter  a  Meff  ?nger, 

Mef  Blefs  you  fair  Dame  ;  I  am  not  to  you  known, 

Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  perfect ; 
I  doubt  fome danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 

If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here  :  hence  with  your  little  ones ; 

To  fright  you  thus,  Me  thinks  I  am  too  favage : 

To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  Cruelty,-. 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.  Heaven  preferve  you, 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  .  Exit  Meff enger. 

Wife.  Whither  fliould  I  flie? 
I  have  done  n^  harm.  But  I  remember  now 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world  :  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  fometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly.  Why  then  (alas) 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 
To  fay  I  had  done  no  harm  ? 
What  are  thefe  faces? 

Enter  CMurtherers. 

Mur.  Where  is  your  Husband? 
Wife.  I  hope  in  no  place  fo  unfan&ified  3 

Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ftfind  him. 
Mur.  He's  a  Traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'ft  thou  fhag-ear'd  Villain, Mur.  What  you  Egg? 

Young  fry  ©f  treachery? 

Son.  He  has  kill'd  me  Mother, 
Run  away  I  pray  yoU.  Exit,  crying  Murther, 

Scena 
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Scena  Tertian. 

Enter  CMalcolm  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  feck  out  fome  defolate  (hade ,  and  there 

Weep  our  fad  bofomcs  empty. 
Macd.  Let  us  rather 

Hold  fall  the  mortal  Sword  :  and  like  good  men, 
Beftride  our  downfall  Birthdome  :  each  new  Morn, 

New  Widows  howl,  new  Oiphans  cry,  new  forrows 
Strike  Heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  rcfounds 

As  if  it  fek  wi'.h  Scotland^  and  yelfd  out 

Like  Syllabic  of  Dolour. 
Mai.  What  I  believe,  Tie  wail  ; 

What  know,  believe ;  and  what  1  can  rcdrefs, 
Asl  (balj  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 

What  you  have  fpoke,  ic  may  befo  perchance. 

This  Tyrant,  whofe  fole  Name  bliftcrs  our  tongues, 

Was  once  thought  honeft  :  you  have  lov'd  him  well, 

He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young,  butfomething 
You  may  difcernof  him  through  me,  and  wifdome 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor  innocent  Lamb 
T  appeafe  an  angry  God. 

(JMacd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 
Mai.  But  CMacbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  Nature  may  recoil 

In  an  Imperial  charge.  But  I  (bail  crave  your  pardon  : 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe  ; 

Angels  are  bright  Mill,  though  the  brighter!  fell. 

Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  Grace, 
Yet  G:  ace  muft  (till  lookfo. 

Macd.  I  have  loft  my  Hopes. 
Male.  Perchance  even  there 

Where  I  did  find  my  doubts 

Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  Wife,  and  Children  ? 
Thofe  precious  Motives,  thole  ftrong  knots  of  Love, 
Without  leave-taking.  I  pray  you, 

Let  not  my  Jealoufies,  be  your  Difhonours, 
But  mine  own  Safeties :  you  may  be  rightly  juft, 
What-everl  (ball  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed  poor  Countrey, 
Great  Tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  Bafis  furc, 

For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee :  wear  thou  thy  wrongs 
The  Title  is  afcar'd.  Fare  thee  well  Lord, 

I  would  not  be  the  Villain  that  thou  think'ft, 

For  the  whole  Space  that's  in  the  Tyrant's  Grafp, And  the  rich  Eait  to  boot. 
Mai.  Be  not  offended  : 

I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you : 
I  think  our  Countrey  finks  beneath  the  yoak, 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.  I  thin/c  withall, 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right : 
And  herefrom  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.  But  for  all  this, 

When  I  (ball  tread  upon  the  Tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  Sword;  yet  my  poor  Countrey 
Shall  have  more  vices  then  it  had  before, 

More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  wayes  then  ever, 
By  him  that  (ball  fucceed. 

<JMacd.  What  (bould  he  be  ? 

Mai.  It  is  my  felf  I  mean  ,  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  Vice  fo  grafted, 

That  when  they  (ball  be  open'd  black  Macbeth 
Will  fecm  as  pure  as  Snow ,  and  the  poor  State 

Efteem  him  as  a  Lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confinclefs  harmcs. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  Legions 

Of  horrid  Hell,  can  come  a  Devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

Macb.  I  grant  him  Bloudy, 
Luxurious,  Avaricious,  Falfe,  Deceitfull, 

Sudden,  Malicious,  fmoaking  of  every  finne 

I  hat  has  a  name.  But  there's  no  bottom,  none 
In  my  V)luptuoufnefs :  Your  wives,  your  daughters, 
Your  mat, on-,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  Ciftern  of  my  Luft,  and  my  Defire 

All  continent  Impediments  would  o' re-bear 
That  did  oppole  my  will.  Better  Macfcthf 
Then  fuch  an  one  to  reign. 

Mccd.  Boundlefs  intemperance 

In  Nature  is  a  Tyranny  :  It  hath  been 

Th'untimcly  emptying  of  the  happy  Throne, 
And  fall  of  many  Kings.  But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleafu  es  in  a  fp.ieous  plenty, 
And  yetfeem  cold.  The  time  you  may  fo  hoodwink  : 
We  have  willing  Dames  enough  :  there  cannot  be 
That  Vulture  in  you,  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  Greatneis  dedicate  themfelves, 

Finding  itfoinclin'd. Mai.  With  this ,  there  growes 

In  my  moft  ill  compos'd  Affection,  fuch 
ft  nchlefs  Avauce,  that  were  1  King, 

[  ibould  cut  off  the  Nobles  for  their  Lands, 

D  -fire  his  Jewels,  and  this  others  Houfe, 

And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  Sawce 
To  make  me  hunger  more,  that  I  ibould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againft  the  Good  and  Loyal, 

Destroying  them  for  wealth. 
Macd.  This  Avarice 

Sticks  deeper :  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Then  Summer-feeming  Luft :  and  it  hath  bin 
The  Sword  of  our  flain  Kings :  yet  do  not  fear, 
Scotland  hath  Poifons  to  fill  up  your  will 

Of  your  mere  Own.  All  thefe  are  portable, 

With  other  Graces  weigh'd. 
Mai.  But  I  have  none.  The  King-becoming  Graces, 

A.s  Juftice,  Verity,  Temp'rance,  Scablenefe, 
Bounty,  Pcrfeverance,  Mercy,  Lowlinefs, 
Devotion,  Patience,  Courage,  Foititude ; 
I  have  no  i  eliib  of  them  ,  but  abound 
In  thedivfion  of  each  feveral  Crime, 

Acting  it  many  wayes.  Nay  had  I  power  I  ibould 
P  mv  the  fweet  Milk  cf  Concord,  into  Hell, 
Uproar  theuniverfal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland,  Scotland  ! 
Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  : 

I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

Mac.Yit  to  govern?No  not  to  live.O  Nation  miferablel 
With  an  untitled  Tyrant,  bloudy  Sceptred, 
When  (bait  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  dayes  again  ? 
Since  that  the  trueft  Iflue  of  thy  Throne 
By  his  own  Interdiction  ftands  accurft, 

And  do's  blafpheme  his  breed  ?  thy  Royal  Father 
VVas  a  moft  Sainted-King  :  the  Queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oftner  upon  her  knees,  then  oh  her  feet , 

Dy'd  every  day  flic  liv'd.  Fare  thee  well, 
Thefe 
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Thcfe  Evils  thou  rcpeat'lt  upon  thy  felf, 
Hath  banifht  me  ftom  Scotland,  O  my  Brcaft, 

Thy  hope  ends  here. 
CMaL.  Macduff,  this  Noble  palfion 

Child  of  Integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 

Wip  d  the  black  Scruples,  reconciled  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth,  and  honour.  Devillifh  Macbeth, 

By  many  of  thefe  traines,  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power  :  and  mbdeft  Wiiedome  plucks  mc 
from  over-credulous  hafte :  but  God  above 
Deal  betweeri  thee  and  me  ;  For  even  now 

I  put  my  felf  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction.  Here  abjure 
The  taints,  and  blames  I  laid  upon  my  felf, 

For  ftrangers  to  my  Nature,  I  am  yec 
Unknown  co  women,  never  was  forfwore, 

Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 
At  no  time  brofte  my  Faith,  would  not  betray 
The  Devil  to  his  Fellow,  and  delight 

No  lefs  in  truth  then  life.  My  fuft  falfe  fpeaking 
Was  this  upon  my  felf,  what  I  am  truly 

Is  thine, and  my  poor  Countries  to  command  : 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here  approach, 
Old  Scyward  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men 

Already  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth  ?  -> 

Now  we'll  together ,  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs 
Be  like  our  warranted  Quarrel..  Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome ,  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 

'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 
Enter  a  DoEior, 

Mai.  Well,  more  anon.  Comes  the  King  forth 

I  pray  you  ? 
DoEl.  I  Sir :  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  Souks 

That  ftay  his  Cure  :  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  allay  of  Art.  But  at  his  touch, 
Such  iancTity  hath  Heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  prefently  amend.  Exit, 

eJMal.  I  thank  you  Doctor. 

Macd.  What's  the  Difeafe  he  means  ? 
Mai.  'Tiscall'd  the  Evil, 

A  moft  miraculous  Work  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  fince  my  here  remain  jn  England, 
I  have  teen  him  doe  :  How  he  folicits  heaven 

Him  felf  belt  knows  \  but  (trangely  vifited  people 
All  fwolne  and  Ulcerous,  pittifull  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  defpair  of  Surgery ,  he  cures, 

Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  necks, 

Put  on  with  holy  Prayers,  and  'tis  fpoken 
To  the  fucceding  Royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  Benediction  :  with  thisftrange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  Prophefie, 
And  fundry  BlefTings  hang  about  his  Throne, 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  Grace. 

Enter  Rofe. 
Macd.  See  who  comes  here. 

Male,  My  Countreyman:  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 

UWacd.  My  ever  gentle  Coufin ,  welcome  hither. 
Male.  I  know  him  now.  Good  God  betimes  remove 

The  means, the  means  that  makes  us  ftrangers. 
%ofe.  Sir  ,  Amen.  , 
t^Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Roff.  Alas  poor  Countrey, 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf.  It  cannot 

Be  calPd  our  Mother,  but  our  Grave  ;  where  nothing 
But  who  knows  nothing  is  once  feen  to  fmile  : 
Where  fighes  and  groans,  and  fhricks  that  rent  the  air 

/   725 
Are  made,  not  mark"d  :  Where  violent  forroyy  fecms 
A  Modern  extafie :  the  Dead-man's  knell, 
Is  there  fcarce  ask'd  for  who,  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  Flowers  in  their  Caps, 

Dying,  or  e're  they  ficken. 
Macd.  Oh  relation  ;  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Male.  What's  theneweft  grief? 
Rofe.  That  of  an  houres  age,  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker, 

Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  Wife  > 

Rofe.  Why  well. 
.  Macd.  And  all  my  Children  f 
Rofe.  Well  too. 

Macd.  The  Tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 
Rofe. No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  1  did  leave'em. 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech :  howgos't  ? 
Rofe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranlport  the  Tidings 

Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  Rumour 

Of  many  worthy  Fellows,  that  were  out, 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witneft  the  rather,  ' 

For  that  I  faw  the  Tyrant's  Power  a-foot, 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  :  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  Souldiers ,  make  our  women  fights 
To  doff  their  dire  diftrefles. 

Male.  Be't  their  comfort 
We  aire  coming  thither :  Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Seyward,  and  ten  thoufand  menj 
An  older,  and  a  better  Souldier,  none 
That  Chriftendome  gives  out. 

Roff ?.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like.  But  I  have  words 

That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defert  air, 
Where  hearing  fhould  not  latch  them. 

Macd.  What  concern  they, 

The  general  caufe,  oris  it  a  Fee-grief 
Due  to  fome  lingle  Breaft? 

%g(fe.  No  mind  that's  honeft But  in  it  (hares  fome  woe,  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 
Rofe.  Let  not  your  eares  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever. 

Which  fhall  poflfefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

UHacd.  Humh  :  I  guefs  at  it. 

Rofe.  Your  Caftle  is  furpriz'd  :  your  Wife,  and  Babes 

Savagely  {laughter 'd  :  to  relate  the  manner 
Were  on  the  Quarry  of  thefe  murther'd  Deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Male.  Mercifull  Heaven : 

What  man,  ne're  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows  2 
Give  forrow  words ;  the  grief  that  do'snot  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o're-fraughc  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd,  My  Children  too  ? 

^o/^Afife,  Children,  Servants,  all  that  could  be  found. 

Macd.hnd  I  muft  be  from  thence?  My  wi,fe  kill'd  too  ? 
Rofe.  I  have  fa  id. 
Male.  Be  comforted. 

Let's  make  us  Med'cines  of  our  great  Revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  gri'ef. 

Adacd.  He  has  no  Children.  All  my  pretty  ones? 

Did  you  fay  All  ?  O  Hell-Kite !  All  ? 
What,  All  my  pretty  Chickens,  and  their  Drfmm 
At  one  fell  fwoop? 

Male.  Difpiite  ic  like  a  man, 
Macd.  I  fhall  do  fo. 

•     •  Bu; 
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But  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man  ; 

I  cannoc  but  remember  fuch  things  were 
That  were  molt  precious  to  me :  Did  heaven  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  Sinfull  Macduff, 

They  were  all  (hook  for  thee  :  Naught  that  I  am  , 
Not  for  their  own  demerits  ,  but  for  mine 
Fell  (laughter  on  their  foules :  Heaven  reft  them  now. 

Mai.  Be  this  the  Whetftorie  of  your  fword  ,  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger :  blunt  not  the  heart ,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  Braggart  with  my  tongue.  But  gentle  Heavens, 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiffion  :  Front  to  Front, 

Bring  thou  this  Fiend  ot  Scotland,  and  my  felf 
Within  my  Swords  length  fct  him,  if  he  fcape 
Heaven  forgive  him  too. 
Mai.  This  time  goes  manly : 

Come  go  we  to  the  King  ,  our  Power  is  ready, 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.  (JMacbeth 
Is  ripe  for  ihaking,  and  the  Powers  above 

Put  on  their  Inftruments:  Receive  what  cheer  you  may, 
The  Night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  Day.  Exeunt, 

(*ABm  Quintus.  Scena  *Prima. 

Enter  a  Doctor  of  Phyjick^  and  a  waiting 
(jentlewtman; 

Doit.  I  have  two  Nights  watch'd  with  you  ,  but  can 
perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it  fhe  laft 
walk'd  ? 

Gent .  Since  his  Majefty  went  into  the  Field  ,  I  have 

feen  her  rife  from  her  bed  ,  throw  her  Night-Gown  up- 
on her  ,  unlock  her  Clofet ,  take  forth  Paper  ,  fold  it, 

write  upon't ,  read  it ,  afterwards  feal  it ,  and  again  re- 
turn to  bed  ;  yet  all  this  while  in  a  moftfaft  fleep. 

Dotl.  A  great  perturbation  in  Nature,  to  receive  at 

once  the  benefit  of  fleep  and  do  the  effects  of  watching. 
In  this  Aumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and  other 
actual  performances ,  what  (at  any  time)  have  you  heard 

her  fay  ?' Gent .  That  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doit.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  molt  meet  you  fhould. 
Gent .  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  witnefs 

to  confirm  my  fpeech.  Enter  Lady  with  a  Taper. 
Lo  you,  here  (The  comes :  This  is  her  very  guife,  and  up- 

on my  life  fait  afleep  ;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 
Dotl.  How  came  (he  by  that  light  ? 
Gent.  Why  it  ftood  by  her :  fhe  has  light  by  her  con- 

tinually, 'tis  her  command. 
Doit.  You  fee  her  eyes  are  open. 
Gent.  I  but  their  fenfe  are  (hut. 

Docl.  What  is  it  fhe  do's  now  ? 
Look  how  fhe  rubbs  her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  action  with  her ,  to  feem 
thus  wafhing  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in 
this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lad.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 
Dott.  Heark  ,fhe  fpeaks  ,1  willfet  down  what  comes 

from  her ,  to  fatisfie  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly . 
La.  Out  damned  fpot :  out  I  fay.  One  :  Two  :  Why 

would  have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  fo  much bloud  in  him. 

Doit.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lad.Jhe  Thane  of  Fife,  had  a  wife:  where  is  (he  how? 
What  will  thefe  hands  ne're  be  clean  ?  No  more  o'that 
my  Lord ,  no  more  o'that :  you  marre  all  with  ftar 

«ng. 

DoEl.  Goto,  go  to  • 
You  have  known  what  you  fhould  not. 

Gent.  She  has  fpoke  what  (he  fhould  not ,  la; 
of  that :  Heaven  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

La.  Here's  the  fmell  of  bloud  (till  i  all  the  perfumes of  Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand. 
Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Doit.  What  a  (igh  is  there?The  heart  is  forely  charg'ef. 
Gent .  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofome,  for 

dignity  of  the  whole  body. 
Doit,  Well,  well,  well. 
Gent.  Pray  God  it  be  Sir. 

Doit.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  mypractife:  yet  I  have' known  thofe  which  have  walkt  in  their  deep  ,  who  have 
dyed  holyly  in  their  beds. 

Lad.  Wafh  your  hands ,  put  on  your  Night-Gowne, 
look  not  fo  pale :  I  tell  you  yet  again  Banquo's  buried 
he  cannot  come  out  on's  grave. 

Doit.  Even  fo .? 

v  Lady.  To  bed,  to  bed:  there'sknocking  at  the  Gate 
Come,  come  ,come ,  come ,  give  me  your  hand  :  What' 
done,  cannot  be  undone.  To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed. Exit  Lady, 

Doit.  Will  (he  go  now  to  bed  > Gent.  Directly. 

Doit.  Foul  whifp'rings  are  abroad;  unnatural  deeds Do  breed  unnatural  troubles:  infected  minds 

To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets : 
More  needs  (he  the  Divine ,  then  the  Phyfician  : 
God,  God  forgive  us  all.  Look  after  her, 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 

And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her  :  So  good  night: 
My  mind  (he  has  mated,  and  amaz  d  my  fight. 
I  think,  bur  dare  riot  fpeak Gent. 

then 'tis  time  to  do't :  Hell  is  murky.  Fie, my  Lord,  fie, 
z  Souldier,  and  afear'd  ?  what  need  we  fear  ?  who  knows 
it ,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account :  yet  who . 

Good  night  good  Doctor. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda-^ 

Drum  and  Colours.  Enter  Menteth,Cathnesy 

Angus,  Lenox,  Souldier  s. 

Men.  The  Englifh  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolmy 
His  Uncle  Seyward,  and  the  good  Macduff. 

Revenges  burn  in  them :  for  their  dear  caufes 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Neer  Byrnam  wood 
Shall  we  meet  them,  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cath.  Who  knows  if  Donalbaine  be  with  his  brother? 
Lenox.  For  certain  Sir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  Filfc 

Of  all  the  Gentry  ;  there  is  Seyward's  Ssn, 
And  many  unruff  Youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  Manhood. 

Ment.  What  do's  the  Tyrant. 
Cath.  Great  Dunfnane  he  ftrongly  Fortifies, 

Some  fay  he's  mad  :  Others,  that  lefler  hates  him  j 
Do  call  it  valiant  Fury ,  but  for  certain 

He 
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fHe  cannot  bi.-ckic  his  diltcmper'd  caufe 
'  Within  die  belt  of  Rule. 

Ang.  Now  do's  he  feel 
His  fecret  Murthers  (ticking  on  his  hands, 

i  Now  minutely  Revolts  upbra  id  his  faith-breach  : 
I  Thofe  he  commands,  move  only  in  command, 

j  Nothing  in  love :  Now  do'cs  he  feci  his  Title 
Hanq  loofc  about  h;in,  like  a  Giants  Robe 
Ujwrrti  Dwarfifh  Thief. 

CMent.  Who  then  fhall  blame 

H;s  pefter'd  Senfes  :o  reeoyl,  and  ftarr, 
When  all  that  is  within  him,  do's  condemne. 
It  fctf,  for  being  there. 

Cat h.  Well,  march  v.c  on, 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd  : 
Meet  we  the  Med'cine  of  the  lickly  Weal, 
And  with  him  pour  we  in  our  Countries  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Lenox.  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs, 

To  dew  the  Sovereign  Flower,  and  drown  the  Weeds 
Make  we  our  March  towards  B Imam.  Exeunt  Marching. 

Scena  Tertia. 
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Enter  Macbeth,  Dottor,  and  Attendants. 

Mac.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports,  let  them  flye  all : 

Till  Blrnam  Wood  remove  to  rDunfi-<aane, 
I  cannoc  taint  with  Fear.  What's  the  Boy  Malcolme  ? 
Was  he  not  born  of  Woman  ?  The  Spirits  that  know 

All  mortal  Confequenccs,  have  prortoune'd  me  thus  : 
Fear  not  Macbeth,  no  man  that's  born  of  woman 

(  SlftrH  c*ic  have  power  upon  thee.  Then  flye  falfe  Thanes, 
[And  mingle  with  the  Englifh  Epicures, 
The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 
Shall  never  fag  with  doubt,  nor  rtiake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  Devil  damnc  thee  black,  thou  cream-fae'd  Loon : 

Where  got'ft  thou  that  Goofe-look. Ser.  There  is  ten  thoufand. 
Macb.  Geefc  Villain  ? 
Ser.  Souldiers  (ir. 

Macb.  Go  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear 

Thou  Lilly-livev'd  Boy.  What  Souldieis,Patch  .? 
Death  of  thy  foul,  thofe  linnen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  Counfellors  to  fear.  What  Souldiers  VV hay-face } 

Ser.  The  Englifh  Force,  to  pleafe  you. 
Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence.  Seyton,!  am  lick  at  heart, 

When  I  behold:  Seyton,!  fay,  this  puih 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now. 

I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fain  into  the  Sear,  the  yellow  Leaf, 
And  that  which  fhould  accompany  Old  Age, 
As  honor,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  Friends, 
I  muft  not  look  to  have  :  but  in  their  ftcad, 

Curies,  not  loud  but  deep,  Mouth-honor,  breath 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny, and  dare  not. 
Seyton  > 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What's  your  Gracious  pleafure  > Mac.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  isconrirm'd  my  Lord,  which  was  reported. 
Mac.  Tie  fight,  tilltrom  my  bones,  my  flefti  ishackt. 

Give  me  my  Armor 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet 
Mat.  Tie  put  it  on: 

Send  out  more  horfes,  skir  the  Country  round, 

Hang  thofe  that  Hand  in  fear.  Give  me  mine  Armor : 

How  do's  your  Patient,  Doctor  > 
Dott.  Not  fo  fick  my  Lordj 

As  uhe  is  troubled  with  thick-comming  Fancie 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft 

Macb.  Cure  her  from  that : 

|  Canft  thou  not  Minifter  to  a  mind  difeas'd, 
j  Pluck  from  the  Memory  a  rooted  Sorrow, 
i  Raife  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  Brain, 
And  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  Antidote 

Cleanfe  the  ftuft  bofome,  of  that  perillous  fluff 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  f 

DoEl.  Therein  the  Patient 
Muft  Minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Macb.  Throw  Phyfick  to  the  Dogs,  Tie  none  of  it. 
Come,  put  mine  Armor  on :  give  me  my  Staffe  : 
Seyton,  fend  out :  Doctor,  the  Thanes  flye  from  me : 

Come  fir,  difpatch.  If  thou  couldd'ft  Doctor,  caft 
The  water  of  my  Land,  find  her  difeafe, 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  Health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  Eccho, 

That  fhould  applaud  again.  PuIl'toffT  fay, 
What  Rubarb,  Camy,  or  what  Purgative  drug 
Would  fcour  thefe  Englifh  hence :  hearft  thou  of  them  ? 

Del~l .  I  my  good  Lord :  your  Royal  preparation Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

CMacb.  Bring  it  after  me: 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  Death  and  Bane, 
Till  Blrnam  Forreft  come  to  Dunfinane. 

Dot!.  Were  I  from  Dunfinane  away,  and  clear, 

Profit  again  fliould  hardly  draw  me  here.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quart  a. 

Drum  and  Colours.  Enter  Malcolme,  Seyward,  Mac 

duffe,Seywards  Son,  Menteth,C at hnes, Angus y 
and  Souldiers  ̂ Marching. 

Male.  Coufin  I  hope  the  dayes  are  near  at  hand 
That  Chambers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Seyw.  What  Wood  is  this  before  us? 
Ment.  The  Wood  of  Blrnam. 

Male  L?t  every  fouldier  hew  him  down  a  Bough, 

And  bcar't  before  him,  thereby  fhall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  Hoafl,  and  make  difcovery 
Erre  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  fhall  be  done. 

Seym.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  Tyrant^ 
Keeps  ft  ill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 

Our  fecting  down  befor't. 
Male.  'Tis  his  main  hope : 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 

Both  mot  e  and  leffe  have  given  him  the  Revolt, 
And  none  fcrve  with  him,  but  conltrained  thing*, 
Whofc  hearts  arc  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  beft  Cenfures 

Before  the  true  event,  and  put  wc  on 

Q^q  q  Induftrious- 
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Inductions  Souldierlhip. 
Sey.  The  time  approaches, 

That  will  with  due  decifion  make  Us  know 

What  we  (hall  fay  we  havcj  and  what  we  owe : 
Thoughts  fpeculative,  their  unfure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  ifluc,  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate, 
Towards  which,  advance  the  war.      Exeunt  marching. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Souldierst  with 
Drum  and  Dolours. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  Banners  on  the  outward  walls, 
The  Cry  is  (till,  they  come  :  Our  Caftles  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  Siege  tofcorn:  Here  let  themlie* 

Till  Famine  and  the  Ague  eat  them  up  ■ 

Were  they  notfore'd  with  thofe  that  (hould  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  darefull,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.  What  is  thatnoyfe  ? 

A  cry  within  of  Women, 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  Lord. 
Macb.  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  Fears : 

The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  Night-fhrick,  and  my  Fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difraal  Treatife  rouze,  and  ftir 

As  life  were  in'c.  I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors, 
Direneffe familiar  to  my  flaughterous  thoughts 

Cannot  once  (tart  me.  Wherefore  Was  that  cry  > 
Sey,  The  Queen  (my  Lord) is  dead. 

Macb.  She  (hould  have  dy'd  hereafter ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  forfuch  a  word  : 

To  morrow,  and  to  morrow,  and  to  morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  laft  Syllable  of  Recorded  time : 
And  all  our  yefterdayes,  have  lighted  Fooles 
The  way  to  Rudy  death.  Out,  out,  brief  Candle, 

Life's  but  a  walking  Shadow,  a  poor  Player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more.  It  is  a  tale 

Told  by  an  Ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Thou  com'ft  to  ufe  thy  tongue :  thy  (tory  quickly. 
Mef.  My  Gracious  Lord, 

I  (hould  report  that  which  I  fay  I  faw, 

But  know  not  how  to  do't. 
Macb.  Well,  fay  fir. 
Okef.  As  I  did  ftand  my  watch  upon  the  hill 

I  look'd  toward  Byrnam,  and  anon  me  thought 
The  Wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Lyar,  and  Slave. 

Mef.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if't  be  not  fo : 
Within  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming. 
I  fay,  a  moving  Grove. 

Macb.  Ifthoufpeak'ftfalfe, 
Upon  the  next  tree  (halt  thou  hang  alive 
Till  Famine  cling  thee :  If  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 

I  care  not  if  thou  do'rt  for  me  as  much. 
I  pull  in  Refolu  tion,  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth.  Fear  not,  till  Byrnam  Wood 
Do  come  to  Dunflnane,  and  now  a  Wood 

'  Comes  toward  Dnnfwane.  Armc,  arme,  and  out 

If  this  which  he  avouches  do's  appear, 
There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here^ 

I'gin  to  be  a  weary  of  the  Sun, 
And  wifh  th'eftate  o'ch'  world  were  now  undone. 

Ring  the  alarum  Bell,  blow  Wind,  come  wrack,' At  leaft  we'll  die  with  Harnefs  on  our  back.  Exeunt 

Scena  Sexta. 

Drum  and  Colours. 

Enter  Malcolme,  Sejward,  Macdufey  and  their  Army 

~'ih  Bmghes. 

wi 

Mai.  Now  near  enough : 

Your  Leavy  Screens  throw  down, 
And  (hew  like  thofe  you  are :  You  (worthy  Uncle) 
Shall  with  my  Coufin,  your  right  Noble  fon, 
Lead  our  firft  Battell.  Worthy  Macduffe,  aad  we 

Shall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  do 
According  to  our  order. 

Sey.  Fare  you  well : 
Do  we  but  find  the  Tyrants  power  to  night, 

Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 
MacdMake  all  our  Trumpets  fpeak,give  them  all  breath 

Thofe  clamorous  Harbingers  of  toloud,  &  death.  Exeunt. 
Alarums  continued. 

Scend  Septima. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  ftake,  I  cannot  flye, 
But  Bear-like  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.  What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  Such  a  one 

Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 
Enter  young  Seyward. 

Y.  Sey.  What  is  thy  name  > 
Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

Y.  Sey.  No :  though  thou  call'ft  thy  felf  a  hotter  name 
Then  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth. Y.Sey.  The  Devill  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  Title 
More  hatefull  to  mine  ear. 

Macb.  No :  nor  more  fearfull. 
Y.Sey.  Thou  lieflrthou  abhorred tyrant,with nay  fword 

I'lc  prove  the  lye  thou  fpeak'ft. 
Fight,  and  young  Seyward's  fl*in, 

Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  Woman ; 

But  fwords  I  fmile  aty  Weapons  laugh  to  fcorn. 

Brandifh'd  by  man  that's  of  a  Woman  born.  Exit. 
i/flarurxs.  Enter  Macduff e. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is :  tyrant  ("hew  thy  face, If  thau  beelt  (lain,  and  with  no  ftroak  of  mine, 

My  Wife  and  Childrens  Ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill: 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  Kernes,  whofe  armes 

Are  hyr'd  to  bear  their  Staves ;  either  thou  Macbeth, 
Or  elfe  my  fword  with  an  unbattered  edge 

I  (heath'  again  undeeded.  There  thou  fhould'ft  be, 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note Seems 
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Seems  bruited.  Let  me  find  him  Fortune, 
Exit. 

And  more  I  beg  not. Alarums 

Enter  t^Malcolme  and  Seyward. 

Se)».  This  way  my  Lord,  the  Caftles  gently  rendicd : 

The  tyrants  people,  on  both  fides  do  fight, 
The  Noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  War, 

The  day  almoft  it  felf  profefles  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Male.  We  haje  tret  with  Foes 

That  (hike  befid?  us.  ., 

Sey.  Enter,  fir,  the  Cattle.        SxeHht.  Alarum. 
Enter  CM.acbeth, 

Mac.  Why  fhould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ?  whiles  I  fee  lives,  the  gafoes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduff 

Macd.  Turn  Hell-hound,  rUrn. 
Math.  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee : 

But  get  the  back,  try  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  bloud  of  thine  already. 
.  Mad.  I  have  no  words, 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword,  thou  bloudier  Villain 
Then  tearmes  can  give  theout.  Alarum. 

Mack.  Thou  lofeft  labour, 

As  eafie  may'ft  thou  the  intrenchant  Aire 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefle,as  make  me  bleed  s 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  Crefts, , 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born.. 

Macd.  Difpair  thy  Charme, 

And  let  the  AngelI.:whom  thou  ftiU=haft  ferv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macdufe  was  from  his  Mothers  wombe 

Untimely  ripe. 
Mack.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that,  tells  me  fo  ; 

For  it  hath  Cow'd  my  better  part  of  man : 
And  be  thefe  Jugling  Fiends  no  more  bcliev'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe, 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  earet 

And  break  it  to  our  hope.  I'le  not  fight  with  thee* 
Macd.  Then  yield  thee  Coward, 

And  live  to  be  the  (hew,  and  gaze  o'th'time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  Rarer  Monftersare 
Painted  upon  a  Pole,  and  under-writ, 
Here  may  you  fee  the  Tyrant. 

Macb.  I  will  not  yield 

To  kifle  the  ground  before  young  Malcolmes  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  Rabbles  curfe, 

Though  Byrnam  Wood  be  come  to  Dunfinane^ 

And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born, 
Yet  I  will  try  the  la  ft.  Before  my  body, 
I  throw  my  warlike  Shield :  Lay  on  Macduffe, 

And  damn'd  be  him,  that  firft  cryes  hold,  enough 
Exeunt  fighting.  Alarums. 

Enter  fighting,  and  Macbeth  flain. 
Retreat  and  Flourijh.  Enter  frith  Drum  and  Colours. 

Ma/colme,  Seytvard^RoJf ?,  Thanes^and  Souldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  Friends  we  mifle,  were  fafe  arrived. 
Sey.  Some  muft  go  off :  and  yet  by  thefe  1  fee, 

So  great  a  day  as  tfois  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduffeis  miffing, and  your  noble  Son. 

,  Roff.  Your  fon  my  Lord,  ha's  paid  a  Souldiers  debt, 
He  only  kv'd  kit  till  he  was  a  man,  < 

The  which  no  fooner  had  his  proweffe  confirm'd 
In  the  unflirinkirig  ftation  where  He  fought, 

But  likeamanhedy'd. 
Sey.  Then  he  is  dead  ? 

Roff.  I,and  brought  off  the  Field :  your  caufe  of  forrow 

Muft  not  be  rneafur'd  by  his  worth,  tor  then It  hath  no  end. 

Sey.  Had  he  his  hurts  before. 

Roff.  I,  on  the  Front. 
Sey.  Why  then,  Gods  Souldier  be  he : 

Had  I  as  many  fpns,  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  with  them  to  a  fairer  death : 

And  fo  his  Knell  is  knoll'd. 
Mai.  He's  worth  more  forrow^ 

And  that  I'le  fpend  for  him. 
Sey.  He's  worth  no  more, 

They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore, 
And  fo  God  be  with  him.  Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Enter  <JM.acduffe^ith  Macbeths  head,  . 
Macd.  Hail  King,  for  fo  thou  art. 

Behold  where  ftands 

Th'Ufurpers  curfed  head :  the  time  is  free V 
I  fee  thee  compaft  with  thy  Kingdomes  Pearl, 

Thatfpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds; 
Whofe  voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine* 

Hail  King  of  Scotland. 
All.  Hail  King  of  Scotland. 

Flourijh. 

Mai.  We  (hall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time, 
Before  you  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  Thanes  and  Kinfmen 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 

In  fuch  an  honor  nam'd  :  What's  more  to  do 
Which  woald  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 

As  calling  home  our  exil'd  Friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  Snares  of  watchfull  tyranny, 

Producing  forth  the  cruell  Minifters 
Of  this  dead  Butcher,  and  his  Fiend-like  Queen ; 

Who  (as  'tis  thought)  by  felf  and  violent  hands, 
Took  off  her  life.  This,  and  what  needfullelfc 

That  calls  upon  us,  by  theGrace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  and  place ;  ! 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 

Whom  we  invite,  to  fee  us  Crown'd  at  Scone. 
Eliurijh.        Exeunt  omnts. 

tf*  I  N  I  S. 

Qqq  2 

The 
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Prince  of  Denmark. 

dABusTPrimw.  ScendTrima. 

Enter  Barnardo  and  Francifcoy  two  Centinels. 

Stand  arid  unfold 

Long  Jive  the  King. 

Barnardo. 

Ho's  there  > 

Frdn.  Nay  anfwer  me 

your  felf. Bar, 

Fran.  Barnardo} 
Bar.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  moft  chearfully  upon  your  hour. 

Bay.  'Tis  now  ftrack  twelve,get  thee  to  Bed  Francifco. 
Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold, 

And  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  Guard  ? 
Fran.  Not  a  Moufe  ftirring. 
Barn.  Well,  goodnight.  If  you  do  meet  Horatio  2nd 

Marctllns,  the  Rivals  of  my  Watch,  bid  them  make  haft. 
Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellns? 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.  Stand  who's  there  ? 
Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  Liege-men  to  the  Dane. 
Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

^rr.O'farewel  hoheft  Souldier,who  hath  reliev'd  you? 
Fran.  Barmrdo  has  my  p!ace:give  you  good  night. Exit  Francifco . 

Mar.  Holla  Barnardo. 

Bar.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 
Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 
Bar.  Welcome  Horatio^  welcome  good  Marcellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to  night. 
Bar.  I  have  fcen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fayes,  *tis  but  our  phantafie, And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him 

Touching  this  dreaded  fight,  twice  feeft  of  us, 
Therefore  I  have  intreated  him  along 
With  us,  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 
That  if  again  this  Apparition  come, 

He  may  approve  our  eyes ,  and  fpeak  to  it, 

Hor.  Tulh,  tu'fti,  'twill  not  appear. Bar.  Sit  down  a  while, 

And  let  us  once  again  affail  your  eares", 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  ftory, 
What  we  two  nights  have  fcen. 

Hor.  Well,  fit  we  down, 
And  let  us  hear  Barnardo  fyzak  of  this. 

Bar.  Laft  night  of  all, 

When  yon  fame  Star  ,  that's  weftward  from  the  Pole 

Had  made  his  courfe  t'illume  that  part  of  heaven. 

Enter  the  Chofi, 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcelltts  znd  my  felf, 
The  Bell  then  beating  one. 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off : 
Look  where  it  comes  again. 

Bar.  In  che  fame  figure  like  the  King  that's  dead. 
UMar.  Thou  art  a  Scholler ;  fpeak  toit  Horatio. 
Bar.  Looks  it  not  like  the  King?  Mark  it  Horatio. 
Hor.  Moft  like :  It  harrows  me  with  fear  and  woridej Bar.  It  would  be  (poke  to. 
Mar.  Queftion  it  Horatio, 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurp'ft  this  time  of  night,  l 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  forme  1 
In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  fometimes  march :  By  heaven  I  charge  thee  fpeak; Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Bar,  See,  it  ftalks  away. 

Hor.  Stay  :  fpeak  j  fpeak:  I  charge  thee, fpeak. 

Exit  Ghofi, 

Mar,  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anfwer. 
Bar.  How  now  Horatio}  You  tremble  and  look  pale  ; 

Is  not  this  fomething  more  then  fantafie  > 
What  think  you  on't  ?  9 

Hor.  Before  my  God  I  might  not  this  belicYC 
Without  the  fenfible  and  tf\ie  avouch 
Of  mine  own 

eyes. 
Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 
Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf, 

Such  was  the  Armor  he  had  on, H 

When  th'ambitious  Norway  combatted ! 
So  fround  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  parle 
He  fmot  the  fledded  polax  on  the  Ice. 'Tisftran^e. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  jiift  at  this  fame  hour,  > 

With  Martial  ftalk,  hath  he  gone  by  our  Watch.     '  ' 
Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  riot!  jj 

But  in  the  groffe  and  fcope  of  my  opinion, 

This  boads  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 
Mar.  Good  now  ftt  down ,  and  tell  me  he  that  knows  \ 

Why  this  fame  ftricl  and  moft  obfervant  Watch, 

So  nightly  toils  the  fubjeft  of  the  Land, 

And  why  fuch  daily  caft  of  Brazon  Cannon 
And  forraign  Mart  for  Implements  of  War ! 
Why  fuch  impreflfe  of  Shipwrights,  whofe  fore  Task: 

Dos't  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week, 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
Doth  make  the  night  joynt-laborour  with  the  day : 
Who  ist  that  can  informe  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I, 

A; 

i 
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f  At  leaft  the  whifper.goes  fo :  Our  laft  King, 

{  VVhofe  linage  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us, 
J  Was  (as  you  know)  by  Fortlnbros  of  Norway, 

I  (Thereto  pi  ick'd  on  by  a  molt  emulate  pride) 
[  Dar'd  to  che  Combate.  In  which,  our  valiant  Hamlet, 
\  (For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  eftcem'd  him) 

I  Did  flay  this  Fortlnbros  :  who  by  a  feal'd  Compact, 
:j  Well  ratified  by  Law,  and  Heraldry, 
:j  Did  forfeit  (with  his  life)  allthofe  his  Lands 

I  Which  he  ftood  feiz'd  on,  to  the  Conqueror : 
I  Againft  the  which,  a  Moity  competent 

'  Wasgagcd  by  our  King:  which  had  return'd 
To  the  Inheritance  of  Fortlnbros, 

Had  he  bin  Vanquisher,  as  by  the  fame  Cov'nant 
And  carriage  of  the  Article  defign'd, 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.  Now  fir,  young  Fortlnbros, 
Of  unimproved  mettle,  hot  and  full, 

Hath  in  the  skives  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 

Shark'd  up  a  Lift  of  Landlefle  Refolutes, 
For  food  and  Dyer,  to  fome  enterprize 
That  hath  a  ftomack  in  t :  which  is  no  other 

(And  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  State) 
But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 
And  termes  compulfative,thofeforefaid  Lands 
So  by  his  father  loft  rand  this  (I  take  it) 
Is  the  main  mocive  of  our  Preparations, 
The  fourfe  of  this  our  Watch,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  poft-hafte,  and  Romage  in  the  Land; 
Enter  Ghoji  again. 

But  foft,  behold:  Loc,  where  it  comes  again  : 

I'le  crofle  it,  though  it  blaft  me.  Stay  lllufion  : 
If  thpu  baft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me.  If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  doeafe,  and  grace  to  me  ;  fpeak  to  mc. 
If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  Fate 
(Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid)  Oh  fpeak. 
Or,  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 

j  Extorted  Tieafure  in  the  wombe  of  Earth, 

|  (For  which,  they  fay,  you  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death) 
Speak  of  it.  Stay,  and  fpeak.  Stop  it  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrikeat  it  with  my  Partizan  ? 
Hor.  Do  rf  it  will  notftand, 

Bam.  'Tishere. 
Hor.  Tis  here. 

Mar.  Tis  gone.  Exit  (jhoft. 
We  do  it  wrong,  being  foMajeftical 
To  offer  it  the  fhew  of  Violence, 
For  it  is  as  the  aire,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows,  malicious  mockery. 

Barn.  It  was  about  to  fpeak,  when  the  Cock  crew. 
Hor.  And  then  it  ftarted,  like  a  guilty  thing 

Upon  a  feaifull  Summons.  I  have  heard, 
The  Cock  that  is  the  Trumpet  to  the  day, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  (hull-founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  Day  :  and  at  his  warning. 
Whether  in  Sea,  or  Fire,  in  Earth,  or  Aire, 

Th'extravagant  and  erring  fpirit,  hyes To  his  Confine.  And  of  the  truth  herein, 

This  prefent  Object  made  probation. 
Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cock. 

Some  fayes,  that  ever  'gainft  that  ieafon  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviours  Birth  is  celebrated, 

The  Bird  of  Dawning  fingeth  all  nightlong : 
And  (they  fay)  no  fpirit  can  walk  abroad, 
The  nights  are  wholfomc,  then  no  Planets  ftrike, 
No  fairy  talks,  nor  Witch  hath  power  to  Charme : 
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So  hollow'd,  and  fo  gracious  is  the  time. 
Hor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it, 

But  look,  the  Morn  in  Rulfet  Mantleclad, 

Walks  o're  the  Dc w  of  yon  high  Ea  (tern  hill, 
Break  we  our  Watch  up,  and  by  my  advice 

Lec  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  night 
Unto  young  Hamlet.  For  upon  my  life, 
This  fpirit  dumb  to  us,  will  fpeak  to  him ; 
Do  you  confent  we  (hall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  heedfull  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  duty  f 

Mar.  Let's  do*c  I  piay,  and  I  this  morning  know  . 
Whei e  we  fhall  find  him  1110ft  conveniently.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Seeunda. 

Enter  Clanditts,  King  of  Denmark^,  Gertrude  the 
Qnee  ,H amlet ,P ohm  us , Laertes,  and  his  Si- 

fier  Ophelia,  Lords  Attendants. 

K  'lKg- Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  Brothers  death, 
The  Memory  be  green  :  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  g.  ief,  and  our  whole  Kingdome 
1  o  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe : 

Yet  fofar  hath  Diio  etion  fought  with  Nature, 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 

Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves. 
Therefore  our  fometimes  Sifter,  now  our  Queen, 

Th'Imperial  Joyntrefle  of  this  warlike  Scate, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, 
With  one  Aufpicious,  and  one  Dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Diige  in  Marriage, 
In  equal  Scale  weighing  Delight  and  Dole 

Taken  to  wife  ;  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  Wifdomes,  which  have  ft eely  gone 

With  this  affair  along,  for  all  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know  young  Fortlnbros^ 

Holding  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth ; 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brothers  death, 
Our  State  to  be  disjoynt,and  out  of  Frame, 
Colleagued  with  the  dream  of  his  Advantage.; 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  petter  us  with  MefTage, 
Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  lands 
Left  by  his  Father,  with  all  Bonds  of  Law 
To  our  moft  valiant  Brother.  So  much  for  him0 

Enter  Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 

Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting 
Thus  much  the  bufinefTe  is.  We  have  here  writ 

To  Norway,  Uncle  of  young  Fortlnbros^ 
Who  impotent  and  bedrid,  fcarcery  hears 
Of  this  his  Nephews  purpofe,  to  fuppreffe 

His  further  gate  herein.  In  that  he  Levies,- 
The  Lifts,  and  full  proportions  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  fubje£t :  and  we  here  difpatch 
You  good  Cornelius,  and  you  Voltimand, 
For  bearings  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway t 
Giving  to  you  no  further  peifonal  power 
To  bufinefTe  with  the  King,  more  then  the  fcope 
Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow: 

Farewell,  and  Jet  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 
Volt.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we  fhew  our  duty. 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing,  heartily  farewell. 
Exit  Voltlmand  and  Cornellw. 

And  now  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 

Q^q  q  3     "  You 
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You  told  us  of  tome  luu.  Whac  ts't  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  fpcak  of  Reafon  to  the  Dane, 

And  loofc  your  voice.  What  would'lf  thou  beg,  Laertes 
That  fhall  not  be  my  Offer,  not  thy  Asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  Native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  ihftrumental  to  the  mouth, 

Then  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark^to  thy  father. 

What  would'ft  thou  have  Laertes  ? 
Laer.  D;ead  my  Lord, 

Y>u<  leave  anduvoiu  to  nvnn  romance. 

Fiorn  'M.cnce,  though  willingly  I  crime  fo  Denmark^ 

To  }liew  m   duty  in  yo-.r  Cc  -  nation, 
Yet  now  1  rnj  if  confeffe,  that  duty  done, 

Mv  il  oughts  and  wii   :  ' >en  J  r>cam  towards  Frattee% 
And  bow  them  to  your  graci        iv<  and  pardon, 

King,  Have  yon  you.  Path  as  leave  ? 
What  ia\  .s  Fohuitu, 

Pol.  He  hath  my  ?-ord  i 

I  do'  r-e  leech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 
Kinljfi  Take  thy  fair  hourjl^rffjjtimebe  thine, 

And  thy  beft-graces  fpend  it  at  thy  will  j 
out  now  my  Cofin  Hamlet, and  my  Son  f 
Ham.  A  little  more  then  kin$  and  leffe  then  kind. 

King,  How  is  it  that  the  Clouds  ftill  hang  on  yGU  ? 

Ham.  Not  fo  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  i'th'Sun, 
Que.  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  nightly  colour  off, 

And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  Friend  on  Denmark^ 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  veiled  lids 
Seek  for  thy  Noble  Father  in  the  duft ; 

Thow  know  ft  'tis  common,  all  that  live  muft  die, 
patting  through  Nature,  to  Eternity. 
Ham.  I  Madam,  it  is  common, 
Qneen.  If  it  be  ; 

Why  leans  it  fo  particular  with  thee. 
Ham.  Seems  Madam  ?  Nay,  it  is :  I  know  not  Seems: 

'Tis  not  alone  my  Inky  Cloak  (good  Mother) 
Nor  Cuftomary  fuits  of  folemne  Black, 

Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  fore'd  breath, 
No,  nor  the  frnitfull  River  in  the  Eye, 
Nor  the  dejc&cd  haviotir  of  the  Vifage, 
Together  with  ail  Formes,  Moods,  fhews  of  Grief, 
That  can  denote  me  nuly.  Tneic  indeed  Seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play  : 
But  I  have  that  Within,  which  pafteth  (how ; 

The-e,  but  the  Trappings,  and  the  Suits  of  woe. 

Kinf.  'Tis  fWeet  ind  commendable 
In  your  Nature  Hamlet, 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  Father : 
But  you  muft  know,  your  father  loft  a  father, 
That  father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  Surviver  bound 
In  filial  Obligation,  for  fometerme 
Tc  do  obfequ :ous  Sorrow.  But  to  perfever 
In  obftinate  Condolement,  is  a  courfe 

Of  impious  ftubbornneffe.  'Tis  unmanly  grief, 
It  fhews  a  will  moft  incorrect  to  Heaven, 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient, 

An  Underftanding  fimple,and  unfchool'd : 
For,  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 

As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fence, 
Why  fhould  v,  e  in  our  peevifh  Oppofition 

Take  it  to  heart  ?  Fie,  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  againft  the  Dead,  a  fault  to  Nature, 

To  Reafon  mr  ft  abfur'd,  whofe  common  theam 
Is  death  of  Fathers,  and  who  ftill  hath  cried, 
From  the  firft  Coarfe,  till  he  that  died  to  day, 

This  muft  be  fo.  We  pray  you  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us, 
As  of  a  Father ;  For  let  the  world  take  notet 
You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne, 
And  with  no  leffe  Nobility  of  Love, 
Then  that  which  deareft  Father  bears  his  Son, 
Do  I  impart  towards  you.  For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  School  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  moft  retrogardc  to  our  defire : 
And  we  befeech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 
Our  chicfeft  Courtier  Cofin,  and  our  Son. 

Que.  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers  Hamlet 

I  prethee  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 
Ham.  I  fhall  in  all  my  beft 

Ocey  you  Madam. 
King.*  Why  'tis  a  loving,  and  a  fair  Reply, 

Be  as  our  feJf  in  Denmark^.  Madam  come, 

This  gentle  and  unfore'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmilingto  my  heart,  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmarl^dtinks  to  day, 
But  the  great  Cannon  to  the  Gouds  fhall  tell, 
And  the  Kings  Rcuce,  the  heavens  fhall  bruit  again^ 
Refpeaking  earthly  Thunder.  Come  away.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Hamlet. 1 

Ham.  Oh  that  this  too  toofolid  Flefh,  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  Dew  : 

Or  that  the  Everlafting  had  not  fixt 

His  Cannon  'gainft  felf-flaughter.  O  God,  O  God  } 
How  weary,  ftale,  flat, and  unprofitable 
Seems  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  woi  Id  ? 

Fie  on't  ?  Oh  fie,  'tis  an  unweeded  Garden 
That  grows  to  Seed :  things  rank,  and  grofle  in  Nature 
Poffeffe  it  meerly.  That  it  fhould  come  to  this: 
But  two  months  dead :  Nay,  not  fo  much ;  not  two, 

So  excellent  a  King,  that  was  to  this 
Hyperion  to  a  Satyre :  fo  loving  to  my  Mother^ 
That  he  might  not  bcteen  the  winds  of  heaven 
Vifit  her  face  too  roughly.  Heaven  and  Earth 
Muft  I  remember :  why  fhe  would  hang  on  him) 
As  if  encreafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on ;  and  yet  within  a  month  > 

Let  me  not  think  on't :  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman : 
A  little  Month,  or  ere  thofe  fnoos  were  old, 
With  which  fhe  followed  mv  poor  Fathers  body 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears.  Why  fhe,  even  fhe, 

( O  heaven  •  A  beaft  chat  wants  difcourfe  of  Reafon 

Would  havemourn'd  longer)  mairied  with  mine  Uncle, 
My  fathers  brother :  but  no  more  like  my  father, 
Then  I  to  Hercules.  Within  a  Month  ? 

Ere  yet  the  fait  of  moft  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  fLfhing  of  her  gauled  eyes, 
She  married.  O  moft  wicked  fpeed,  to  poft 
With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  fheets: 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good. 
But  break  my  heart,  for  I  muft  hold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Barnard,  and  Marcellui. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well: 
Horatio,  or  I  do  forget  my  felf. 

Hor.  The  fame  my  Lord, 

And  your  poor  fervant  ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my  good  friend, 

I'le  change  that  name  with  you : 
And  what  make  you  from  wittenberg,Horatio  ? 

Marcellns, 

A 
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xJMarceUut . 

Mar.  My  good  LorcK 
Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you :  good  even  fir. 

Bur  what  in  faith  make  you  fiom  Wittenberg. 
Hor.  A  Truant  difpofition,  eood  my  Lotd. 
Ham.  I  would  have  your  enemy  fay  fo; 

Nor  fhall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  take  it  trufter  of  your  ow  n  report 
Againlt  your  felf.  I  know  you  are  no  Truant : 

Bu*  what  is  your  affair  in  Elfenour  ? 

We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 
Hor.  My  Lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  Fathers  Funeral. 
Ham.  I  prithee  do  not  mock  me  (fellow  Student) 

I  think  it  was  to  fee  my  Mothers  wedding. 
Hor.  Indeed  my  Lord,  it  followcth  iard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,thrift,//<?n*/jV;the  Funeral  Bak'd  meats, 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  tables ; 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  heaven, 

E're  I  had  ever  feen  that  day  Horatio, 
My  father,  me  thinks  I  fee  my  father. 

Hor.  O  where,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  minds  eye  (Horatio') ft  or.  I  faw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 
Ham.  ■  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all: 

I  iriould  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  1  think  I  faw  him  yeftcrnight.  • 
Ham.  Saw  ?  Who  ? 

Hor.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 
Ham.  The  King  mv  Father  I 
Hor.  Seafon  your  admiration  for  a  while 

With  an  attentive  ear  ;  till  I  may  deliver 
Upon  the  witneffe  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 
Ham.  For  heavens  lo  ve  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nighjp  together,  had  thefe  Gentlemen 
(  MarceRus  and  Barnardo  )  on  their  Watch 
In  the  dead  wafte  and  middle  of  the  nighc 

Been  thus  encountred.  A  n~gure  like  your  father,  .  . 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  Cap  a  Pe, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemne  March 

Goes  flow  and  (lately  :  By  them  thrice  he  walk'd, 
By  their  opprcft  and  fear-furprized  eyes, 

Within  his  Truncheons  length  ;  whiiftthey  be  ftill'd 
Almofr  to  Jelly  with  the  Act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him.  This  to  me 
In  dreadfull  fecrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  Watch, 

Whereas  they  had  deliver'd  both  in  time, 
Forme  of  the  thing ;  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  Apparition  comes.  I  knew  your  Father  : 
TrieCe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  Lord  upon  the  platforme  where  we  watcht. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it.* 
Hor.  My  Lord,  I  did  ; 

But  anlwer  made  it  none :  yet  once  me  thought  < 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addreffe 
It  felf  to  motion,  like  as  ic  would  fpeak : 

But  Gven  then,  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud ; 
And  at  the  found  it  fhrunk  in  hafle  away, 

And  vaniflitfrom  our  fight. 

Ham.  'Tisvery  ftrange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honorable  Lord,'tistrue; And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 

To  let  you  know  of  it. 
Ham,.  Indeed,  indeed,  firs,  but  this  troubles  me. 

1  Hold  you  the  Watch  to  night  ? 
Both.  We  do  my  Lord  > 
Ham.  Arm'd,  fay  you  .? 

Both.  Arm'd,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

Both.  My  Lord,  from  head  to  foot* 
Ham.  1  hen  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 

Hor.  O  yes,my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up* 
H am.  What,  lookt  be  frowningly  > 

H or.  A  countenance  more  in  forrow  then  in  anger. 
Ham.  Pale,  or  red  ? 
Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fixt  his  eyes  upon  you  f* Hor.  Moft  conftantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 
H am.  Very  like,  very  like :  fta id  it  long ? 
H or.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a  hun- 
■All.  Longer,  longer*  (dred, 
Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 
Ham.  His  Beard  wasgrifly  ? 
Hor.  It  was,  I  have  feen  it  in  his  life) 

A  Sable  Silver'd. 

Ham.  Pie  watch  tonight;  perchance 'twill  walk  again. 
Hor.  I  warrant  you  it  will. 
Ham.  If  it  affume  my  noble  fathers  perfon, 

lie  fpeak  to  it,  though  hell  it  felf  fhould  gape 
And  Did  me  hold  my  peace.  I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  concealed  this  fight  j 
Let  it  be  trebble  in  your  filence  /till : 
And  whatfoever  elfc  /hall  hap  to  night* 
Give  it  an  understanding  but  no  tongue; 
I  will  require  your  loves ;  fo,  fare  ye  well : 

Upon  the  Platforme  'twixt  elevenand  twelve, Pie  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  Honor.  Ext  tint. 
Ham.  Your  love,  as  mine  to  you :  farewell. 

My  father  fpirit  in  Armes  ?  All  is  not  well : 
I  doubt  fomcfoul  play :  would  the  night  were  come  ; 
Till  then  fit  ftill  my  foul ;  foul  deeds  will  rife, 

Though  ai  1  the  earth  o'rewhelm  them  to  mens  eyes,  Exit 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Leer.  My  needfaries are  imbark'd, farewell ; 
r  nd  fitter,  as  the  Winds  give  benefit, 
And  Convoy  is  -'iiiitant ;  do  not  deep, 
Bat  let  rnc  hear  from  you, 

Ophe.  Do  you  doubt  that  > 
Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favours, 

Hold  it  afafhion  and  a  toy  in  Bloud  ; 

A  Violet  in  the  youth  of  Primy  Nature ; 
Forward,  not  permanent ;  fweet,not  lafting 
The  fuppliance  of  a  minute ;  No  more, 

Ophe.  No  more  but  fo. 
Laer.  Think  it  no  more : 

For  nature  creffant  does  not  grow  alone, 

In  thews  and  Bulk :  but  as  his  Temple  waxes, 
The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  foul 

Grows  wide  withall.  Perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 

And  now  no  foyle  nor  cautell  doth  befmerch 
The  vertue  of  his  fear :  but  you  muff  fear 

His 
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For  he  himfcif  is  fubjecl:  to  his  Birth : 

He  may  not,  ns  unvalued  pcrfons  do, 

Cat  vc  for  himfelf;  for,  on  his'choyce  depends 
Thefanclity  and  health  of  the  whole  State. 

■  And  therefore  muft  his  choyce  be  ciicumfcribM 
Uiuo  the  voyce  and  yielding  of  that  body, 

W hereof 'ht 'is  ttit  head.  Then  iP  hefayes  he  bveS  you, Ic  fics  your  ivildome  fo  far  to  believe  k ;  * 
As  he  in  his  peculiar  Sfctf  and  force 

May  give  his  faying  deed  :  which  is  no  further, 
Then  the  main  voice  of  Denmai\.?f>zs  withal!, 

jThcn  weigh  that  loffe  your  honor  may  fuftain, 
]lf  with  two  credent  car  you  lift  his  Songs ; 
jOr  lofe  your  heart ;  or  your  chalk  treafure  open 

~*~o  hisunmaftrsd  importunity. 

IFear  'wOphUia^  t m  it  my  dear  S  fter, 
iAhd  keep  witjun  the  tear  of  your  affection ; 

,0ut  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  defi're. 
(The  charicft  maide  is  prodigarefidugh, 
Kf  (lie  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Moone  : 

;  Venue  it  felf  fca^cshot  Caluhmious  ftroaks, 
The  Canker  grails  the  infant  ufthe  lpring 

U dfi'bf t  before-  the  Buttons  be  difelos'd, 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  Youth, 

Contagioi#fcfcftflie"hts  are  nvblViriiminent. 
Be  wary  tbciS,;fegft  fafety  lies  In  fear ; 

Youth  to  it  felf' rebels,  though  none  elfe  near. 
Of  he.  I  fhall  Jh  'efTe&  of  this  good  Leffon  keep, 

As  watchmen  to  my  hfckt  ':  bUtgood  my  Brother 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftovs  do, 

S  ̂ew  me  the  ftedrS  and  thorny  way  to  heaven  $ 
IWhileft  like  a  rMt  *nd  recklcffe  Libertine 

Himfelf,  the  P/JmYole  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  reaks  not  his  own  read. 

"•'*■■  Oh,  fear  me  not. 
Enter  rpolon'mt. 

I  i:ay  too  lofi^'  W't  hci  e  my  Father  comes': 

A  douSl^fcffin^-  is  a  double  grace  ;' 
Occafion  fnaVlips^on  a  fecond  leave. 

Volon.  yft -here  Lue-rte f }  Aboard,  aboard  for  fhame, 
The  wind  Ties  in  the  fhoulder  of  your  fail, 
lAnd  you  are  ftaid  for  thcie :  my  blerTing  with  you : 

And  thefe  few  Precepts  in  thy-roemory, 

See  thou  Character.*  "Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportional  thought  his  Act : 

Be  thou  familiar  ■  butbvno  means  vulgar  : 

The  friends^thon  haft  ,and  their  adoption  try'd, 

Grapple  :nem  to  thy  foul,  with  hoops' of  fteel :  ' 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm,  with  entertainment 

Of  each  unhatch'd^tinfledg'd  Comrade.  Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel :  but  being  in 

Btar't  that th'oppqfcd. may  bewareqf  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear  ;  but  few  thy  voice  : 
Take  each  mans  cenfure :  but  referve  thy  judgement : 
Coftly  thy  habit  a$  thy  purfe  can  buy  ; 
feut  not  expreft  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy  : 
for  the  apparel  off  proclaims  the  man. 
And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation, 
Are  of  a  moft  fele£t  and  generous chefT  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be : 
or  Loan  oft  lofes  both  it  felf  and  friend  : 

borrow  ing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry, 
his  above  all ;  to  thine  own  felf  be  true : 

,»nd  it  muft  follow,  as  the  Night  the  Day, 
[Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 

Farwcll :  my  blelTing  feafon  this  in  thee. 
Laer.  Molt  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,my  Lord. 
Volon.  The  time  invites  you  ,  go,  your  fcrvants  tend. 
Laer.  Farewell  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 

What  I  have  faid  to  you. 

Ophe.  'Tis  my  memory  lockt, 
And  you  your  felf  fhall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  Exit  Laer. 
Volon.  What  is't  Ophelia,  he  faid  to  you  ? 
Ophe.So  pleafe  you,lomething  touching  the  'Lflamlet. Volon.  Marry,  well  bethought : 

'Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  your  felf 
Have  ot  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous, 
If  it  be  fo,  as  foit  is  put  on  me ; 
And  that  in  way  of  caution  :  I  muft  tell  you, 
You  do  not  undeiftand  your  felf  fo  clearly, 
As  it  behooves  my  Daughter,  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you,  yive  me  up  the  truth  ? 

Ophe.  He  hath  my  Lord  of  late,  made  many  tenders 
of  his  affection  to  me. 

Volon.  Affection,  puh.  You  fpeak  like  a  green  Girle, 
Unfifted  in  fuchpeiiliousciiciimftance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders  as  you  cali  them  ? 

Ophe.  J  do  notknow,my  Lord,  what  I  fliould  think. 
Vol.  Marry  Tie  teach  you  ;  think  your  felf  a  Baby, 

That  you  have  tane  his  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  ftartling.  Tender  your  felf  more  dearly ; 
Or  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  Phrafe, 

Roaming  it  thus,  you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 
Ophe.  My  Lord,  he  hath  imporcun'd  me  with  love, In  honorable  fafhion.  / 

Folon.  I,  fafhion  you  may  call  it,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ophe.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  hisfpeech, 

My  Lord,  with  all  the  vows  of  heaven. 
Volon.  I,  Springs  to  catch  Woodcocks.  I  do  know 

When  the  bloud  burns,  how  prodigal  the  foul 
Gives  the  tongue  vows :  thefe  blafes,  daughter. 

Giving  more  light  then  heat  ;  extinct  in  both, 
Even  in  their  promife,  as  it  is  a  making ; 
You  muft  not  take  for  fire.  For  this  time  Daughter) 
Be  fomewhat  fcanter  of  your  Maiden  prefence, 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate, 
Then  a  command  to  parley.  For  Lofd  Hamlet, 
Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk, 

Then  may  be  given  you.  In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  they  are  Broakers, 
Not  of  the  eye,  which  their  inveftments  Ihew : 
Butmeer  implorators  of  unholy  Suits, 
Breathing  like  fanctified  and  pious  bonds, 

The  better  to  beguile.  This  is  for  all : 
I  would  not,  in  plain  termes,  from  this  time  forth, 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moment  leifure, 
As  to  °ive  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet : 

Look  too't,  I  charge  you  ;  come  your  way. 
Ophe.  I  fhall  obey  my  Lord.  Sxennt. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Hor.itio,  UMarcellus, 

Ham.  The  aire  bit^s  fhrew'dly  :  it  is  very  cold  ? 
Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  eager  aire. 
Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 
Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

CMar.  No,  it  hn'sftrook.  (feafon, 
Hor.  Indeed  I  heard  it  not  :  then  it  drawes  near  the 

Wherein  the  Spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. What 



I  What  do's  this  mean  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.Tht  Kin"  doth  wake  to  night,and  takes  his  roufe, 

!  Keeps  watfels;  and  the  fwaggering  upfpring  reels, 
\  And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 
I  The  Kettle  Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  bray  out 

The  triumph  of  his  pledge: 
Hor.  Is  it  a  cuftome  ? 

Ham.  I  marry  is't: 
And  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  herej 
And  to  the  manner  born :  It  is  a  cuftome 

More  honour'd  in  the  breach,  then  the  obfervance, 
Enter  Ghoft, 

If  or.  Look  my  Lord,it  comes. 
Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  us : 

Be  thou  a  fpirit  of  health,  or  Goblin  cjamn'd^ 
Bring  with  thee  aires  from  heaven,  or  blafts  fronl  hell, 
Be  thy  events  wicked  orcharitable, 

Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionablc  fhape 
That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee.  Tie  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane :  Oh, oh,  anfwer  me, 
Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance  i  but  tell 

Why  thy  Canoniz'd  bones  hear  fed  in  deaths 
Have  burft  their  Cearments,  why  the  Sepulcher 

Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  Inurn'd, 
Hathop'd  his  ponderousand  Marble  jaws, 
To  caft  thee  up  again  >  What  may  this  mean  ? 
That  thou  dead  Coarfe  again  in  compleat  fteel, 
Revifitft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 
Making  night  hideous  ?  and  we  fools  of  Nature^ 

So  horridly  to  (hake  our  difpohtion, 
With  thoughts  beyond  thee ;  reaches  of  our  fouls, 

Say,  why  is  this, wherefore  ?  what  (hould  we  do  ? 
Ghoft  Beckens  Hamlet, 

tior.  It  beckens  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  itfome  irnpartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look  with  what  curteous  a£tion 

It  wafts  you  to  a  more  removed  ground  i 
But  do  not  go  with  it; 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means, 
Ham.  It  will  not  fpeak :  then  will  I  follow  it, 
Hor.  Do  not  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  (hould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  fet  my  life  at  a  Pins  fee  ? 
Aftd  for  my  foul  what  can  it  do  Co  that  ? 

Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  felf: 

It  waves  me  forth  again ;  Tie  follow  it.  '  >  ' 
Her.What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  Floud  my  Lord? 

Or  to  the  dreadfull  Sonne:  of  the  Cliffe^ 

That  beetles  o're  his  bale  into  the  Sea, 

And  there  affumes  fome  other  horrible  forme,' 
Which  might  deprive  your  Soveraignty  of  Reafon, 
And  draw  you  jntomadneffe  ?  think  of  it. 
Ham.  It  wafts  me  ftill :  go  on,  Tie  follow  thee. 
Mar.  You  (hall  not  go  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hold  off  your  hanch 

Hor.  Be  rul'd,  you  fhall  not  go, 
Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

A  nd  makes  each  petty  Artire  in  his  body, 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lions  Nerve : 

[Still  am  I  caird  ?  Unhand  me  Gentlemen ! 

!By  heav'n,  Tie  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  letsmc: 
i  I  fay  away,  go  on,  Tie  follow  thee. 

Exeunt  Ghoft  and,  Hamlet. 

\    Hor,  He  waxes  defperate  with  imagination. 

'    Mar.  Let's  follow  j  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 
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Hor.  Have  after,  to  what  iflue  will  this  come? 
Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark* 
Hor.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  Exennt\ 
Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet.  I 

Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me .?  fpeak ;  Tie  go  no 
Ghoft.  Mark  me.  (further. Ham.  I  will, 

Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almoft  come,  • 
When  I  to  fulpherous  and  tormenting  Flames 
Muft  render  up  my  felf.  . 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghoft. 

Ghoft.  Pitty  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  -what  I  (hall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak,  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Gho.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  (halt  hear0 Ham.  What? 

Ghoft,  I  am  thy  fathers  fpirie.  ,  , 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  terme  to  walk  the  night  j 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  faft  in  fiers, 
TJi  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  dayes  of  Nature, 

Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away  :  But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  Prifon-houfe ;  , 

I  co'ild  a  Tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  foul,  freez  thy  young  bloud,' 

M^ke  thy  two  eyes  like  Starrs,  ftart  from  their  Spheres', 
Thy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  part  j 
And  each  particular  hairtoftand  an  end 

Like  Quills  upon  thefretfuilPorpentine: 
But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefh  and  bloud;  lift  Hamlet ,oh  litfy 
,  If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  father  love; 

Ham.  Oh  heaven  \ 

Ghoft.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  Murthcr. Ham.  Murther? 

G ho.  Murther  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is  ; 

But  this  moft  foul,-  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

,    Ham.  Hafte,  hafte  me  to  know  it,  '  ! 
That  I  with  wings  as  fwift 
As  Meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  Love^ 
May  fweep  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghoft.  I  find  thee  apt,1 
And  duller  fhould'ft  thou'  be  then  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  it  felf  in  eafe$  on  Lethe  Wharfe, 

Would'ft  thou  not  ftir  in  this.  Now  Hamlet  hear : 

It's  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  mine  Orchard, 
A  Serpent  ftung  me :  fo  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark^} 
Is  by  a  forged  procefleof  my  death 

Rankly  abos'd:  But  know  thou  noble  youth, 
|  The  Serpent  that  did  (Ting  thy  fathers  life, 
Now  wears  his  Crown. 

I  H am.  O  my  Prophetick  foul :  mine  Uncle  ? 
Ghoft.  I,  that  inccftuous,  that  adulterate  Beaft 

1  With  witchcraft  of  his  wits*  hath  traiterous  gifts} 
Oh  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 

So  to  feduce  ?  Won  to  his'  fhamefull  Luft 
The  will  of  my  moftfeeming  vertuous  Queen : 

Oh  Hamlet y  what  a  falling  off  was  there,-' 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  Went  hand  in  hand,  even  with  the  Vow 
I  made  to  her  in  Marriage ;  and.  to  decline 
Upon  a  Wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poc>r 

•To  thofc  of  mine.  ButViirtue,  as  it  never  will  be  moved,. 
Though  Ledwneffe  court  it  in  a  fhape  of  heaven ; 

So  Luft,  though  to  a  radiant  Angell  link'd, . 
.  Will  feat  it  felf  fn  a  Celeftial  bed ,  and  prey  in  Garbage, 

But 
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But  fofr,  me  thinks  I  fent  the  mornings  Aire: 
Brief  let  mc  be:  flecping  within  mine  Orchard^ 
My  cuftome  aKvaycs  in  the  afternoon ; 

Upon  niy  fecuie  hour  thy  Uncle  ftole 
With  juyce  of  curfed  Hebenon  in  a  Viol, 
And  in  the  Porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leaporous  Diftilment ;  whofe  effect 
Holds  fuch  an  enmity  with  bloud  of  Man, 
That  fwift  as  Quick-filver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  Gates  and  Allies  of  the  body ; 

And  with  a  fudden  vigour  it  doth  poffet 
And  curd,  like  Aygre  droppings  into  Milk, 
The  thin  and  wholfome  bloud :  fo  did  ic  mine 

And  a  molt  inltant  Tetter  bak'd  about, 
Molt  Lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfomecruff, 
All  my  finooth  body. 
Thus  was  I,  fleeping  by  a  Brothers  hand, 
Of  Life,  of  Crown,  and  Queen  at  once  difpatcht ; 
Cut  oft  even  in  the  bloffomes  of  my  Sin, 
Unhouzzled,  disappointed,  unnaneld, 
No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head, 
Oh  horrible,  Oh  horrible,  moft  horrible :  ■ 
If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not; 

Let  not  the  Royal  Bed  of  Denmark^*. 
A  Couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  Inceft, 
But  howfocver  thou  purfueft  this  AcT, 
Taint  not  thy  mind  ;  nor  let  thy  foul  contrive 
Againft  thy  Mother  ought ;  leave  her  to  heaven, 
And  to  thofc  thorns  that  in  her  bofome  lodge, 
To  prick  and  fting  her.  Fare  thee  well  at  once, 
The  Glow-worme  fhewsthe  Matine  to  be  near, 
And  gins  to  pale  his  uneffeftual  Fire : 

Adieu,  adieu,  i/rfw/ff.-  remember  me.  ,  Exit, 
Ham.  Oh  all  you  holt  of  KeavenlOh  Earth;  whatelfe? 

And  (lull  I  couple  hell  ?  Oh  fie:  hold  my  heart; 
And  you  my  finews,  grow  not  inftant  Old  ; 
But  bear  me  fliffly  up :  remember  thee  ? 
I,  thou  poor  Ghoft,  while  memory  holds  a  feat 
In  this  diftra&ed  Globe :  Remember  thee  ? 

Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory, 
Tie  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  Records, 

All  faws  of  books,' all  formes,  all  preffures  paft, 
That  youth  and  obfervation  coppied  there ; 
And  thy  Commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 
Within  the  book  and  Volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  matter ;  yes,  yes,  by  heaven : 
Oh  moft  pernicious  woman ! 
Oh  Villain,  Villain,  Imiling  damned  Villain ! 
My  Tables,  my  Tables :  meet  it  is  I  fet  it  down, 
That  one  may  fmile,and  fmile  and  be  a  Villairi ; 

At  leaft  I'm  lure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark,; 
So  Uncle  there  you  are :  now  to  my  word  ; 

It  is ;  adieu,  adieu, Remember  me  :  I  have  fworn't. 
Hor,  &  Mar  .within.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Mareellnt. 
Mar.  Lord  Hamlet. 
Hor.  Heaven  fecure  him. 
Mar.  So  be  it. 

H$r.  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hillo,ho,ho,boy;  come  bird,  come. 

Mar.  How  is't  rriy  Noble  Lord  ? 
Hor.  What  news,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Oh  wonderfull ! 

Hor.  Good  my  Lord  tell  it. 

Ham.  No,you'U  reveal  it." \ 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  by  heaven. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then  ,  would  heart  of  man  once 

But  you'll  be  fecret  ?  (think  it  ? 
Both.  I,  by  heav'n,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  There's  ne're  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark But  he's  an  arrant  Knave. 

^  Hor.  There  needs  no  Ghoft  my  Lord ,  come  from  the Grave  to  tell  us  this. 

Ham,  Why  right,  you  are  i'th'right ; And  fo  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  fhake  hands,and  part : 
You  as  your  bufineffe  and  defires  {hall  point  you : 
For  every  man  has  bufineffe  and  defire, 
Such  as  it  is :  and  for  mine  own  poor  partj 
Look  you,  I'le  go  pray. 

Hor.  Thcfeare  but  wild  and  hurling  words,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I'm  forry  they  offended  you  heartily : Yes  faith,  heartily : 

Hor.  There's  no  offence  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick. ,  but  there  is  my  Lord, 

And  much  offence  too,  touching  this  Vifion  here : 
It  is  an  hoheft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 

O're-mafter't  as  you  may.  And  now  good  friends, 
As  you  are  Friends,  Schollers,  and  Souldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Hor.  What  is'c  my  Lord  ?  we  will. 
HamNtvcr  make  known  what  you  have  fecn  to  night. 
Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

Hani.  Nay,  but  fwear'c. Hor.  In  faith  my  Lord,  not  I. 
Mar.  Nor  I  my  Lord,  in  faith. 
Ham.  Upon  my  Sword. 
Mar.  We  have  fworn  my  Lord  already. 
Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  fword,  indeed. 
Gbo.  Swear.  Ghoft  cries  under  the  Stage, 

Ham.  Ah  ha  boy,  fay'ft  thou  fo.  Art  thou  there  true 
penny  ?  Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  felleridge. 
Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  my  oath  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  fecn. 

Swear  by  my  Sword. 
Gho.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  &  ttblque  ?  Then  we'll  fhift  for  ground, Come  hither  Gentlemen. 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upoa  my  fword. 
Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard; 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Gho.  Swear.  (faft? 

Ham.  Well  faid  old  Mole,  can'ft  work  i'th'ground  fo 
A  worthy  Pioner,  once  more  remove  good  friend. 

Hor.  Oh  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 
Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  bid  it  welcome. 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth  Horatio, 

Then  are  dream't  of  in  our  Philofophy.  But  come, 
Here  as  before, never  fo  help  you  mercy^ 

How  ftrange  or  odde  fo  ere  I  bear  my  fetf ; 

(  As  I  perchance  hereafter  fhall  think  meet 
To  put  anantick  difpofition  on : ) 
That  you  at  fuch  time  feeing  me,  never  fhall 
With  armes  encombred  thus,  or  thus,  head  fhake ; 

Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtfull  phrafe ; 
As  well,  we  know,  or  we  could,  and  if  we  would, 
Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak ;  or  there  be  and  if  there  might, 
Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out  to  note, 

That 

A 
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1  hat  you  know  ou<>h:  of  mc  ;  chis  not  to  do  ; 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  molt  need  help  you  : 
Swear. 

;     Ghofi.  Swear. 
Ham.  Rcfr,  reft  perturbed  Spirit :  fo  Gentlemen, 

With  all  my  love  commend  me  to  you  ; 
i  And  what  fo  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is, 

i  May  do  t'expreffe  his  love  and  friending  to  yoi-, 

i  Gocl  willing  ("hall  not  lack. :  let  us  go  in  together, 
[And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  li^s  I  pray, 
;The  :ime»is  out  of  joynt :  Oh  cuifed  ipight, 
That  ever  I  was  horn  to  fee  it  right. 

Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  Exeunt . 

zABm  Secundus. 

'Enter  Tolonltu  and  Reynoldo. 
*Pol.  Give  him  his  money,  and  thofe  notes  Reynolds. 
Reynol.  I  will  my  Lord. 
Pol.  Yon  fhall  do  marvels  wifely :  good  ReynoUo. 

Before  you  vifit  him  you  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour* 

Reyn.  My  Lord,  I  did  intend  it. 
.  Poton.  Marry,  well  faid: 
Very  well  faid.  Look  you  fir, 
Enquire  me  firft  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who  |  what  means ;  and  where  they  keep  J 
What  company,  at  whatexpence:  and  finding 
By  this  encompaffement  and  drift  of  quefiion, 
That  they  do  know  my  fon :  Come  you  more  near 
Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  ir, 

Take  you  as  'twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 
And  thus, T  know  his  father  and  his  friends, 

And  in  part  him.  Do  you  mark  this  Reynoldo  > 
Reynol.  I,  very  well  my  Lord, 
Poton,  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay  not  well ; 

But  if't  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wilde ; 
Addicted  fo  and  fo ;'  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  pleafe:  marry,  none  fo  rank, 
As  may  difhonor  him :  take  heed  of  that : 

But  fir,  fuch  wanton,  wilde,  and  ufual  flips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  moft  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Reynol.  As  gaming  my  Lord. 
Polon.  I,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing, 

Quarrelling,  Drabbing.  You  may  go  fo  far. 
Rey.  My  Lord  that  would  difhonour  him. 
Polon.  Faith  no,  as  you  may  fcafon  it  in  the  charge ; 

You  muff  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  Incontinency ; 

That's  not  my  meaning ;  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quaintly, 
That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty; 
The  flafh  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind, 

A  favageneffe  in  unreclaim'd  bloud  of  general  affault. 
Reynol.  But  my  good  Lord. 
Polon.  Wherefore  fhould  you  do  this? 

*Renol.  I  my  Lord,  I  would  know  that. 
Polon.  Marry  fir,  here's  my  drift, And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 

You  laying  thefc  flight  fulleyes  on  my  Son, 

As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  foil'd  i'th' working : 
Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe  ;  him  you  would  found, 
Having  ever  fcen.  In  the  prenominate  crimes, 
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The  youth  you  breath  of  guilty,  be  affur'd He  clofes  with  you  in  thisconfequence  : 
Good  fir,  or{o,orf  iend,  or  Gentleman. 

According  to  the  Phrafe  and  the  Addition.,  * Of  man  and  Country. 

Reynol.  Very  good  my  Lord. 

Polon.  And  then  fir  do's  he  this  ? 
He  do's :  what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 
I  was  about  to  fay  nothing  i  where  did  I  leave  ? 

Reynol.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence  : 
At  fi iend, or  fo,  and  Gentleman. 

Telon.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence,  I  marry, 
He  clofes  with  you  thus.  I  know  the  Gentleman, 

I  law  him  yefterday,  or  'tother  day ; 
Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  and  fuch,  and  as  you  fay, 

There  was  he  gaming,  there  o'fetook  in's  Roufej 
Their  falling  out  at  Tennis ;  or  perchance* 
I  fawhim  enter  fuch  a  houfc  of  fail  j 

Videlicet,  a  Brothel,  or  fofoith.  See  you  now  • 
Your  bait  of  falfhood,  takes  this  Cape  of  truth  ; 
And  thus  do  we  of  wifdome  and  of  reach 

With  Windleffes,  and  wi  th  affayes  of  Byas, 
By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So  by  my  former  Lecture  and  advice 
Shall  you  my  fon ;  you  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Reynol.  My  Lord,  I  have. 
Polon.  God  buy  you ;  fare  you  well. 
Reynol.  Good  my  Lord. 
Polon.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf, 
Reynol.  I  fhall  my  Lord. 
Polon.  And  let  him  ply  his  Mufick, 

%eynol.  Well,  my  Lord.  Exit. 

Enter  Ophelia^ 
Polon.  Farewell: 

How  now  Ophelia,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ophe.  'Alas  my  Lord,  I  have  been  fo  affrighted. 
Pol.  With  what,  in  the  Name  of  Heaven  > 

Of  he.  My  Lord,  as  I  wasfowing  in  my  Chamber,  J 

Lord  Hamlet  with  his  doublet  all  unbrae'd, 

No  Hat  upon  his  head, his ftockingsfoul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  Ancle, 
Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other? 
And  with  a  look  fopitteous  in  purport, 
As  if  he  had  been  loofed  out  of  Hell, 
To  fpeak  of  horrors :  he  comes  before  me. 

Polon.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Ophe .  My  Lord,  I  do  not  know :  but  tr-ily  I  do  fear  it. 
rpolon.  What  faid  he  ? 

Ophe ,  He  took  me  by  the  wrifr. 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  Arme  \ 

And  with  his  other  hand,  thus  p're  his  brow3 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  &cc, 

Ashe  would  draw' it.  Longftaid  hefo, At  Iaft,  a  little  fhaking  of  my  arme, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 

He  rais'd  a  figh,  fo  hideous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  feem  to  fhatter  all  his  bulk, 
And  end  his  being.  That  done,  he  lets  go,.  . 

And  with  his  head  over  his  fhoulders  turn'd, 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  e-yes, 
For  out  adoorshe  went  without  their  help  ; 
And  to  the  la  ft,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Polon.  Go  with  mc,  I  will  go  feek  the  King, 
I  This  is  the  very  extafie  of  Love, 

I  Whofe  violent  property  foredoes  it  felf, 
I  And 
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And  leads  the  will  todefperate  Undertakings, 
As  ofc  as  any  palTion  under  heaven, 

That  do's  afflict  our  Natures.  I  am  forry, 
What  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  oflate  ? 

Ophe.  No  my  good  Lord :  but  as  you  did  command, 

I  did  repcll  his  Letters,  and  deny'd His  acceflc  to  me. 
Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  forry  that  with  better  fpeed  and  judgement 
I  had  not  quoted  him.  I  fear  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wrack  thee :  but  befhrcw  my  jealowfie : 
It  feems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age, 
To  caft  beyond  our  felvcs  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lack  difcrction.  Come  go  we  to  the  King, 
This  tnuft  be  knotvn ,  which  being  kept  clofc  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  chen  hate  to  utter  love. Exeunt. 

S cena  Secunda. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Rojlncrojfe,  and  Gml- 
denjlare  cum  allis. 

King.  Welcome  dear  Rofincrofi  and  Gmldenjlare. 
Moreover,  that  we  much  did  long  to  fee  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending.  Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlets  transformation :  fo  I  call  it, 

Since  not  th'exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 
Refemblcs  that  it  was.  What  it  fhould  He 

More  then  his  fathers  death,  that  thus  hath  pot  him 

So  much  from  th'underfhnding  of  himfelf, 
I  cannot  deem  of.  I  ir<treat  you  both, 

That  being  of  fo  young  dayes  brought  up  with  him : 

AndlinceibNeighboui'd  to  hisyouth,and  humor, 
That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time:  (o  by  your  Companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  Occafions  you  may  glean, 

That  open'd  lies  within  our  remedy, 
Qu.  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you, 

And  fure  lam,  two  men  theie  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.  If  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  fhew  us  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  expend  your  time  wich  us  a  while, 

For  the  fupply'and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  Vifitation  fhall  receive  fucli  thanks, 
As  fits  a  Kin°s  remembrance. 

Roftn.  Both  your  Ma  jellies 
Might  by  the  Sovciaign  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  yourdread  pleafures,  more  into  command 
Then  to  Entreaty. 

GhiL  Ws  both  obey, 

And  here  give  up  our  felvcs,  in  the  full  benr, 
To  lay  our  fervices  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks  RoJincroJZ,  and  gentle  Gulldenftare. 
Que.  Thanks  Gulldenftare  and  gentle  Rojincrof?, 

And  I  befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifa 
My  too-much  changed  fon. 
Go  fome  of  ye, 
And  bring  the  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Gull.  Heavens  make  our  prefence  and  our  praclifes, 
Pleafant  and  helpfull  to  him.  Exeunt. 

Queen.  Amen. 
Enter  ̂ JPolonltts. 

Tol.  The  Ambafladoisfrom  Norway,my  good  Lord 

Are  joyfully  return'd. King.  Thou  frill  haft  been  the  father  of  good  News. 
\  Pol.  Have  I,  my  Lord  ?  Allure  you,  my  good  Lie»e 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  foul, 
Both  to  my  God,  one  to  my  gracious  King : 
And  I  do  think,  or  clfc  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  Policy,  fo  be  fure 

As  I  have  us'd  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlets  Lunacy. 

King.  O  fpeak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  firft  admittance  to  th'Ambaffadors, 
My  News  fhall  be  the  News  to  that  great  Feaft. 

King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 
He  tells  me  my  fweet  Queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fourfe  of  all  your  fons  diftemptr. 

Qu.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other,  but  the  main, 

His  fathers  death,  and  our  o're-hafty  Marriage. 
Enter  Polon'im,  V olt'tmand,  and  Cornelius. 

King.  Well,  we  fhall  fift  him.  Welcome  good  Friends: 
Say  V oltimand,  what  from  our  Brother  Norway  > 
V olt.  Moft  fair  return  of  Greetings,  and  Defircs. 

Upon  our  fiift,  he  fent  out  to  fupprefTe 

His  Nephews  Levies,  which  to  him  appeared 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainft  the  Polak  : 
But  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  wasagainft  your  Highnefle,  whereat  grieved, 
That  fo  his  Sickneffe,  Age,  and  Impotence 
Was  falfely  born  in  hand,  fends  out  Arrefts 
On  Fortinbras,  which  he  (in  brief)  obeys, 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway:  and  in  fine, 
Makes  Vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 

To  giveth'aflay  of  armes  againftyourMajefty. Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thoufand  Cronws in  annual  Fee, 
And  his  commiffion  to  imploy  thofe  Souldiers 
So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Pohk : 
With  an  intreaty  herein  further  ihewn, 
That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  paffe 
Through  your  Dominions  for  his  enterprize. 
On  fuch  regards  of  fafery  and  allowance, 
As  therein  are  fetdown. 

King.  It  likes  us  well  * 
And  at  our  more  confider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  Bufinefle. 

Mean  time  we  thank  you,  for  your  well-look't  labor. 

Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  we'll  Feaft  together. 
Moft  welcome  home.  Exit  Ambaf. 

Pol.  This  bufinefle  is  very  well  ended. 

My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  fhould  be,  what  Duty  is, 

Why  day  is  day  ;  night,  night ;  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  Night, Day,  and  Time. 
Therefore,  fince  Brevity  is  the  foul  of  Wit, 
And  tedioufneffe,  the  limbs  and  outward  flourifhes, 
I  will  be  brief.  Your  Noble  Son  is  mad  : 

Mad  call  I  it ;  for  to  define  true  MadnefTe, 

What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad. But  let  that  go. 

Qu.  More  matter,  with  lefle  Art. 
Pol.  Madam,  I  fv\ear  I  ufe  no  Art  at  all: 

That  he  is  mad  'tis  true :  'Tis  true,  'tis  piccy, 
And  pitty  it  is  true :  A  foolifh  figure, 
But  farewell  it :  for  I  will  ufe  no  Art. Mad 
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Mad  let  us  grant  him  then  :and  now  remains  « 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect, 
Or  rather,  fay,  the  caufe  of  this  defect  ; 
For  this  crfcii  defective,  comes  by  caufe, 
Thus  it  remaines,  and  the  remainder  thus.  Perpend. 
I  have  a  Daughter  :  have,whirft  fhe  is  mine, 
Who  in  her  Duty  and  Obedience,  maike, 
Hath  given  me  this  :  now  gather,  and  furmife.  . 

The  Letter. 

To  the  r:leftiall,  and  my  Soules  I  doll,  the  mofl  beauti- 
fied Ophtlia. 

That's  an  ill  Phrafe,  a  vilde  Phrafe,  beautified  is  a  vilde 
Phrafe  :  but  you  (hall  hear  thefe  in  her  excellent  white 
bofomc,  thefe. 

Quee.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her. 
Vol.  Good  Madam  ftay  awhile,  1  will  be  fakhfull. 

Doubt  thou,  the  Starres  are  fire, 
Doubt ,  that  the  Sun  doth  move : 
Doubt  Truth  to  be  a  Lyar, 
But  never  Doubt ,  /  love . 

O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  thefe  lumbers :  I  have  not 
Art  to  reckon  my  groanes  ;  but  that  I  love  iheebefl,oh 
mofl  Befl  believe  it.  Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  mofl  dear  Lady,  vohilfl  this 
Machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 

This  in  Obedience  hath  my  Daughter  fhew'd  me : 
And  more  above  hath  his  foliciting, 

As  they  fell  out  by  Time,  by  meanes,  and  place,  ' 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  fne  receiv'd  his  Love  ?  . 
Pol.  What  doe  you  think  of  me  ? 
King.  As  of  a  man,faichfull  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  fo.But  what  might  you  think? 
When  I  had  fecn  his  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
As  I  perceived  it,  I  muft  tell  you  that 
Before  my  Daughter  told  me,  what  might  you 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here,think, 

If  I  had  play'd  the  Deske  or  Table-book,  „ 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,myte  and  dumbe, 

Orlook'd  upon  this  Love  >  with  idle  fight, 
What  might  you  think  >  No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  young  Miftris  thus  I  did  befpeak ; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  Prince  out  of  thy  Sphere, 
This  muft  not  be :  and  then,  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  fhe  fhould  lock  her  felf  from  his  Refort, 

Admit  no  Meffengeis,  receive  no  Tokens : 
Which  done,  fhe  took  the  fruits  of  my  Advice, 

And  he  rcpulfed,  a  fhort  Tale  to  make] 
Fell  into  a  Sadneffe,  then  into  a  Faft, 
Thenes  to  a  Watch,  thence  into  a  Weakneffe , 

Thence  to  a  Lightneffe,  and  by  this  declenfion 
Into  the  Madneffe  whereoa  now  he  raves , 
And  all  we  waile  for. 

King.  Doe  you  think  'tis  this  ? 
Quee.  It  may  be  very  likely. 
Pol.  Hath  there  been  fuc.h  a  time,  Fde  fain  know  that, 

That  I  have  pofitivcly  faid,'tis  fo, 
When  it  prov'd  otherwife  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

<Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife, 
If  Circumftances  lead  me,  I  will  find 

Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  Center. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  > 
«  Pol.  You  know  fometimes 

,He  walkes  four  houres  together,  here 

f  In  the  Lobby. 

Quee.  So  he  has  indeed. 
Pol.  At  fuch  a  time  Tie  loofe  my  Daughter  to  him, 

Be  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  then, 
Marke  the  encounter :  If  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fain  thereon  ; 
Let  me  be  no  Aififtant  for  a  State, 
And  keep  a  Farme  and  Carters, 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  Hamlet  reading  on  a  Book^ 

Quee.  But  look  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch 
Comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away  I  doe  befeech  you,  both  away, 

Tie  boord  him  prefently.  Exit  King  and  Queen. 
Oh  give  me  leave.  How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet  > 

Ham.  Well,  god-a-mercy. 

Tol.  Doe  you  know  me,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent,  excellent  well :  y'are  a  Fifhmonger. 
Pol.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honeft  a  man. 
Pol.  Honeft,  my  Lord  > 

Ham.  I,  Sir,  to  be  honeft  as  this  world  goes,  is  to  be 

one  pick'd  out  of  two  thoufand. 
Pot.  That's  very  true,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  Maggots  in  a  dead  Dog, 

being  a  good  killing  Carrion  — 
Have  you  a  Daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  ith'  Sun :  Conception  is  a 
blefling,  but  not  as  your  Darg;iter  may  conceive.  Friend 

look  too't. 
Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that?  Still  having  on  my  Daugh- 

ter :  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  firftjhe  laid  I  wjs  a  Fifhmon- 
ger :  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone :  and  truly  in  my  youth,  I 

fuffered  much  extremity  for  love:  very  near  this.  I'le 
fpeak  to  him  again.  What  doe  you  read,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham^  Words,  Words,  words. 
Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? 

I    Ham.  Between  whom  ? 

Pol.  I  mean  the  matter  you  mean,  my'  Lord. 
Ham.  Slanders,  Sir :  for  the  Satyricall  flave  fayes  here, 

that  old  men  have  gray  Beards ;  that  their  faces  are  wrin- 

kled ;  their  eyes  purging  thick  Amber,  or  Plum-Tree 
Gumme:and  that  they  have  a  plentifull  lock  of  Wit, 

together  with  weak  Hammes.  All  which,- Sir,  though  I 
moft  powerfully,  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not! 
Honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down:  For  you  your  felt, 

Sir,  fhould  be  old  as  I  am,  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  go 
backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madneffe. 

Yet  there  is  Method  in't :  will  you  walke 
Out  of  the  ay  re,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Into  my  Grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed  that  is  out  oth'  Ayre  : 
How  pregnant  (fometimes)  his  replies  are  ? 
A  happineffe, 
That  often  Madneffe  hits  on, 

Which  Reafon  and  Sanity  could  not 

So  profperoufly  be  deliver 'd  of. I  will  leave  him, 

And  fuddenly  contrive  the  meanes  of  meeting 
Between  him,  and  my  Daughter. 

My  honourable  Lord,I  will  moft  humbly 
Take  my  leave  of  you. 

R  r  r  Hamt  I i—  il  I  ■   .i,  — —  i  ■    i   - — ,  ■ — ■  ! 
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Ham.  You 'cannot,  take  frommc  any  thin<^,  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withall,  except  my  life,  my 
life. 

Polon.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

Polon.  You  go  to  feck  my  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Enter  Rojincros  and  Guildenflar. 

Rofin.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Gu'ld.  Mine  honoui'd  Lord  > 
Rtfn.  My  moft  dear  Lord  ? 
Ham*  My  excellent  good  friends  ?  How  doft  thou 

Gulldenfiar ?  Oh,  Rojincros ,  good  Lads  :  How  doe  y  e 
both  ? 

Rofin.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  earth. 

Guild.  Happy,,  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy  :  on 
Fortunes  Cap,  we  are  not  the  very  Button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  Soaks  of  her  Shooe  f 

Rofn.  Neither,  my  Lo^d. 
Ham.  Then  you  live  a:out  her  wafte,or  in  the  mid- 

dle of  her  favour  ? 

Guild.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 
Ham.  In  the  fecret  parts  of  Fortune  ?  Oh,  moft  true  : 

(lie  is  a  Strumpet.  Whats  the  newes. 

%ofin.  None,  my  Lord,  but  that  the  World's  grown honeft.  . 

Ham.  Then  is  Doomes  day  near  :  but  your  newei  is 
not  true.  Let  me  queftion  more  in  particular :  what  have 

you,  <ny  good  friends,  defcrved  at  the  hands  of  fortune, 

that  fhe  fends  you  to  prifon  hither  ?  - 
Guild.  Prifon,  my  Lord  > 
Ham.  Denm  trk^s  a  Prifon. 

Rofn.  Then  is  the  World  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one,  in  which  there  are  many  Con- 
fines ,  Wards ,  and  Dungeons  j  Denmark,  being  one 

o'  th'  worft. 
Rofin.  We  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  then  'tis  none  to  yc" ;  for  there  is  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  Co :  to  me  it  is 

a  prifon. 

Rofin.  Why  then  your  Ambition  makes  it  one :  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  minde. 

Ham.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  Nut-fhcll,and 

count  my  felf  a  King  of  infinite  fpace ;  were  it  not  that  1 
have  bad  dreames. 

Guild.  Which  dreames  indeed  are  Ambition  :  for  the 

very  fubftance  of  the  Ambitious,  is  meerly  the  fhadow 
of  a  Dreame. 

Ham.  A  dreame  it  felf  is  but  a  (had  w. 

%ofln.  Truly,  and  I  hold  Ambition  of  fo  airy  and 
light  a  quality,  that  it  is  but  a  fhadowes  fhadow. 

Haw.  Then  arc  6ur  Beggars  bodies;  and  ourMo- 
narchsi  arid  out  (tretcht  Heroes,  .  Beggars  fhadowes  : 

fhall  we  to  th'  Court :  for,  by  >my  fey  I  cannot  rea- fon? 

Both.  We'll  wait  upon  you. 
Ham.  No  fuch  matter.  I  will  not  fort  you  with  the 

reft  of  my  fervants :  for  to  fpeak  to  you  Hke  an  honeft 
man  ;  I  am  moft  dreadfully  attended ;  but  in  the  beaten 
way  of  friendfhip.  What  make  you  at  Elfinoore  ? 

Rofin.  To  vifit  you,  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion. 
Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks ; 

but  1  thank  you  ;  and  fure  ,  dear  friends ,  my  thanks 
are  too  dear  a  halfpenny  ;  were  you  not  fent  for  ?  Is  it 
your  own  inclining  ?  Is  it  a  free  vifitarion  ?  Come , 

dcale  juftly  with  me  :  come,  come  ;  nay  (peak. 
Guild.  What  fhould  we  fay,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why  any  thing.  But  to  the  purpofe  ;  you  were 

fent  for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  conf  flion  in  your  looks  ; 
jfiich  your  modefties  have  not  craft  enough  to  colour,  I  ' 
know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  fent  for  you. 

Rojin.  To  what  end,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  That  you  muft  teach  me:  but  let  me  conjure 

you  by  the  rights  of  your  fellowfhip,  by  the  confonancy 
of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-prefei  ved  love, 
and  by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  could  charge 
you  withall;  be  even  and  direct  with  roe,  whether  you were  fent  for  or  no. 

Rofin.  What  fay  you  ? 

Ham.  Nay  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you  :  if  you  love  me, hold  not  off. 

Guild.  My  Lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tellyoM  why  ;  fo  fhall  my  anticipation 
prevent  your  difcovery  of  your  fecrecy  to  the  King  and 
Queen  :  moult  no  feather,  I  have  of  late,  but  wherefore 
I  know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  cuftome  of  ex- 
ercife  ;  and  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavenly  with  my  difpofi- 
iiion  ;  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth  ,  feems  to  me  a 
fterill  Promontory  ;  this  moft  excellent  Canopy  the  Ayre 
look  you  this  brave  o're-hanging,  this  Majefticall  Roof , 
fretted  with  golden  fire  ;  why,  it  appeared  no  other  thing 
to  me,  then  a  fouie  and  pcftilcnt  congregation  of  va- 
pouis.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man  J  How  Noble  in 
Reafon  ?  how  infinite  in  faculty  ?  in  foime  and  moving 
how  exprefTeand  admirable?  in  Aftion,  how  like  an  An- 

gel ?  in  apprehenfion.  how  like  a  god  ?  the  beauty  of  the 
world,  the  Parragon  of  Anima's ;  und  yet  to  me,  what  is 
his  Quinteffcnce  of  Duft  ?  M  n  delighcs  not  me  ;  no  , 
nor  Woman  neither,  though  by  your  fmiling  you  feem 
to  fay  fo. 

Roji».  My  Lord,  there  was  no  fuch  ftnfre  in  my thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  when  I  faid,Man  delights not  me  ? 

Rojin.  To  think  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  Man, 
what  Lenton  entertainment  the  Players  fhall  receive  from 
you: we  coated  chem  on  the  way,  and  hither  are  they 
comming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  plaves  the  King  fliall  be  welcome  ;  his 
Majefty  fhall  have  Tribute  of  me  :  the  adventurous 
Knight  fhall  ufe  his  Foyle  and  Target :  The  Lover  (hall 
not  figh^rvtf/V,  the  hrmorous  man  fhall  end  his  part  in 
peace :  the  Clown  fhall  make  thofe  laugh,  whole  lungs 

are  tickled  ath'  fere  :  and  the  Lady  fhall  fay  her  mind 

freely  ;  or  the  blank  Verfe  fhall  halt  for't :  what  Players 
are  they  ? 

Rofin.  Even  thofe  you  were  won;  to  take  delight  in  the 
Tragedians  of  the  City. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travell  ?  their  refi- 
dence  both  in  reputation  and  profit  was  better  both veayes. 

Rofin.  I  think  their  Inhibition  comes  by  the  meanes 
of  the  late  innovation  ? 

Ham.  Doe  they  hold  the  fame  eftimation  they  did 

when  I  was  in  the  City  ?  Are  they  fo  follow'd  > 
Rofin.  No  indeed,  they  arc  not. 
Ham.  How  comes  it  ?  doe  they  grow  rufty  ? 

%ofm.  Nay ,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted 
pace  ;  But  there  is,  Sir,  an  airy  of  Children,  little 

Yafcs,  that  cry  out  on  'he  top  of  queftion  ;  sna : 

aremoft  tyrannically  clapt  for't  :  thefe  are   now  thel ;  3      r  fafhion,| 
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Ulluon  ,  and  fo  be-rattle  che  common  Stages  (fo  they 

| call  them)  that  many  wearing  Rapiers,  are  afraid  of 

j.Goofc  Quills,  and  dare  fcarce  come  thither, 

i     Ham.  What  arc  they  Children  ?  Who  maintains  'em? 
j  How  are  they  efcoted  ?  Will  they  purfue  the  Quality  no 
Monger  then  they  can  fing  f  Will  they  not  fay  after- 

wards if  they  fhould  grow  thcmfelves  to  common  Play- 
ers (as  it  is  like  moft  if  their  meanes  are  no  becter)  their 

Writers  doe  them  wrong  to  make  them  exclaim  againft 
their  own  Succelfion. 

Rojin.  Faith  there  has  been  much  to  doe  on  both  fides: 
and  the  Nation  holds  it  no  hn,  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 

verfie.  There  was  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argu- 
ment, unlcffe  the  Poet  and  the  Player  Went  to  Cuff  es  in 

the  Queltion. 

Ham.  Is'tpotfiblc? 
Guild.  Oh  there  has  been  much  throwing  about  of m  O 

brains. 

Ham.  Doe  the  Boyes  carry  it  away  ? 
Rojin.  I  that  they  doe  my  Lord  ̂ Hercules  &  his  load  too. 
Ham.  It  is  not  ftrange  for  mine  Unkle  is  King  of 

Denmark^-,  and  thofe  that  would  rmke  mowes  at  him 

while  my  Father  lived  j  give  twenty,  forty,  an  hundred 
Ducatesa  piece,  for  his  picture  in  Little.  There  is  fome- 

jhing  in  jihis  more  then  Naturall ,  if  Philofophy  could 
find  it  out. 

Floarijbfor  the  Flayers, 
Gili.  There  are  the  Players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you,are  welcome  to  Elfnoore :  your 
lands,  come :  The  appurtenance  of  Welcome,  is  Fafnidn 
and  Ceremony.  Let  me  comply  with  you  in  the  Garbe, 
left  my  extent  to  the  Players  (which  I  tell  you  muft  fhew 
fairly  outward)  fhould  more  appear  like  entertainment 
then  yours.  You  are  welcome :  but  my  Unkle  Father, 

and  Aunt  Mother  arc  deceiv'd. 
Guild.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 
Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North,  North- Weft :  when  the 

Wind  is  Southerly,  I  know  a  Hawke  from  a  Handfaw. 
Enter  tpolonint. 

Polo.  Well  be  with  you*  Gentlemen, 
ff-*7«.Heark  you  GmldenftarfLXxA  you  too  ;at  each  ear 

a  hearer  rthat  great  Baby  you  fee  there,  is  not  yet  out  of 
his  fwathing  clouts. 

Rojin.  Happily  he's  the  fecond  time  come  to  them:for 
they  fay,  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  Prophefie,  He  comes  to  tell  me  of  the 

Players.  Mark  it,  you  fay  right,  Sir:  for  a  Munday  mor- 

ning 'twas  fo  indeed. 
Pol.  My  Lord,  I  havenewes  to  tell  you. 
Ham.  My  Lord,  I  have  newes  to  tell  you, 

When  Rofcius  an  Actor  in  Rome  
Pol.  The  Actors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Buzze,  buzze. 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour. 
Ham.  Then  can  each  Actor  on  his  Affe.  

Pol.  The  belt  Actors  in  the  world,  either  for  Trage- 
dy, Comedy,  Hiftory,  Paftorall  :  Paftoricall-Comicall- 

Hiftoricall-Paftorall  \  Tragicall-Hiftoricall  ;  Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall :  Scsene  indivible,  or  Po- 

em unlimited.  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  'plant us 
too  light,  for  the  law  of  Writ,  and  the  Liberty.  Thefe 
are  the  onely  men. 

Hamt  O  Jep hta,  Judge  of  //>^/,what  a  Treafure  hadft 
thou? 

\  Pol.  What  a  Treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why  one  fair  Daughter,  and  no  more. 

The  which  he  loved  palling  well. 
Pol.  Srill  on  my  Daughter. 
Ham.  Am  I  noc  iwT  right,  old  Jephta  ? 

Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephtai  my  Lord,  I  have  a  Daugh- 
ter that  I  love  paffing  well. 

Ham.  Nay  that  followes  not. 
Pol.,  What  followes  then,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Why,  as  by  lot,  God  wot  ?  and  then  you  know, 

It  came  to  pafTe,  as  moft  like  it  was :  the  flrft  row  of  the 
Pans  Chanfon  will  fhew  you  more.  For  look  where  my 
Abridgements  come. 

Enter  four  or  five  Players. 

Y'are  welcome  Maftcrs,  welcome  all.  I  am  glad  to  fee 
thee  well ;  welcome  good  friends.  Oh  my  old  friend  ? 

Thy  face  is  valiant  fincel  faw  thee  laft :  Gom'ft  thou  .to 
beard  me  in  Denmark^  ?  what  my  young  Lady  and  Mi- 
ftris?  Berlady  your  Lordfhip  is  nearer  heaven,  then  when 
I  faw  you  laft,  by  the  altitude  of  a  Choppine.  Pray  God 

your  voyce,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrant  gold,  benotcrack'd 
within  the  Ring.  Matters,  you  are  all  welcome :  we'll  e'ne 
to'tlike  Trench  Faulconers,flye  at  any  thing  we  fee:we'll 
have  a  fpeech  ftraight.  Come,  give  us  a  tafte  of  your  qua- 

lity :  come,  a  paffionate  fpeech. 
i .  Play.  What  fpeech,  my  Lord  ?  . 
Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  fpeech  once,  but  it  was 

never  Acted :  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Play  I 

remember  pleas'd  not  the  Million,  'twas  Cautary  to  the 
Generall :  but  it  was  (as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whofe 

judgement  in  fuch  matters,  cryed  in  the  top  of  mine)  an 
excellent  Play  ;  well  digefted  in  the  Scaehes,  fet  down 
with  as  much  modefty,  as  cunning;  I  remember  one  faid, 
there  was  no  Sallets  in  the  lines,  to  make  the  matter  fa- 

voury  ;  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrafe,that  might  indite  the 

Author  of  affectation,but  call'd  it  an  honeft  method.One 

chief  fpeech  in  it,  I  chiefly  lov'd,  'twas  zs£»e*4  Tale 
to  D/</o,and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially,  where  he  fpeaks 
of  Prlams  flaughter.  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at 
this  Line,  let  me  fee,Iet  me  fee  :  The  rugged  Pyrrhust\ikt 

th  Hyrcanian  Beaft.  It  is  not  fo£  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhiisy  he  whofe  Sable  Armes 
Black  as  he  purpofe,  did  the  night  refemble 
When  his  lay  couched  in  the  Ominous  Hoife, 

Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  Complexion  fmear'd 
With  Heraldry  more  difmall:  head  to  foot 

Now  is  he  to  take  Gcules*  horridly  Trick'd 
With  blood  of  Fathers^  Mothers,  Daughters,  Sons-, 

Bak'd  and  imparted,  with  the  parching  ftrcets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous,,and  damned  light 
To  their  vilde  Murtheis,roafted  in  wrath  and  fire. 
And  thus  o'refized  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Pyrrhtu 
Old  Grandfire  Priam  feeks.  . 

Pol.  Fore  God,  my  Lord,  well  fpoken,  with  good  ac=> 
cent,  and  good  difcretion. 

1 .  Play.  Anon  he  findes  him, : 
Striking  too  fhort  at  Greeks.  His  antick  Swords 
Rebellious  to  his  Arme,  lies  where  it  falls 

Repugnant  to  command  :  unequall  match, 
Pjrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  flakes  wide  :  . 
But  with  the  whiffe  and  wirtde  of  his  fell  Sword, 

Th'unnerved  father  falls.  Then  fenfelefTe  Illium, 
Seeming  to  feele  his  blow,  with  flaming  top 

Stoops  to  his  Bace,  and  with  a  hideous  craft 
Takes  Prifoner  Pjrrhus  eare.  For  loe,  his  Sword 
Which  was  declining  on  the  Milky  head 

Of  Reverend  Priamy  fecin'd  ich' Aire  to  ftick: 
Rrr  2  So 
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So  aaa  Tirnnt  Pyrrhus  ftood, 

And  lik'd  a  Ncwcrall  to  his  will  and  matter,did  nothing. Bi'tas  we  ofcen  fee  againft  fome  ftorme, 
A  filence  in  the  heavens,  the  Rack  ftand  ftill, 
The  bold  v\in(!csfpeechleffe,and  the  Orbe  below 

As  hul"h  as  death  :  Anon  the  dreadfull  Thunder 
Doth  rend  the  Region.  So  afcer  Pyrrhus  pawfe, 
A  rowfed  Vengeance  fets  him  new  a  work, 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall 

On  Mars  his  Armours,  forg'd  for  proof  Eterne, 
With  leffe  remorfe  then  Pyrrhns  bleeding  fword 
Now  falls  on  Priam, 

Our,  out,  thou  Strumpet-Fortune,  all  you  gods, 
In  generall  Synod  take  away  her  power : 
Break  all  the  Spokes  and  tallies  from  her  wheele, 
And  bowle  the  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven. 
As  low  as  to  the  fiends. 

Pol.  This  is  two  lon^. 

Ham.  It  fhall  to  th'  Barbers  with  your  Beard.  P*e- 

thee  fay  on  :  He's  for  a  Jigge*  or  a  tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he 
fleeps.  Say  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

i  .Play.  But  who,  O  who,  had  feen  the  Mobled  Queen. 
Ham.  The  Mobled  Queen  ? 

Pol.  That's  good  :  Mobled  Queen  is  good. 
i .  Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down, 

Thrcatning  the  flame 
With  Biffon  Rheume  :  a  clout  about  that  head  , 
Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a  Robe 

About  her  lank  and  all  o're-teamed  Loynes, 
A  Blanket  in  th'alarum  of  fear  caught  up. 
VVho  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  Venome  fteep'd, 
Gainft  fortunes  State,  would  Treafon  have  pronoune'd  ? 
Bur  if  the  gods  tbcmfelves  did  fee  her  then, 
When  the  faw  Pyrrhu*  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husbands  limbes. 
The  inftant  Burft  of  Clamour  that  Hie  made 

(Unlefs  things  mortall  meant  them  not  all) 
VVould  have  made  milche  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 
And  paffion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turn'd  his  colour,  and 
has  teares  in's  Eyes.  Pray  you  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well, Tic  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  foon. 
Good  my  Lord,  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftow'd. 

Doe  ye  hear,  let  them  be  well  us'd :  for  they  are  the  ab- 
ftra&s,  and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time.  After  your 
death,  you  were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  then  their  ill 

report  whil4you  lived. 
Pol.  My  Lord,  I  will  ufe  them  according  to  their  de- 

fert. 

Ham.  Godsbodikins  man,  better,  life  every  man 

after  his  defett,  and  who  ftiould  fcape  whipping  :  ufe 
them  afcer  your  own  Honour  and  Dignity.  The  leffe 
they  deferve,  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take 
them  in. 

Pol.  Come,  firs.  Exit  Polonlus. 

Ham.  Follow  him  friends :  we'll  hear  a  Play  to  mor- 
row. Doft  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ,  can  you  play  the 

murther  o(Gonz,ago  } 

Play.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to  morrow  night.  You  could  for  a 
need  ftudy  a  fpeech  of  fome  dozen  or'  fixteen  lines,which 

I  would  fet  down,  and  infert  in't  ?  Could  ye  not  ? 
PUy.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  Lord*  and  look  you 

mock  him  not.  My  good  friends,I'le  leave  you  till  night, 
you  are  welcome  to  Elfnoore. 

%oftn.  Good  my  Lord.  Exeunt Manet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  I  fo,  god  buy 'ye  Now  I  am  alone. 
Oh  what  a  Rogue  and  Pezant  flave  am  I  > 
Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Player  here, 
But  in  a  Fi&ion,  in  a  dreame  of  Paffion, 
Could  force  his  Soule  fo  to  his  whole  conceit, 

That  from  her  working,  all  his  vifage  warm'd  j 
Teares  in  his  eyes,  diftra&ion  in's  afpec>, 
A  broken  voyce,  and  his  whole  Function  fuitin* 

With  formes,  to  his  conceit  >  and  all  for  nothin*  ? 
For  Hecuba  > 
What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  ftiould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  doe, 
Had  he  the  motive  and  the  Cue  for  paffion 
That  I  have,  he  would  drown  the  Stage  with  teares, 
And  cleave  the  generall  eare  with  horridfpeech  .* 
Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  apale  the  free. 
Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed  , 
The  very  faculty  of  Eyes  and  Eares.  Yet  I, 
A  dull  and  muddy-metled  Rafcall,  peake 
Like  John~a-Aeamcs,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 
And  can  fay  nothing  :  No,  not  for  a  King, 
Upon  whofe  property,  and  moft  dear  life, 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.  Ami  a  Coward  > 
Who  calls  me  Villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  a-crofle  > 
Plucks  off  my  Beard,  and  blowes  it  in  my  face  ? 

Tweaks  me  by  th'  Nofe,  gives  me  the  Lye  ith'  Throat, 
As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs  ?  who  does  me  this  ? 
Ha  ?  Why  ftiould  I  take  it  ?  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  Pigeon-Liver'd,  and  lack  Gall 
To  make  Oppreffion  bitter,  or  ere  this, 
I  ftiould  have  fatted  all  the  Region  Kites 
With  this  Slaves  OfFall,  bloody  :  a  Bawdy  villain^ 

Remorfeleffe,  Treacherous,  Lecherous,  kindleffe  villain  » 
Oh  Vengeance  J 

Who  ?  what  an  Aflfe  am  I  >  I  fure,  this  is  moft  brave, 
That  I,  the  Son  of  the  dear  murthered  , 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven,  and  hcli, 
Muft  (like  a  Whore)  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 
And  fall  a  curfing  like  a  very  Drab, 

A  Scullion  ?  Fye  upon't.  Foh.  About  my  Brain. 
I  have  heard,  that  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a  Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Sca?ne , 
Been  (truck  fo  to  the  fouk,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  Malefactions. 
For  Murther, though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  fpeak 
With  moft  miraculous  Organ.  Tie  have  thefc  Players, 
Play  fomething  like  the  murder  of  my  Father, 

Before  mine  Unkle.  I'le  obferve  his  looks, 
I'le  rent  him  to  the  quick :  if  he  but  blench 
I  know  my  courfe.  The  Spirit  that  I  have  feen 
May  be  the  Devil,  and  the  Devil  hath  power 

T'affume  a  pleafing  fhape,  yea,  and  perhaps 
Out  of  my  weakneffe,  and  my  melancholy 
As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  Spirits, 

Abufes  me  to  damn  me.  I'le  have  grounds 
More  Relative  then  this:  The  Play's  the  thing , 
Wherein  I'le  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King.  Sxit. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Ro- 

JincrosyGuildens~tar ,  and  Lords. 

King.  And  can  you  by  no  drift  of  circumftance 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion, 
Grating  fo  harftily  all  his  dayes  of  quiet 

With 
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i  With  turbulent  and  dangerous  Lunacy. 
|    Rofit.  He  does  confefle  he  feeles  himfelf  diftraclcd, 
j  But  from  what  caufc  he  will  by  nomeanes  fpeak. 

Gttil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded , 
But  with  a  crafty  Madnefle  keeps  aloof : 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  Confeffion 
Of  his  trueftate, 

Qaee.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Rojin.  Moft  like  a  Gentleman. 
Guild.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 
Rojiyt.  Niggard  of  queftion,  but  of  our  demands 

Moft  free  in  his  reply. 
Qjtee.  Did  you  a  flay  him  to  any  paftime  ? 
Rsjin.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out,  that  certain  Players 

Wc  o're- took  on  the  way  :  ofthefe  we  told  him, 
■And  there  did  feem  in  him  a  kind  of  Joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  Court, 
And  (as  I  think)  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

«P»/.  Tis  moft  true  : 

And  he  befeech'd  me  to  sntreat  your  Majefties To  shear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.Wiih  all  my  heart,and  it  doth  much  content  me 

To  hear  him  fo  inclm'd.  Good  Gentlemen  , 
Give  him  a  further  edge,  and  drive  his  purpofe  on 
To  thefe  delights. 

Rojin.  Wefhall,myLord.  Exeunt. 
King.  Sweet  Gertrnde,  leave  us  too, 

For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither* 

That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  there 
Affront  O/^/;*.  Her  Father,  and  my  felf (lawfull efpials) 
Will  fo  beftow  our  fclves,  that  feeing  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge, 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behaved,. 

If  'tbe  th' afflict  ion  of  his  love,  or  no. 
That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

Quee .  I  fhall  obey  you  : 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  doe  wifh 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 

Of  Hamlets  wildnefle :  fo  fhall  I  hope  your  Virtue?  ' 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 

To  both  your  Honours.  ^ 
Of  he.  Madam,  I  wifh  it  may. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.  Gracious  fo  pleafe  ye 
We  will  beftow  our  felves :  Read  on  this  Book , 

That  -fhew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
Your  lonelinefle.  We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this 

'Tis  too  much  prov'd,  that  with  Devotions  vifage, 
And  pious  Action,  we  do  furge  o're 
The  Devil  himfelf. 

King.  Oh  'tis  true : 
How  fmart  a  lafh  that  fpeech  doth  give  my  Confciencc  ? 
The  Harlots  Cheek  beautied  with  plaiftring  Art 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Then  is  my  deed, to  my  moft  painted  word, 
Oh  heavy  burthen ! 

Pol.  I  hear  him  comming,  let's  withdraw,  my  Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  Queftion : 

Whether  'tis  Nobler  in  the  mind  to  fuffer 
•The  Slings  and  Arrowes  of  outragious  Fortune, 
Or  to  take  Armes  againft  a  Sea  of  troubles, 

And  by  oppofing  end  them :  to  dye,to  fleep 
No  more :  and  by  a  fleep,  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart-ake,  and  the  thoufand  naturall  fhocks 

|  That  flefo  is  heir  to  ?  Tis  a  confummation  . 

j  Devoutly  to  be  wifh'd.  To  die  to  fleep, 
To  fleep,  perchance  to  drcamc ;  I,  there's  the  rub, 
For  in  that  fleep  of  death,  what  dreames  may  come, 
When  he  hath  fhuffled  off  this  mortall  coyle, 

Muft  give  us  pawfe.  There's  the  refpect 
That  makes  Calamity  of  fo  long  life  : 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 
The  Oppreflors  wrong,  the  poor  mans  Contumely, 

The  pangs  of  difpriz'd  Love,  the  Lawes  delay, 
The  infolenceof  Office)  and  the  fpurnes 

That  patient  meu't  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 
With  a  bare  Bodkin  ?  Who  would  thefe  Fardles  bear 
To  grunt  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life, 
But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death, 
The  undifcovered  Country,  from  whofe  Born 
No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 
Then  flye  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 
Thus  Confcience  does  make  Cowards  of  us  all, 
And  thus  the  Native  hue  of  Refolution 

Is  ficklied  o're,  with  the  pale  caft  of  thought, 
And  enterprizes  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard  their  Currants  turn  away, 
And  loofethe  name  of  Action.  Soft  you  now, 
The  fair  Ophelia  ?  Nymph,  in  thy  Horizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred. 

Ophe.  Good  my  Lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  > 
Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you  :  well,  well,  well. 

Ophe.  My  Lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  redeliver. 

I  pray  you  now,  receive  them. 
Ham.  No,  no,  I  never  gave  you  ought. 

Ophe .  My  honour'd  Lord,  I  know  right  well  you  did, 
And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compos'd, 
As  made  the  things  more  rich,  then  perfume  left : 
Take  thefe  again,  for  to  the  Noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha  :  are  you  honeft  ? 

Ophe.  My  Lord. 
Ham.  Areyoufaire? 

Ophe.  What  meanes  your  Lordfhip  > 
Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  your  Honefty 

fhould  admit  no  difcourfe  to  your  Beauty. 

Ophe .  Could  beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  Comerce 
then  your  honefty  > 

Ham.  I  truly  :  for  the  power  of  beauty,  willfooner 
transforme  honefty  from  what  it  is,  to  a  Bawd,  then  the 
force  of  honefty  can  tranflate  Beauty  into  his  likenefle. 
This  was  fometimes  a  Paradox ,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.  I  did  love  you  once. 

Ophe.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 
Ham.  You  fhould  not  have  believed  me.  For  virtue 

cannot  fo  inocculate  our  old  ftock,  but  we  fhall  rellilh  of 
it.  I  loved  you  not. 

Ophe .  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery.  Why  would'ft  thou 
be  a  breeder  of  Sinners?  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft, 

but  yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch  things,  that  it  were  bet« 
te,  my  Mother  had  not  born  me.  I  am. very  proud,  rc- 

j  vengeful!.  Ambitious,  with  more  offenfes  at  my  beck, 
j  then  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in  imagination,  to  give 

'  them  fhape,  or  time  to  aft  them  in.  What  fhould  fuch 
Rrr  5  Fellowes 
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Fcllowes  as  I  do  crawling  becwecn  Heaven  and  Earth, 
We  arc  arrant  Knaves  all,  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy 

ways  co  a  Nunnery.  Where's  your  Father  ? 
Ophe .  Ac  home,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Let  the  doores  be  (hut  upon  him ,  that  he  may 

play  the  Fool  no  way,  but  in's  own  houfc*  Farewell. 
Ophe.  O  help  him,  you  fweet  heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  do'ft  Marry,  Tie  give  thee  this  Plague 
for  thy  Dowry.  Be  thou  as  chdteas  Ice,  aspureas  Snow, 
thou  (hale  not  efcape  Calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery. 
Go,  farewell.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a 
fool:  for  wife  men  know  well  enougli ,  what  monfters 
you  make  of  them.  To  a  Nunnery,  go,  and  quickly  too. 
Farewell. 

Ophe.  O  heavenly  Poweis,  reftore  him. 
Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  pratling  too,  well  enough. 

God  has  given  you  one  pace,  and  you  make  your  f  elf  an- 
other :  you  gidge,you  amble,and  you  lifpe,and  nick-name 

Gods  Creatures,  and  make  your  wantonnelTe,  your  igno- 

rance. Go,  i'leno  more  on't,  ic  hath  made  me  mad.  I 
fay,  we  will  have  ncj  more  Marriages.  Thole  that  a.  e 
married  already,  all  but  one  fhall,  the  reft  fhall  keep  as 
they  aie,  To  a  Nunnery,  go.  Exit  Hamlet. 

Ophe.  O  what  a  Noble  mind  ishereo're-thrown.? 
The  C( >ut tiers, Soldiers,  Schollars  ?  Eye,  tongue, fvvord, 

1  h 'expectancy  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  State, 
The  glafle  of  fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  foi  me, 

Th'obfeiv'd  of  all  Obfervers,  quite,  quite  down. 
I  am  of  Ladies  moft  deject  and  wretched, 

That  fuck'd  the  Hony  of  his  Mufick  Vowes  .* 
Now  fee  that  Noble,  and  moft  Sovcraign  Reafon, 
Like  fweet  Bells  jangled  out  of  tune,  and  harfh, 

That  unmatch'd fortune  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Blaftcd  with  extafie.  Oh  woe  is  me, 

T'have  feen  what  I  have  feen  :  fee  what  I  fee.  • 

Enter  King,  and  Polomus. 
King.  Love  ?  his  affections  doe  not  that  way  tend, 

Nor  what  he  fpake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little , 
Was  not  like  Madnefle.  There's  fomething  in  his  foule, 
O're  which  h  s  Melancholly  fits  on  brood, 
And  I  doe  doubt  the  hatch,  and  the  difclofc 

Will  be  fome  danger,  which  how  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination. 
Thus  fet  it  down.  He  fh?ll  with  fpeed  to  England 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  Tribute: 
Haply  the  Seas  and  Countreys  different 
With  variable  Obje6b,  fhall  expell 
This  fomething  feded  matter  in  his  heart : 
Whereon  his  brains  ftill  beating,  puts  him  thus 

From  fafhion  of  himfelf.  What  think  you  on't  ? 
*Pol.  It  fhall  doe  well.  But  yet  do  I  believe 

The  Origin  and  Commencement  of  this  grief 

Sprung  from  neglected  love.  How  now  ,Ophella  ? 
You  need  not  tell  u,  what  Lord  Hamlet  faid, 

We  heard  ic  all.  My  Lord,  doe  as  you  pleafe, 
But  if  you  hold  ic  fie  after  che  Play, 
Let  his  Q;ieen  Mother  all  alone  intreat  him 
To  fhew  his  Griefs :  let  her  be  round  with  him. 

And  Tie  be  plac'd,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.  If  fhe  find  himnot, 

To  England  fend  him :  Or  confine  him  where 
Your  wifdome  bert  fhall  think. 

King.  It  fhall  be  fo: 

Madnefle  in  great  Ones,  muft  not  unwatch'd  go. 
Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  two  or  three  of  the  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  Speech  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronoune'd 
it  to  you  trippingly  on  the  Tongue.  But  if  you  mouth  it, 
as  many  of  your  Players  do,  I  had  as  lieve  the  Town- 
Cryer  had  fpoke  my  Lines :  Nor  do  not  faw  the  aire  too 
much  with  your  hand  thus,  but  ufe  all  gently  ;  for  in  the 
very  torrent,  tempeft,  and  (as  I  may  fay)  the  whirl-wind 
of  paiTion,you  muft  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance  thtt 
may  give  it  fmoochnefle.  O  it  offends  me  to  the  Soule, 
co  fee  a  robuftious  Perriwig-parted  fellow,  tear  a  Pafllon 
to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  fplit  the  eares  of  the  Ground- 

lings :  who  (for  the  moft  part)  are  capable  of  nothing, 
but  inexplicable  dumb  fhewes,  andnoyfe:  I  could  have 

uch  a  fellow  whipt  for  o're-doing  Termagant ;  it  out- 
Herods  Herod.  Pray  you  avoid  it. 

Player.  I  warrant  your  Honour. 
Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  nc icher :  but  let  your  own 

Difcretion  be  your  Tutor.  Suce  the  Action  to  the  word, 
che  word  to  the  Action,  with  this  fpeciall  obfervance : 

That  you  o're-ftop  not  the  modefty  of  Nature  ;  for  any 
thing  fo  over-done,  is  from  thepurpofeof  Playing,whofe 

end  both  at  the  firft  and  now,was  and  is,to  hold  as  'twere 
:he  Mirrour  up  to  Nature  ;  to  fhew  Virtue  her  own 
Feature,  Scorn  her  own  Image,  and  the  very  Age  and 
Body  of  che  Time,  his  form  and  preffure.  Now,  this 
over-done,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unskil- 
full  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve ;  the 

cenfure  of  the  which  one,  muft  in  your  aHowance  o're- 

1'way  a  whole  Theatre  of  others.  Oh,  there  be  Players 
chat  I  have  feen  Play,  and  heard  others  praife,  and  that 

highly  (not  to  fpeak  it  prophanely)  that  neither  having 
che  accent  of  Chriftians,  nor  the  gate  of  Chriftian,  Pa- 

gan, or  Norman,  have  fo  ftrutted  and  bellowed ,  that  I 
have  thought  fome  of  Natures  Journey- men  had  made 
nen,anc?  not  made  them  well ,  they  imitated  Humanity 
Co  abominably. 

Play.  I  hope  we  have  reform'd  that  indifferently 
with  us,  Sir. 
Ham.  O  reform  ic  altogether.  And  let  thofe  that  play 

your  Clowns,  fpeak  no  more  then  is  fet  down  for  them. 
For  there  be  of  them,  that  will  of  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet 
on  fome  quantity  of  barren  Spectators  to  laugh  too , 
chough  in  the  mean  time,  fome  neceflary  queftion  of  the 

Play  be  then  to  be  confidered :  that's  Villanous,and  fhews 
a  moft  pittifull  Ambition  in  the  Fool  that  ufes  it.  Go 
make  you  ready.  Exeunt  Players. 

Enter  Polonlus,  Rojincros,  and  Guildenftar. 

How  now,  my  Lord  ? 

Will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 
Pol.  And  che  Queen  too,  and  that  prefently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  haftc.,  Exit  Polonlus. 
Will  you  two  help  to  haftcn  them  ? 

Both.  We  will,  my  Lord.  Exeunt . 
Enter  Horatio. 

Bam.  What  hoa,  Horatio? 

Hora.  Here,  fweet  Lord,  at  your  fervice. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'ne  as  juft  a  man 
As  e're  my  Converfation  coap'd  wkhall. 

Hora.  Omy  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter : 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  Revenue  haft,  but  thy  good  fpirits 

To 
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I  To  feed  and  cloathe  thee.  Why  ihould  the  poor  be  flat- 

j  No,  let  the  Candied  tongue,  like  abfurd  pomp,     (tet'd  ? 
j  And  crook  the  pregnant  Hinges  of  the  knee, 
!  Wheie  thrift  may  follow  faining  ?  Doft  thou  hear, 

jSince  my  dear  Soule  was  Miftrisof  my  choyfc, 
SAnd  could  of  men  diftinguifh,  her  election 

jjHath  ital'd  thee  for  her  felf.  For  thou  halt  been 
ij  As  one  in  uifFering  all,  that  fuffers  nothing. 
j  A  man  that  fortune  buffets,  and  rewards 

j  Hach  tanc  with  cquall  thanks.  And  blefr  are  thofe, 
i  Whofe  blood  and  Judgement  are  fo  well  co-mingled, 
j  That  they-are  not  a  Pipe  for  fortunes  linger. 
I  To  found  what  (top  (lie  plea fc.  Give  me  that  man, 

[That  is  not  Paffions  Slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
:in  mymeavts  Core  :  I,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
.  A»  I  doc  thee.  Something  coo  much  of  this. 
[There  is  a  Play  to  night  before  the  King* 

'  One  Scene  of  it  come*  near  the  Circumftance 
Which  I  have  cold  thee,  of  my  Fathers  death. 

J  prethee,  when  thou  feelt  that  Act  a-foot, 
Even  with  the  Comment  of  my  Soule 

O'oferve  mine  Unkle  :  if  his  occulted  guilt, 
Do  not  it  felf  unkennell  in  one  fpeechj 
It  is  a  damned  Ghorr  that  we  have  feen  : 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foule 
As  Vulcan  s  Styth.  Give  him  needfull  note, 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face, 
And  after  we  will  both  our  judgements  joyn, 
To  cenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hora,  Well,  my  Lord. 

If  he  fteale  ought  the  whil'tt  this  Play  is  playing, 
And  fcape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  Theft. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonlus,  Oplnlia,  Rofncros,  Guil- 
denftar,  and  other  Lords  attendant,  with  his  Guard 

carrying  Torches.  Danijh  March.  S ound  a  f/ourijh. 

Ham.  They  are  comming  to  the  Play  :  I  mult  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  place. 

King.  How  fa  res  my  Coufin  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.  Excellent  ifaich,  of  the  Qamelions  difh  :  J.  eat 

the  Aire  promife-cramm'd,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  anl'wer, Hamlet,  thefe words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine.  Now  my  Lord,  you  plaid  once 

ith'  Univeifity,  you  fay  f 
Polon.  That  I  did  ,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a 

|  good  Actor 
Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Polo.  I  did  enact  Jullut  C<tfar,l  was  kill'd  ith'  Ca- 

ipitoll :  Brutus  kill'd  mc. 
Ham.  It  was  a  bruit  part  of  him,  to  kill  fo  Capitall  a 

Calf  there.  Be  the  Players  ready  ? 

%pfin.  I,  my  Lord,  they  ftay  upon  your  patience. . 
Quee.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  fit  by  mc. 

Ham.  No,good  Mocher,here's  Mettle  moreattractive. 
Polo.  Oh  ho,  doe  you  mark  that  ?  . 
Ham.  Lady,  fhall  I  lye  in  your  Lap  ? 
Ophe.  No,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  Lap  ?. 

Qphe.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  Country  matters? 
Ophe.  I  think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

f/<*/».That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  Maids  Legs. 
Ophe .  What  is,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham,  Nothing. 
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Ophe.  You  are  merry,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Who  I  ? 

Ophe.  J,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Oh  God,  your  onely  Jigge-maker :  what  fhould 
man  doe,  but  be  merry.  For  look  you  how  cheerfully 

my  Mother  looks ,  and  my  Father  di'd  within's  two 
hoiircs.  .  .- 

Ophe.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  moneths,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  So  long  ?  Nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black, 

for  I'le  have  a  Suit  of  Sables.  Oh  heavens  ]  dye  two 
moneths  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet?  then  there's  hope* 
a  great  mans  Memory  may  cut-live  his  life  half  a  year  : 
But  berlady  he  muft  build  Churches  then  :  or  elfe  fhall 
he  fufFernot  thinking  on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe,  whofe 

Epitaph  is,  for  o,  for  o,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Hoboyes  play.  The  dumbe  Jhew  enters* 
Enter  a  King  and  Que  en, very  lovingly  ;the  Queen  em- 

bracing him.  She  k»celes  ;  and  makes  (hew  of  Prote- 
fiation  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and  declines  his 
head  upon  her  neck..  Layes  him  down  upon  a  Bank  of 
Flowers.  She  feeing  him  a-fleep,  leaves  him.  Anon 

comes  in  a  Fellow,  takes  off" his  Crown,  kjjfes  it ,  and 
poures  poyfon  in  the  Kings  eares,  and  Exits.  The 
Queen  returns,  findes  the  King  dead,  and  makes  paf. 
fionate  Athlon.  The  Poyfoner,  with  fome  two*er  three 
Mutes  comes  in  again,  feeming  to  lament  with  her. 
The  dead  body  is  carried  away :  The  P»yfoner  wooes, 

the  Queen  with  Gifts,  foe  feems  loth  and  unwilling  a 
while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love.  Exeunt, 

Ophe.  What  means  this,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Marry  this  is  Miching  Mallcho,  that  means Mifchief. 

Ophe.  -Belike  this  fhew  imports  the  Argument  of  the 
Play  ? 

j  Ham.  We  fhall  know  by  thefe  fellowcs :  the  Players 

!  cannot  keep  counfcll,  they'll  tell  all. 
Ophe.  VVill  they  tell  us  what  this  fhew  meant? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  fhew  that  you'll  fhew  h>'m.   Be  not 
you  afham'd  to  fhew,'  he'll  not  fliame  to  tell  you  what  it 
meanes.  *  ,  , 

Ophe,  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  I'le  make  the 

Play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

For  us,  and  for  our  Tragedy, 

Here jloopingto your  Clemency; 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  Prologue,  or  the  Pocfie  of  a  Ring  ? 
Ophe.  Tis  brief,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  As  Womans  love. 

Enter  King,  and  Queen. 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  Cart  gon  round, 
Neptunes  fait  Wafh,  and  Tellus  Orbed  ground  : 
And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  fheen, 
About  the  world  have  time,  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  Love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 

Unite  co-mutuall,'in  mcftfacicd  Bands. 
.  Quee.  So  many  Jomneys  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 

[Make  us  again  count  o're,cre  love  be  done. 
!  But  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  fick  of  late , 

!  So  fane  from  chcer,'and  ftcm  your  former  ftace\ 
jThat  I  diftruft  y°'-'  ■  vet  though  1  diftj  lift, 
Difcomfort  you  (My  Lord)  it  nothing  m 
For  womens  Fear  and  Love,  holds  q  :anticy  , 
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In  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity  : 
Now  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know, 
And  as  my  love  is  fixt,my  fear  is  fo. 

King.  Faith  I  muft  leave  thee,  Love,  and  fhortly  too : 
My  operant  Powers  my  functions  leave  to  doe 
And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 

Honour'd,  belov'd,  and  haply,  one  as  kind. 
For  Husband  (halt  thou  - 

Quee.  Oh  confound  the  reft  : 

Such  Love  muft  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  breft  • 
In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft, 

None  wed  the  fecond,  but  who  kill'd  the  firft. 
Ham.  Wormwood,  Wormwood. 

Quee.  The  inftances  that  fecond  Marriage  move, 
Are  bafe  refpe6ts  of  Thrifr,  but  none  of  Love. 
A  fecond  time,  I  kill  my  Husband  dead, 
When  fecond  Husband  kifles  me  in  Bed. 

King.  I  do  believe  you.  Think  what  now  you  fpeak  : 
But  what  we  do  determine,  of:  we  break  ; 

Purpofe  is  but  the  fhve  to  Memory, 
Of  violent  Birth,  but  poor  validity : 
Which  now  like  fruit  unripe  flicks  on  the  Tree, 
But  fall  unfhaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 

Moft  neceflary  'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  our  felves,  what  to  our  felves  is  debt : 
What  to  our  felves  in  pafllon  we  propofe, 

The  paflion  ending,  doth  the  purpofe  lofe. 
Ths  violence  of  other  Grief  or  Joy, 
Their  own  enactors  with  themfelvcs  deftroy  : 

Where  Joy  moft  revels,  Grief  doth  moft  lament ; 
Grief  joyes,  Joy  grieves  on  (lender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye,nor  'tis  not  ftrange 
That  even  our  Loves  fhould  with  our  Fortunes  change. 

For  'tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  Love  lead  Fortune,  or  elfe  Fortune  Love. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flyes, 

The  poor  advane'd  makes  friends  of  Enemies  : And  hitheito  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend, 
For  who  not  needs,  (hall  never  lack  a  friend  ? 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Dire&ly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 
But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun , 
Our  Wills  and  Fates  doe  fo  contrary  run , 
That  our  Devices  ftill  are  overthrown , 

Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 
So  think  thou  wilt  no  fecond  husband  wed. 

But  dye  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 
Quee.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  food,nor  heaven  light, 

Sport  and  repofelock  from  me  day  and  night : 
Each  oppofite  that  blankes  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deftroy  : 
Both  here,  and  hence,  purfue  me  lafting  ftrife, 
If  once  a  Widdow,  ever  I  be  Wife. 

Ham.  If  fhe  fhould  break  it  now. 

King.  Tis  deeply  fworn  : 
Sweet,  leave  me  here  a  while, 

My  fpints  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  fleep. 

Quee.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain,  Sleeps. 
And  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain.  Exit. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  the  Play  > 

Quee.  The  Lady  protefts  too  much  me  thinkes. 

Ham.  Oh  but  fhe'll  keep  her  word, 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  Argument,  is  there  no  Of- 
fence in't  ? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poyfon  in  jeft,no  Of- 

fence ith'  world. 
King.  What  do  you  call  the  Play  > 
Ham,  The  Moufe-trap  :  Marry  how  >  Tropically 

This  Play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna  :  Gon- 
x,ago  is  the  Dukes  name,  his  wife  Baptifia:  youfhallfee 

anon  :  'tis  a  knavifti  piece  of  work:  but  what  o*  that? 
Your  Ma  jefty,  and  we  that  have  free  foules,  it  touches  us 

not :  let  the  gall'd  jade  winch  :  our  withers  are  unwrung, Enter  Lucianus. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  King. 
Opbe.  You  are  a  good  Chorus,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love 

if  I  could  fee  the  Puppets  dallying. 

Ophe.  You  are  keen,  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham.  It  would  coft  you  a.  groaning,  to  take  off  my edge. 

Ophe.  Still  better  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  miftake  Husbands*. 
Begin  Murderer.  Pox,  leave  thy  damnable  Faces,  and 
begin.  Come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for  Re- 
venge. 

Lucian.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt, 

Drugs  fit,  and  Time  agreeing : 
Confederate  feafon,  elfe  no  Creature  feeing : 

Thou  mixture  rank,  of  Midnight- Weeds  collected, 
With  Hecates  Ban,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected  , 
Thy  naturall  Magick,  and  dire  property, 
On  wholfome  life,ufurp  immediately. 

Poures  the  poyfon  in  his  ear es. 

Ham.  He  poyfons  him  ith'  Garden  for's  eftate  r  His 
names  Gonz,ago  :the  Story  is  extant,  and  writ  in  choyce 
Italian.  You  fhall  fee  anon  how  the  Murtherer  gets  the 

love  of  Gonz,ago's  Wife. 
Ophe.  The  King  rifes. 
Ham.  What,  frighted  with  falfe  fire, 
Quee.  How  fares  my  Lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  o're  the  Play. 
King.  Give  me  fome  Light.  Away, 

All.  Lights,  Lights,  Lights.  Exeunt, 
Manet  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 
The  Heart  ungalled  play  : 

j  For  fome  muft  watch,  while  fome  muft  fleep  > 
So  runs  the  world  away. 

Would  not  this,  Sir,  and  a  Forreft  of  Feathers,  if  the  reft 

of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me ;  with  two  Provin- 

ciall  Rofeson  my  rac'd  Shooes,  get  me  a  Fellowfliip  in  a 
cry  of  Players,  fir. 

Hor.  Haifa  fhare. 
Ham.  A  whole  one  I, 

For  thou  doft  know  :  Oh  Damon  dear, 
This  Realme  difmantled  was  of  Jove  himfelf, 
And  now  reigns  here, 

A  very  very  Pajock. 

Hora,  You  might  have-Rim'd. Ham.  Oh  good  HoratiotVk  take  the  Ghofts  word  for 
a  thoufand  pound.  Didft  perceive  ? 

Hora.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poyfoning  > 
Hora.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Enter  Rofncros  and  Guildenfiar. 

j    Ham.  Oh,ha?  come  fome  Mufick.  Come  the  Recorders 
j  For  if  the  King  like  not  the  Comedy. 
!  Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdy. 

!  Come,  fome  Mufick. 

Guild.  GoodmyLordjVOUchfafemeaword  withyou. 

Ham. 



|    Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  Hiftory. 
I    Guild.  The  King, fir. 

Hath.  I,  fir,  what  of  him . 

i    Guild.  Is  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  diftemper'd. 
I    Ham.  With  drink,  Sir  > 

•    Guild.  No,  my  Lord,  rather  with  choller. 
I     Ham.  Your  wifedome  fhould  fhew  it  felf  more  rich 

'  to  fignifie  this  to  his  Doctor ;  for  me  to  put  him  to  his 
Purgation ,  would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  farre  more 
Choller. 

Guild.  Good  my  Lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome 
frame,  and  ftart  notfo  wildly  from  my  affaire. 

Ham.  I  am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce. 

Guild.  The  Queen  your  Mother,  in  moft  great  affli- 
ction of  fpirit,  hath  fent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guild.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  this  courtcfie  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.  If  it  fhall  pleafeyou  to  make  me  a  wholfome 
anfwer ,  I  will  doe  your  Mothers  commandement :  if 

not,  your  pardon,  and  my  return  fhall  be  the  end  of  my 
bufineffe. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guild.  What  my  Lord  > 
Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfome  anfwer  i  my  wits  dif- 

eas'd.  But  fir,  fuch  anfWers  as  I  can  make,  yoU  fhall  com- 
mand :  or  rather  you  fay,  my  mother  :  therefore  no  more 

but  to  the  matter.  My  mother  you  fay. 
Rofn.  Then  thus  fhe  fayes  :  your  behaviour  hath 

flroke  her  into  amazement,  and  admiration. 
Ham.  Oh  wonderfull  Son ,  that  can  fo  aftonifh  a 

Mother.  But  is  there  no  fequell  at  the  heeles  of  this  Mo- 
ther admiration  > 

Rojtn.  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  ere 

you  go  to  bed. 
Ham.  We  fhall  obey,  were  fhe  ten  times  our  Mother. 

Have  you  any  further  Trade  with  us  ? 
Rofn.  My  Lord, you  once  did  love  me. 
Ham.  Sol  doe  ftill,  by  thefe  pickers  and  ftealers. 

Rofn.  Good  my  Lord,  what  is  your  caufe  of  diftem- 
per  >  You  do  freely  bar  the  door  of  your  own  Liberty, 

ifyoudeny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 
Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Rofn.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voyce  of 
the  King  himfelf,for  your  fucceffion  in  Denmark^? 

Ham.  I,  but  while  the  graffe  growes ,  the  Proverbe  is 
fomethfng  mufty. 

Enter  one  with  a  Recorder. 

O  the  Recorder.  Let  me  fee  to  withdraw  with  you,  why 
doe  you  go  about  to  rrcover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you 
would  drive  me  into  a  totle  ? 

Guild.  O  my  Lord,  if  my  Duty  be  too  bold,  my  love 
is  too  unmannerly. 
Ham.  I  doe  not  well  underftand  that.  Will  you  play 

upon  this  Pipe  > 
Guild.  My  Lord,  I  cannot* 
Ham.  I  pray  you» 
Cjuild.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 
Ham.  I  doe  befeech  you. 
Guild.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  'Tis  as  eafie  as  lying :  govern  thefe  Ventiges 
with  your  finger  and  thumbe,  give  it  breath  with  your 
mouth,  and  it  will  difcourfe  moft  excellent  Mufick. 
Look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Guild.  But  thefe  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance 
f  harmony,  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
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you  make  of  me :  you  would  play  upon  me  :  you  wouid 
ieemtoknow  my  flops :  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart 

of  my  Myflery  ;  you  would  found  me  from  my  lowcfl 
Note,  to  the  top  of  my  compaffe  .-  and  there  is  much  Mu- 

fick, excellent  Voyce,  in  this  little  Organ,  yet  cannot 
you  make  it.  Why  doe  you  think,  that  I  am  eafier  to  be 
plaid  on  then  a  Pipe  ?  Call  me  what  Inftrument  you  will, 
though  you  can  fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me.  God 
bleffe  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Tolonitts. 

Volon.  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you, 
and  prefently. 

Ham.  Doe  you  fee  that  Cloud,  thats  almoft  in  fhape 
like  a  Qamell. 

Toton.  By  th'  Miffe,  and  it's  like  a  Camell  indeed. 
Ham.  Me  thinks  it  is  like  a  Weazell. 

Volon.  It  is  back'd  like  a  WcaielL 
Ham.  OrlikeaJfJWff? 

Volon.  Very  like  a  whale. 
Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  Mother  by  and  by : 

They  foole  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. 
I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Volon.  I  will'fay  fo.  Exit, 
Ham.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid.  Leave  me  friends : 

'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world.  Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  fuch  bitter  bufinefs  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.  Soft  now^  to  my  Mother  : 
Oh  heart,  loofenot  thy  Nature  ;  let  not  ever 
The  Soule  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofome : 

Let  me  be  cruell,not  unnaturall , 

I  will  fpeak  Daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none : 
My  tongue  and  Soule  in  this  be  Hypocrites. 
How  in  my  words  fomever  fhe  be  fhent, 

To  give  them  feales,  never  my  foule  confent. 

Enter  King)  Rofncros,  and  Gulidenfiar. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  no"  (lands  it  fafe  with  us, 
To  let  his  madnelfe  range.  Therefore  prepare  you, 
I  your  ComrriilTion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  England  ihall  along  with  you, 
The  termes  of  our  eflatc,  may  not  endure 
Hazard  fo  dangerous  as  doth  hourely  grow 
Out  of  his  LunacieSi 

Guild.  We  will  our  felves  provide ; 

Moft  holy  and  Religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  thofe  many  bodies  fafe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  yourMajefty, 

Rofn.  The  fingle 
And  peculiar  life  is  bound 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  Armour  of  the  minde, 
To  keep  it  felf  from  noyance   but  much  more, 
That  Spirit,  upon  whofe  fpirit  depends  and  refts 
The  lives  of  many,  the  ceafe  of  Majefty 
Dies  not  alone  :  but  like  a  Gulf  doth  draw 

What's  near  it,  with  it,  It  is  a  mafTiewheele 
Fixt  on  the  Somnet  of  the  highefl  Mount , 

To  whofe  huge  Spoakes,  ten  thoufand  leffer  things 

Are  mortiz'd  and  ad  johVd  :  which  when  it  falls, 
Each  fmall  anhexment,  petty  confequence 

Attends  the  bbyftrous  Ruine.  Never  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,  but  with  a  generall  groan. 

King.  Arme  you,  I  pray  you  to  this  fpeedy  Voyage ; 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 

Which 
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Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Both.  Wcwillha/tcus.  Exeunt  Gent. 
Enter  Polonius. 

Pel.  My  Lord,  he's  going  to  his  Mothers  Clofet : 
Behind  the  Anas  Tie  convey  my  felf 

To  hear  the  Proceffe.  Tie  warrant  fhe'll  tax  him  home. 
And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 

'Tis  meet  that  fome  more  audience  then  a  Mother, 
Since  Nature  makes  them  partial!,  fhould  o' re-hear 
The  fpcech  of  vantage,  Fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

Fie  call  upon  you  e're  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  you  what  I  knovy.  Exit. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  Lord. 
Oh  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  heaven , 

It  hath  the  primall  eldeft  curfe  tipon't, 
A  biocheis  murther.  Pray  can  I  not, 

Though  inclination  be  as  iliarp  as  will : 
My  Wronger  guilt,  defeats  my  ftrong  intent, 
And  like  a  man  to  double  bufineffe  bound  , 

I  ftand  in  pawfe  where  I  {hall  firft  begin, 
And  both  neglect  ;  what  if  thiscurfed  hand 
Were  thicker  then  it  felf  with  brothers  blood, 

Is  there  not  Rain  enough  in  the  fweet  heavens 
To  wafh  it  white  as  Snow  ?  whereto  ferves  mercy, 
But  to  confront  the  vhage  of  Offence  ? 

And  whats  in  Prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force , 
To  be  fore-ftalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?  Then  TJe  look  up , 
My  fault  is  paft.  But  oh,  what  forme  of  Prayer 
Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  Forgive  me  my  foule  Muriher  s 
That  cannot  be,  fince  I  am  ftill  poffeft 
Of  thofe  effects  for  which  I  did  the  Murther 

My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen : 

May  one  be  pardon'd, and  retain  th'offence  ? 
In  the  corrupted  currants  of  this  world, 
Offences  guilded  hand  may  (hove  by  Juftice, 

And  oft  'tis  feen,  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Bi<yes  out  the  Law  ;  but  'tis  not  fo  above, 
There  is  no  ihuffling,  there  the  Aiffion  lies 
In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felvcs  compelFd 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  fore-head  of  our  faults, 

To  given  in  evidence.  What  then  ?  what  refls  ? 

Try  what  Repentance  can.  What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 
Oh  wi etched  ftate  ?  oh  bofome, black  as  death  ! 

Oh  limed  foule,  that  ftrugling  to  be  free, 

Arc  more  ingag'd  :  Help  Angels,  make  allay  : 
Bow  ftuSborn  knees,  and  heart  with  firings  of  Steele, 
Be  f  ft  as  fin  ewes  of  the  new-born  Babe, 
All  may  be  well. 

Enter  Hamlet.  v 

Ham.  Now  might  I  doe  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying, 

And  now  I'le  do't,and  fo  he  goes  to  heaven, 
And  fo  am  I  reveng'd :  that  would  be  fcann'd, 
A  Villain  kills  my  Father,  and  for  that 
I  his  foule  Son,  doe  this  fame  Villain  fend 

To  heaven.  O  this  is  hire  and  Sallery,  not  Revenge. 

He  took  my  Father  groffcly,  full  of  bread, 
With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown,  as  frelh  as  May, 
And  how  his  Audit  ftands,  who  knowes,  fave  heaven  : 
But  in  our  circumftance  and  courfe  of  thought 

'Tis  heavy  with  him :  and  am  I  then  reveng'd, 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soule, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafon'dfor  his  paffage  ?  No,  - 
Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent 

When  he  is  drunk  afleep  :  or  in  his  Ra°e, 
Or  in  th'inceftuous  pleafure  of  his  bed, 
At  gaming,  fwearing,  or  about  fome  a& 
That  has  no  rellilh  of  Salvation  in't, 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heeles  may  kick  at  heaven, 
And  that  his  Soule  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.  My  Mother  ftayes, 
This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  dayes.  Exit. 

King.  My  words  flye  up,  my  thoughts  remain  belowj 
Words  wi  thout  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go.  Exit. 

Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

Polo.  He  will  come  (traight  .• 
Look  you  lay  home  to  him, 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  beat  with,' 
And  that  your  Grace  hath  foree'nd,  and  ftood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.  I'le  filence  me  e'ne  here : 
Pray  you  be  round  with  him. 

Ham.  within.  Mother,  mother,  mother. 

Quee.  I'le  warrant  you,  fear  me  noc. 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  comming. Enter  HamUt. 

Ham.  Now,  Mother,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Que.  Ht>mlety  thou  haft  thy  Father  much  offended. 
Hami  Mother,  you  have  my  Father  much  offended. 

Que.  Come,  come,  you  aniwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Ham.  Come,  go,  you  queftion  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Quee .  Why  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  f 
Quee.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  Rood,  not  fo : 
You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husbands  Brothers  wife, 
But  would  you  were  not  fo.  You  are  my  Mother. 

Quee.  Nay,  then  Tie  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 
Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  down,  you  frail  not 

budge  : 

You  go  not  till  I  fet  up  a  glaffe. 
Where  you  may  fee  tne  inmoft  part  of  you  ? 

Quee.\N\\zx.  wilt  thou  doe  >  thou  wilt  not  murther  me? 

Help,  help,  hoa. 
7W.  What  hoa,  help,  help,  help. 

Ham.  How  now,  a  Rat  ?  dead  for  a  Ducate,  dead. 
Pol.  Oh  I  am  flain.  Kills  P olenitis . 

Quee.  Oh  me,  haft  thou  done  ? 

H  m.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 
Quee.  Oh  what  a  rafh  and  blood  deed  is  this  ? 
Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad  good  Mother, 

As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  Brother. 

Quee,  Askill'd  a  King  ? 

Ham.  I,  Lady,  'twas  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  fool, farewell, 
I  took  thee  for  thy  Betters,  take  thy  fortune, 

Thou  find'ft  to  be  too  bufie,  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peacci  fit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  fhall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftuffe; 

If  damned  Cuftome  have  not  braz'd  it  fo, 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwarkcagainftSenfe. 

Qu.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  darTA  wag  thy 
In  noyfe  fo  rude  againft  me  ?  (tongue, 

Ham.  Such  an  Acl 

That  blurrcs  the  grace  and  blufh  of  Modefty , 

Calls  Virtue  Hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  the  fair  fore-head  of  an  innocent  love, 

And  makes  a  blifter  there.  Makes  marriage  vowes 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oathes.  O  fuch  a  Deed, 
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As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
■  The  ve:y  foule,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A  raptody  of  words.  Heavens  face  doth  glow, 
Yea  this  folidit  y  and  compound  made, 
With  trdtfull  vifage  asagainft  the  doomj 

I'ls  thought-lick  at  the  act. 
Quee.  Aye  me,  what  act,  that  roares  fo  loud,  and 

thunders  in  the  Index, 

Ham.  Look  here  upon  this  Picture,  and  on  this , 
Tire  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers : 
See  what  a  grace  feated  on  his  Brow, 
Hyperions  curies,  the  front  otjove  himfelf, 
An  eye  like  (JMars,  to  threaten  or  command 
A  Station  like,  the  Herald  Mercury, 

Now  lighted  on  a  heaven-killing  hill : 
A  Combination,  and  a  forme^ indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seale, 
To  give  the  world  affurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  Husband,  Look  you  now  what  followes. 

Here  is  your  Husoand,  like  a  Miidew'd  Deer 
Blalting  his  wholfome  breach.  Have  you  eyes  > 
Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  Moore  ?  Ha  ?  have  you  eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  Love :  For  at  your  age, 

The  hey.day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble» 
And  waits  upon  the  judgement :  and  what  judgement 

Would  ftepfrom  this  to  this  ?  What  Devil  was't, 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  ? 
O  Shame !  where  is  thy  blufn  ?  Rebellious  Hell, 
If  thou  eanft  mutine  in  a  Matrons  bones, 

To  flaming  youth,  let  Virtue  be  as  wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire.  Proclaime  no  fliame, 

WheA  the  compulfive  Ardure  gives  the  charge, 
Since  Froft  it  felf,  as  actively  doth  burn, 
As  Reafon  panders  Will. 

Quee.  O  Hamlet^  fpeak  no  more. 
Thou  turnft  mine  eyes  into  my  very  foule, 
And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grained  fpots. 
As  will  not  leave  their  Tindt. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live  • 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  enfeamed  bed, 

Stew'd  in  Corruption  j  honyingand  making  love 
Over  the  nafty  Stye. 

Quee.  Oh  fpeak  to  me,  no  more, 
Thefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  eares. 
No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  Murderer,  and  a  Villain  : 

A  SJave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 

Of  your  precedent  Lord.  A  vice  of  Kings, 
A  Cutpurfc  of  the  Empire  and  the  Rule. 
That  from  a  fhelf,  the  precious  Diadem  ftole, 
And  put  it  in  his  Pocket. 

Quee.  No  more. 
Enter  Ghoft. 

Ham.  A  King  of  fhreds  and  patches. 

Save  me :  and  hover  o're  me  with  your  wings 
You  heavenly  Guards.VVhat  would  you  gracious  figure? 

Q»ec.  Alafs  he's  mad. 
Ham.  Doe  you  not  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chide, 

That  laps'd  in  Time  ana  Paflion,  let's  go  by 

Th'important  acVmg  of  your  dread  command  ?  Oh  fay. 
Ghofl.  Doe  not  forget :  this  Vifitation 

Ts  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But  look  Amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits ; 
O  ftep  between  her,  and  her  fighting  Soule, 
Conceit  in  weakeft  bodies,  ftrongeft  works. 

i  Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 
j     Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  Lady  ? 

|     Quee.  Alafs,  how  is't  with  you  > 
j  That  thus  you  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy , 
;  And  with  the  Corporall  ayre  doe  hold  difcourfe. 
Forth  at  your  eyes,  your  fpirits  wildely  peep, 

And  as  the  fleeping  Souldiersin  th'Alarme, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  Excrements, 

{  Start  up,  and  ftand  an  end.  O  gentle  Son, 
I  Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftemper 
Sprinkle  coole  patience.  Whereon  doe  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him,  look  you  how  pale  he  glar 
His  form  and  caufe  conjoyn'd, preaching  to  ftones, 
Would  make  them  capable.  Doe  not  look  upon  me, 
Leaft  with  this  pitti  ous  action  you  convert 
My  Item  effects :  then  what  have  I  to  doc, 
Will  want  true  colour  ;  teares  perchance  for  blood. 

Quee.  To  whom  doe  you  fpeak  this  ? 
Ham.  Doe  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

Quee.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  I  fee. 
Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Quee.  No,  nothing  but  our  felvcs. 
Ham.  Why  look  you  thererlook  how  it  ftealesaway 

My  Father  in  his  habite,  as  he  lived. 
Look  where  he  goes  even  now  out  at  the  Portall.  Exi 

Quee.  This  is  the  very  coyn?ge  of  your  brain, 
This  bodilefle  Creation  extafie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Extafie  ? 

My  Pulfe,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthfull  Mufick.  It  is  not  madnefle 

That  I  have  uttered  ;  bring  me  totheTeft 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word  :  which  madnefle 

Would  gambollfrom.  Mother,  for  love  of  Grace , 
Lay  not  a  flattering  Un£t:on  to  your  foule, 
That  not  your  trefpafle,  but  my  madnefle  fpeaks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  films  the  Ulcerous  place, 

Whilft  rank  Corruption  running  all  within, 
Infe6ts  unfeen.  Confefle  your  felf  co  heaven, 
Repent  whats  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  doe  not  fpread  the  Comport  or  the  Weeds, 
To  make  them  rank.  Forgive  me  this  my  Virtue, 
For  in  the  fatnefle  of  thefe  purfie  times, 
Virtue  it  felf,  of  Vice  mult  pardon  beg, 

Yea  curbe,  and  wooe,  for  leave  to  doe  him  good. 
Quee.  Oh  Hamlet, 

Thou  haft  cleft  my  heart  in  twain.  - 
Ham.  O  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 

And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night,  but  go  not  to  mine  Unkle'sbed, 
Aflume  a  Virtue,  if  you  have  it  not,  refrain  to  night, 
And  that  fhalllend  a  kind  of  ealinelTe 

To  the  next  abftinence.  Once  more  good  night, 

And  when  you  are  defirousto  be  bleft, 
Tie  blefTing  beg  of  you.  For  this  fame  Lord, 

I  doc  repent :  but  heaven  hath  pleas'dit  fo. 
To  punifh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  muft  be  their  Scourge  and  Minifter. 
I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him  :  fo  again,  good  night. 
I  muft  be  cruel!,  onely  to  be  kind  ; 
Thus  bad  begins, and  worfe  remains  behind. 

Quee.  What  fhall  I  doe  ? 
Ham.  Not  this  by  no  mcanes  that  I  bid  you  doe  : 

Let  the  blunt  King  tempt  you  again  to  bed, 
Pinch  Wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  Mottfe, 
And  let  him  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kilfes, 
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Or  nacfling  in  your  neck  vmii  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravcll  all  this  matter  our, 
Thai  I  eiTentially  am  not  in  madneffe, 

But  mad  in  crafc.  '  J\vere  good  you  let  him  know, 
For  who  thats  but  a  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 
Would  from  a  Paddock,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gibbe, 

Such  dear  concerning^  hide  ?  Who  would  doe  fo  ? 
No,  in  defpight  of  Senfcand  Secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  Basket  on  the  houfes  top  : 
Let  the  Birds  flie,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 
To  try  Conclufions,  in  the  Basket  crcep> 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Que.  Be  thou  aflur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life  :  I -have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  ha  ft  fa  id  to  me. 

Ham.  I  ratift  to  England,  you  know  that  ? 
Qtiee.  Alack,  I  had  forgot :  Tis  fo  concluded  on. 
ham.  This  man  fhall  fet  me  packing : 

I'le  lug  the  Gucs  into  the  Neighbour  room  ; 
Mother,  good  night.  Indeed  this  Counfellor 
Is  now  moftftill,  mod  fecret,  and  m oft  grave, 

Who  was  in  life  a  foolifh  prating  Knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night,  Mother. 

E.vh.  Hamlet  tugging  In  Volonins. 
Enter  Kino;. 

Kintr.  There's  matters  in  thefe  fkhes. 
Thefe  profound  heaves 

You  mtift  tranflate :  'lis  fit  we  underftand  them. 
Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Qnee.  Ah,  my  good  Lord,  what  have  I  feen  to  night  ? 
King.  What,  Gertrude}  How  does  Hamlet  ? 
Quce.  Mad  as  the  Seas,  and  winde,when  both  contend 

Which  is  the  Mightier,  in  his  lawleffe  fit 
Behind  the  Anas,  hearing  fomething  ftirre , 
He  whips  his  Rapier  out,  and  cries  a  Rat,  a  Rat, 
And  in  his  biainilh  apprehenfion  kills 
The  unfeen  good  old  man. 

King.  Oh  heavy  deed. 
It  had  been  fo  with  us  had  we  been  there  : 

His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 

To  you  your  f elf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alafs,  how  fhall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwered  ? 
It  vill  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  provicrence 

Should  have  kept  fhort,  rcftrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt » 
This  Mad  young  man.  But  lb  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 
But  like  the  Owner  of  a  foule  difeafc, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let's  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.  Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Quee.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd, 
O're  whom  his  very  madneffe  like  fome  Oarc 
Amons  a  Minerall  of  Mettalls  bafe 

Shewes  it  felf  pure.  He  weeps  for  what  is  done. 
King.  Oh  Gertrude,  come  away  : 

The  Sun  no  fooner  fhall  the  Mountains  touch, 

But  we  will  fhip  him  hence,  and  this  vilde  deed , 
We  muft  with  all  our  Majefty  and  Skill 
Both  countenance,  and  excufe.        Enter  Rojincros,  and 
Ho  Guildenfiar  :  Guildenfiar. 

Fricnds'both,  go  joyn  you  with  fome  further  aide : 
Hamlet  in  madneffe  hath  Polonim  flain  , 

And  from  his  Mothers  Clofet  hath  he  dragg'd  him. 
Gofcek  him  out,  fpeakfair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  Chappell.  I  pray  you  hafte  in  this.  Exit.  Gent. 

Come  Gertrude,  we'll  call  up  our  wifeft  friends, 

To  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  doe, 
And  what's  untimely  done.  Oh  come  away, 
My  foule  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay.  Exeunt Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  ftowed. 
Gentlemen  within.  Hamlet,  Lord  Hamlet. 
Ham.  What  noyfe  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ? 

Oh  here  they  come.      Snter  Rojincros,  and  Guildenfiar. 
Rof. What  have  you  done  my  Lord  with  the  dead  body; 
Ham.  Compounded  it  wrth  duft,  whereto  'tis  kin. 
Rojin.  Tell  us  where 'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, And  bear  it  to  the  Chappell. 
Ham.  Doe  not  believe  it. 

Rojin.  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  CounfeIl,and  not  mine 
own.  Befides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  Spunge,  what  repli- 

cation fhould  be  made  by  the  Son  of  a  King. 
Rojin.  Take  you  me  for  a  Spunge,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  I, fir,  that  fokes  up  the  Kings  Countenance,  his 

Rewards,  his  Authorities  (but  fuch  Officers  doe  the  Kin^ 
beftfervice  in  the  end.)  He  keeps  them  like  an  Ape  in 
the  corner  of  his  jaw,  firft  mouth'd  to  be  laft  fwallowed, 
when  he  needs  what  you  have  glean'd,  it  is  but  fqueezin^ 
you,  and  Spunge  you  fhall  be  dry  again. 

Rojin.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it:  a  knavifh  fpeecli  fleeps  in  a foolifh  eare. 

Rojin.  My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  body  is  , 
and  go  with  us  to  the  King. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not 
with  the  body.  The  King,  is  a  thing  

Guild.  A  thing,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing  ?  bring  me  to  him,  hide  Fox,  and 
all  after.  Exeunt. Enter  King. 

King.  J  have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  body  : 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  ooes  loofe  : 

Yet  muft  not  we  put  the  ftrongLawon  him  : 
He's  lov'd  of  the  diftra&ed  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgement,  but  their  eyes  : 

And  where  'tis  fo,  th'Offenders  fcourge  is  weigh'd 
But  nearer  the  offence  :  to  bear  all  fmooth,-and  even, 
This  fudden  fending  him  away,  muft  feem 
Deliberate  pawfe,  difeafes  defperate  grown, 

By  defperate  appliance  are  relieved, 
Or  not  at  all.  Enter  Rojincros. 
How  now?  what  hath  befaln  ? 

Rojin.  Where  the  dead  body  is  beftow'd,  my  Lord, We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  > 

Rojin.  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  plea- 

fure. 

%ing.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Rojin.  Hoa,  GuildenBar  ?  bring  in  my  Lord. 

Enter  Hamlet,  andGmlderfi'.r. 

King.  Now  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 
Ham.  At  Supper. 

King.  At  Supper  ?  Where  ? 

Ham  Not  where  he  cats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  cer- 
tain convocation  of  Worses  are  c  'ne  attorn. Your  worm 

is  your  onely  Emperor  foi  diet.  Wc  fatal! creatures  elfe 
to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for  Magots.  Your  fac 

King  and  your  lean  Beggar  is  but  vaiiable  lcrvice,  t\v 
Gifhes,  but  to  one  Table, that  s  the  end. 

King.  Whatdoft  thou  mean  by  this  ? Ham. 
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Ham.  Nothing  but  to  fhew  you  how  a  King  may  go 
a  Progrefs  through  the  gut  of  a  Beggar. 

Kitrg,  Where  is  Pofonlttt. 
Ham,  In  heaven,  fend  thither  to  fee*  If  your  Meffen- 

ger  find  him  not  there  ,  feck  him  i'th'other  place  your 
felf :  but  indeed ,  if  you  find  him  not  this  moneth  ,  .you 
fhallnofehim  as  you  go  up  the  ftairs  into  the  Lobbey. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

-  Ha  n.  He  wilUtay  'till  ye  come. 
K.  Hamlet ,this  deed  of  thine,  for  thine  efpeclal  fafety 

Which  we  do  tender ,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  h?ft  done,  Ixftift  fend  thee  hence 

With  fiery  quicknefs  :  therefore  prepare  thy  felf, 
The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 

Th' Affociates  tend,  and  every  thing  at  bent 
For  England. 
Ham.  For  England  > 
King.  I,  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Good. 

King,  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'ft  our  purpofes. Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  him  :  but  come , 

England.  Farewell  dear  Mother. 
King.  Thy  loving  Father  Hamlet. 
Hamlet.  My  Mother  :  Father  and  Mother  is  Man  and 

Wife :  Man  and  Wife  Is  one  flefh ,  and  fo  my  Mother. 
Come,  for  England.  Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot, 
Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboord  : 
Delay  it  not,  Tie  have  him  hence  tonight. 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 
That  elfe  leans  on  th'Affair ,  pray  you  make  hafte. 
And  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'ft  at  ought, 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 
Since  yet  thy  Cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danifk  Sword,  and  thy  free  awe 

Paycs  homage  to  us ;  thou  may'ft  not  coldly  fee 
Our  Soveraign  Proeefs,  which  imports  at  full 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effe6r. 
The  prefent  death  of  Hamlet.  Do  it  England, 
For  like  the  Hedtick  in  my  bloud  he  rages, 

And  thou  muft  cure  me  :  'till  I  know  'tisdone, 

How-e're  my  haps,  my  joyes  were  ne're  begun. 
Enter  Fortlnbras  with  an  ̂ Army.  . 

Tor.  Go  Captain,  from  me  to  the  Danifh  King, 
Tell  him  that  by  his  licenfe,  Fortlnbras 

Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  March 
Over  his  Kingdome.  You  know  the  Rendevouz  : 
If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us, 
We  fhall  exprefs  our  dutie  in  his  eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  Lord. 
lor.  Gofafely  on.  Exit. 

Enter  Queen  and  Horatio. 

Qu.  I  will  not  fpeak  with  her. 
Hor.  She  is  importunate ,  indeed  diftraft  ,  her  mood 

will  needs  be  pitied. 
Qu.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 

Hor.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  Father ;  fays  (lie  heares 

There's  tricks  i'th'world,  and  hems,and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envtoufly  at  Straws,  fpeaks  things  in  doub'-, 
That  carry  but  half  fenfe  :  Her  fpeech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unfhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  Collection  ;  they  aim  at  it, 
And  both  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 
Which  at  her  winks,  and  nods  ,  and  geftures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  would  be  thoughts 

Exit. 

Though  nothing  fure>  yet  much  unhappily. 

Qu.  'Twere  good  ("he  were  fpoken  with, 
For  lhemay  ftrow  dangerous  conjectures 
In  ill  breeding  minds.  Let  her  come  in 

To  my  fick  Soul  (as  fin's  true  nature  is) 
Each  toy  feems  Prologue,  to  fome  gtcal  imifs , 
So  full  of  Artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 

It  fpills  it  felf  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 
Enter  Ophelia  dlfiraUed. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majefty  of  T)enm*r\> 
Qu.  How  now  Ophelia. 
Oph.  How  fhouldl  your  true  love  know  from  another 

By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftajf,  and  his  f mdal  jhoon,     (  one  I 
Qu.  Alas  fweet  Lady  :  what  imports  this  Song  ? 

Ophe.  Say  you  ?  Nay  pray  you  mark. 
He  is  dead  and  gone ,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  goney 
At  his  head  a  graft -green  7urfey  at  his  heels  afionc. Enter  King. 

Qu.  Nay  but  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Pray  you  marie. 
White  his  Shrowd  as  the  CMountain-Snow, 

Qu.  Alas,  look  here  my  Lord. 
Oph.  Larded  with  fweet  flowers  : 

JVhlch  be- wept  to  the  grave  did  not  go\ 

With  True-love  flowers.  < 
King.  How  do  ye,  pretty  Lady  ? 

Oph.  Well, God  dil'd  you.  They  fay  the  Owle  was 
i  Baker's  daughter.    Lord ,  we  know  what  We  are^  but 
know  not  what  we  may  be.  God  be  at  your  Tabic, 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 
Ophe.  Pray  you  let  us  have  no  words  of  this :  b,ut  when 

they  ask  you  what  it  means,  fay  you  this: 

To  morrow  is  S.V dentine's  day ,  all  in  the  morn  betime, 
And  I  a  Maid  at  your  window,  to  be  your  V dentine. 

Then  up  he  rofe,  and  don  d  his  clothes  y  and  dupt  the  Cham- 
ber dore  : 

Let  In  a  Maid,  that  out  a  Maid  netyer  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  Ophelia. 

Oph  Indeed  la?  without  an  oathjl'le  make  an  end  on't. 
By  Cjis,  and  by  S.  Charity  : 
Alack^,  an  fie  for  (hattte. 

Young  men  will  do  t,  if  they  come  to'ty 
By  Cock.  l~hey  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  (he ,  b  fore  y oh  tumbled  me% 

You  promis'd  me  to  wed  : 
So  would  I  ha  done,  by  yonder  Sun^ 

And  thou  hr.d'Jt  not  come  to  wy  bed. 
King.  How  long  hath  fhe  been  thus  > 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  muft  be  patient , 

ut  I  cannot  chufc  but  weep ,    to  think  they  fhould 

ay  him  i'th'cold  ground  :  My  Biother  fhall  know  of  it, 
and  fo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel.    Come ,  mv 
Coach:  Goodnight  Ladies:  Goodnight  fweet  Ladies: 
Goodnight,  goodnight.  Exit. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe, 
Giye  her  good  watch  I  pray  you  : 

Oh  this  is  the  poifon  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings 

All  from  her  Father's  death.  Oh  Gertrude,  Gertrude^ 
When  Sorrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies, 
But  in  Battels.  Firft,  her  Father  flain, 

Next  your  fon  gone,  and  he  moft  violent  author 
Of  his  own  juft  remove :  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholfome  in  their  thoughts  and  whifpeis, 
For  good  Polonlus  death ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly, 
In  hugger  mugger  to  interr  him.  Poor  Ophelia 
Divided  fram  her  felf,  and  he rfair  judgement, 

S  f  f  Without 
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Without  the  which  we  are  Pictures,  or  mere  Bcafts, 
Lait,and  as  muck  containing  as  all  thefe, 
Her  Brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France, 

Keeps  on  his  wonder-,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds 
And  wants  not  Buzfceis  to  infect  his  care 

With  peftilcht  fpecches  of  his  fathers  deathj 

Where  in  neceffity  of  matter  Beggar 'd 
Will  nothing  fhek  our  perfons  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.  O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering  Piece  in  many  places, 
Gives  me  fupctfluous  death.  A  Noife  within. 

Entdr  a  Meffengere 

Que.  Alack,  what  noiL'e  is  this? 
King.  Where  are  my  Switz,ers  ? 

Let  them  guard'the  door.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Aief.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord . 

The  Ocean  (over-peering  of  his  Lift) 

Eats  not  the  Flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte  ! 
Then  young  Laertes ,  in  a  Riotous  head, 

O'K-beares  your  Officers, the  rabble  call  him  Lord, 
And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  Cirftome  not  known, 

The  RatifieYs  and"  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry  choofe  we  ?  Laertes  rtiall  be  King. 

Caps,  hands,  and  congues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds* 

Ldfrtes'fcall  be  King,  Laertes  King. 
Qtfee.  How  chcarfully  on  the  falfe  Trail  they  cry, 

Oh  this  is  the  Counter ,  you  falfe  Danifh  Doggs. 
Noife  within.  Enter  Laertesj 

King*  The  doors  are  broke/ 

Laer.  Where  is  the  King,Sirs  ?  Stand  you  all  without. 

All.  No,  let's  come  in. 
Laer.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave. 
All.  We  will,  we  will. 

Laer,  I  thank  you  :  Keep  the  door. 

Oh  rhou  v'ld  Kin?,  give  me  my  father. 
Quse.  Calmcly,  good  Laertes. 
Laer.  That  drop  of  bloud,  that  calmes 

Proclaims  meBaftard  : 

Cries  Cuckold  to  my  Father  ,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  tare  between  the  chafte  unfmitehed  brow 

Of  my  true  Mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cau'fe  Laertes, 
That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Giant-like  ? 
Let  him  go  Gertrude  :  Do  not  fear  our  perfon : 

There's  fuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  King,  [ 
That  tieafon  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
A#s  little  of  his  will.  Tell  me  Laertes^ 

Why  art  thou  thus  incenft  ?  Let  him  go  Gertrude, 
Speak  man. 

Laer.  Where's  my  Father  ? 
King.  Dead. 
Quee.  But  not  by  him. 
King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  Tie  not  be  Juggl'd  with 
To  bell  Allegiance  :  Vows,  to  the  blackeft  Devil. 
Cr>nlcience  and  Grace,  to  the  Profoundeft  Pit. 
I  dare  Damnation    to  this  point  I  ftand, 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 

Let  come  what  comes :  only  Tie  be  reveng'd 
Moft  throughly  for  my  Father. 

King.  Who  (hall  flay  you  ? 
.  Laef.  My  Will,  not  all  the  world. 

And  for  my  means,  Pie  husband  them  fo  well,' 
jThey  (hall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes: 
If  you  defire  to  know  the  certainty 

Of  your  dear  father's  death,  if  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That  Soop-ftake  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  Loofer. 

Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then. 
Laer.  To  his  good  Friends  thus  wide  Tie  ope  my 

And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  Pelican,  (Armes, 
Repaft  them  with  my  bloud. 

King.  Why  now  ?  what  noife  is  that  ? 
Like  a  good  childj  and  a  true  Gentleman. 

That  I  am  guiltlefs  of  your  Father's  death, 
And  am  moft  fenfible  in  grief  for  it. 
It  fhall  as  level  to  your  Judgement  pierce 
As  day  do's  to  your  eye. 

A  noife  within.  Let  her  com*  ix. 
Enter  Ophelia. 

Laer.  How  now  ?  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Oh  heat  dry  up  my  brains, teares  even  times  fait, 
Burn  out  the  fenfeand  virtue  of  mine  eye. 
By  heaven  thy  madnefs  {hall  be  paid  by  weight, 

'Till our  Scale  turns  the  beam.  Oh  Rofe  of  May, 
Dear  Maid,  kind  Sifter,  fwect  Ophelia  : 

Oh  heavens,  is't  poflible,  a  young  Maid's  wits, 
Should  be  as  mortal  ss  an  old  man's  life  ? 

Nature  is  fine  in  Love,  and  where  'tis  fine, 
It  fends  forhe  precious  tnftance  of  it  felf 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.  They  bore  him  bare-fafd  on  the  Beer. 
Hey  honnoney,  noney,  heynoney: 
c/fnd  on  his  grave  rains  many  a  tear, 
Fare  you  well  my  Dove. 

Laer.  Had'ftthou  thy  wits  4and  did'fVperfwade  Re. 
venge,  it  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.  You  muft  fing  down  a-down  ,  and  you  call  him 
a-down.a.  Oh,  how  the  wheels  become  ?  It  is  the 

falfe  Steward  that  ftole  his  Mailer's  daughter. 
Laer.  This  nothing's  more  then  matter. 

Oph.  There's  Rofemary  ,  that's  for  Remembrance. 
Pray  Love  remember :  and  there's  Pancies ,    that's  for 
Thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madnefs ,  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph.  There's  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines:  there's 
Rew  for  you  ,  and  here's  fome  for  me.  We  may  call  it 
Herb-Grace  a  Sundayes :  Oh  you  muft  wear  your  Rue 

with  a  difference.  There's  a  Dafie,  I  would  give  you  fome 

Violets,  but  they  wither'd  all  when  my  Father  dyed: 
They  fay,  he  made  a  good  end  ; 

tor  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thought,and  Affliction,  Paflion,  Hell  it  felf : 
She  turns  to  favour  ;  and  to  prettinefs. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again. 
And  will  he  not  come  agAtn  ? 

No,  no,  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  Death-bed, 
He  never  will  come  again. 
His  Heard  as  white  a*  Snow. 
All  Flaxen  was  his  Pole  : 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  we  cafi  away  mone, 
G rawer cy  on  his  Soul. 

And  of  all  Chriftian  Soules,  I  pray  God. 

God  bu'ye.  Exit  Ophelia. 
Laer.  Do  you  fee  this,  you  gods? 

King .  Laertes,  I  muft  commune  with  your  grief, 

Or  you  deny  me  right :  goe  but  a-part, 

Make 
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Make- choice  of -whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 

And  they  fhall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  andmc ; 
If  by  direct  or  by  Collateral  hand 

They  riod  a  s  touch'd,  we  will  our  Kingdomegive, 
Our  Crown,  our  Life,  and  all  that  we  call  Ours 

To  you  in  fatisfa&ion.  B  it  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 
And  wc  fhall  joyntly  labour  with  your  foul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Liter,  Let  this  be  fo  : 

His  means  of  death,  his  obfeure  burial : 

No  Trophee,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o're  his  bones, No  Noble  rice,  nor  formal  oftentatioin, 

Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  muft  call  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  fhall : 
And  where  th  offence  is,  let  the  great  Axe  fall. 

I  pray  yoa  go  with  me.  Exemt . 

Enter  Horxtio,  with  an  Attendant. 

Hot*.  What  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me  f 

Ser.  Sailors  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  letters  for  you. 
Hora.  Let  them  come  in, 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  fhould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 

.    .  Enter  Say  I  or. 

Safi.'  Gud  blefs  you  Sir. Hora.  Let  him  blefs  thee  too. 

Sajl.  He  ("hall  Sir ,  and't  pleafe  him.  There's  a  Letter 
for  you  Sir:  it  comes  from  trf  Ambaffadours  that  was 
bound  for  England,  if  your  name  be  Horatio  :  as  I  am  let 
to  know  it  is. 

■Read  :  the  Letter. 

HOratlo  ,  when  thou  fhalth.ive  overlooked  this  ,  give 
thefe  fellows  fome  means  to  the  King :  They  have 

Letters  for  him.  E  re  we  were  two  dayes  old  at  Sea,  a  Py. 

rate  of  very  Warlike  appointment  gave  us  Chace.  Find- 
ing our  [elves  too  flow  of  Sail ,  we  pat  on  a  compelled  fa. 

lour.  In  the  Grapple,  I  boarded  them.On  the  infiant  they 
got  clear  of  our  Ship  ,  fo  I  alone  became  their  Trifoner . 
They  have  dealt  with  me  ,  I  lite  Thieves  of  Mercy ,  but 
they  knew  what  they  did.  I  am  to  do  a  q^ood  turn  for 
them.  Let  the  King  have  the  Letters  I  have  fent,  and  re. 

pair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  hasle  as  thou  wouldefl  file 
death.  I  have  words  to  fpeak_  In  your  ear ,  will  make  thee 

dumb,  jet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of  the 
Matter.  Thefe good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am. 
RoJlncroJ?  and  Gulldenfiar  hold  their  courfe  for  England. 
Of  them  I  have  as  much  to  tell  thee  ,  Farewell. 

He  that  thou  know  eft  thine, Hamlet. 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters, 

And  do't  the  fpeedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  Exit. 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 
King.  Now  muft  your  confeience  my  acquittance  feal, 

And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  Noble  Father  flain, 
Purfued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears.  But  tell  me, 
Why  you  proceeded  not  againft  thefe  feats, 
Socrimefull,  and  fo  Capital  in  Nature, 

As  by  your  Safety,  Wifedome ,  all  things  elfc, 

{  — «  ^  *  
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You  mainly  were  ftirr'd  up  > . 
King.  O  for  twofpecial  Reafons, 

Which  may  to  you  (perhaps)  fcem  much  unfinewed  2 
And  yet  to  me  they  are  ftrong.  The  Q^ecn  his  Mother/ 
Lives  almoft  by  his  looks  i  and  for  my  felf, 

My  Virtue  or  my  Plague,  be  it  either  which, 

She's  fo  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  Soul ; 
That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere^' 
I  could  not  but  by  her.  The  other  Motive, 
Why  to  a  publick  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him, 
Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  Wood  to  Stones 
Convert  his  Gyves  to  Graces.  So  that  my  Arrows 

Too  {lightly  timbred  for  fo  loud  a  Wind  , 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  Bow  again, 

\nd  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 
Leer.  And  fo  have  I  a  Noble  father  loft, 

A  Sifter  driven  into  defperate  termes, 
Who  was  (if  praifes  may  go  back  again) 
Stood  Challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  Age 

For  her  perfections.  '  But  my  revenge  will  comce 
King.  Break  not  your  fleeps  for  that, 

You  muft  not  think 

That  we  are  made  of  ftuff,  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  «ve  can  let  our  Beaid  be  fhook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  paftime.  You  fhortly  fhall  hear  more, 

I  lov'd  youi  father,  and  we  love  your  felf, 
And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine  — — - 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

How  now  ?  What  Newes  ? 

Mef.  Letters  my  Lord  from  Hamlet.  This  to  your 
Majefty  :  this  to  th;  Qjeen. 

King.  From  Hamlet  ?  Who  brought  them  ? 
Mef.  Sayloismy  Lord  they  lay,  I  law  them  not! 

They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  receiv'd  them. 
King.  Laertes  you  fhall  read  them: 

Leave  us.  Sxlt  Meffenger. 

High  and  Mighty  you  fhall  know  I  am  jet  naked  on  your 
Klngdome.To  morrow  fhall  I  beg  leave  to  f  ee  your  King- 

ly Eyei.when  J fhall  (firft  asklngjour  Pardon  thereunto) 

recount  th'OceaJiens  of  my  fudden  ,  and  more  ftrznge  re- 
turn. Hamlet. 

What  fhould  this  mean  ?  Are  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 

Or  is  it  fomc  abufe  ?  Or  no  fuch  thing  f 
Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  Character,  naked,  and  in  a  Poft- 
fcript  here  he  fay  s  alone  :  Can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer.  I'm  loft  in  it,  my  Loid,  but  let  him  come, 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart , 
That  1  fhall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth  : 
Thus  diddeft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo  Laertes,  as  how  fhould  it  be  fo  > 
How  ochcrwife?  will  you  be  rul  d  by  me  ?  ( 

Laer. .  If  fo  you'll  not  o're-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace  :  if  he  be  now  return'J, 
As  checking  at  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it ;  I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  Device, 
Under  the  which  he  lliall  not  choofe  but  fall :  \ 

And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhall  breathe,  f 
But  even  his  Mother  lliall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident :  Some  two  Moneths  hence 

Here  was  a  Gentleman  of  Norm  ndy. 

:'ve  feen  my  ielf  and  ferv'd  againft  the  Trench, 
And  they  ran  well  or.  hoife-back  ;  but  this  Gallant 

Sff  z  Had 
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j  Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  into  his  Seat, 
;  \ndtofuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  Horfe, 

J  i \ s  had  he  becncncoips't and  demy-Natur'd 
,Vi;:i  the  brave  Dealt,  fo  far  he  paft  my  thought, 
That  I  in  forgery  of  fhapes  and  tricks, 

'  Comcfhortof  what  he  did. 

Luer,  A  Norman  waS.'i  ? 
King.  A  Norman. 
Leer.  Upon  my  life  Lamonnd. 
King,  The  very  fame. 
L.  er.  I  know  him  well ,  he  is  the  Brooeh  indeed 

And  Gcmme  of  all  our  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeiTion  of  yoUj  • 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  Mafterly  report,  • 
For  Art  and  excrcife  in  your  defence; 
And  for  your  Rapier  molt  efpecially, 

That  he  cry'd  out, 'twould  be  a  fight  indeed, 
If  one  c  old  match  you  Sir.  This  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenom  with  his  Envy, 
That  he  c  mid  nothing  do  but  wifh  and  beg, 
You  fudekn  coming  over  to  play  with  him  ; 
Now  out  of  this.  ■ 

Laer.  Why  out  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  Laertes  ,  was  your  Father  dear  to  you  > 
Or  are  yoii  like  the  painting  of  a  fonow, 
A  face  vuchouta  heart  ? 

L.  er.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 
King,  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father, 

But  that  1  know  Love  is  begun  by  Time: 
And  that  I  fee  in  paffcges  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  thefpark  and  fire  of  it : 
Hamlet  come  back,  what  would  you  undertake, 

To  fhew  your  fe'.f  your  Father's  fon  indeed, 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his. throat  i'th'Chureh. 
King.  No  place  indeed  fhould  Murther  San£tuarize ; 

Revenge  fhould  have  no  bounds :  but  good  Laertesy 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  clofe  within  your  Chamber  ? 

Hamlet  return'd,  fhall  know  you  are  come  home: 
We'll  put  on  thofe  fhall  praife  your  excellence, And  fee  a  double  vamifh  on  the  fame 

The  Frenchman  gave  you ,  bring  you  in  fine  together^ 
And  wager  on  your  heads ,  he  being  remifs, 
Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 

i  Will  not  perufe  the  Foils  ?  So  that  with  eafe  * 
Or  with  a  little  fhufflns,  you  may  choofe 
A  Sword  un-baited,  and  in  a  pafs  of  practice, 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  I  will  do't, 
And  for  that  purpofe  Tie  anoint  my  Sword : 
I  bought  an  Undtion  of  a  Mountebank 
So  mortal,  I  but  dipt  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  bloud,  no  Cacaplafme  fo  rare, 

;  Collected  from  all  Simples  chat  have  Virtue 
!  Under  the  Moon ,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death, 
That  is  but  fcratcht  wkhall :  Tie  touch  my  point, 

With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  (lightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this , 
.  Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  ourihape,  if  this  fhould  fail ; 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 

'Twcre  better  not  affai'd  ;  therefore  this  Project 
Should  have  a  back  or  fecond,  that  might  hold, 
If  this  fhould  blalt  in  proof :  Soft,  let  me  fee, 

We'll  make  a  folemn  wager  on  your  commings , 

I  ha't :  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  the  end, 

And  that  he  calls  for  drinfe  ;  Tie  have  prepar'd  him 
A  Chalice  for  the  nonce  ;  whereon  but  Tipping  , 

If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom'd  ftuck, 
Our  purpofe  may  hold  there;  how  now  fweet  Queen. 

Enter  Queen, 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  faft  they'll  follow :  your  Sifter's  drown'd  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd  1  O  where  ? 
Queen.  There  is  a  Willow  grows  aflant  a  Brook, 

That  fhews  his  hoanfleaves  in  the  glaffie  ftream : 
Therewith  fantaftick  Garlands  did  fhe  come, 

Of  Crow-flowers,  Nettles,  Dailies,  and  long  Purples, 
That  liberal  Shepheards  give  a  grofTername  ; 

But  our  cold  Maids  do  Dead  Men's  Fingers  call  them  : 
There  on  the  pendant  boughes,  her  Coronet  weeds 
Clambring  to  hang ;  an  envious  fliver  broke, 
When  down  the  weedy  Trophies,  and  her  felf, 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  her  cloathes  fpred  wide, 
And  Mermaid-like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up, 
Which  time  fhe  chaunted  fnatches  of  old  tunes, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  owndiftrefs, 
Or  like  a  creature  Native,  and  deduced 

Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be, 

'Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Pull'dthe  poor  wretch  from  her  melodiously,  &y To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  then ,  is  fhe  drown'd  ? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. Laer.  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou  poor  OpheltM, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  teares :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick ,  Nature  her  cuftome  holds, 

Let  fharae  fay  what  it  will ;  when  thefe  are  gone 
The  woman  will  be  out :  Adieu  my  Lord, 
I  have  a  fpeech  of  fire,  thatfain  would  blaze, 

But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  Exit. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude  : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ? 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  ftart  again  , 

Therefore  let's  follow.  Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Clownes. 

Clown.  Is  fhe  to  be  buried  in  Chriftian  burial ,  that 
wilfully  feeks  her  own  falvation  ? 

Other.  I  tell  thee  fhe  is,  and  therefore  make  her  Grave  ' 
ftraight,the  Crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and  finds  it 
Chriftian  burial. 

Clo,  How  can  that  be  ,  unlefs  fhe  drowned  her  felf  in 
her  own  defence  ? 

Other.  Why  'tis  found  fo. 
Clo.  It  muft  be  Se  ojfendendo ,  it  cannot  be  clfe :  for 

here  lies  the  point:  If  I  drown  my  felf  wittingly  ,  it  ar- 

gues an  Act.-and  an  Act  hath  three  branches.  It  is  an  Act  j 

to  do  ,and  to  perform  ;  argall  fhe  drown'd  her  felf  wit-  ; 
tingly. 

Other.  Nay  but  hear  you  Goodman  Delver. 
Clown.  Give  me  leave  ;  here  lies  the  water  ,  good  :  [ 

here  ftands  the  man ,  good  :  if  the  man  go  to  his  water  j 
and  drown  nimfelf :  it  is  will  hc,nill  he,  he  goes  ;  mark 
ffou  that  ?  But  if  the  water  come  to  him  and  drown  him  ; 

he  drowns  not  himfelf.  Argall,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his 
own  death,  fhortens  not  his  own  life. 

Other.  But  is  this  Law  ? 

Clo.  I  marry  is't,  Crowner's  Quclt  Law. 
J  Other. 
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Other.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't :  if  this  had  not 
been  a  Gentlewoman ,  fhe  iliould  have  been  buried  out 
of  Chriftian  Burial. 

Clo.  Why  there  th«>u  fay'ft.  And  the  more  pitie  that 
great  folk  fhould  have  countenance  in  this  world  to 

drown  or  hang  themfelves ,  more  than  their  even  Chri- 

ftian. Come,  my  Spade  ;  there  is  no  ancient  Gentlemen, 
but  Gardiners ,  Ditchers  and  Grave-makers ;  they  hold 
up  Adams  profelfion. 

Other.  Was  he  a  Gentleman  ? 

Ch.  He  was  the  firft  chat  ever  bore  Armes, 

Other.  Why  he  had  none. 

Clo.  What,  art  a  Heathen  ?  how  d-^ft  thou  underhand 

the  Scripture?  the  Scripture  Styles  Adam  digg'd  ;  could 
he  dig  without  Armes  ?  Tie  put  another  queftion  to  thee; 
if  thou  anCwercft  me  not  to  the  purpofe,  confefs  thy 
felf  

Other.  Go  to. 

Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  ftronger  then  cither  the 

Mafon,the  Ship-wright,  or  the  Carpenter  ? 
Other.  The  Gallows-maker ,  for  that  Frame  out-lives 

a  tboufand  TeAants. 

Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well  in  good  faith,  the  Gallowes 
docs  well ;  but  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does  well  to  thofe 

that  do  ill :  now  thou  do'ft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallowes  is 
built  ftronger  then  the  Church  :  Argall ,  the  Gallowes 

may  do  well  to  thee.  To't  again,  Come. 
Other.  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  Mafon ,  a  Ship- 

wright, or  a  Carpenter  ? 
Clo.  I,  te'l  me  that,  and  unyoke. 
Other.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 
Clo.  To  t. 

Other.  Mafs,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio  afar  off. 

Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it ;  for  your 
dull  Afs  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating  ;  and  when 

you  are  asktthis  qusftionnext  ,fay  a  Grave-maker  :  the 
Houfesthat  he  makes,  lafts  till  Dooms-day :  go  ,  get  thee 
to  Taughan,  fetch  me  a  ftoap  of  Liquor. 

Sings. 

In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 
me  thought  it  ye  at  very  ( weet, 

To  contrail  O  the  for  a  my  behove, 

O  me  thought  there  wot  nothing  meet. 
Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bufinefs,  that 

he  rings  at  Grave-making  ? 
.  Hor.  Cuftome  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  cafi- 

nefs. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  fo ;  the  hand  of  little  imployment  hath 
the  daintier  fenfe. 

Cloven  Jings. 

But  Age  with  his fteal'wg  fieps 
hath  caught  me  in  his  clutch : 

And  hath (hipped  me  intill  the  hand, 
ms  if  I  never  had  bin  f  uch. 

Ham.  That  Scull  had  a  tongue  in  it ,  and  could  fing 

once:  how  the  Knave  jowlesitto  th'ground,  as  if  it 
were  Cains  Jaw-bone ,  that  did  the  nrft  mutther :  It 

might  be  the  Pate  of  a  Polititian  which  this  Afs  o're-Of- 
fices :  one  that  could  circumvent  God,  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Or  of  a  Courtier,  which  could  fay,  Good  Mor- 

row fweet  Lord :  how  doft  thou ,  good  Lord  ?  this 

might  be  my  Lord  fuch  a  one,  that  pwis'd  my  Lord  fuch a  ones  horfc ,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it ;  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  I ,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  e'en  fo  :  and  now  my  Lady  Worme's," 
Chap-lefs,  and  knockt  about  the  Mazzard  with  a  Sexton's 

Spade ,  here's  fine  Revolution  ,  if  we  had  the  trick  to 
fee't.  Did  thefe  bones coft  no  more  the  breeding,  but 

to  play  at  Loggets  with'em  ?  mine  ake  to  think  on't. 
Clown  (ings. 

A  Picks- axe  an&  *  Spade,  a  Spade, 

for  and  a  fhrowding-fheet  : 
O  a  Pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made, 

«    f0r  f     a  G Meft  weet' 
Ham.  There's  another :  why  might  not  that  be  the 

Scull  of  a  Lawyer  ?  where  be  his  Quiddits  now  ?  his 
Qmilecs  ?  his  Cafes  ?  his  Tenures,  and  his  Tricks  ?  why 

doe's  he  fuffer  this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about 
che  Sconce  with  a  dirty  Shovel  ,  and  will  not  tell  him  of 

hisA6tion  of  Bactery  ?  hum.  This  fellow  might  be  in's 
time  a  great  buyer  of  Land,  with  his  Statutes ,  his  Recog- 

nizances, his  Fines,  his  double  Vouchers,  his  Recoveries : 
Is  this  the  fine  of  his  Fines ,  and  the  recovery  of  his  Re- 

coveries, to  have  his  fine  Pate  full  of  fine  Dirt  ?  will  his 
Vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  Purchafes,  and  dou- 

ble ones  too ,  then  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  In- 
dentures ?  the  very  Conveyances  of  his  Lands  will  hard- 

ly lye  in  this  Box  ;  and  muft  the  Inheritor  himfelf  have 
no  more  ?  ha  ? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Is  not  Parchment  made  of  Sheep-skinnes  ? 

Hor.  I  my  Lord,  and  of  Calve-skinnes  too. 
Ham.  They  are  Sheep  and  Calves  that  feek  out  aflfu- 

rance  in  that.  I  will  fpeak  to  this  fellow :  whofe  Graye's this  Sir  ? 

Clo.  Mine  Sir : 

O  a  pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made, 
r  for  fuch  a  Gueflis  meet. 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine  indeed  :  for  thou  Iicft  in't. 

Clo.  You  lie  out  on't  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours  : 

for  my  part  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 
Ham.  Thou  doft  lye  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  fay  'cis  thine: 

'tis  for  the  dead ,  not  for  the  quick ,  therefore  thou 

lyeft. 
" 

Clo.  'Tis  a  quick  lye,  Sir  ,  'twill  away  again  from  me 

"o  you. 

Ham.  What  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for  ? 
Clo.  For  no  man  Sir. 
Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 
Clo.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 
Clo.  One  that  was  a  Woman  Sir  ;  but  reft  her  Soul 

(lie's  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolute  the  Knsve  is?  we  muft  fpeak 
by  the  Card ,  or  equivocation  will  follow  us :  by  the 
Lord,  Horatio,  thefe  three  ycares  I  have  taken  note  of  it, 
he  Age  is  grown  fo  picked  ,  and  the  toe  of  the  Pefant 
comes  fo  near  the  heel  of  our  Courtier ,  he  galls  his  Kibe. 

How  long  haft  thou  been  a  Grave-maker  ? 

Clo.  Of  ali  the  dayesi'th'year ,  I  came  to't  that  day; 
chat  our  laft  King  Hamlet  o'recame  Fortinbras. Ham.  How  Ion"  is  that  fince  ? 

Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell  that  : 
It  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born  ,  lie 
that  was  mad  and  fent  into  England. 

Ham.  I  marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England } 
Ch.  Why  ,  becaufe  he  was  mad  ;  he  fhall  recover  his 

wits  there  ;  or  if  he  do  not ,  it'sno  great  matter  there. Sff 

am 
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Ham.  Why  > 

down.  'Twill  not  be  feen  in  him  ,  there  the  men  are 
as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clo.  Very  fl  rangcly  they  fay. 
Ham.  HoW  ftrangely  ? 

Clo.  Faith  e'en  with  loofins;  his  wits. 
Ham*  Upon  what  ground  ? 
Clo.  Why  here  in  Denmark,:  I  have  been  Sexftonc 

here,  Man  and  Boy  thirty  yeares. 

Ham.  How  lorn*  will  a  man  lie  i'th'earth  'ere  he  rot  ? 
Clo.  Itaith ,  if  he  be  rotten  before  he  dye  (  as  we  have 

many  pocky -Coarfes  now  adayes,  that  will  (carce* hold 
the  laying  in  )  he  will  lart  you  fome  eight  year ,  or  nine 
year.  A  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  yeares. 

Hem.  Why  he,  more  than  another  ? 
.  Why  Sir,  his  hide  is  tann  d  with  his  Trade,  that 
he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while.  And  your  water 

is  a  fore  Decayerof  your  whorfon  dead  body,  here's  a Scull  now :  this  Scull  has  lain  in  the  Earth  three  and 

twenty  yeares. 
Ham.  Whofc  was  it  ? 

Clo.  A  whorefon  mad  Fellow's  it  was ; 
Whofe  do  y  ou  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

Clo.  Apeftilencc  on  him  for  a  mad  Rogue  ,  a  pour'd 
a  Flagon  of  Rhenifh  on  my  head  once.  This  fame  Scull 

Sir,  this  fame  Scull  Sir,was  3"<?nV£fScull,the  Kings Jefter. Ham.  This  ? 

Clo.  E'en  that. 
H  tm.  Let  me  fee.  Alas  poor  Torick^,  I  knew  him 

Horatio,  a  fellow  of  infinite  Jtft;  of  molt  excellent  fancy, 
he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thouland  times  :And  how 

abhorred  my  imagination  is,  my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here 
hung  thofe  lippes ,  that  I  have  kill  I  know  not  how  oft. 

Where'be  your  Jibes  now  ?  Your  Gambals  ?  Your 
Songs  ?  Your  fhfhes  of  Merriment  that  were  wont  to 
fet  the  Table  on  a  Roar  ?  No  one  now  to  mock  your  own 

Jeering?  Qnite  chop-faH'n  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies 
Chamber, and  tell  her,let  her  paint  an  inch  thick  ,  to  this 

favour  fhe  muft  come.  Make  her  laugh  at  that :  pry- 
thee,Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  Do'ft  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  o'this  fa- 

fhion  i'th'earth  > 
Hor.  E'en  fo. 
Ham.  And  fmelt  fo  >  Pun. 

Hor.  E'en  fo  my  Loid. 
Ham.  To  what  bafe  .ufes  we  may  return  Horatio. 

Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  Noble  duft  of  Ale- 

xander,\\\\  he  find  it  (topping  a  bung-hole  ? 
Hor.  'Twere  to  confider  :  too  curioufly  to  confider  fo. 
Ham*  No  faith  ,  not  a  jot.  But  to  follow  him  thither 

with  rnodefty  enough,  and  likelyhood  to  lead  it ;  as  thus, 
^Alexander  dyed:  Alexander  was  buried:  Alexander  re- 
turneth  into  duft  ;  the  di  ft  is  earth  ;  of  earth  we  make 

Lome ,  and  why  of  that  Lome  (  whereto  he  was  conver- 
ted) might  they  not  (top  a  Beer-barrel  ? 

Imperial  C<efar,dtzA  and  turn'd  today, 
Might  ftop  a  hole  to  ke  ep  the  wind  away. 
Oh,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a  Wall,t'cxpell  the  Winter's  flaw. 
But  foft,  but  foft,  afidc ;  here  comes  the  King. 

Enter  Kin%,  Queen,  Laertes ,  andaCojfint 
with  Lords  attendant. 

The  Queen ,  the  Com  tiers.  What  is't  that  they  follow, 

And  with  fuch  maimed  rights  ?  This  doth  betoken, 
The  Coarfe  they  follow,  did  with  defperate hand, 
Foredoe  it's  own  life  ;  'twas  fome  Eftate. 
Couch  we  a  while,  and  mark. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 
Ham.  That  is  Laertes,  2  very  Noble  youth  :  Marie; 
Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Priefi.  Her  Obfequies  have  been  as  far  enlaro'd, 
As  we  have  warrantie,  her  death  was  dqubtfull, 

And  but  that  great  command,  o'refwayes  the  order,  • 
She  fhould  in  ground  unfandtied  have  lodg'd, 
1  Till  the  laft  Trumpet.  For  charitable  prayer, Shards,  Flints,  and  Pebbles,  fhould  be  thrown  on  her : 
Yet  here  fhe  is  allowed  her  Virgin  Rites, 
Her  Maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  Bell  and  Burial. 

Laer.  Muft  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

'Priefi.  No  more  be  done  : 
We  fhould  prophane  thefervice  of  the  dead, 
To  fing  fage  Requiem,  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-departed  Soules. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'th'earth, And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh, 

May  Violets  fpring.  I  tell  thee  (churlifh  Prieft) 
A  Miniftring  Angel  fhallmy  Sifter  be, 
When  thou  licft  howling. 

Ham.  What ,  the  fair  Ophelia  > 
Queen.  Sweets,  to  thee  fweet  farewell, 

I  hop'd  thou  would'ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife : 
I  thought  thy  Bride-bed  to  have  deckt  (lweet  Maid) 

And  not  t'have  ftrew'd  thy  Grave. 
Laer.  Oh  terrible  wooer, 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  curfed  head, 

Whofe  wicked  deed,  thy  moft  ingenious  fenfe 

Depi  iv'd  thee  of.  Hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
'Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  armes : 

Leaps  in  the  Grave. 

Now  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 

'  TiH  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made, 
To  o're-top  old  Pelion,ox  the  sky  ifh  head Of  blew  Olymptts. 

Ham.  What  is  he,  whofe  griefs 

Bears  fuch  an  Emphafis  >  whofe  phrafe  of  forrow 
Conjures  the  wandringStarres,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder- wounded  hearers  >  This  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer.  The  D^vil  take  thy  foul. 

Ham„  Thou  pray'ft  not  well, 
I  prythee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
Sir,  though  I  am  not  fpleenative  and  rafh, 
Yet  have  I  fomething  in  me  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifenefs  fear.  Away  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  afunder. 
Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet. 
Gen.  Good  my  Lord  be  quiet. 

Ham.  Why  1  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  Theme. 
Until  my  eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  Oh  my  Son,  what  Theme  ? 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia ;  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  (with  all  their  quantity  of  love) 

Make  up  my  fumme.  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 
King.  Oh  he  is  ma6y  Laertes. 
Qu.  For  love  of  God  forbear  him. 

Ham.  Come  fhew  me  what  thou'lt  do. 

Woo't  weep  f  woo't  fight  ?  woo't  tear  thy  felf  * 
Woo'c  drink  up  EJile,  eat  a  Crocodile  f 

Tie 
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I'lc  do't.  Do'ft  thou  come  hither  co  whine  ; 
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  her  Grave  ? 

Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  I. 
And  if  thou  prate  of  Mountains  ;  let  them  throw 

Millions  of  Acres  on  us,  'till  our  ground 
Sindgin^  his  pate  againlt  the  burning  Zone, 

Make  Ojja  like  a  Wart.  Nay.  and  thou'lt  mouthe, 
J*Ie  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

King.  This  is  mere  madnefs  : 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  woik  on  him  : 

Anon  as  patient  as  the  female  Dove, 

When  that  her  golden  Cuplet  are  difclos'd  ; His  filence  will  lit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  fir : 
What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  > 

I  !o  v'd  you  ever  ;  but  it  is  no  matter  : 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 
The  Cat  will  mew,  and  Dos  will  have  his  day.  Exit. 

King.  I  pray  you  good  Horatio  wait  upon  him, 
Strengthen  your  patitnee  in  our  laft  nights  fpeech, 

We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pufh. 
Good  Gertrude  fet  fome  watch  over  your  Son, 

This  Grave  fhall  have  a  living  Monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  ihortly  fhall  we  fee  ; 

'Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  Exemt. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,Sir ;  now  let  me  fee  the  other, 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumfhnee. 

Hor.  Remember  it  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting, 

That  would  not  let  me  fleep  ;  me  thought  I  lay 
Worfe  then  the  mutincs  in  the  Bilboes,  rafhly, 

(And  praifeberafhnefs  for  it)  let  us  know, 
Or  indifcretion  fomet/mes  fci  ves  us  well, 

When  our  dear  plots  do  paule  ,  and  that  fhould  teach  us, 

There's  a  Divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, Roush-hew  them  how  we  Will. 
Hor.  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  Cabin 

My  Sea-gown  fcarft  about  me  in  the  dark, 

Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them  ;  had  my  defue, 
Finger'd  their  Packet,  and  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again,  making  fo  bold, 

(My  tearcs  forgetting  manners)  to  unfeal 

Their  grand  Commiffion,  where  I  found,  Horatloy 

Oh  royal  knavery  :  An  exadt  command, 

Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafon  : 

ImDorting  Denmark  health,  and  England's  too, 
With  hoo,  fuch  Buggs  and  Goblins  in  my  life, 
That  on  the  fupervize  no  leafure  bated  , 
No  not  to  ftay  the  grinding  of  the  Axe, 
My  head  fhould  be  {truck  off. 

Hor.  Is't  poffible? 
Ham.  Here's  the  Commiffion,  read  it  at  more  leifure : 

But  wilt  thou  hear  how  1  did  proceed  ? 
Hor.  I  befeech  you. 
Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  Villains, 

E're  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  Play.  I  fate  me  down, 

Devis'd  a  new  Commiffion,  wrote  it  fair, 
I  once  did  hold  it  as  our  Statifb  doe, 
A  bafenefs  to  write  fair ;  and  laboured  much 

How  to  forget  that  learning :  hutSir  now, 

Lr  did  me  yeoman's  fervice  :  wilunoii  know 
The  effects  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

7%7 

Hor.  I,  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  An  earned  Conjuration  from  the  King, 

As  England  was  his  faithful!  Tributary, 
As  love  between  them ,  as  the  Palm  fhould  ftourifh, 
As  Peace  fhould  ftill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear, 

And  ftand  a  Comma  'tween  their  amities, 
And  many  fuch  like  Affisof  great  charge, 
That  on  the  view  and  know  of  the fe  Contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  lefs, 
He  fhould  the  bearers  put  to  fudden  death, 
Not  fhriving  time  allowed. 

Hor.  How  was  this  feal'd  ? 
Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinate ; 

I  had  my  Father  s  Signet  in  my  Purfe, 
Which  was  the  modell  of  that  E>anl(h  Seal ; 
Folded  the  Writ  up  in  forme  of  the  other, 

Subfcrib'd  it,  gav'th'lmpreffion,  plac'd  it  fafely, 
The  changling  never  known :  Now,  the  next  day- 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  fement, 
Thou  know'ft  already. 

Hor.  So  Gulldenftar  and  %»ftncro^ ,  go  to't. 
Ham.Why  man,they  did  make  love  to  this  imploymcnc 

They  are  not  near  my  confeience ;  their  debate 
Doth  by  their  own  infiniiation  grow : 

'Tis  dangerous  when  bafer  nature  comes 
Between  the  pa  fs,  and  fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mighty  oppofites. 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  King  is  this  ? 

Ham.  Docs  it  not,thint'ft  thee,  ftand  me  now  upon, 
He  that  hathkill'd  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  Mother, 
Poptin  between  th'cle&ion  and  my  hopes, 
Thrown  out  his  Angle  for  my  proper  life, 

And  with  fuch  cozenage  ;  is't  not  perfect  confeience, 
To  quit  him  with  his  arme  ?  And  is't  not  to  be  damn'd To  let  this  Canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil. 

Hor.  It  muft  be  fhortly  known  to  him  from  England^ 
What  is  the  iffue  of  the  bufinefs  there. 

Ham.  It  willbefhort. 

The  interim*  mine,  and  a  man's  life's  no  more 
Than  to  fay  one  :  bus  I  am  very  forry  ,  good  HoratUy 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  my  fclf ; 

For  by  the  image  of  my  caufe  I  fee 

The  pourtraiture  of  his ;  I'le  count  his  favours: 
But  fure  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  Towring  paffion. 

Hor.  Peace,  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Of  rict^.  (mart^. 

Ofr.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Den- 
HamX  humbly  thank  you,fir;doft  know  this  waterfly  ? 
Hor.  No  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Thy  ftate  is  the  more  gracious;  for  'tis  a  Vice  to 
know  him  :  he  hath  much  Land  ,  and  fertile  ;  let  a  Beift 

ie  Lord  of  Beafts ,  and  his  Crib  fhall  ftand  at  the  King's 
Meffc ;  'tis  a  Chough ;  but  as  I  fay,  fpacious  in  the  poffef- fion  of  dirt. 

Ofr,  Sweet  Lord ,  if  your  friendfhip  were  at  lcifurc  ,  I 
fhould  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit ;  put 

your  Bonnet  to  his  right  ufc,'tis  for  the  head. 
Ofr.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip,  'tis  very  hot. 
Ham.  No  ,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold  ,  the  wind  Is Northerly. 

Ofr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  Loid,  indeed. 
Ham.  Me  thinks  it  is  very  foultry ,  and  hot  for  my 

Complexion. 
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Ofr. Exceedingly,  my  Lord,  ic  is  very  foultry,as  'were 
I  cannot  tell  how  :  but  my  Lord,  his  Majefty  bad  me  fi- 
gniiie  to  you,that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head  : 
Sir,  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  I  befcech  you  remember. 
Ofr.  Nay,  in  good  faith,  for  mine  eafe  in  good  faith  : 

Sir,  you  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is  at 
his  weapon. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 
Ofr.  Rapier  and  Dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons ;  but  well. 

Ofr.  The  King  Sir  has  wag'd  with  him  fix  Barbary 
horfes ,  againft  the  which  he  imponM  ,  as  I  take  it.,  fix 

French  Rapiers  and  Poinards,  with  their  affigries,as  Gir- 
dle, Hangers ,  or  fo :  three  of  the  carriages  infahh  are  ve- 

ry dear  to  fancie ,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts ,  l^oft  deli- 
cate carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit.  \: 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  Carriages  ? 
Ofr.  The  Carriages  Sir,  are  the  Hangers. 
Ham.  The  phrafe  would  be  more  germane  to  the 

matter :  If  we  could  carry  Cannon  by  our  fides ;  I  would 

it  might  be  Hangers  'till  then ;  but  on ,  fix  Barbary 
Horfes,  againft  fix  French  Swords:  their  AiTignes  and 

three  liberal  conceited  carriages,  that's  the  French ,  but 
againft  the  Danifh  ;  why  is  this  impon'd  as  you  call  it  ? 
•  Ofr.  The  King  Sir,  hath  laid  that  in  a  dozen  partes 
between  you  and  him,  he  fhall  not  exceed  you  three  hits ; 
He  hath  one  twelve  for  mine ,  and  that  would  come  to 

immediate  tryal,  if  your  Lordfhip  would  vouchfafe  the 
Anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwer  no  ? 

Orf  I  mean  my  Lord  the  oppofition  of  your  perfon 
in  tryal. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hall ;  if  it  pleafe 

his  Majefty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me ;  let 
the  Foyles  be  brought ,  the  Gentleman  willing  ,  and  the 
King  hold  hispurpofe  ;  I  will  win  for  him  if  I  C3n :  if 

not,I'le  gain  nothing  but  my  fhame,and  theodde  hits. 
Ofr.  Shall  I  redeliver  you  e'en  fo  f 
Ham,  To  this  efTe£t  Sir  ,  after  what  flourifh  your  na- 

ture will. 

Ofr.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip.  Exit. 
Ham.  Yours ,  yours ;  he  does  well  to  commend  it 

himfelf,  therg  are  no  tongues  elfe  for's  tongue. 
Hor.  This  Lapwing  runs  away  with  the  fhell  on  his 

head. 

Ham.  He  did  Comply  with  his  Dug  before  he  fuck't 
it  r  thas  had  he  and  nine  more  of  the  fame  Beavy  that  I 

know  the  droflie  Age  doats  on  ;  only  got  the  tune  of  the 
time,  and  outward  habit  of  encounter  ,  a  kind  of  yefty 
collection  ,  which  carries  them  through  and  through  the 
moft  fond  and  winnowed  opinions  ;  and  doe  but  blow 
them  to  their  Tryals,  the  Bubbles  are  out. 

Hor.  You  will  lofe  this  wager,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  I  do  not  think  fo ,  fince  he  went  into  France, 

I  have  been  in  continual  practice  ;  I  fhall  winne  at  the 
oddes ;  but  thou  wouldert  not  think  how  all  here  about 

my  heart :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Her.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  It  is  but  foolery ;  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  gain- 

giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 
Hor.  If  your  mind  difljke  any  thing ,  obey.  I  will 

foreftall  their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defie  Augury  ;  there's  a  fpecial 
Providence  in  the  fall  of  a  fparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not 
to  come:  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  noto :  if  it 

be  not  now  ;  yet  it  will  come;  thereadinefs  Is  all,  fince  no 

man  has  ought  of  what  he  leaves.  What  is't  to  leave  be- times ? 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes  and  Lords,  with  ether  At- 
tendants with  Foyles, and  Gantlets,  a  Table 
and  Flagons  of  Wine  on  it. 

Kw.Comc  Hamlet,comc,zr\d  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon  Sir,  I've  done  you  wron<>, 
But  pardon't  as  you  are  a  Gentleman. This  prefence  knows, 

And  you  muft  needs  have  heard  how  I  am  punifh'd With  fore  diftra&ion  ?  What  have  I  done 

That  might  your  natures  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs : 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?  Never  Hamlet  I If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  tane  away  : 

And  when  he's  not  himfelf,  do's  wrong  Laertes^ 
Then  Hamlet' does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it  : 
Who  does  it  then  ?  His  madnefs  ?  If'r  be  fo, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  Fadtion  that  is  wrong'd, 
His  Madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  Audience, 

Let  my  difclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil, 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  moft  generous  thoughts, 

That  I  have  fhot'mine  Arrow  o're  the  houfe, 
And  hurt  my  Mother. 

Laer.  I  am  fatisfied  in  Nature, 
Whofe  Motive  in  this  cafe  fhould  ftir  me  moft 

To  my  Revenge.  But  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  ftand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement , 

'Till  by  fome  elder  Mafters  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice,  and  prefident  of  peace 

To  keep  my  name  ungorg'd.  But*till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  do  embrace  it  freely, 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  Foyles :  Come  on. 

Laer.  Come  on  for  me. 

Ham.  I'le  be  your  Foyle  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorance, 
Your  skill  fhall  like  a  Star  i'th'brightcft  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me  Sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 
King.  Give  the  Foyles  young  Ofricl^t 

Co:;fin  Hamlet,  you  know  the  wager. 
Ham.  Very  well  my  Lord, 

Your  Grace  hath  laid  the  oddes  a' th' weaker  fide. 
King.  I  do  not  fear  it, 

I  ha*ve  i'een  you  both  i 

But  fince  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  oddes. Laer.  This  is  too  heavy, 

Let  me  fee  another. 
Haw.  This  likes  me  well, 

Thefc  Foyles  have  all  a  length.  Prepare  to  Play. 

Ofr.  J  my  good  Lord. 
King.  Set  me  the  Stopes  of  Wine  upon  that  Table  : 

If  Hamlet  give  the  firft,or  fecond  hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  a  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  Battleraents  their  Ordnance  fire, 

The  King  fhall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath,  . 
And  in  the  Cup  anjiaiftainall  he  throw        frn  *4* 
Richer  than  that,  which  four  fuccelliye  Kings  V4_ 
In  Denmark  Ciown  have  Worn. 

Give 
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Give  me  the  Cups, 
And  let  the  Ketrje  to  the  Trumpets  fpeak, 

The  trumpets  to  the  Canoneer  without, 

The  Cannons  to  the  Heavens,  the  Heaven  to  Earth  • 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet.  Come,  begin, 

And  you  the  }udgesbeara  wary  eye. 
Ham.  Come  on  fir* 

Laer.  Come  on  fir.  7 hey flay. 
Ham.  One. 
Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgement. 
Ofr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hi& 
Laer.  Well :  again. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  dririk. 
Hamlet,  this  Pearl  is  thine, 

Here'sto  thy  health.  Give  him  theCup.  : 
.  Trumpet  f mnd,  (Hot  g*ei  off. 

*  rfamXh  play  this  bout  firft,fct  by  a  whiled 
Come  :  another  hit ;  what  fay  you  ? 

Laer,  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confefsi  - 
King.  Our  Son  fhall  win. 

Qu.  He's  fat,  and  fcant  of  breath. 

Here's  a  Napkin,  rub  thy  brows, 
The  Queen  caroufes  to  thy  fortune ,  Hamlet* 
Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink, 
Qu.  I  will  my  Lord  ; 

I  pray  y  ou  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifon'd  Cup,it  is  too  late.' 
Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet  Madam,  .  ( 

By  and  by. 
r  Qu.  Come,  let  me  .wipe  thy  face. 
Laer.  My  Lord,  Tie  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think' t. 
Laer.  And  yet  'tis  almoft  'gainft  my  conference. 
Ham.  Come  ,  for  the  third. 

Laertes,  you  but  dally, 

I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence, 
I  am  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  ?  Come  on.  Play. 
Ofr.  Nothing  neither  way. 
Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 

In  fcuffling  they  change  %afiers. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens'd. Ham.  Nay,  come  again. 
Ofr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there  hpa. 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  fides.  How  is't  my  Lord  ? 
Ofr.  How  is't  Laertes  > 
Laer.  Why  as  a  Woodcock 

To  my  Sprindge,  O/nV^, 

I  am  juftly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 
Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

King.  She  fwounds  to  fee  them  bleed. 
Qu.  No, no,  the  drink,  the  drink, 

Oh  my  dear  Hamlet,  the  drink,  the  drink, 

I  am  poifon'd. 

Ham.  Oh  Villany  !  How  ?  Let  the  door  belock'd  : 
Treachery  ,  feek  it  out. 
]    Laer.  It  is  here  Hamlet. 

Hamlet,  thou  art  (lain, 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 

The  treacherous  Inftrument  is  in  thy  hand, 

Unbated  and  envenom'd  :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  it  felf  on  me.  Loe ,  here  I  lye, 

Never  to  rife  again  :  thy  Mother's  poifon'd :  , 

I  can  no  more,  the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 
Haw.  The  point  envenom'd  too, 

Then  venom  to  thy  work. Hurts  the  King. 

All.  Treafon,treafon. 

King.  O  yet  defend  me  Friends ,  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous,  murd'rous 
Damned  Dane..  ^r. 

Drink  offthis  Potion :  Is  thy  Unjon-hcre  ?  ̂   jffL^ 
Follow  my  Mother.  King  dyes. 

Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd. 
It  is  a  poifon  temp'red  by  himfelf : 
Exchange  forgivenefs  wih  me,  Noble  Hamlet ; 

Mine  and^my  Father's  death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thin^on  me.  Dyes. 

Hamjc  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee. 
I  amdeafl  Horatio ,  wretched  Queen  adieu, 

You  tbrff  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  Mutes  or  audience  at  this  aft : 

Had  I  but  time  (  as  this  fell  Serjeant  Death  ' 
Isftricl:  in  this  Arreft  )oh  I  could  tell  you, 
But  let  it  be  :  Horatio,  I  am  dead, 

Thou  liv'ft,  report  me  and  my  caufes  right To  be  unfatished. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it. 

I  am  more  an  Antick  Roman  then  a  Dme  i 

Here's  yet  forrie  Liquor  left. 
Ham.  As  th'arr  a  man,  give  me  the  Cup, 

Let  go,  by  heaven  Tie  hav't. Oh  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
(Things  (tending  thus  unknown)  fhall  live  behind  me. 

If  thou  did'ft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicitie  a  while, 
And  in  this  harfh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  Story. 

i^March  afar  off,  and  fb out  within. 
What  warlike  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Ofrick,.  {land, 

Ofr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conqucft  come  from  Po. 
To  th'  Ambafladors  of  England  gives  this  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  O I  dye  Horatio  : 

The  potent  poifon  quite  o'f  e-crows  my  fpirir,  • 
I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  Newes  from  England, 

But  I  doprophefie  th'ele&ion  lights 
On  Fortinbras,  he  has  my  dying  voice, 
So  tell  him  with  the  occurents  more  andlefs, 

j  >Which  have  folicited.  The  reft  is  filence,  O,  o,  o.  Dies. 
Hor  a.  Now  cracks  a  Noble  heart : 

Goodnight  fweet  Prince, 

And  flights  of  Angels  fing  thee  to  thy  reft, 

Why  do's  the  Drumme  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbras  &  'English  Ambafador,mth  Drumme, 
Colours,  and  Attendants. 

Fort.  Where  is  the  fight  ? 

'    Hor.  What  is  it  you  would  fee  ; 
If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch. 

For.  His  quarry  cryes  on  Havock.  Oh  proud  death  ,  ! 
What  Feaft  is  toward  in  thine  eternall  Cell.  { 

That  thou  fo  many  Princes'  at  a  fhoot, 
So  bloudily  haft  ftrook. 

Amb.  The  fight  is  difmal , 
And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late, 
The  eares  are  fenfelefs  that  fhould  give  us  hearing. 

To  tell  'him  hiscommand'ment  is  fulfill'd, 
!  ,  Thar 
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That  Rofacrofi  and  (Jxildenftar  arc  dead  : 
Where  fhould  we  have  our  chanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  month, 

Had  it  th'abiliiy  of  life  to  thank  you  : 
He  never  gave  command'mcnt  for  their  death. 
But  fince  fo  jump  upon  thisbloudy  queftion, 

You  from  the  Polacl^.  warrcs,and  you  frsm  England 
Are  here  arrived.  Give  order  that  thefe  bodies 

High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  to  the  view, 

And  let  me  fpeak  to  th'yet  unknowing  world, 
How  thefe  things  came  about.  So  {hall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloudy,  and  unnatural  acts, 
Of  accidental  judgements,  cafual  flaughterr, 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forced  caufc, 
And  in  this  upfhot,  putpofes  miftook, 

Fal'n  on  the  Inventor's  heads.  All  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

For.  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  Nobleft  to  the  Audience. 

For  me,  with  forrow,  I  embrace  my  Fortune, 
I  have  fome  Rites  of  memo.y  in  this  Kingdome, 

Which  are  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth 
Invite  me. 

Hor.Ot  that  I  {hall  alwayes  caufe  to  fpeak 
And  from  his  mouth 
Wbofe  voice  will  draw  on  more  : 

But  let  this  fame  be  presently  perform'd, 
Even  whiles  men's  minds  are  wild, 
Left  more  mifchance 

On  plots,  and  errours  happen. 

For.  Let  four  Captaines  ** 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a  Souldier  off  the  Stage, 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on 

To  have  prov'd  moft  royally  : And  for  his  palfrge, 

The  Souldiers  Mufick,and  the  rites  of  War 

Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  body  ;  Such  a  fight  as  this, 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  Ihcws  muchami& 
Goe,  bid  the  Souldiers  flioot. 

Exeunt  Marching  :  *f ter  which)*  TiAbtf 
Ordnance  are  {hot  if. 

F  I  X£  I  S. 



76l 

The  Tragedy  of  King  Lear. 

<vffftts  Trimm.  Scena  Trima. 

Kent. 
Enter  Kent,  Gloufier,  andSdmond. 

Thought  the  King  had  more  affefted  die  Duke 
of  Albanf,t\\a\  Cornwall. 

Glou.  It  did  alwayes  fecm  to  us  :  But  now 
in  the  di  vjfion  of  the  Kingdome,  ic  appears  not 

which  of  the  Diikes  he  values  moft  ,  for  qualities  are  fo 

weigh'd,  that  cutiofity  in  neither^  can  make  choife  of  ei- thers  moity. 
Kent .  Is  not  this  your  Son,  my  Lord  ? 
Glou.  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.I  have 

fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him ,  that  now  I  am 
brax'd  to't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glou.  Sir ,  this  young  Fellows  Mother  could  ;  where- 

upon fhe  grew  round  womb'd  ,  and  hacrindeed  (  Sir  )  a 
Son  for  her  Cradle  ,  e're  fhe  had  a  Husband  fox  her  Bed 
Do  you  fnaejl  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifh  the  fault  undone ,  theiffue  of  it 

being  fo  proper. 
Glou.  But  I  have  a  Son,  Sir ,  by  order  of  Law ,  fome 

yqar  elder  then  this ;  who  ,  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  ac- 
count, though  this  Knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  to  the 

world  before  he  was  fent  for  :  yet  was  his  Mother  fair^ 
there  was  good  fport  at  his  making,  and  the  whorfon 
rnuft  be  acknowledged.  Do  you  know  this  Nobleman, 
Edmond  ? 

Edm.  No,my  Lord. 
Glou.  My  Lord  of  Kent : 

Remember  him  hereafter,  as  my  honourable  Friend. 

Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  Lordfhip. 
Kent.  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 
Edm.  Sir,  I  fhall  ftndy  deferving. 
Glou.  He  hath  been  out  nine  yeares,and  away  he  fhall 

again.  The  King  is  coming. 

Sennet. Enter  King  Lear ,  Cornwall ,  Albany  yG  oner  ill, 

*Rggan,  Cordelia,  and  attendants. 
Lear.  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  &  Burgundy,Glofter 

Glott.  1  fhall  my  Lord.  -  Exit. 
Lear.  Mean  time  we  fhall  exprefs  our  darker  purpofe. 

Give  me  the  Map  here.  Know,  that  we  have  divided 

In  three ,  our  Kingdome :  and  'tis  our  fait  intent, 
To  fhake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  Age, 

Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 

Unburthcn'd  crawl  toward  death.  Our  fon  of  Cornwall , 
And  you  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  of  Albany, 

We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifii 
Our  Daughter's  feveral  Dowers,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented  now.The  Prince,Fr**c*  &  Burgundy* 
Great  Rivals  in  our  younger  Daughter's  Love, 
Long  in  our  Court  ̂ have  madetheir  amorous  fojourn* 
And  here  are  to  be  antwer'd.  T  ell  my  Daughters 
(Since  now  we  will  divert  us  both  of  Rule, 
Intereft  of  Terrority,  Cares  of  State) 

Which  of  you  fhall  we  fay  doth  love  us  moftj 
That  we,  our  largelt  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerlll^ 
Our  eldeft  born ,  fpeak  firft. 

Con.  Sir  ,  1  love  you  more  then  word  can  weild  the 
Dearer  then  eye-fight,  fpace,  and  liberty  ,  (matter, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare, 
No  lefs  then  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour : 

As  much  as  Child  eJre  lov'd,  or  Father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable, 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  yoU. 

Cor.  What  fhall  Cordelia  bpczk  ?  Love ,  and  be  filent. 
Lear.Oi  all  thefe  bounds,  even  from  this  Line,to  this, 

With  fhadowy  Forrcfts,  and  with  Champions  rich'd 
With  plenteous  Rivers, and  wide-skivted  Meads 
We  make  the  Lady.  To  thine  and  AlbanWs  iffues 
Be  this  perpetual.  What  fayes  our  fecond  Daughter, 
Our  dearcft  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall  ? 

Reg.  I  am  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  fifler, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.  In  my  true  heart, 
I  find  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  : 
Only  fhe  comes  too  fhort,  tljat  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joyes, 

Which  the  moft  precious  fquai  eof  fenfe  profeffeSj 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 

In  your  dear  Highnefs  love. 
Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia, 

And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am  fure  my  love's More  ponderous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee,  and  thine  hereditary  ever  • 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  Kingdome, 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,  and  pleafure 

Than  that  confer'd  on  Goncrlll.  Now  our  Joy*, 
Although  our  laft  and  Icaft ;  to  whofe  young  love, 
The  Vines  of  Trance,  and  Milk  of  Burgundy, 

Strive  to  be  intereft.  What  can  you  fay,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  then  your  Sifters  ?  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing  my  Lord. 
Lear.  Nothing  t 

Cor 
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Cor,  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing  ,fpcak  again. 
Corn.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  have 

My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond ,  no  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear.  How,  how  Cordelia  ?  Mend  your  fpeech  a  little, 
Left  you  may  marre  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  Lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me. 
I  return  thofe  duties  back  as  are  right  fit, 

Obey  you,  Love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 

Why  have  my  Sifters  hiisb.-nds,  if  they  fay    LI  I 
They  love  you  all  ?  happily  when  I  ftiall  wed. 
ThatLoid,  whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight ,  ftiall  carry 
Half  my  Love  with  him,  half  my  Care,  and  Duty, 
Sure  I  (hall  never  marry  like  my  Sifters. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heai  t  with  this  ? 
Cor.  I  my  good  Lord. 
Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 
Cor,  So  young  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  fo,  the  truth  then  be  thy  dowre : 
For  by  the  facied  radiance  of  the  Sun, 

The  myfteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night : 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  Orbes, 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  be, 
Here  I  difclaim  all  my  Paternal  care, 
Propinquity  and  property  of  bloud, 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me, 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.  The  barbarous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  bis  Generation  Melfes 

To  gorge  his  appetite,  {hall  to  my  bofome 

Be  as  wellncighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd, 
As  thou  my  fometime  Daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  Liege. 
Lear.  Peace  Kent. 

Come  not  between  the  Dragon  and  his  wrath, 

I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurfery.  Hence  and  avoid  my  fight ; 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 

Her  father's  heart  from  her ;  call  France ,  who  ftirs  > 
Call  Burgundy,  Cornwall,  and  .Albany, 
With  my  two  Daughters  Dowres,  digeft  the  third, 
Let  pride,  which  ftie  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her: 
I  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Preheminence,and  all  the  large  effects 

That  troop  with  Majefty.  Our  felf  by  Monthly  courfe 
With  refei  vation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,  ftiall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  due  turn,  only  we  ftiall  retain 

The  name,  and  all  th'addition  to  a  King :  the  Sway , Revenue,  Execution  of  the  reft, 
Bdovcd  Sonnes  be  yours,  which  to  confirm, 
This  Coronet  part  between  you. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  King, 
Love'd  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mafter  follow'd, 
As  my  Patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers. 

Lear. The  Bow  is  bent  and  drawn,makefrom  thefliaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart,  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad,  what  wouldeft  thou  do  old  man  ? 

Think'ft  thou  t>at  duty  ftiall  have  dread  to  fpeak 
When  sower  to  flattery  bowes  ? 

To  plainnefs  honour's  bound, 
When  Majefty  fall  to  folly,  referve  thy  ftate, 
And  thy  beft  con  fideration  check 

This  hideous  rafhnefs,  anfwer  my  life,  my  judgement :  j 

Thy  youngeft  Daughter  do's  not  love  thee  lea  ft, Nor  are  thofe  empty  hearted,  whofe  low  founds 
Reverb:  no  holl«wnefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  my  life  n©  more. 
Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 

To  wage  againft  thine  enemies,  ne're  fear  to  lofc  it, 
Thy  fafety  being  motive. Lear.  Out  of  my  fight. 

Kent.  See  better  Lear,  and  let  me  ftill  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now  by  Apollo. 
Kent.  Now  by  Apollo,  King 

Thou  fwear'ft  thy  gods  in  vain. 
Lear.  O  Vaflal  |  Mifcreant. 
Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  Phyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe,  revoke  the  gift, 

Or  whil'ft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I'letell  thee  thou  do'ft  evil. 

Learjiezr  me  recreant,on  thine  allegeance  hear  me ; 
That  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vowes, 

Which  we  durft  never  yet ;  and  with  ftrain'd  pride, 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence,  and  our  power. 
Which,  nor  our  nature,  nor  our  place  can  bear  ; 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  dayes  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion, 
To  fliield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world, 
And  on  the  fixt  to  turn  thy  hated  back 

Upon  our  Kingdome  ;  if  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  baniftit  mink  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death,  away.  By  Jupiter 

This  ftiall  not  be  revok'd. 
Kent.  Fare  thee  well  King,  fith  thus  thou  wilt  tppwr, 

Freedome  lives  hence,  and  uaniftiment  is  here  ; 
The  gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee  Maid, 

That  juftly  think  ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid : 
And  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve, 
That  good  cffe&s  may  fpi  ing  from  words  of  love : 
Thus  Kent,  O  Princes ,  bids  you  all  adieu, 

He'll  ftiape  his  old  courfe  in  a  Countrey  new.  Exit, 

Enter  G faster  with  France,  and  Burgundy Attendants. 

Cor.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  Noble  Lord. Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 

We  firft  addrefs  toward,  you,  who  with  this  King 

Hath  rivall'dfor  oui  Daughter  ;  what  in  the  leaft 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  Dower  with  her, 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  Love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  Royal  Majefty, 

I  crave  no  more  then  what  your  Hignefs  offer'd Nor  will  you  tender  lefs  ? 
Lear.  Right  Noble  Burgundy, 

When  (lie  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo, 

Bui  now  her  price  is  fa!l'n:Sir,there  ftic  ftands, 
If  ought  within  that  little  feeming  fubftance, 

Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piee'd, 
And  nothing  more  may  fitly  like  your  Grace  \ 

Shee's  there,  and  flie  is  yours. 
Bur.  I  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  ftie  owes, 
Unfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 

Dowr'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath, Take  leave,  or  leave  her. 
Bur.  Par- 

\ 
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Bur.  Pardon  me  Royal  Sir, 

Election  makes  noc  up  in  ftch  conditions. 
Lear.  Then  leave  her,Sir,for  by  the  power  that  made 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.  For  you  great  King,  (me, 
1  would  not  from  your  love  make  fuch  a  ft  ray, 
To  match  you  where  I  hate,  therefore  befeech  you 

T'avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Then  on  a  wretch  whom  Nature  is  afham'd 

Almoft  t' acknowledge  hers. 
Fra.  This  is  molt  ftrange, 

That  fhe  who  even  but  now,  was  your  beft  object, 

The  argument  of  your  praife ,  balm  of  your  age, 
The  beft,  the  dcareft,  lTiould  in  this  trice  of  time 

Commit  a  thing  fa  monftrous,to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour  :  fure  her  offence 
Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree, 
That  monfters  it :  Or  your  fore-voucht  affection 
Fall  into  Taint ;  which  to  believe  of  her 
Mult  be  a  faith,  that  reafon  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Ma  jefty, 
If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oylie  Art, 
To  fpeak  and  purpofe  not,  fince  what  I  will  intend, 

l  ie  do't  before  I  fpeak,  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs, 
No  unchatte  action,  or  difhonoured  ftep 

Tnat  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  Grace  and  favour, 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which  I  am  richer, 

A  ftili  foliating  eye,and  fuchatongue, 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it, 
Hath  bit  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou  had  ft 

Not  been  born,  then  not  t'have  pleas'd  me  better. 
Fra.  Is  it  but  this  f  A  tardinefs  in  nature, 

Which  often  leaves  the  hiltory  unfpoke 
That  it  intends  to  do  ;  my  Lord  of  Burgundy, 

What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  Love's  not  love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftands 

Aloof  from  th'intire  point,  will  you  have  her? 
She  is  her  felf  a  Dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  King, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  your  felf  propos'd, 
And  heie  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 

Dutchefsof  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing,  I  have  fworn,  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  Iam  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 

That  you  muft  loofe  a  Husband. 
Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy, 

Since  that  refpect  and  fortunes  are  his  love, 
I  fhallnot  be  his  wife. 

Fra.  Faireft  Cordelia,  that  art  moft  rich  being  poor, 

Moft  choice  forfaken,  and  moft  lov'd  defpis'd, 
Thee  and  thy  Virtues  here  I  feize  upon , 

Be  it  lawfull  I  take  up  what's  caft  away, 

Gods ,  gods !  'Tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ft  neglect 
M.  ovefhould  kindle  toenflam'd  refpect. 
T  v  ciowrelefs  Daughter,  King ,  thrown  to  my  chance, 

Is  Queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
No  i  !1  the  Dukes  of  watrifh  Burgundy, 

Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  Maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewell, Or^//^, though  unkind, 
Thou  bofeft  here  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear. .  Thou  haft  her  France,  let  her  be  thine  ,  for  wc 

Have  no  fuch  Daughter,  nor  fhall  ever  fee 

That  face  of  her's  again,  therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  Grace,  our  Love,  our  Benizon : 

Come  Noble  Burgundy.    .      Tlourijh.  Exeunt. 
Fra.  Bid  farewell  to  your  Sifters. 

Cor.  The  Jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafh'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you,  I  know  you  what  you  arc , 
And  like  a  Siller  am  moft  loth  to  call 

Yonr  faults  as  they  are  named.  Love  well  oar  Father  • 

To  your  profefTed  bofomes  I  commit  him ̂   . 
But  yet  alas,  ftoodl  within  his  Grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place, 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Gon.  Let  your  ftudy 

Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you, 
At  fortunes  almes,  you  have  obedience  f canted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor.  Time  fhall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides, 
Who  covers  faults,  at  laft  with  fhame  derides. 
Well  may  youprofper. 

^ra.Come  my  fair  Cordelia,    Exeunt  France  &  Cor. 
Gon.  Sifter ,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  fay, 

Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both, 
I  think  our  father  will  hence  to  night.  (with  us. 

Reg.  That's  moft  certain,  and  with  you  :  next  moneth 
Gon.  You  fee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is ,  the  obfer- 

vation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  been  little :  he  alwayes 

lov'd  our  Sifter  moft  ,  and  with  what  poor  judgement  he hath  now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  too  groffely. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age,yet  he  hath  ever  but flenderly  known  himfelf. 
Gon.  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but 

rafh,  then  muft  we  look  from  his  age  ,to  receive  not  alone 
the  imperfections  of  long  cngraffed  condition ,  but  there- 
withall  the  unruly  waywardnefs,  that  infirm  and  chole- 
rick  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 

him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifhment. 
Gon.  There  is  further  complement  of  leave-taking,  be- 

tween France  and  him,  pray  you  let  us  fit  together  ,  if  our 
father  carry  authority  with  fuch  difpofition  as  he  beares 
this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg.  We  fhall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon.  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'th'heat.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Bafiard. 

Baft.  Thou  Nature  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  Law 

My  fervices  are  bound,  wherefore  fhould  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  cuftome,  and  permit 
The  curiofity  of  Nations,  to  deprive  me  ? 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve,  or  fourteen  Moonfhines 

Lag  of  a  brother-?  Why  Baftard  ?  Wherefore  bafe  ? 
When  my  Dimenfions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  fhape  as  true 

As  honeft  Madam's  ilTue  ?  Why  brand  they  us 
With  Bafe  ?  With  bafenefs  Baftardy  ?  Bafe,  Bafe  ? 
Who  in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  Nature,  take 
More  compofition,  and  fierce  quality, 
Then  doth  within  a  dull  ftale  tyred  bed 
Go  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  Fops 

Got  'tween  a  flee p,  and  wake  ?  Well  then, 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land, 

Our  Father's  love,  is  to  the  Baftard  Edmund, 
As  to  thTegitimate :  fine  word  ;  Legitimate. 

T  t  t  Well 
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Well,  my  Legitimate,  if  this  Letter  fpecd, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

Shall  to  th'Legic  mate  :  I  grow,  I  profper : 
Now  gods, (land  up  for  Baftards, 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  XWbanifh'd  thus?  and  Trance-  in  choler  parted? 

And  the  King  gone  to  night  ?  Prefcrib'd  his  power, 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  ?  All  this  gone 
Upon  the  gad?  Edmund,  how  now  ?  what  newes? 

Baft.  So  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  none. 
Glo.  Why  fo  earntftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  Letter  ? 
Baft.  I  know  no  news,  my  Lord. 
Glo .  What  Paper  were  you  reading  > 

,     B.  ft.  Nothing  my  Lord. 
Glo.  No?  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpateh  of 

it  into  your  Pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing,  hath  not 

fuch  need  to  hide  it  felf.  Let's  fee  :  come  ,  if  it  be  no- 
thing, I  ilia  11  not  need  Spectacles. 

Baft.  I  befeech  you  Sir,  pardon  me;  it  is  a  Letter  from 

my  Brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o're-read;and  for  fo  much 
as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o're-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  Letter,  Sir. 

Baft.  I  lliall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it  : 
The  Contents,  as  in  part  Iunderftand  them, 
Are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Baft.  I  hope  for  my  brother's  juftifieation  j  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  Virtue. 

Glou.  reads.  This  policy,  and  reverence  of  Age,  makes 
the  world  bitter  to  beft  of  our  times  :  keeps  our  Fortunes 

from  tts ,  't  ill  our  oldneft  cannot  rellifh  them.  I  begin  to  find 
an  idle  and  fond  bondage ,  in  the  opprejfion  of  aged  tyran- 

ny, who  f  wayes  not  as  it  hath  power  ,  but  as  it  isfufferd. 
Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  fpeakjnore .If  our  Father 
would fteep  tilllwak^d  him  ,  you  fhould  enjoy  half  his  Re- 

venue for  ever,&  live  the  beloved  of  your  brother .  Edgar. 

Hum  ?  Confpiracy  ?  Sleep 'till  I  wake  him,  you  fhould 
enjoy  half  his  Revenue  :  my  Son  Edgar,  had  he  a  hand 
to  write  this  ?  A  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in  ?  When 

came  this  to  you  ?  who  brought  it  ? 

Baft.  It  was  not  brought  me  ,  my  Lord  ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.  1  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  Cafemcnt  of 
my  Cloffet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  Brother's  ? 
Bail.  If  the  matter  were  good  my  Lord, I  durft  fwear 

it  were  his:  but  in  refpect  of  that ,  I  would  fain  think  it 
were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Baft.  It  is  his  hand,  my  Lord  :  I  hope  his  heart  is  not 
in  the  Contents. 

Glo,  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bufinefs  ? 
Baft.  Never  my  Lord. But  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 

tain it  to  be  fit ,  that  Sonnes  at  perfect  age  ,  and  Fathers 

declin'd ,  the  Father  fhould  be  as  Ward  to  the  Son  ,  and 
the  Son  manage  his  Revenue. 

Glo.  O  Villain,  villain:  his  very  opinion  in  the  Letter. 
Abhorred  Villain,  unnatural ,detefted,bruitifh  Villain  ; 

worfe  then  bruitifh  :  Go  firrah ,  feek  him  :  I'le  appre- 
hend him.  Abhominablc  Villain,  where  is  he  ? 

Baft,  I  do  not  well  know,  my  Lord  ;  ifitfhall  pleafe 

you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  brother, 'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  teftimony  of  his  intent, 
you  fhould  run  a  certain  courfe  :  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  againft  him,miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make 
a  great  gap  in  your  honour,  and  fhake  in  pieces  the  heart 

ofKjng  Lear. 
of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that 
he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your  honour,and 
to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Baft.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet  ,1  will  place  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  us  confer  this ,  and  by  an  Auricular 
affurance  have  your  fatisfadtion  ,  and  that  without  any 
further  delay,  then  this  very  Evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  Monfter.  Edmund  feek  him 
out  :  wind  me  into  him  ,  I  pray  you  :  frame  the  Bufinefs 
after  your  own  wifdome.  I  would  unftate  my  felf,  to  be in  a  due  refolution. 

Baft.  I  will  feek  him,  Sir ,  prefently  :  convey  the  bufi- 
nefs  as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withaJI. 

Glo.  Thefe  late  Eclipfes  in  the  Sun  and  Moon  portend 
no  good  to  us :  though  the  wifdome  of  Nature  can  rea- 
fon  it  thus,  and  thus ,  yet  Nature  finds  it  felf  fcourg'd  by 
the  fequent  effects.  Love  cools ,  Friendfhip  falls  off, 
Brothers  divide.  In  Cities,  mutinies  ;  in  Countries,  dif- 

cord  :  in  Palaces,  Treafon  ;  and  the  Bond  ciack'd,'twixt 
Son  and  Father.  This  Villain  of  mine  comes  under  the 

prediction:  there's  Son  againft  Father,the  King  falls  from 
byas  of  Nature  ,  there's  Father  againft  Child.  We  have 
feen  the  beft  of  our  time.  Machinations,  hollownefs, 
treachery,  and  all  ruinous  difordeis  follow  us  difquietly 
to  our  Graves.  Find  out  this  Villain,£^;»*»^,it  fhall  lofe 
thee  nothing,do  it  carefully:&:  the  Noble  and  true-hearted 

Kent  banifh'd  ;  his  offence,  honcfty.  ;Tis  ftrange.  Exit. 
Baft:  This  js  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  wodd,  that 

when  we  are  fick  in  fortune  ,  often  the  furfets  of  our  own 

behaviour,  we  make'guilty  of  our  dilafters ,  the  Sun  ,  the 
Moon,  and  Starres ,  as  if  we  were  Villains  on  neceffity, 
Fools  by  heavenly  compulfion  ,  Knaves,  Thieves ,  and 
Treachers  by  Spherical  predominance,  Drunkards,  Lyars, 

and  Adultereis  by  an  infore'd  obedience  of  Planetary 
influence;  and  all  that  we  are  evil  in  ,  by  a  divine 
thrufting  on.  An  admirable  evafion  of  Whore-mafter- 
man,  to  lay  his  Goatifh  difpofition  on  the  charge  of  a 
Star ,  My  father  compounded  with  my  mother  under  the 

Dragon's  tail ,  and  my  Nativity  was  under  Urfa  major, 
fothat  it  follows,  I  am  rough  and  Lecherous.  I  fhould  have 
bin  that  I  am  ,  had  the  Maidenlieft  Star  in  the  Firma- 

ment twinckled  on  my  Baitardizing. 
Enter  Edgar. 

Pat :  he  comes  like  the  Cataftiophe  of  the  old  Comedy  : 
my  Cue  is  villanous  Melancholy  ,  with  a  figh  like  Tom 

V Bedlam  O  thefe  Eclipfes  do  portend  thefe  divi- 
fions  :  Fa,  Sol,  La,  Me. 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund ,  what  fericus  con- 
templation are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking,  brother ,  of  a  Prediction  I  read 
this  other  day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe  Eclipfes. 

Edg.  Do  you  bufie  your  felf  with  that  f 
Baft.  1  promife,  the  effects  he  writes  of ,  fucceed  un- happily. 

When  faw  you  my  Father  laft  ? 
Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Baft.  Spake  you  with  him? 
Edg.  I,  two  hours  together. 

Baft,  Parted  you  in  good  terms  f  Found  you  no  dif- 
pleafurein  him,  by  word,  nor  countenance  ? 
■  Edg.  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethink  your  felf  wherein  you  have  offended 
him  :  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  prefencc  ,  ur.tii 
fome  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difpleafure, 

which  at  this  inftant  fo  ragech  in  him  ,  that  with  the  mif- 

chief 
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chief  of  your  pei  fon,  it  would  fcareely  allay. 
Edg;,  Some  Villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear  ,  I  pray  you  have  a  continent 
forbearance  till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower:  and  i  s 

I  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging  ,  from  whence  I  will 

fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak :  pray  ye  go,there  s 

my  key  :  if  you  do  ftir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 
Edg.  Arm'd,  Brother  ? 
Edm,  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  beft,  T  am  no  honeft 

man,  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you  :  I  havf 

told  you  what  I  have  feen,and  heard  :  But  faintly.  No- 
thing like  the  image,  and  horrour  of  it,  pray  you  away.  _ 

Edg.  Shall  1  hear  from  you  anon?  Exit, 
Edm.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs : 

A  Credulous  Father,  and  a  Brother  Noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms, 

That  he  fufpects  none :  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty 

My  practites  ride  eafie :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 

Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit, 

All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  falhion  fit.  'Exit. \  WW 

M  -  '   

Scena  7~ertia. 

Enter  Gonerlll^  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Did  my  Father  ftrike  my  Gentleman  for  chiding 
of  his  fool? 

Stew.  I.  Madam.  h 

Gon.  By  day  and  night ,  he  wrongs  me;  every  hour 
He  flalhes  into  one  gvofs  crime ,  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  atoddes:  Tie  not  endure  it ; 

His  Knightsgrow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 

On  every  trifle.  When  he  returns  from  hunting, 

I  will  not  fpeak  with  him,  fay  I  am  fick, 

If  you  come  flack  of  former  fer  vices 
You  fhall  do  well ,  the  fault  of  it  Tie  anfwer. 

Stew.  He's  coming,  Madam  ,  I  hear'him. Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe. 

You  and  your  Fellows :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion ; 
If  hediftafte  itj  let  him  to  my  Sifter, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one, 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stew.  WelL  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among 

you :  what  growes  of  it  no  matter ,  advife  your  fellows 

fo,  Tie  write  ftraight  to  my  Sifter  to  hold  my  courfe  : 

prepare  for  dinner. Exeunt. 

Scena  Quarta- 

Enter  Kent. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 

That  can  my  fpeech  defufe,  my  good  intent 

May  carry  through  it  felf  to  that  full  iflue 

For  which  I  rais'd  my  likenefs.  Now  banilht  Kent 
If  thou  canft  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemn'd, 

So  may  it  come,  thy  Matter  whom  thou  lqv'ft, Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Homes  within.    Enter  Lear  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  ftay  a  jot  for  dinner  ,  go  get  it  rea- 
dy :  how  now,  what  art  thou  ? 
Kent.  A  man ,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefs  ?  what  would'ft  thou with  us  ? 

Kent .  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  then  I  feem  ;  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  truft ,  to  love  him  that  is 
honeft,  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife  and  fayes  lit- 

tle, to  fear  judgement,  to  fight  when  I  cannot  chufe  ,  and 
toeatnofifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kentt  A  very  honeft  hearted  Fellow  ,  and  as  poor  as the  King. 

Lear.  If  thou  be'ft  as  poor  for  a  Subject,  as  he's  for  a 

King,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What  would'ft  thou  ? Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? Kent±  You^ 

Lear.  Do'ft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 
Kent .  No  Sir,but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance, 

which- 1  would  fain  call  Mafter. 

Lear.  What's  that? Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels ,  ride ,  run  ,.marre  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  menage 

bluntly  i  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for ,  I  am  qua- 
lified in?  and  the  beft  of  me ,  is  Diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent  .Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  finging, 
nor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have  years  on 
my  back  fourty  eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  (halt  ferve  me,  if  I  like  thee  no 

vorfe  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet.  Dinner 

ho,  dinner,  where's  my  knave  ?  my  fool  ?  go  you  and  call 
my  fool  hither.  You,  you,  Sirrah  ,  where's  my  Daughter  ? 

t         Enter  Steward. 
Stew.  So  pleafe  you  — Exit. 
Lear.  What  fayes  the  fellow  there  ?  Call  the  Clot- 

oole  back  :  where's  my  Fool  ?  Ho, I  think  the  world's  a- 
(leep,  how  now  ?  where's  that  Mungrel  ? 

Knlgh.  He  fayes,my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well. 
hear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I 

calf  d  him  ? 

Knlgh,  Sir,  he  anfwered  in  the  roundeft  manner ,  he 
would  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  ? 

Knlgh.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  ,but 

:o  my  judgement  your  highnefs  is  not  entertain'd  with 
.hat  Ceremonious  affection  as  you  were  wont ,  there's  a 
^reat  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  gene- 
al  dependants ,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo  ,  and  your 

Daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  ?  fay'ft  thou  fo  ? 
Knlgh.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  Lord ,  if  I  be 

miftaken ,  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent ,  when  I  think 

you,  highnefs  is  wrong'd. Lear.  Thou  but  remembreft  me  of  my  own  Conce- 
ption ,  I  have  perceived  a  moft  faint  neglect  of  late, 

which  I  have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own  jealous  curiofny, 

then  as  a  very  pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs;  I  will 

look  further  intot :  but  where's  my  Foci?  I  have  not 
teen  him  this  twodayes. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  Ladies  going  into  France^ 
Ttt  2  Sir, 
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Sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 
Lear.  No  more  of  chat,  1  have  noted  it  well ;  go  you 

and  tell  my  Daughter  ,1  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you 
call  hither  my  Fool;  Oh  you  Sir,  come  you  hither  Sir, 
vvho  am  1  Sir  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  Ladies  Father. 

Lear.  My  Ladies  Father?  my  Lords  knave,  you  wbor- 
fon  dog,  you  (lave,  you  currc. 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord, 
[  befcech  your  pardon. 

hear*  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  Rafcal  ? 
Stew.  Tie  not  be  ft  'cken,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripi  neither,  you  bafe  Foot-ball  Player. 
Lear.  I  thank  thee  ,  fellow. 

Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  1'le  love  thee. 
Kent. Qomz  fir,  arife,  away,  Tie  teach  you  differences: 

away, away,  if  you  will  meaiure  your  lubbers  length  a- 
gain,  tarry,  but  away,  go  to,1  have  you  wifdome,  fo. 

Lear.  Now  my  friendly  knave  I  thank  thee ,  there's earneft  of  thy  fervice. 
Enter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  Coxcomb. 
Lear.  How  now  my  pretty  knave,  how  doft  thou  > 
Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  belt  take  my  Coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  my  Boy  ? 

PW.Why  >  for  taking  one's  part  that's  out  of  favour  ; 
nay  ,and  thoucanft  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits,  thou'lt 
catch  cold  fhortly  ,  there  take  my  Coxcomb ;  why  this 

fellow  has  banifh'd  two  on's  daughters ,  and  did  the  third 
a  blefling  againft  his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  muft 
needs  wear  my  Coxcomb.  How  now  Nunkle  ?  would  I 

had  two  Coxcombs,  and  two  Daughters. 
Lear.  Why ,  my  Boy  > 

Fool.  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  I'ldkeep  my  Cox- 
como  my  felf ,  there's  mine  ,  beg  another  of  thy  Daugh- 
ters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,Sirrah,  the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth's  a  dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  muft  be 

whipt  out ,  when  the  Lady  Brach  may  ftand  by  th'fire and  ftink. 

Lear.  A  peftilent  gall  to  me. 
Fool.  Sirra,  I  le  teach  thee  a  fpcech. 
Lear.  Doe. 

Fool.  Mark  it  Nuncle  ; 

Have  more  then  thou  (howeft, 
Speak  lefs  then  thou  knoweft, 

Lend  lei's  then  thou  oweft, 
Ride  more  then  thougocft, 
Learn  more  then  thoutroweft, 
Set  lefs  then  thou  throweft  : 

I  cave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  in  dore, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  more, 
Then  two  tens  to  a  fcore. 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  Lawyer, 
you  give  me  nothing  for't ,  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  no- 

thing, Nuncle  ? 
Lear.  Why  no,  Boy, 

Nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 
fool.  Pi  ythee  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  Land 

comes  to  ,  he  will  not  believe  a  Fool. 
Lear.  A  bitter  Fool. 

Fool.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  Boy ,  be- 
tween a  bitter  Fool»  and  a  fweet  one  > 

Lear.  No  Lad  ;  teach  mc. 

Fool.  Nuncle,  give  me  an  egg ,  and  1'le  give  thee  two 
Crowns. 

Lear.  What  two  Crowns  fhall  they  be  ? 

Fool.  Why  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'middle  and 
eat  up  the  meat  , the  two  Crownsof  the  egg :.  when  thou 

cloveft  thy  Crown  i'ch'middle,  and  gav'ft  away  both, 
parts ,  thou  boar'ft  thine  Afson  thy  back  o're  the  dirt , 
thou  had'ft  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav'ft 
thy  golden  one  away  :  if  I  fpeak  like  my  felf  in  this  „  let 
him  be  whipt  that  firft  finds  it  fo. 

Fools  had  ne're  left  grace  in  a  yeary For  wifemen  are  grown  foppift>, 

And  know  not  how  their  wits  to  wear. 
Their  manners  are  fo  apifh. 

Lear. When  were  you  wont  to  be  fofull  of  Songs,  firra? 

Fool,  1  have  ufed  it  Nuncle ,  e're  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy 
Daughters  thy  Mothers,  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the 
rod,and  put'ft  down  thine  own  breeches,then  they Forf  ndden  joy  did  weep, 

eAndl  for forrow  fung) 

That  fucha  King  fhouldplay  bo-peep, 
■And go  the  Fools  among. 

Prythee  Nuncle  keep  a  School-Mafter  that  can  teach  thy 
Fool  to  lye,  I  would  fain  learn  to  lye. 

Lear.  And  you  lye,  firrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 
Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are : 

they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true: thou  It  have  me 
whipt  for  lying ,  and  fometimes  I  am  whipt ,  for  holding 

my  peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kipdo'thing  then  a  fool, 
and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  Nuncle;  thou  haft  pared  thy 

wit  o'both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th'middle  ;  here  comes one  o'the  parings. 

Enter  Goner  ill. 

Lear.  How  now  Daughter  ?  what  makes  that  Frontlet 

on  t  You  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'frown. 

Fool.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  had'ft  no 
need  to  care  For  her  frowning  ;  now  thou  art  an  O  with- 

out a  figure,  I  am  better  then  thou  art  now ,  I  am  a  fool, 
thou  art  nothing.  Yes  forfootb  I  will  hold  my  tongue,  fo 

your  face  bids  me,  thot'gh  you  fay  nothing. 
Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  tor  crufi,  nor  crum, 

Weary  of  all,  fhall  want  fome.  That's  a  (heal'd  Pefcod. 
Gon.  Not  onely,  Sir,this,  your  all-licenc'd  Fool, 

But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  Carp  and  Quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank,  (and  not  to  be  endured)  riots,  Sir.  , 
I  had  thought  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
To  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs,  but  now  grow  fcarfull 
By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  (poke  and  done, 

That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 

By  your  allowance,  which  if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
Would  not  feapecenfure,  nor  the  redieffes  fleep, 
Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholefome  weal, 

Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
Which  elfe  were  fhame,  that  then  neceffity 
Will  call  difcreet  ptoceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  Nuncle  ,  the  Hedge-Sparrow 

fed  the  Cuckooe  fo  long,that  it  had  it's  head  bit  off  by  it's  j 
young ,  fo  out  went  the  Candle ,  and  we  were  left  dark- 

ling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter  ? 

Gon.l  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  wifdome, 
(Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught)  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  tranfporty«u 
From  what  you  lightly  are. 

F*ol, 
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Tool.  May  not  an  Afs  know  ,  when  the  Cart  draws 
the  Horfe  ? 

Whoop  Jug  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Do's  any  here  know  me  ? This  is  no:  Lear : 

Do's  Lear  walk  thus  ?  Speak  thus  ?  Where  are  his  eyes  > 
Ekhe;  his  Notion  weakens,  hisDiicernings 

Are Lethai "led.  Ha!  Waking?  'Tisnotfo: 
Who  is  it  chat  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 

Fool.  Lear's  (hadow. 
Lear.  Your  name,  fair  G  entlewoman  ? 

Gon.  This  admiration,  Sir,  is  much  o'ch'favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.  I  do  befeech  you 
To  uriderftand  my  purpofes  aright : 
As  you  are  Old,  and  Reverend ,  (hould  be  Wife. 

Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 

Men  fo  diforder  d  ,fo  debofh'd,  and  bold, 
That  this  our  Court  infected,  with  their  manners, 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inne  ;  Epicurifme  andLuft 
Makes  it  more  like  a  Tavern,  or  a  Brothell, 

Then  a  grae'd  Palace.  The  (hame  it.felf  doth  fpeak 
For  inftant  remedy.  Be  then  defir'd, 
By  her  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  (he  begs, 
A  little  todifquantity  your  Train, 
And  the  remainders  that  ihall  ftill  depend, 
To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  Age, 
Which  know  themfelves,  and  you. 

Ler.r.  Darknefs,  and  Devils, 

Saddle  my  horfes :  call  my  Train  together. 
Degenerate  Ballard,  Tie  not  trouble  thee  ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  Daughter. 

Gon.  You  ftiike  my  people ,  and  your  diforder'd  rab- 
ble, make  fervants  of  their  Betters. 

Enter  Albany. 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents : 

Is  it  your  will, fpeak,  Sir .?  Prepare  my  Horfes, 
Ingratitude  '  thou  Marble-hearted  Fiend, 

More  hideous  when  thou  (hcw'ft  thee  in  a  Child, 
Then  the  Sea-monfter. 

Alb.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 
Lear.  Detefted  Kite,  thou  lyeft. 

vly  Train  are  men  of  choice,  and  rareft  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know, 

And  in  the  raoft  exact  regard,  fupport  ' 
Their  worfhips  of  their  name.  O  moft  fmall  fault, 

rlow  ugly  did'ft-  thou  in  Cordelia  fhew  ? 
Which  like  an  Engine ,  wrencht  my  frame  of  Nature 
From  the  fixt  place  :  drew  from  my  heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.  O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 

And  thy  dear  Judgement  out.  Go,  go,  my  people. 

Mb.  My  Lord,  I  am  guiltlefs,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord, 
4ear  Nature,  hear  dear  Goddefs,hear  : 

Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  did'ft  intend To  make  this  Creature  fruitfull  : 

nto  her  Womb  convey  fterility, 

'.  Dry  up  in  her  the  Organs  of  increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  body,  never  fpring 
A  Babe  co  honour  her.  If  lire  rxruft  teem, 

Create  htr  Child  of  Spleen  ,  that  it  may  live 

And  be  a  thwart,  difnatur'd  torment  to  her. 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinckles  in  her  brow  of  youth, 
With  cadent  Tearesfret  Channels  in  her  Cheeks, 

Turn  all  her  Mother's  pains,  and  benefits 
To  laughter,  and  contempt:  That  (he  may  fed, 
How  (harper  then  a  Serpent's  tooth  it  is, To  have  a  thanklefs  Child.  Away,  away. 

Mb.  Now  gods  that  we  adore*. Whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflift  your  felf  to  know  of  it : 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Exit. 

Enter  Lear. 

Lear.  What  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight  ? 

nAlb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  i 
Lear.  1'le  tell  thee  : 

Life  and  death,  I  am  afham'd 
That  thou  haft  power  to  fhake  my  manhood  thus, 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them, 
Blafts  and  Foggs  upon  thee  : 

Th'untented  woundings  of  a  Father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee.  Old  fond  eye?, 

Beweep  thee  once  again,  I'le  pluck  ye  out, 

And  caft  you  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe" 
To  temper  Clay.  Ha  ?  Let  it  be  fo. 
I  have  another  daughter, 
Who  I  am  fure  is  kind  and  comfortable  : 

When  (he  fhall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 

She'll  flea  thy  Wolvilh  vifage.  Thou  {hale  find,  ' 
Thatl'le  refume  theihape  which  thou  doft  think I  have  caft  oft  for  ever. 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that? 
Mb.  I  cannot  be  fopaitial,  Goner  ill, 

To  the  great  love  I  bear  you. 

Gon.  Pray  you  content.  What  Ofrvald  hoa  ? 
You  Sir,  more  Knave  then  Fool,  after  your  Mafter. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  Nuncle  Lear, 

Tarry  ,  take  the  Fool-with  thee  : 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  her, 
And  fuch  a  daughter, 

Should  fure  to  the  (laughter, 

If  my  Cap  would  buy  a  Halter, 
So  the  Fool  follows  after.  Exit. 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counted 
A  hundred  Knights  ? 

'Tis  politick,  and  fafe  to  let  him  keep 
Ac  point  a  hundred  Knights  s  yes,  that  on  every  dream, 
Each, buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike, 

He  may  enguzrd  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy.  Ofrvald,!  fay. 

Mb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far; 
Gon.  Safer  then  truft  too  far  ; 

Let  me  ftill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
Not  fear  ftill  to  be  taken.  1  know  his  heart, 

What  he  hath  utter'd,  1  have  writ  my  fifter  ■ 
If  (he'll  fuftain  him,  and  his  huudred  Knights 
When  I  have  (hew'd  th'unfitnefs. 

Enter  Steward. 
How  now  Ofivald  ? 

What  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  Sifter  ? 
Stew.  I,  Madam. 

£?o».Take  you  fome  company,  and  away  to  horfc, 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear, 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own, 

As  may  compact  it  more.  Get  you  gene , 

Ttc  ■$  And 
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And  haftcn  your  return  ;  no ,  no,  my  Lord, 
This  milky  gcntlenefs ,  and  courfe  of  yours 
Though  1  condemn  not,  yet  under  pardon 
You  arc  much  more  ac  task  for  want  of  wifedomc, 

Then  prais'd  for  harmfull  mildnefs. 
zAlb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannoc  tell ; 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  marrc  what's  well. 
Gon.  Nay  then  

Alb,  Well,  well,  the' vent.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glofier  with  thefe  Letters; 
acquaint  my  daughter  no  furthe.  with  any  thing  you 
know  ,  then  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  Letter, 

if  your  diligence  be  not  fpeedy  ,  I  mall  be  there  afore 

you. Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord  ,  till  I  have  delivered 
your  Letter.  Exit. 

fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in  his  heels,  were  not  in 
danger  of  kibes  ? 

Lear.  I,  boy. 

Fool.  Then  1  piythee  be  merry ,  thy  wit  mall  not  go 
flip-fhod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha  ,  ha. 

Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  Daughter  will  ufe  thee  kind- 

ly, for  though  (he's  as  like  this ,  as  a  Crab  s  like  an  Ap- 
ple, yet  I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear.  What  canft  tell  *  Boy  ?  » 

Fool.  She  will  tafte  as  like  this ,  as  a  Crab  do's  to  a 

Crab  :  canft  thou  tell  why  onesNofe  ftands  i'th'middle 
on's  face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why  to  keep  ones  eyes  of  either  fide's  nofe,that 
what  a  man  cannot  fmellout,  he  may  fpy  into. 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong. 
Fool.  Canft  tell  how  an  Oyfter  makes  his  (hell  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  Snail  has 
a  houfe. 

Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why  to  put's  head  in ,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
daughters,  and  leave  his  homes  without  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  Nature,  fo  kind  a  Father  ?  Be 
my  horfes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  Affes  are  gone  about'em ;  the  reafon  why 
the  Seven  ftarrcs  are  no  moe  then  feven,is  a  pretty  reafon. 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes  indeed,thou  would'ft  make  a  good  fool. 
Lear.  To  tak't  again  perforce  ?  Monfter  ingratitude  / 

Fool.  If  you  were  my  fool ,  Nuncle  ,  Il'd  have  thee 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  fhould'ft  not  have  bin  old ,  till  thou  had'ft bin  wife. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad  fweet  heaven  : 
keep  me  in  temper  ,  I  would  not  be  mad.  How  now,  are 
the  horfes  ready .? 

Gent.  Ready  ,  my  Lord. 
Lear.  Come  Boy. 

FW.She  that's  a  Maid  now,and  laughs  at  my  departure, 
Shall  not  be  a  Maid  long  ,unlefs  things  be  cut  fhorter. Exeunt. 

<tAUus  Secundus.  Scena  "Prima. 

Enter  Baftard,  and  Cur  an,  fever ally. 

Baft.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,Sir,  I  have  bin 
With  your  Father,  and  given  him  notice 
That  the  Duke  of  Cornwall,and  Regan  his  Dutchels 
Will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 

Baft.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay  I  know  not,  you  have  heard  of  the  news  a- 

broad ,  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones ,  for  they  are  yet  but 
ear-kiding  arguments. 

Baft.  Not  I :  pray  you  what  are  they  ? 
Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  Warres  toward, 

'Twixt  the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  ? 
Baft.  Not  a  word . 
Cur.  You  may  do  then  in  time, 

Fare  you  well,  Sir.  Exit. 
Baft.  The  Duke  be  here  tonight  ?  the  better  beft,  [ 

This  weaves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  bufinefs, 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother, 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazie  queftion 

Which  I  muft  a£t,'bnefnefs,  and  Fortune  work, Enter  Edgar. 

Brother,  a  word,  defcend  ;  brother  I  fay, 
My  father  watches ;  O  Sir,  flye  this  place, 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night, 

Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  ? 

He's  coming  hither,  now  i'th'night,  i'th'hafte, 
And  %egan  with  him,  have  you  nothing  faid 

Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Albany  >. 
Advifc  your  felf. 

Sdg.  I  am  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 
Bali.  I  hear  my  father  coming,  pardon  me  : 

In  cunning ,  I  muft  draw  my  Sword  upon  you  : 
Draw,  feem  to  defend  your  felf, 

Now  quit  you  well. 
Yield,  come  before  my  father,  light  hoa,  here, 

Flye  Brother,  Torches,  fo  farewell ,  Exit  Edgar. 
Some  bloud  drawn  cn  me  would  beget  opinion 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.  I  have  leen  drunkards 
Do  more  then  this  in  fport ;  Father,  father, 

Stop,  flop,  no  help  ? 

Enter  Glofter,  and  Servants  with  Torches. 

Glo.  Now  Edmund^  where's  the  villain .? 
Bad.  Here  flood  he  in  the  dark  ,  his  fharp  Sword  out, 

Mumbling  of  wicked  Charms,  conjuring  the  Moon 
Toftand  his  aufpicious  Miftiefs. 

Glo.  But  where  is  he? 

Baft.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 
Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Baft.¥kd  this  way,Sir,when  by  no  means  he  could  — 
Glo.  Purfuehim,ho  :  go  after.  By  no  means,  what  ? 
Baft,  Perfwade  me  to  murtherof  your  Lordlhip, 

But 

\ 
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Bur  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  gods, 

'Gamll  Parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend, 
Spoke  with  how  manifold,  and  ftronga  Bond 

The  Child  was  bound  toth"  Father.  Sir ,  in  fine, 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofitel  flood 
To  his  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  Sword  ,  he  charges  home 

My  unprovided  body,  latch'd  mine  arme : 
Ami  when  he  law  my  beft  alarum'd  fpivits 
Bold  in  the  quarrels  right,  rouz'd  to  th'encounter, 
Or  whether  gafted  by  the  noifc  I  made, 

Full  U'ddenly  he  fled.  . 
Glofl.  Let  him  flye  far  : 

Not  in  this  Land  fhall  he  remain  uncaught 

And  found  ;  difpatch,  the  Noble  Duke  my  Mailer, 

My  worthy  Arch  and  Patron  comes  to  night, 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he  which  finds  him  fhall  deferve  our  thanks,  . 

B:inging  the  murderous  Coward  to  the  flake: 
He  that  conceals  him ,  death. 

Baft.  When  I  diff  waded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  withcurfl  fpeech 
I  thrcatned  to  difcover  him ;  he  replied, 
Thou  unpoffefling  Ballard,  doft  thou  think  , 

If  1  *would  (land  againft  thee,  would  the  repofal 
Of  any  trull,  virtue  ,  or  worth  in  thee 

Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  No  ,  what  fhould  I  deny , 
(As  this  I  would,  though  thou  did'fl  produce 

My  very  Character)  l'ld  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fusgeftion,  plot,  and  damned  practice : 
And  thou  mull  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 

If  cHey  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpirits 
To  make  thee  feek  it.  Tucket  mthin, 

Glo.  O  llrange  and  faflned  Villain  ! 
Would  he  deny  bis  Letter,  faid  he  > 

Hea  k,  the  Duke's  trumpets,  I  know  not  where  he  comes, 
All  Ports  Tie  bar,  the  villain  fhall  not  fcape, 

The  Duke  mull  grant  me  chat :  befides,  his  picture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  theKingdome 
May  have  due  note  of  him,  and  of  my  land , 

(Loyal  and  natural  Boy)  l'le  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

Enter  Cornwall ,  "Rggan ,  and  Attendants. 

Com.  How  now,  my  Noble  friend,  fince  I  came  hither 
(Which  I  can  call  but  now)  I  have  heard  ftrangenefs. 

'Rig.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  to  fhort 
Which  can  pir  fue  th'offender  :  how  does  my  Lord  f 

Glo.  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it'scrack'd. 

Reg.  Whar,  did  my  Father's  Godfon  feek  your  life  ? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  y  our  Edgar  : 

Glo.  O  Lady,  Lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid. 
Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  Knights 

That  tended  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not,  Madam,  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 
Bafi.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill-affe&ed, 

'Tisthey  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'expence  and  wall  of  Revenues ; 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  Sifter 

Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  eautions, 
That  if  they  come  to  fojaurn  at  my  houfe, 
Fie  not  be  there. 

I    Cor.  Nor  I,  affure  thee,  Regan  ; 

Edmundylhtzx  that  you  havefhewn  your  Father 
A  Child-like  Office. 

Bafi.  It  is  my  duty ,  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  practice,  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Glo.  I,  my  good  Lord. 
Cor.  If  he  be  taken,  he  fhall  never  more 

Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm,  make  your  own  purpofe, 
How  in  my  llrength  you  pleafe :  as  for  you  Edmund, 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inflant 

So  much  commend  it  felf,  you  fhall  be  ours, 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  trull,  we  fhall  much  need : 
You  we  firfl  feize  on. 

Bail:.  I  fhall  ferve  you,  Sir,  truly ,  how  ever  elfe. 
Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  Grace. 
Cor.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vifit  you. 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon,  thredding  dark-ey'd  night, 
Occalions  Noble  Glofler  of  fome  prize, 
Wherein  we  mull  have  ufe  of  your  advice. 
Our  Father  he  hath  writ ,  fo  hath  our  Siller, 

Of  differences,  which  I  bell  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  :  the  feveral  Meffengers 

From  hence  attend  difpatch,  our  good  old  friend 

Lay  comforts  to  your  bofome,  and  bellow 
Your  needfull  counfel  to  our  bufineffes, 
Which  craves  the  inflant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you  ,  Madam, 

Your  Graces  are  right  welcome. Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Kent,  and  Stew ard,  fever ally. 

Stew.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend,art  of  this  houfe? Kent.  I. 

Stew.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent.  I  th'mire. 

I    Stew.  Prythee  if  thou  lov'fl  me,  tell  me. Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stew.  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 
KentN  I  had  thee  in  Lipbury  Pinfold,  I  would  make 

hee  care  for  me. 

St  erf.  Why  dofl  thou  ufe  me  thus  f  I  know  thee  not. 
Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 
Stew.  What  dofl  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  Knave,  a  Rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats, 

a  bale,  proud  ,  fhallow ,  beggaily ,  thre«fuited,  hundred 
pound, filthy  woofted- Hocking  knave,  a  Lilly. livered, 
aclion-taking ,  whorefon  glafs-gazing ,  fuper-ferviceable 
finical  Rogue  ,  one-Trunk-inhcriting  Have  ,  one  that 

would'flbe  a  Bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice,and  art  no- 
ching  but  the  compofition  of  a  Knave,  Beggar  ,  Coward, 
Pandar  ,  and  the  Son  and  Heir  of  a  Mungiil  Bitch  ,  one 

whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whining, if  thou  deny'fl 
ihe  leafl  fy  liable  of  thy  addition. 

Stew.  Why  ̂   what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou ,  thus 
to  rail  on  one  ,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee  ,  nor  knows chee  ? 

Kent .  What  a  brazen-fae'd  Varlet  art  thou  ,  to  deny 
chou  knowell  me?  Is  it  two  dayeslincel  tript  up  thy 
heels ,  and  beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  Draw  you  rogue, for 
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for  though  it  be  night,  yet  the  Moon  fhincs  ,  Tie  make  a 

fop  o'th'Moonfhine  of  you  ,  you  whoifon  Culleinly 
Barbar-monger,  draw. 

Stew.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 
Kent.  Draw  ,  you  Rafcal ,  you  come  with  Letters  a- 

gainft  the  King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's  part ,  a- 
gaintt  the  Royalty  of  her  father :  draw,  you  Rogue,  or 

I'ie  fo  carbonado  your  fhanks  ,  draw  you  Rafcal ,  come 
your  wayes. 

Stew.  Help,  ho,  murther,  help. 
Kent.  Strike  you  Have  :  ftand  rogue,  ftand  you  nea: 

flave ,  ftrike. 

Stem.  Help  hoa,  murther,  murther. 

Enter  Baftard,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glofter,  Servant. 

Baft.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  Part. 
Kent.  With  you,  good  r, an  boy,  if  you  pleafe,  come, 

I'ie  flefh  ye ,  come  on  young  Matter. 
Glo.  Weapons?  Armes  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 
Corn,  Keep  peace  upon  your  lives  ,  he  dyes  that  ftrikes 

again,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
%£g.  The  Mefkngei  s  from  our  Sifter,  and  the  King  ? 
Cor.  What  is  your  difference,  fperk  ? 
Stew.  I  amfcarce  in  breath,  my  Loj  <\. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  Valour, 
you  cowardly  Rafcal , nature  difclaims  in  thee  :  a  Taylor 
made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow,  a  Taylor  make  a  man? 
Kent.  A  Taylor,  Sir;  a  Stone-cutter ,  or  a  Painter, 

could  not  have  made  him  fo  ill ,  though  they  had  bin  but 

two  yeares  o'th'trade. 
Cor.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  y^"r  quarrel? 
Stew.l  he  ancient  Ruffian,  Sir,whofe  life  I  have  fpar'd 

atfute  of  his  gray  beard. 
Kent.  Thou  whorefon  Zed  ,  thou  unneceffary  letter, 

my  Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave ,  I  will  tread  this  un- 

boulted  villain  into  mor'ter ,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a  Jakes 
with  him,  Spare  my  gray-beard,  you  wag-tail  ? 

Cor.  Peace ,  firrah  , 

You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 
Kent.  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  priviledge. 
Cor.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 
Kent.  That  fuch  a  flave  as  this  fliould  wear  a  Sword> 

Who  wears  no  honcfty  :  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
Like  Rats  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  a-twain, 

Which  art  t'intrince,  t'unloofe  :  fmooth  every  pafTion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  Lords  rebell , 

Being  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  the  colder  moods, 

Renege,  affirm,  and  turn' their  Halcyon  beaks 
With  every  gale ,  and  vary  of  their  Matters, 
Knowing  naught  (like  dogges)  but  following  : 

A  plague  upon  your  Epileptick  vifage, 
Smoile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  J 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain 

I'ld  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 
Corn.  What  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

Gloft.  How  fell  you  out,  fay  that  ? 
Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 

Then  I,  and  fuch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  dolt  thou  call  him  Knave  ? 
What  is  his  fault  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Cor.  No  more  perchance  do's  mine,  nor  his,  nor  hers. 
Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain, 

I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time, 

'I  hen  ftands  on  any  fhouldcr  that  I  fee 
Before  me,  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow, 

Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  affeci: 
A  fawcy  roughnefs,  and  conftrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  Nauire.  He  cannot  flatter,  he, 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  mult  fpeak  truth, 

And  they  will  take  it  fo,  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thefc  kind  of  Knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs. 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends, 
Then  twenty  filly-ducking  obfervants, 
Thatftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith  ,  in  fincere  verity, 
Under  th'allowance  of  your  great  afpe£t, 
Whole  influence  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flicking  Thoebw  front. 

Corn.  What  meanft  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect  :  which  you  difcom- 
mend  fo  much  ;  I  know ,  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer ,  he  that : 

beguil'd  you  in  a  plain  accent ,  was  a  plain  Knave ,  which  ! 
for  my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fliould  win  your  dif-  j 

pleafure  to  entreat  me  to't. 
Corn.  What  was  th'offence  you  gave  him  ? 
Stew.  I  never  gave  him  any: 

It  pleas'd  the  King  his  Matter  very  late 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftru£tion, 

When  he  compac1:,&  flattering  his  difpleafure 

Tript  me  behind:  being  down,  infulted,rail'd. 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  Man, 
That  worthied  him^got  praifesof  the  King, 
For  him  attempting,  who  was  felf-fubdued, 
And  in  the  flefliment  of  this  dead  exploit, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thele  Rogues,  and  Cowards 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

^orn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks  ? 
You  ftubbom  ancient  Knave,  you  reverent  Braggart, We'll  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 

Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King ; 
On  whofe  imployment  1  was  lent  to  you, 
You  fhall  do  fmall  refpe£ts,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  Grace ,  and  Perfon  of  my  Matter, 
Stocking  his  Meflenper. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks ; 

As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  fhall  he  fit  'till  Noon. 
Reg.'TWl  noon  ?  'till  night  my  Lord,and  all  night  too. 

Kent.  Why  Madam,  if  I  were  your  Father's  dog, You  fliould  hot  ufeme  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave,  I  will.  Stocks  brought  out. 
Com.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  colour, 

Our  Sifter  fpeaks  of.  Come,  bring  away  the  Stocks. 
Glo.  Let  me  befcech  your  Grace,  not  to  do  fo, 

The  King  his  Matter,  needs  mutt  take  it  ill 

That  he's  fo  (lightly  valued  in  his  MefTenger, Should  have  him  thus  reftrained. 
Corn.  Tie  anfwer  that. 

Reg.  My  Sifter  may  receive  it  much  more  worfe, 

To  have  her  Gentleman  abus'd,  aflaulted. 
Corn.  Come,  my  Lord,  away.  Exit. 

Glo.l  am  forry  for  thee  friend,  'tis  the  Dukes  pleafure, 
Whofe  difpofition  all  the  world  well  knows 

Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  ftopt ,  Lie  intreat  for  thee. 

Ken.Pray  do  not,fir,I  have  watch'd  andtravel'd  hard,  i 
Some  time  I  fhall  deep  out,  the  reft  Tie  whittle : 

A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels : 
Give 



The  Tragedy  of  Kjng  Lear. 

771 Give  you  good  morrow. 

Gl'o.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this, 
'Twill  be  ill  taken.  Bxit.  . 

Kent .  Good  King,that  muft  approve  the  common  faw, 

Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'ft 
To  the  warm  Sun. 

Approach  thou  Beacon  to  this  under  Globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  Beams  I  may 
Perufe  this  Letter.  Nothing  almoft  fees  miracles 

But  mifery.  I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obfcured  courfe.  And  (hall  find  time 
From  thisenormous  Scate,fecking  to  give 

LofTes  their  remedies.  All  weary  and  o're-watch'd, 
Take  vantage  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhamtfull  lodging.  Fortune  goodnight, 
Smile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel. 

E titer  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  heard  my  felf  proclaim'd, 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  Tiee, 

Elcap'd  the  hunt.  No  Port  is  free  ,no  place 
That  guard,  and  moft  unufual  vigilance 

Do's  not  attend  my  taking.  Whiles  I  may  fcape 
I  will  preferve  my  felf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft,  and  moft  pooreft  iriape 
That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man, 

Brought  near  to  beaft :  my  face  I'le  grime  with  filth, 
Blanket  my  loins,  put  all  my  hairs  in  knots, 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out- face 
The  Winds,  and  perfections  of  the  sky :  , 

The  Countrey  gives  me  proof  and  prefidenc 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who  with  roaring  voices 

Strifce  in  their  numm'd  and  mortified  Armes, 
Pins,  Wooden.p.icks,  Nailes,  Sprigs  of  Rofcmary : 
And  with  this  horriole  object ,  from  low  Farmes , 

Poor  pelting  Villages,  Sheep's-Coats,  and  Mills, Sometimes  with  Lunatick  bans,  iometimes  with  Prayers 
Inforce  their  charity :  poor  Turlygod,  poor  Tom. 

That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am.  Exit. 

Enter  Lear ,  Fool ,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  ftrange  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from 
And  not  fend  back  my  Meflenger.  (home, 

Gent.  As  I  learn  d, 

The  night  before,  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Haiie  to  thee,  Noble  Mafter. 

Lear.  Ha  ?  Mak'ft  thou  this  fhame  thy  paftime  f 
Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Fool, Ha,  ha,  he  wears  Crewel  Garters;  horfes  areti'd 

by  the  heads ,  Dogs  and  Bears  by  th'neck ,  Monkies 
by  th'loins,  and  Men  by  th'legs ;  when  a  manisoyei- 
lufty  at  legs ,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether-ftocks. 

Lear.  What's  he, 
That  hath  fo  much  thy  place  miftook 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  (he, 

Your  Son,  and  Daughter. 
Lear .  No. 
Kent.  Yes. 

Lear.  No  I  fay. 
Kent.  I  fay  yea. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter  I  fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno ,  I  fwear  I. 

Lear.  They  duift  not  do't :      .  . 
They  could  not,  would  not  do  t :  'tis  worfe  then  murthe. 
To  do  upon  refpedt  fuch  violent  outrage  : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  which  way 

Thou  might'ft  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage, 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent .  My  Lord ,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  highnefs  Letters  to  them, 

E're  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  fhewed 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  Pofte, 

Stcw'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs ,  panting  forth From  Gonerillhis  Miftrifs,fa!utation  ; 

Deliver'd  Letters  fpight  of  intermiffion, 
Which  prefemly  they  read  ;  on  thofe  contents 

They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  ftraight  took  horfe, 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 

The  leifure  of  their  anfwer,  ga  ve  me  cold  looks, 
And  meeting  here  the  othei  Meflenger, 

Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifon'd  mine, 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 

Difplai'd  fo  fawcily  againft  your  highnefs, 
Having  more  man  then  wit  about  me,  drew ; 
He  raisd  the  hqufe,  with  loud  and  coward  ayes, 

Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  fhame  which  here  it  fufFers.  (way> 

Fool.  Winter's  not  gone  yet ,  if  the  wild  Geefe  fly  that 
Fathers  that  wear  rags,  do  make  their  Children  blind, 
But  fathers  that  bear  bags,  (hall  fee  their  children  kind. 

Fortune  that  arrant  whore,  ne're  turns  the  key  to  th'poor. 
But  for  all  this  thou  fhalt  have  as  many  Dolors  for  thy 

Daughters,  as  thou  can^-  tell  in  a  year.  (dear 
Lear.  Oh  how  this  Mother  fweils  up  toward  my  heart ! 

Hyftorica  pajjio,  down  chou  climing  forrow, 

Thy  Element's  below  ;  where  is  this  daughter  ? 
Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  Exit. 
Gen.  Made  you  more  offence, 

But  what  you  fpeak  of. 
Kent .  None  ; 

How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  number  ? 

Fool.  And  thou  had'ft  been  fet  i'th'Stocks  for  that 

queftion,  thoud'ft  well  defery'd  it. Kent.  Why  fool? 

Fool.  We'll  let  thee  to  fchool  to  an  Ant ,  to  teach  thee 
here's  no  labouring  i'th'winter.  All  that  follow  their 
aofes,areled  by  their  eyes.,  but  blind  men,and  there's  not 

a  nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him  that's  ftinking; 
let  go  thy  hold ,  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill , 
i:ft  it  break  thy  neck  with  following.  But  the  great 
one  that  goes  upward ,  let  him  draw  thee  after  :  when  a 
Wifeman  gives  thee  better  counfel,  give  me  mine  again  ,  I. 
wouid  have  none  but  knaves  follow  ir,fince  a  fool  gives  it. 
That  Sir,  which  feryes,  and  feeks  for  gain, 
\nd  follows  but  for  form  ; 

Will  pack,  when  it  begins  ro  rain, 
And  leave  thee  in  the  ftorm, 

And  I  will  tarry  ,  the  fool  wiU  ftay, 
And  let  the  wifeman  flie : 

The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away, 
The  fool  no  knave  perdy. 

Enter  Lear,  and  Glojler. 

Kent.  Where  learn'd  you  this,  fool  ? 
Fool.  Not  i'th'Stocks,  fool. 

Lear. 
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Lear.  Deny  to  fpcak  with  mc  ? 

1  bey  arc  fick,  they  arc  weary,  . 

The)  have  travel'*.!  all  the  night  ?  mere  fetches, 
The  Images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fee  mc  a  b:ttcranfwer. 

Glo.  My  dear  Lord, 
You  know  chc  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
How  r.nrcmoveablc  and  fixe  he  is 
In  his  own  com  fc. 

Lear.  Vengeance,  Pbgue,  Death,  Confufion: 
Fiery  ?  Whnt quality  ?  Why  GloJter,Gloftery 
WW  fpcak  Witfi  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  huswife. 

Gh.  We!!,  my  good  Lord  ,1  have  inform'd  them  fo. 
.Inform'd  them  ?  Dolt  thou  underhand  mc  man? 

Glo.  I,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Cornwall , 
The  dear  Father 

Would  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,commands>tends,feivice> 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ?  My  breath  and  bloud  : 
Fiery  >  The  fiery  Duke,  tell  the  hot  Duke  thac  — - 
No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 
Infirmity  doth  ft  ill  neglect  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound,  we  are  not  our  fclves, 

When  Nature. being  oppreft,  commands  the  mind: 
To  fufrerwith  the  body    l  ie  forbear, 

And  am  rall'n  cut  with  my  more  headier  willy 
To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit, 
For  the  found  man.  Death  on  my  ftate  :  wherefore 
Should  he  fit  here  ?  This  Act  pcrf wades  me, 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  practice  onely,  Give  me  my  fervant  forth  ; 

Go  tell  the  Duke,  and's  wife,  H'd  fpeak  with  them  : 
Now  prefently  :  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  Tie  beat  the  Drum, 

'Till  it  cry  fleep  to  death. 
Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  Exit. 

Lear.  Oh  me  my  heart !  my  rifing  heart  /  but  down. 
Fool.  Cry  to  it  Nunkle  ,  .as  the  Cockney  did  to  the 

Eels,  when  he  put 'cm  i'th'Pafte  '  alive ,  fh.e  knapt'em 
io  th' Coxcombs  with  a  ftick  ,  and  cryed  down  wantons, 

down  ;  'cwas  his  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnef$  to  his 
Horfc  buttered  his  Hey. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan, G lojler, Servants , 
Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 
<  om.  Hail  to  your  Grace.     Kent  here fet  at  liberty. 

%eg.  Iam  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  arc,  I  know  what  reafon, 

I  have  to  think  fo,  if  thou  fhould'ft  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  mc  from  thy  Mother's  Tombc, 
Sepulchring  an  Adulte  refs.  O  are  you  free  ? 
Some  other  time  for  that.  Beloved  Regan 

Thy  fifter's  naught :  Oh  %egan,  fhe  hath  tyed 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs,  like  a  vulture  here, 

I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou'lt  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality.  Oh  IZggan. 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience,  I  have  hope 
You  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  defert , 
Th;  n  fhe  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say  ?  how  is  that? 
%ig.  I  cannot  think  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 

Would  fail  her  Obligation.  If  Sir  perchance 

She  have  reftrain'd  the  Riots  of  your  Followers, 

'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end, As  clears  her  from  all  blame, 

j    Lear.  My  curfes  on  her. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old, 
Nature  in  you  ftandson  the  very  Verge 

Of  her  confine  :  you  fhould  be  rul'd,  and  led 
By  fomc  discretion,  that  difcerns  your  ftate 
Better  then  you  your  felf:  therefore  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  Sifter,  you  do  make  return, 

Say  you  have  wrong'd  her. Lear.  Ask  her  forgtvertefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  houfe  ? 
Dear  daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  unneceffary  :  on  my  knees  I  beg, 

That  you'll  vouchsafe  me  Ray  ment,  Bed,  and  Food. 
Reg.  Good  Sir ,  no  more  :  thefc  are  unfighdy  tricks : 

Return  you  to  my  Sifter. 
Lear.  Never,  Regan t 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  Train : 

Look'd  black  upon  mc ,  ftrook  me  with  her  Tongue  1 Moft  Serpent-l:Ke,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  ftor'd  Vengeances  of  heaven,  fall 
On  her  ingratefull  top  :  ftrike  her  young  bones 
You  taking  Airs  with  Lamenefs. 

Corn.  Fie  Sir,  fie. 

Lear.You  nimble  Lightnings,dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  fcornfull  eyes :  infect  her  Beauty, 

You  Fen-fuck'd  Fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerfull-  Sun 
To  fall,  and  blifter. 

Reg.  O  the  bleft  gods  » 
So  will  you  wifh  on  me,  when  the  rafli  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No  Regan,  thou  fhalt  never  have  my  curfe : 
Thy  tender-hefted  Nature  fhall  nor,  give 

Thee  o're  to  harfhnefs :  Her  eyes  are  fierce ,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.  'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,  to  cut  off  my  Train, 
To  bandy  hafty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes, 
And  in  conclusion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 

Againft  mycomming  in.  Thou  better  know' ft The  Offices  of  Nature;  bond  of  Childhood, 
Effects  of  Curtefie,  dues  of  Gratitude  : 

Thy  half  o'th'Kingdomchaft  thou  not  forgot, 

Wherein  1  theeendow'd/ 
%eg.  Good  Sir,  toth'pirrpofe.  :         Tttct>et  within. 
Lear.  Who  put  my  man  iWStocks  ? 

Enter'  Steward. 

Corn.  What  Trumpet's  that  ? 

Reg.  lknow'c  my  Sifter's ;  this  approves  her  Letter, 
That  fhe  would  fnon  be- here.  Is  your  Lady  come  ? 

Lear.  This  is  a  Slave,  whofe  eafie  borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickly  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out  Varler,f.om  my  fight. 

Corn.  Whatmeansyour  Grace  ? 
Enter  Gonerill. 

Z-w.Who  ftockt  my  Servant?  Regan  J.  have  good  hope 

The  u  did'ft  not  know  on't. 
Who  corries  here  ?  O  heavens » 

If  you  do  love  old  men ;  if  your  fweet  fway 
Allow  Obedience :  if  you  your  felves  are  old, 
Make  it  your  caufe  :  Send  down,  and  take  my  part. 

Art  not  afham'd  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 
O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  * 

(     Gon.  Why  not  by  th'hand,Sii  >  How  have  I  offended? 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcretion  finds 
And  dotage  term>  fo. 

Lear.  O  fides ,  you  are  too  tough ! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ? 

How  came  my  man  i'th'Stocks  ? 
Com.  I  fet  him  there ,  Sir :  but  his  own  Diforders 1  Deferv'd 
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iDcfcrv'd  muchlefs  advancement. 
I    X,r:r.  You  ?  Did  you  ? 

I  pray  you  Father,  being  weak,  feem  fo. 

If  "c:ll  the  expiration  of  your  Moncth 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  Sifter, 

Difimlung  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me, 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision, 
Which  (hall  be  needfull  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd? No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  chufe 

To  wage  againft  the  enmity  o'th'air, To  be  a  Comrade  with  the  Wolf  and  Owle, 

Necefflties  fharp  pinch.  Return  with  her  f 

Why?  the  hoc.bloudied  Fr*»c*,that  dowerlefs  took 

Our  youngeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  Squire-like,  penfion  begj 
To  keep  bafe  life  a-foot ;  return  with  her  ? 
Perfwade  me  rather  to  be  Have  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

hear.  I  prythee  Daughter  do  not  make  me  mad, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child :  farewell : 

We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another, 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  bloud,  my  daughter, 

Or  racher  a  dileafe  that's  in  my  flelTi, 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine.  Thou  art  a  Bile, 

A  plague-fore,  or  imboffed  Carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  bloud.  But  Tie  not  chide  thee. 
Let  ihame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it, 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  fhoot, 

Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jovey 
Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 
I  can  be  patient ,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  fo, 

I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  w?Icome,give  ear  Sir  to  my  Sifter, 
For  thofetbat  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion  y 
Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo,  I 
But  Hie  knows  what  ihe  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

%eg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir,  what  fifty  Followers  ? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  fhould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea, or  fo  many  ?  Sith  that  both  charge  and  danger, 

Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number:How  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands 

Hold  amity  ?  '  tis  hard,  almoft  impotfible. 
Gon.  Why  might  not  you  my  Lord,receive  attendance 

From  thole  that  fhe  calls  Servants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ? 

If  then  they  chane'd  to  flack  ye, 
We  could  controll  them  ;  if  you  will  come  to  me,  • 
(For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  five  and  twenty,  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all. 
Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  Guardians , my  Depositaries, 

But  keep  a  refervation  to  be  followed 
With  fuch  a  number  ?  what,  muft  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  fatd  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpcak't  again,my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 

Lwr.Thofe  wicked  Creatures  yet  do  look  well  favor'd, 
When  others  are  more  wickedj'not  being  the  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praife  ;  Tie  go  with  thee, 

Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty. 

I  

77% 

And  thou  art  twice  her  Love. 
Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Loid  ; 

What  need  you  five  and  twenty  ?  Ten  ?  or  five  ?  • 
To  follow  in  a  houfe,  where  twice  fo  many. 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 
Lear.  O  reafon  not  the  need  :  our  bafeft  Beggars 

Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  fuperfluous, 
Allow  not  Nature,  more  then  Nature  needs  : 

Man's  life  is  cheap  as  Beafts.  Thou  art  a  Lady  ; 
Ifonely  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous. 

Why  Nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'ft, 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm,  but  for  true  need, 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience  ,  patience  I  need, 
You  fee  me  here  (you  gods)  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  asage,  wretched  in  both, 
If  it  be  you  that  ftirres  thefe  Daughters  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not  fo  much. 
To  bear  it  tamely  :  touch  me  with  Noble  anger, 

And  let  not  women's  weapons,  water  drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks.  No  you  unnatural  Hags, I  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 
That  all  the  world  fhall  I  will  do  fuch  things, 

What  they  are  yet,  I  know  not,  but  they  ("hall  be , The  terrors  of  the  earth  ;  you  think  Tie  weep, 

No,I'le  not  weep,  I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping. Storm  and,  Tempeft. 

But  this  heart  fhall  break  into  a  hundred  thoufand  flaws, 

Or  e're  I  weep.  O  fool,  I  fhall  go  mad.  Exeunt. 
Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

%eg.  This  houfe  is  little  >  the  old  man  and's  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  *>wn  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  reft, 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  Tie  receive  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd, 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glofter  ? 

Enter  Glofter.  . 

Corn.  Followed  the  old  man  forth,  he  is  return'd. 
Gh.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 
Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

Glo.  He  calls  to  horfe,  but  will  I  know  hot  whither. 

CVw.Tisbeft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 
Gon.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 
Glo.  Alack  the  night  comes  on:  and  the  high  winds 

Do  forely  ruffle,  for  many  Miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  Bufh. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  to  wilfull  men, 
The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure, 
Muft  be  their  School-Mafters  :  fhut  up  your  doors, 
He  is  attended  with  a  defperate  train, 
And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to  ,  being  apt , 

To  have  his  ear  abus'd ,  wifdome  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord ,  'tis  a  wild  night, 
My  Regan  counfels  well :  come  out  o'th'ftorm.  Exeunt. 

aJffus  Tertius.  Scetia  Trima. 

Storm  ft  ill.  Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman,  fever  ally. 

Kent.  Who's  there  befides  foul  weather  ? 
Gen.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moft  unquierly. 

Kent, 
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Kent.  I  know  you  :  wherc'sthe  King  ? 
Gent.  Contending  wich  the  fretfull  Elements. 

Bid>  the  wind  blow  the  Earth  into  the  Sea, 

Or  iwell  the  curled  Waters  'bove  the  Main, 
That  th  ngs  might  change,  or  ceafe. 

Kent .  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent.  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  toout-jeft 
His  hcart-ftrook  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir  ,1  doknowyou, 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.  There  is  divifion 

(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning  )'twixt  Albany,  and  Cornwall : 
Who  have,  as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  Starres 

Thron'd  and  fet  high  ;  Servants  who  feem  no  lefs, 
Which  are  to  France  the  Spies  and  Speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  State.  What  hath  bin  feen, 
Either  in  fnuffs,  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
Or  the  hard  Rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 

Againft  the  old  kind  King  ;  or  fomething  deeper, 
Whereof  (perchance)  rheie  are  but  furnifhings. 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 
Kent.  No,  do  not  : 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 

Then  my  out-wall ;  open  this  Purfe,  and  take 
What  it  contains.  If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 

(As  fear  not  but  you  fhall)  fhew  her  this  Ring, 
And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  that  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.  Fie  on  this  ftorm, 
I  will  go  leek  the  King. 

Gent .  Give  me  your  hand, 
Have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  effect  more  then  all  yet ; 
That  when  we  have  found  the  King,  in  which  your  pain 

That  way,  Tie  this:  He  that  full  lights  on  him, 
Holla  the  other.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Storm  JIM.  Enter  Lear,  and  Foe/. 
Lear.  Blow  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks ;  Rage,blow 

You  Cctaracls ,  and  Hurricano's  fpout. 
'Till  you  have  drench' d  our  Steeples,  drown  the  Cocks. 
You  Sulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt- curriors  of  Oak-cleaving  Thunder-  bolt*, 

Sindge  my  white  head.  And  thou  all-fhaking  Thunder, 

Strike  flat  the  thick  Rotundity  o'th' world, 
Crack  Nature's  moulds,  all  germanes  fpill  at  once 
That  makes  ingratefull  Man. 

Fool.  O  Nunkle,  Court  holy-water  in  a  dry  houfe  ,  is 

better  then  the  Rain-water  out  o'door.  Good  Nunkle, 

in  ,  ask  thy  Daughter'  bleffing ,  here's  a  night  pities  nei- ther Wife-men, nor  Fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full:  fpit  Fire, fpout  Rain  ; 

Nor  Rain,  Wind,  Thunder,  Fire  a<  e  my  Daughters, 
I  tax  not  you,  you  Elements  with  unkindnefs. 

I  never  gave  you  Kingdome,  call'd  you  Children  ; 
You  owe  mc  no  fubfeription.  Then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleafure.  Here  I  ftand  your  Slave, 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  : 
But  yet  I  call  you  lervileMinifters, 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  Daughters-join 

Your  high-engender'd  Battels,  'gainft  a  head 

ofKjng  Lear.  J 

So  old  and  white  as  this.  O,  ho  !  'tis  foul. 
Fool.  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  o00d Head-piece  : 

The  Codpiece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  Head  has  any  ; 
The  Head,  and.  he  fhall  Lowfe  :  fo  Beggars  marry  many. 
That  man  that  makes  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould 

make, 

Shall  of  a  Corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  flecp  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman  ,  but  fhe  made 

mouthes  in  a  glafs.  Enter  Kent. 

Lear.  No ,  I  will  be  the  patience  of  all  patience. I  will  fay  nothing. 

Kent .  Who's  there  ? 

Fool.  Marry  here's  Grace, and  a  Codpiece,  that's  a Wife  -man,  and  a  Fool. 

Kent.  Alas  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thefe:  the  wrathfull  Skies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark 
And  makes  them  keep  their  Caves :  Since  I  was  man, 
Such  fheets  of  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder, 

Such  groans  of  roaring  Wind,  and  Rain,  I  never 

Remember  to  have  heard.  Man's  Nature  cannot  carry 
Th'affli6fion,nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods 

That  keep  this  dreadfull  pudder  o're  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.  Tremble  thou  Wretch, 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  Crimes 
Unwhiptof  Juftice.  Hide  thee,  thou  bloudy  hand  ; 

Thou  Perjur'd,  and  thou  Simular  of  Virtue 
That  art  inceftuous.  Caitiff,  to  pieces  fhake 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 

Has  pradtis'd  on  man's  life.  Clofe  pent-up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  Continents,  and  cry 
Thefe  dreadfull  Summoners  grace.    I  am  a  man, 

More  finn'd  againlt,  then  finning. 
Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ? 

Gracious  my  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  Hovel, 

Some  friendfhip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft  : 
Repofc  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 

(More  harder  then  the  ftones  whereof  'tis  rais'd, Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 

Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force Their  fcanted  currefie. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 

Come  on  my  boy.  How  doft  my  boy  ?  Art  cold  ? 
I  am  cold  my  felf.    Where  is  this  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  Art  of  our  NecefiTities  is  ftrange, 

And  can  make  vild  things  precious.  Come,  your  hovel ; 
Poor  Fool,  and  Knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  hcirt 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  He  that  has  and  a  little-tyne  wit, 
With  hei°ht-ho.  the  Wind  and  the  Rain, 
Mult  make  content  with  his  fortunes  tit, 

Though  the  Rain  itraineth  every  day.  ,  j 

Lear.  True  Boy :  Come  bring  us  to  this  Hovel.  Exit  j 
Fool.  This  is  a  brave  night  ta  cool  a  Curtizan  : 

Tie  fpeak  a  Prophefie  e're  I  go  : 
When  Pricfts  are  more  in  words ,  then  matter : 
When  Brewers  marre  their  Malt  with  water ; 

When  Nobles  arc  their  tayior's  tutors, 
No  Hereticks  burn'd  but  wenches  Sutors, 
When  every  Cafe  in  Law  is  righc  : 
No  Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight : 
When  Slanders  do  not  li<fc  in  tongues  ; 
Nor  Cut-purfescome  not  to  throngs ; 

When  Ufurers  tell  their  Gold  i'th'field, 
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'  And  Bauds,  and  Whores,  do  Churches  build.  . 
Then  fhall  che  Realm  of  ̂ /£/e«,come  to  great  confufion, 

!  Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't, 

That  going  fhall.be  us'd  with'fecc. 
This  prophecy  Merlin  fhall  make  , 
For  I  do  live  before  his  time.  Exit. 

Sce?ta  Tertia~>. 

Enter  Glofter  and  Edmund. 

Glo.  Alack, alack  Edmund  ,  I  like  not  thistmnatural 

dealing;  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might  pitty  him, 

they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe ,  charg'd 
me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure ,  neither  to  fpeak 
of  him,  entfeat  for  him,  or  any  way  fullain  him. 

Baft.  Moft  favageand  unnatural. 

(jlo.  Go  too;  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  then  that  :  I  hate 

received  a  Letter  thisnight ,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken, 
I  have  lock'd  the  Letter  in  my  Cloffet ,  thefe  injuries  the 
King  now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home  ;  there  is  part 
of  a  Power  already  footed,  we  mult  incline  to  the  King,  I 
will  look  him  ,  and  privily  -relieve  him  ;  go  you  and 
ma  main  talk  with  the  Duke  ,  that  my  charity  be  hot  of 

fan  perceived  ;  if  he  ask  for  me ,  I  am  ill ,  and  gone  to 
bed,  if  I  diefor  it,  (as  no  leffe  is  <chreatned  me)  the  King 
my  old  Matter  muft  he  relieved.  There  is  ttrange  things 

toward,  Edmund,  pray  you  be  careful!.  Exit. 
Bad.  This  Cui  tefie  forbid  thee,  fhall  the  Duke 

Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  Letter  Coo  ; 
Thisfeemsa  fa  r  deferving,  and. mult  draw  me 

That  which  my  father  loofes :  -no leffe  then  all, 
The  younger  riles,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  Sxit, 
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Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
•  ■  \  O    \  uiv\r 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord,good  my  Lord,enter, 

The  rvnmny  vf  ttreTjpen  mght'sToo  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure.  Storm ftill. 

hear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,cnter  here. 
Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 
Kent.  I  had  rather  break  mine  own, 

Good  my  Lord  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious 
In  vades  us  to  che  skin  fo :  'tis  to  thee,  (florin 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  hV, 

The  leffer  is  icarce  felt.  Thou'dtt  (him  a  Bear, 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  che  roaring  Sea, 

Thou'dft  meet  the  Bear  ith'mouth,  when  the  minds  free 
The  bodies  delicate,  the  -tempe-ft.in  my  mind., 
Doth  from  my  fences  rake  all  feeling  die, 
Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  ingratitude, 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  his  hand 

For  lifting  food  to't :  But  1  will  punifh  home ; 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more.  In  fuch  a  nighr, 

To  fhut  me  out  ?  Pour  on,  I  will  endme  : 
fn  fuch  a  night  as  this  ?  O  Regan,  Gonirill, 
Your  old  kind  Father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all^ 
O  that  way  madnefle  lies,  let  me  fhun  that : 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent .  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Piuhee  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe^ 

This  tempelt  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more,  bnt  Pie  go  in, 
In  Boy,  go  firfl.  You  houfclcffc  poverty,  Exit:, 
Nay,  get  thee  in  ;  Tie  pray,  and  then  Pie  fleep, 
Poor  naked  wretches,  where  fo  ere  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilelfe  ftorm, 
How  fhall  your  houlclefle  heads, and  unfed  fides, 

Your  lop'd,  and  window'd  raggedneffc  defend  you From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  0 1  have  tane 
Too  little  care  of  this  :  take  Phy  tick,  Pompe, 
Expole  thy  felf  to  feel,  what  wretches  feel, 

That  thou  may'fl  fhake  the  fupcrflux  to  them. 
And  fhew  the  heavens  more  juft. 

Enter  Edgar ,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Fathom  and  half,  Fathom  and  half  ?  poor  Tom. 
Fool.  Come  not  in  here  Nunclc  ,  heres  a  fpirit,  help 

me,  help  me. 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 

Fool.  A  fpirit ,  a  fpirit,  he  fayes  his  name's  rjoor  Tom 
Ken.What  art  thou  that  do'lt  grumble  there  i'th'ftraw? Come  forth. 

Edg.  Away,  the  foul  Fiend  follows  me,  through  the 
fharp  Hauthorn  blow  the  winds.Humh,go  to  thy  bed  and warme  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ?  And  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Eg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  Whom 
the  foul  Fiend  hath  led  through  Fire,and  through  Flame, 

through  Sword,  and  Whirle  Poole,  ore  Bog,  and  Quag- 
mire, that  hath  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters 

in  his  Pue ,  fet  Rats^bane  by  his  Porredgc ;  made  him 
Proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  Bay  trotting  horfe,  over  four 

arch'd  Bridges  ,  to  courfe  his  own  fhadow  for  a  traitor, 
BlilTe  thy  five  Wits,  Tom's  a  cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,do, 
de  ,  bliffe  thee  from  Whirle-winds,Star-blafting  ,  and 

taking  ,  do  poor  Tom  fome  ch#rity  ,  whom  the  foul 
fiend  vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  therej  and 

there  again,  and  there. St  arm  ftill. 

■Lear.  Has  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  paffc  ? 
Could'H  thou  fave nothing?  Would'ftthou  sive'em  all? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  Blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  all 
fharn'd, 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  aire 

Hang  fated  o're  mens  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters. 
Kent.  He  hath  no  Daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death  traitor,  nothing  could  have  fubdu'd  Na- 
To  fuch  a  lowntffe,  but  his  unkind  Daughteis.      ( ture 
Is  it  the.fafhioni  that  dilcarded  Fathers, 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flcih: 

Judicious  punifhment,  'twas  this  fleih  begot 
Thofe  Pelican  Daughteis. 

£ dfg-.Pillicock  fat  on  Pillicock  hill,  alow:  alow,loo,loo. 
Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools ,  and 

Madmen. 

Edgar.  Take  heed  oth'foule  fiend,  obey  thy  Pa- 
rents ,  keep  thy  word ,  juftice  ,  fwear  not,  commit  not, 

V  u  u  with( 
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with  mans  fworri  Spoulc  ;  ice  on  thy  Sweet-heart  on 
proiul  array.  Toms  a  cold. 

Lear,  What  haft  thou  been  > 

Edg.  A  ici  vingman.  Proud  in  heart,  and  mind :  that 

ctirl'd  my  hair,;  wore  Gloves  in  my  cap  ;  ferv'd  the  Luft 
of  my  Miltris  heart,  and  did  the  a£t  of  darkneffe  with 
tier,  Swore  as  many  Oaths,  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broak 
them  in  the  fvvcet  face  of  heaven.  One,  that  flept  in  the 

contriving  of  Luft,  and  wak'd  to  do  it.  Wine  lov'd  I 
dearly;  Dice  dearly;  and  in  Woman,  out-Paramour'd 
the  Turk.  Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloudy  handed. 

Hog  in  floth,  Pox  in  ftcalfb,  Wolf  in  greedineffe  ,  Dog 
in  madneffc,Lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking  of  fhooes, 
Nor  the  ruft.l;ng  of  Silks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  wo- 

man. Keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of 
Plackets,  thy  pen  from  Lenders  Books,  and  defie  the 
foule  fiend.  Still  through  thy  Hawthorn  blowes  the 

cold  wind:  Sayes fuum, mun,  nonny, Dolphin  my  Boy, 
Boy  Sejfey:  le:  him  trot  my.  Storm  fllll. 

Lear.  Thou  wert  better  in  a  Grave ,  then  to  anfwer 

with  thy  uncover'd  body ,  this  extremity  of  the  Skies.  Is 
man  no  more  th;n  this?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow'ft 
:he  Worme  no  Silk  :  the  Beaft  ,  no  Hide :  the  Sheep,  no 

WooU :  the  Cat  no  perfume.  Ha  ?  Here's  three  on's  are 
fophifticated.  Thou  ,art  the  thing  it  felf ,  unaccomo- 
dated  man,  is  no  more  butfuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  A- 
nimal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off  you  Lcndings :  Come,  un- 

button here. 

Enter  Gloucefter^veitha  Torch, 

Tool.  Prethee  Nuncle  be  contented  ,  'tis  a  naughty 
night  to  fwim  in.  Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field,  were 
like  an  old  Letchers  heart,  a  fmall  fpark,  all  the  reft 

on's  body,  cold  :  Look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 
Edga.  This  is  the  foi'l  Flibbertigibbet;  he  begins  at 

Curfew  ,  and  walks  at  fuft  Cock  •  He  gives  the  Web 
And  the  Pin ,  fquints  the  eye,  and  make  the  Hare-lip  ; 
Mildews  the  white  Wheat ,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature 
of  the  earth. 

Swithold footed  thrice  the  old. 

He  met  the  Night-Mare,  and  her  ninefold, 
Bid  her  a-light,  and  her  troth-plight, 
And  aroynt  the  Witch,  aroynt  thee. 

Kent.  How  fa  res  your  grace  ? 

Lear.  What's  he?A 

Kent.  Who's  there  ?  What  js'tyou  feek  ? 
Clou.  What  are  you  there  ?  Your  Names } 
Edg.  poor  Tom,  that  eats  the  fwimnaing  Frog,  the 

Toad,  the  Tod- pool,  the  wall-Neut,  and  the  water :  that 
in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages  ,  eats 
Cow-dung  for  Sallets ;  fwallows  the  old  Rat ,  and  the 
ditch-Dog:drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  ftanding  Pool: 

who  is  whipt  from  Ty  thing  to  Tything,  and  ftockt,  pu- 

nifh'd,and  imprifon'd  :  who  hath  three  Suits  to  his  back, 
fix  fliirts  to  his  Body: 

Horfe  to  ride, and  weapon  to  wear: 
But  Mice,  and  Rats,  and  fuch  fmall  Dear, 

Have  been  Tom's  food  for  feven  long  year  : 
Beware  my  follower.  Peace  Smulkin,  peace  thou  fiend. 

Glou,  What, hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  f 
Edg,  The  Prince  of  Darkneffe  is  a  Gentleman.  Modo 

he's  call'd,  and  Mahu. 
Glou. Our  flefh  and  bloud,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fo  vild, 

that  it  doth  hate  what  it  gets. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a  cold. 
Glou.  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 

T'obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands  : Though  all  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  to  feek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire,  and  food  is  ready, 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher, 
What  is  the  caufe  of  Thunder  > 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord  take  his  offer, 

Go  into  th'houfe. 
Lear.  I'le  take  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban: What  is  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 
Lear.  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 
Kent.  Importune  him  once  moTe  to  go  my  Lord, 

His  wits  begin  t'unfettle. 

Glou.  Can'ft  thou  blame  him  ?  Storm  ftill. 
His  Daughters  feek  his  death :  Ah,  that  good  Kent, 

He  faid  it  would  be  thus :  poor  banifh'd  man : 

Thou  lay  eft  the  King  grows  mad,  I'le  tell  thee  friend 
I  am  almoft  mad  my  felf,  1  had  a  Son, 

Now  out-law'd  from  my  bloud :  he  iought  my  life 
But  lately :  very  late :  I  lov'd  him  (friend) 
No  father  his  Son  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee, 

Trie  giief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.  What  a  nights  this  ? I  do  befeech  your  grace. 

Lear.  O  cry  you  mercy,  fir : 
Noble  Philofopher,  your  company. 

Edg .  Tom's  a  cold. 
Glou.  In  fellow  there,  into  th'  Hovel;  ke«p  thee  warmc 
Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord. 
Lear.  With  him ; 

I  will  keep  ftill  with  my  Philofopher. 
Kent.  Good  my  Lord,footh  him : 

Let  him  take  the  fellow. 
Glou.  Take  him  you  of*. 

Kent.  Sirra,  come  on :  go  along  with  us. 

Lear.  Come, good  Athenian. 
Glou.  No  words,  no  words,  hufh. 

Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tower  came, 
His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum 
I  lmell  the  bloud  of  a  Brittilh  man.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quinta. 

Enter  Cornwa^and  Edmund. 

Corn.  I  will  have  revenge ,  ere  I  depart  his  houfe. 

Baft.  How  my  Lord,  I  may  be  cenfured,  that  Nature 

thus  gives  way  to  Loyalty ,  fomcthing  fears  me  to  think 

of. 

Cornw.  I  now  perceive ,  it  was  not  altogether  your 

Brothers  cvill  difpofition  made  him  feck  his  death :  hit 

a  provoking  merit  fet  a  work  by  a  reprovable  badnefle in  himfelf. 

Baft.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune  ,  that  I  muft  re- 

pent to  be  juft  ?  This  is  the  Letter  which  hefpoke  of  ; 

which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advanta- 

ges of  France.  O  Heavens !  that  this  Trcafon  were  not ; 
or  not  I  the  detector. 

Cornw.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutcheflfe. 

Baft.  If  the  matter  of  this  Paper  be  certain,  you  have 

mighty  bufineffe  in  hand. 

Com. 
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Com.  True  or  falie,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  otGlou- 

ccfler:  feek  out  where  thy  father  is ,  that  he  may  be  ready 
for  ournppiehenfion. 

Brf.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fluff: 

his  fufpition  move  fully.  I  will  perfever  in  my  cou.fe  of 

Loyalty  ,  though  the  conflict  be  fore  between  that  and 
my  bloud. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee ;  and  thou  fruit  iind 

a  dear  father  in  my  Love.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Glott.  Good  friend,  I  prethee  take  him  in  thy  armes  ; 

I  have  o'reheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him : 

There  is  a  Litter  ready,  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover  friend,  where  thou  fhalt  meet 
Both  welcome,  and  prote&ion.  Takeup  thy  Mafter, 

If  thou  fhould'ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  aflured  loffe.  Take  up,  take  up, 

And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provision 

Give  thee  quick  conduct.  Come, come,  away.  Exemt, 

Scena  S eftitna. 

Enter  Kent  an  A  Gloucefier. 

Glott.  Here  is  better  then  the  open  aire,  take  it  thank- 

fully :  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I 

can  :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  Exit. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits,  have  given  way  to  his 

impatience :  the  gods  reward  your  kindneffe. 

Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool. 

Edg.  Tratefretto  calls  me,  and  tells  mzNero  is  an  An- 

gler in  the  Lake  of  Darkncffe  :  pray  innocent,and  beware 
the  foul  fiend. 

Tool.  Prethee  Nunklc  tell  me,  whether  a  madman  be  a 
Gentleman,  or  a  Yeoman. 

Lear.  A  King,a  Kin?,. 

Tool.  No,  he's  a  Yeoman,  that  has  a  Gentleman  to 

his  Son :  for  he's  a  Yeoman  that  fee's  his  Sen  a  Gentle- 
man before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 

Come  hizzing  in  upon'em. 
Edg.  Bleffe  thy  five  wits. 

Kent .  O  piety :  Sir,  where  if  the  patience  now 

That  you  fo  oft  have  boaftcd  to  remain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs,  and  all ; 

Trey,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart  s  fee,  they  bark  at  me, 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them:  Avaunt  you 

Currs,  be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white : 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  : 

Maftiffe,  Grey-hound,  Mongrill,  Grim, 
Hound  or  Spaniel,  Brache,  or  Hym : 
Or  Bobtail  tight,  or  Troudle  tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail, 

For  with  throwing  thus  my  head  ; 

Dogs  leapt  the  hatch,  and  all  arc  fled. 

Do,  de,  de,  de :  fefe ;  Come,  march  to  Wakes  and  Faires, 

And  Market  Towns :  poor  Tow  thy  horn  is  drye.  Exit. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  Anatomize  Regan  :  See  what 

breeds  about  her  heart.  Is  there  any  caufe  in  Nature  that 

make  thefe  hard  hearts.  You  fir,  I  entertain  for  one  of 

my  hundred;  only,  I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  gar- 

ments. You  will  fay  they  are  Perfian ;  but  let  them  be 

chang'd, 
Enter  Glofler. 

Kent.  Now  good  my  Lord,  lie  here,  and  reft  a  while. 

Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife , '  draw  the  Cur- 

tains :  fo,fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  ith'morning. Fool.  And  Pie  50  to  bed  at  noon. 
Glott.  Corwe  hichcr  friend  ; 

\Vhere  is  the  King  my  Mafter  ? 
Kent.  Here  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,his  wits  are  gone. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Goner  ill,  Baflard. 
and  Servants. 

Corn.  Poft  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  husband  ,  fhew 
him  this  Letter ,  the  Army  of  France  is  landed :  feek  out 
the  traitor  Glofler. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inftantly. 
Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  £ dmmd ,  keep 

you  our  Siller  company  :  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to 
take  upon  your  traiterous  father ,  are  not  fit  for  your 
beholding.  Advife  the  Duke  where  you  are  going  ,  to  a 
moft  feftinate  preparation :  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our 
Pofts  fhall  be  fwift ,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Farewell 
dear  Sifter,  farewell  my  Lord  of  Glofler. Enter  Steward. 

How  now  ?  Where's  the  King  ? 

Stew.  My  Lord  of  Glofler  hath  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  lix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights 
Hot  Queft  tilts  after  him,  met  him  at  gate, 
Who,  with  fome  other  of  the  Lords  dependants, 

Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover ;  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well  armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  Miftris. 

Gon.  Farewell  fweet  Lord,  and  Sifter.  Exit. 
Corn.  Edmund  farewell :  go  feek  the  traitor  Glofler, 

Pinnion  him  like  a  Thief,  bring  him  before  us : 
Though  well  we  may  notpafle  upon  his  life 
Without  the  forme  of  Juftice  :  yet  our  power 

Shall  do  a  curt'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  butnotcontroll. 

Enter  Glottcefter,  and  Servants. 
Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 

Reg.  Ingratefull  Fox, 'tis  he. Corn.  Bind  faft  his  corky  armes. 

Glou.  What  means  your  Graces  ? 
Good  my  friends  confider  you  are  my  Guefls: 
Do  me  no  foul  plav,  friends, 

Corn.  Bind  him  I  fay. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard :  O  filthy  traitor. 

(jlou.  Unmercifull  Lady,  as  you  arc,  I'm  none. 
Corn.  To  this  Chair  bind  him, 

Villain,  thou  fhak  find. 

Glou.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  moft  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  Beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor  ? GIoh.  Naughty  Lady, 

Thefe  hairs  which  thou  do'ft  ravifh  from  my  chin 
Will  quicken  and  accufe  thee.  I  am  your  Heft, 

1  With  Robbers  hands,  my  hofpitable  favours 
V  u  u  2  You< 
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You  fhould  not  ruffle  thus.  What  will  you  do 
Corn.  Come  Sir. 

What  Letters  had  you  late  from  Fiance  ? 

Reg.  Be  fimple  anfwcr'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Corn.  And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  trai- 

tors, late  footed  in  the  Kingdome  ? 

%fg.  To  whofe  hands 
You  have  fent  the  Lunatick  King :  fpcak. 

Glou.  I  have  a  Letter  gucfTingly  fet  down 

Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  newtrall  heart, 

•And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 
Corn.  Cunning. 

%eg.  Andfalfe. 
Cor.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  ? 
Gloit.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 

Was't  thou  not  charg'd  at  perill. 
Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  >  Let  him  anfwer  that. 

Glou.  I  am  tyed  to  th'Stake, And  I  muft  ftand  the  Courfe. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Glou.  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruell  Nails 

Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes :  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter, 
In  his  Annointed  flefh,  ftick  boarifh  phangs. 
The  Sea,  with  fuch  a  ftovn.e  as  his  bare  head, 

In  hell-black-night  indur'd,  would  have  buoy'd  up 
And  quench'd  the  Scellcd  fires  : 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 

If  Wolves  had  at  thy  Gate  howl'd  that  ftern  time, 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  fa  id,  good  Porter  turn  the  Key : 
All  Cruells  elfc  fubfenbe  :  but  I  (hall  fee 

The  winged  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 
Corn.  See't  fhalt  thou  never.  Fellows  hold  the  Chair. 

Upon  thefc  eyes  of  thine,  Fie  fet  my  foot. 
Glou.  He  that  will  think  to  live,  till  he  be  old, 

Give  me  fome  help,  O  cruell !  O  you  gods. 

Reg,  One  fide  will  mock  another :  th'other  too. 
Corn.  If  you  fee  vengeance. 
Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord  ? 

I  have  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  Child  : 
But  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you, 
Then  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  ? 
Ser.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 

IFd  fhake  it  on  this  quarrel.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Com.  My  Villain  ? 
Ser.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

Reg.  Give  me  thy  fword.  A  pezant  ftand  up  thus  ? Kills  him 

Ser.  Oh  I  am  flain :  my  Lord ,  you  have  one  eyeJeft 
To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.  Oh. 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it ;  Out  vild  gelly  : 
Where  is  thy  lufter  now  ?  . 

Glou.  All  dark  and  comfortlefle  ? 

Where's  my  Son  Edmund  ? 
Edmund^  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  a£r. 

Reg.  Out  treacherous  Villain, 

Thou  cail'ft  on  him,  that  hates  thee,  It  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  Treafons  to  us : 
Who  is  too  good  to  pitty  thee. 

Glou.  O  my  follies !  then  Edgar  was  abus'd. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thruft  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Dover.  Sxlt  with  Glofler. 

How  is't  my  Lord  ?  How  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  recciv'd  a  hurt :  follow  me  Lady  : 

Turn  out  that  eyelefle  Villain  :  throw  this  Slave  ' 
Upon  the  Dunghill :  *Regan,  I  bleed  apace, 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.  Give  me  your  arme.  Exeunt, 

Alius  Quartus.  S cena  Trima. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Then  (till  contemn'd  and  flatter'd,  to  be  worft : 
The  loweft,  and  moft  deje<5t  thing  of  Fortune, 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft, 
The  worft  returns  to  laughter.  Welcome -then, 
Thou  unfubftantiaJl  aire  that  I  embrace : 

The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft, 
Ows  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter  Glofler  led  by  an  old  man. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  My  Father  poorly  led  > 
World,  World,  O  World! 

But  that  thy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  ape. 

Oldm.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  Tenant, 
And  your  Fathers  Tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Gh.  Away,get  thee  away :  good  friend  be  gone, 
Thy  comforts  can  do  rne  no  good  at  all, 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Oldm.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glou.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes  r  • 

I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.  Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Our  means  fecure  us,  and  our  mcer  defects 
Prove  our  Commodities.  Oh  dear  Son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  fathers  wrath  : 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch  , 
IFd  fay  I  had  eyes  again. 

Oldm.  How  now  >  who's  there? 

Edg.  O  gods !  Who  is't  can  fay  I  am  at  the  worft? I  am  worfe  then  ere  I  was. 

Oldm.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :  the  worft  is  not, 

So  long  as  we  can  fay  this  is  the  worft. 
Oldm.  Fellow,  where  poeft  ? 

Glou.  Is  it  a  Bepoar-man  ? 
Oldm.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glou.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 

Ith'laft  nights  ftorm,  I  fuch  a  fellow  faw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  Man,  a  Worm.  My  Son 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  Friends  with  him. 
I  have  heard  more  fince: 

As  Flies  to  th'wanton  Boyes,  are  we  to  th'gods, 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  How  fhould  this  be  ? 
Bad  is  the  Trade  that  muft  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 

Ang'ring  it  felf,  and  others.  Blefle  thee  Mafter. Glou.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 
Oldm.  I  my  Lord. 

Glou.  Get  thee  away :  if  for  my  fake 

Thou  wilt  o' re-take  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 

l'th'way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love, 
i  And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  Soul, 
Which  Tie  intreatto  lead  me. 

Oldm.  Alack  fir,  he  is  mad.  •  j 

Glo». 
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Glou.  'Tis  the  rimes  plague  , When  Madmen  lead  the  olind : 

Do  as  I  bid  chee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure : 
Above  the  reft,  begone. 

Oldm.  l'Jc  bring  him  the  Beft  Parrell  that  I  have 
Come  on't,  what  will,  Exit. 

i     Clou.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a  cold.  I  cannot  daub  it  further. 
Glou.  Come  hither  fellow, 

j     Edg.  And  yet  I  mult : 
Bleflethy  fweeteyes,  they  bleed. 

Glou.  Know'it  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 
Edg.  Both  ftile,  and  gate,  horfe-way  ,  and  foot-path  : 

poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  Blefle 
thee  good  mans  fon,  from  the  foul  fiend.  (plagues 

Glott.  Here  take  this  purfe,thou  whom  the  heav'ns Have  humbled  toallttroaks:  that  I  am  wretched 

Makes  thee  the  happier  f  heavens  deal  fo  ftill : 
Let  the  iuperfluous,  and  Luft-dieted  man, 
That  flaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 

Becaufe  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly : 
So  diftribution  fhould  undo  exceffe, 

And  each  man  have  enough.  Do'ft  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Edg .  I  mafter. 
Glou.  There  is  a  Cliffe,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 

Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  Deep  : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 

And  I'le  repair  the  mifery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place, 
I  fhall  no  lending  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arme  ; 
Poor  Tom  fhall  lead  thee. Exeunt 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  GonerillyBafiard,  and  Steward. 
Gov.  Welcome  my  Lord ,  I  marvel  our  mild  husband 

Not  met  us  on  the  way.  Now,  where's  your  Mafter  ? 
Stew.  Madam  within,  but  never  man  fo  chang'd : 

I  told  him  of  the  Army  that  was  Landed  : 

He  fmil'd  at  it.  I  told  him  you  were  coming, 
His  anfwer  was,  the  worfe.  Of  Glofier  s  treachery, 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  Son 

When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  Sot, 

And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out : 
What  moft  he  fhould  diflike,  feems  pleafant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offenfive. 

Cjon.  Then  fhall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  Cowifh  terror  of  his  fpirit 

That  dares  not  undertake :  he'llnot  feel  wrongs 
Which  tye  him  to  an  anfwer ;  our  wifhes  on  the  way 
May  prove  cfre&s.  Back  Edmund  to  my  Brother, 
Haften  hisMuftcrs,  and  conduct ,his  powers. 
I  muft  change  names  at  home,  and  give  the  DiftafFe 
Into  my  Husbands  hands.  Thistrutty  Servant 
Shall  paffe  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear 
(If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf) 

'i  A  Miftreffes  command.  Wear  this  ;  fpare  fpeech, 
|  Decline  your  head.  Xhis  kifTe,  if  it  durft  fpeak, 
Would  ftretch  thy  Spirits  up  into  the  aire  : 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

*    Bast .  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 
Gen.  My  molt  dear  Ghfter. 

Oh,  the  difference  of  man, and  man, 
To  thee  a  Womans  fervices  are  due, 
My  fool  ufurps  my  body. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 
Enter  Albany . 

Gonr  I  have  been  worth  the  whittle*. 
-Alb.  OhGonerill. 

You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man. 

That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  of  wrongs, 
Who  halt  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye-difcerning, 
Thine  honor,  from  thy  fuffering. 

Alb.  Seethyfelf  devill: 

Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Gon.  Oh  vain  fool. 
Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef.  Oh  my  good  Lord,theDuke  of  Cornwalls  dead 
Slain  by  his  Servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glofier. 

Alba.  Glofier s  eyes? 

CMef.  A  Servant  that  he  bred ,  thrill'd  with  remorfe, 

Oppos'd  againft  the  a£t :  bending  his  Sword 
To  his  great  Mafter,  who,  thereat  enrag'd 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead, 
But  not  without  that  harmfullftroke,  which  fince 

Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 
Alba.  This  fhews  you  are  above 

You  Juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
Sofpeedily  can  venge.  But  (O  poor  Glofier) 
Loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mef.  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 
This  Letter  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwer : 
'Tis  from  your  Sifter, 

Gon.  One  way  I  like  this  well, 

But  being  widow,  and  my  Glofier  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 

Upon  my  hatefull  life.  Another  way 

The  News  is  not  fo  tart.  Tie  read,  and  anfwer." Alba.  Where  was  his  Son, 

When  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 
Mef.  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 
Alba.  He  is  not  here.  . 

Mef.  No  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 
Alba.  Knows  he  the  wickedneffe  ? 

Mef.  I  my  good  Lord  :  'twas  he  inform'd  againft  him 
And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  puniihment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfc. 

Alb.  Glofier ,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhewd'ft  the  King, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.  Come  hither  friend, 

Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'ft. Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia—>. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours^Cordelia,  Gentlemen, 
and  Souldiers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he  :  why  he  was  met  even  now 
As  made  the  vext  Sea,  finding  aloud, 

!  Crown'd  with  rank  Fenitar,  and  furrow  weeds, 
I  With  Hardocks,  Hemlock,  Nettles,  Cuckow  flowers, 

V  u  u  3  Darnell 
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Darnell,  and  ail  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  ft.ftaining  Corn.  A  Century  fend  forth ; 

Search  every  Acre  in  the  high-orown  field, 
And  b<  ing  him  to  our  eye.  What  can  mans  wifdomc 
In  the  reftonng  his  bereaved  Scnfe :  We  that  helps  him, 
Take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Gent.  There  is  means,  Madam: 

Our  foftei  Nurfe  of  Nature,  is  repofe, 
The  which  he  lacks :  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Arc  many  Simples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  Anguifh. 

Cord.  All  blcft  Secrets, 

All  you  unpublifh'd  Vermes  of  the  earth 
Spring  with  my  tears ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  mans  defires:  feek,  feek  for  him, 

Left  nis  ungovem'd  rage,  diffolve  the  life That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  LMeJfengir. 
Mef.  News  Madam, 

The  Brittifh  Powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cord.  'Tis  known  before.  Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expectation  of  them.  O  dear  father, 
It  is  thy  bufinefs  that  I  go  about :  therefore  great  France 

My  mourning,  and  importun'd  tears  hath  pittied  : 
Now  blown  Ambition  doth  our  Arms  incite, 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  Fathers  Right : 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him.  Exeunt. 

%fg.  1  fpeak  in  underftanding:  Y'are:  I  know't, 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  note : 

My  Lord  is  dead  :  Edmund,  and  I  have  talk'd, 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Then  for  your  Ladies:  You  may  gather  more: 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  Miftris  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  defire  her  call  her  wifdome  to  her. 

So  fare  you  well: 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  or"  that  blind  traitor, Preferment  falls  on  him,  that  cuts  him  off. 
Stew.  Would  I  could  meet  him,Madam,  I  fhould  fiiew 

What  party  I  do  follow. 
Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Qmnta* 

Enter  Gloucefiert  and  Edgar. 

Glou.  When  fhall  I  come  to  tb'top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.  Look  how  we  labour. 
Glou.  Me  thinks  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  fteep, 

Hark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea  * Glou.  No  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  Senfes  grow  imperfect 

By  your  eyes  anguifh, 
Glou.  So  may  it  be  indeed. 

Me  thinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd,  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
In  better  phrafe,  and  matter  then  thou  did'ft. 

Edg.  Y'are  much  deceiv'd:  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Glou.  Me  thinks  y'are  better  fpoken. 
Edg.  Come  on  fir, 

Heres  the  place :  ftand  ftill :  how  fearfull 

And  dizzy  'tis,  to  caft  ones  eyes  fo  low, 
The  Grows  and  Choughs, that  wing  the  midway  aire 
Shew  fcarcc  fogroffeas  Beetles.  Halfway  down 

Hangs  one  that  gathers  Sampire :  dreadfull  trade: 
Me  thinks  he  fcems  no  bigger  then  his  head. 

The  Fifhermen  thatwalk'd  upon  the  beach 
Agpear  like  Mice:  and  yond  tall  Anchoring  Bark, 

Diminifh'd  to  her  Cock :  her  Cocto,  a  Buoy 
Almoft  to  fmall  for  fight.  The  murmei  ing  Surge, 

That  on  th'unnumbred  idle  Pebble  chafes 
Cannot  he  heard  fo  high.  Fie  look  no  more, 
Left  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

(jlou.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand : 

You  are  now  within  a  foot  of  th'extream  Verge : 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  would  I  not  leap  upright. 

Glou.  Let.  go  my  hand : 

Here  friends,  another  purfe :  in  it,  a  Jewell 
Well  worth  a  poor  mans  taking.  Fairies,  and  god* 

Profpcr  it  with  thee.  Go  thou  further  off, 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  fir. 
Glou.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  his  defpair, 
'Tis  done  to  cure  it.  tj 

*jiou.  yj  you  mignty  gous  \ 

This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 

Shake 

,   - 

Scena  Quarto. 

Enter  %egan^  and  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  Brothers  Powers  fee  forth  > 
Stew  I  Madam. 

Tlgg.  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 
Stew.  Madam,  with  muchadoc 

Your  Sifter  is  the  better  Souldier. 

^rLoid  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lord  at  home; 
Stew.  No  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  Sifters  Letter  to  him  ? 
Srew,  I  know  not,  Lady. 

Reg.  Faith  he  is  ported  hence  on  ferious  matter : 
It  was  great  ignorance.  Glojlerscyzi  being  out 
To  let  him  live.  Where  he  arrives,  he  moves 

A!!  hearts  againft  us :  Edmund^  I  think  is  gone 
In  pitry  of  his  mifery,  to  dilpatch 
His  nighted  life :  Moreover  to  defcry 

The  ftiength  oth'Enemy. 
Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him,  Madam,  with  my  Letter. 

Reg.  Our  troops  fet  forth  to  morrow,  ftay  with  us : 
The  wayes  are  dangerous. 

Stew.  I  may  not  Madam: 

Mv  Lady  charged"  my  duty  in  his  bufineffe. 
%eg.  Why  fhould  fhe  write  to  Edmund? 

Might  not  you  tianfport  her  purpofes  by  word  ?  Belike, 

Some  things,  I  know  not  what.  I'ie  love  thee  much Let  me  imfeal  tht  Letter. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  had  rather--— 

Reg.  1  know  your  Lady  do's  not  love  her  husband, 
I  amfuve  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  here, 
She  gave  ftranpe  Iliads,  and  moft  fpaaking  looks 
io  lNODic  cumttna.  l  Know  you  are  ornerDOiome. 

Stew.  I  Madam  ? 
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Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  oft : 

If  I  could  bear  ic  longer,  and  not  fall 

To  quarrell  wicb  your  great  oppofeletTe  wills, 

My  fnuff,  and  loathed  part  of  Nature  fhotild 

Bum  it  felf  out.  If  Edgar  live,0  blefle  him, 
Now  fellow,  fare  the  well. 

Edg .  Good  Sir,  farewell. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  Treafureof  life,  when  life  it  felf 

Yields  to  the  Theft.  Had  he  bin  where  he  thought, 

By  this  had  thought  bin  paft.  Alive,  or  dead  ? 

Hoa,  you  fir :  friend,  here  you  fir,  fpeak : 

Thus  might  he  paffe  indeed :  yet  he  revives. 
What  arc  you  fir  ? 

Glett.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg .  Had'ft  thou  been  ought 
But  Gozemure,  feathers  and  aire, 

(So  many  fathome  down  precipitating) 

Thoud'ft  ftuvei'd  like  ahEggc :  but  thou  db'ft  breath: 

Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed'u  not,  fpeak,  art  found. 
Ten  Mafts  at  each,  make  not  the  altitude 

Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fell, 

Thy  life's  a  Miracle.  Speak  yet  again. 
Clou.  But  have  I  fain,  or  no  ? 

idg.  From  the  dread  Summet  of  this  Chalky  Bourn 

Look  up  a  height,  the  fhrill-gor'd  Lafckfo  fa* Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  :  Do  but  look  up. 
GIoh,  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes : 

Is  wretchednefle  deprived  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death  ?  'Twas  yet  fome  comfort, 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrants  rage, 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arme. 

Up,  fo :  How  is't  ?  Feel  you  your  Legs  ?  You  ftanc!. 
Glou.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangeneffe, 

Upon  the  Crown  oth'Cliffe.  What  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glou.  A  poor  unfortunate  Beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  ftood  here  below,  me  thought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  Moons :  he  had  a  thoufand  Nofes, 

Horns  walk'd,  and  wav'd  like  the  enraged  Sea : 
It  was  fome  fiend :  therefore  thou  happy  father,  B 
Tkink  that  the  cleared  gods,  who  make  them  honors 
Of  mens  impoffibilities,  have  preferved  thee. 

GIoh.  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  Tie  bear 

Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  it  felf 

Enough,  enough,  and  die.  That  thing  you  fpeak  of, 

I  took  it  for  a  man :  often  'twould  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend,  he  led  me  to  that  place, 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 
Enter  Lear. 

But  who  comes  here  ? 

The  fafer  fenfe  will  ne' re  accomodate 
His  Mafter  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  cryinf .  I  am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight  I 

Lear.  Natures  above  Art,  in  that  refpe&.There's  your 
Preffe-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a  Crow- 

keeper  :  draw  me  a  Cloathiers  yard.  Look,  look,  a 

Moufe:  peace,  peace,  this  piece  of  toafted  Cheefe  will 

doo't.  There's  my  Gauntlet ,  Tie  prove  it  on  a  Gyant. 

Bring  up  the  brown  Bills.  O  well  flown  Bird :  ith' 
clout,  ith'clout :  Hewgh.  Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjoram. 

Lear.  Paffe. 
Glou.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha  1  Gonerill  with  a  white  beard?  They  flatter'd 
mc  like  a  Dog  ,  and  told-  me  I  had  the  white  hairs  its 

my  Beard,  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  I ,  an 

no,  to  every  thing  that  I  faid :  I,  and  no  too,  was  no  go 

Divinity.  When  the  raign  came  to  wet  me  once ,  ant 
wind  to  make  me  chatter :  when  the  Thunder  would  no 

>eace  at  my  bidding,  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt '  zn. 
out.    Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o'their  words ;.  they  tol 
me,  I  was  every  thing :  'Tis  a  Lie,  I  am  not  Agu-pr<  ■  i 

GIoh.  The  trick  of  that  voice  ,  I  do  well  remuu  ;e: 
s't  not  the  King  ? 

Lear.  I,  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  the  fubje<St  quakes. 

pardon  that  mans  life.  What  was  thy  caufe  ? 
Adultery  ?  thou  fhalt  not  die :  die  for  Adultery  ? 

SIo,  the  wren  goes  too't,  and  the  fmall  guilded  Flie 
Do's  loicher  in  my  fight.  Let  Copulation  thrive : 
For  Gkfters  baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  father, 

Then  my  Daughters  got'tween  the  lawfull  fheets. 
Too't  Luxury  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  Souldiers. 
Behold  yon  fimpring  Dame,  whofe  face  between  he 

Forks  prefages  Snow;  that  minces  Vertue,  and  do's  fhakc 
the  head  to  hear  of  plcafures  name.  The  Fitchew  ,  nor 

the  foyled  horfe  goes  too?t  with  a  more  riotous  appe 
tite :  down  from  the  wafte  they  are  Centaures ,  though 
Women  all  above  :  but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  gods  inl 

rit,  beneath  is  all  the  fiends.  There's  hell,  there's  ciark- 
nefle,  there  is  the  fulphcrous  pit,buming»  fcalding,ftench. 
confumption :  Fie,  fie,fic ;  pah,  pah :  Give  me  an  Ounce 
Of  Civet;  good  Apothecary  fweeten  my  imagination : 
There's  money  for  thee. 

Glou.  O  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 
Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  firft, 

It  fmells  of  Mortality. 

Glou.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  Nature,  this  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  naught. 
Do'ft  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough :  do'ft  thou 
fquiny  at  me?  No, do  thy  worft  blind  Cupid ,  I'le  not 
love.  Read  thou  this  challenge ,  mark  but  the  penning of  it. 

Glou.  Were  all  thy  Letters  Suns,  I  could  not  fee  one. 
Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report, 

It  is,  and  my  heart  breaks  at  it, 
Lear.  Read. 

Glou.  What  with  the  Cafe  of  eyes  > 
Lear.  Oh  ho,are  you  there  with  me  ?  No  eyes  in  your 

head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purfe  ?  Your  eyes  are  in  hea- 
vy cafe ,  your  purfe  in  a  light,  yet  you  fee  how  this  world 

goes. 

Glou.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  ?  A  man  may  fee  how  this  world 
goes ,  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears :  See  how 
yond  Juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Heark  in 
thine  ear :  Change  places ,  and  handy-dendy  ,  which  is 
the  Juftice ,  which  is  the  thief :  Thou  haft  feen  a  Far- 

mers dog  bark  at  a  Beggar/ 
Glou.  Sir* 

Lear.  And  the  Creature  run  from  the  Cur:  there  thou 

might'ft  behold  the  great  image  of  Authority ,  a  Dog's 
obey'd  in  Office.  Thou,  Rafcal  Beadle,  hold  thy  bloudy 

hand :  why  do'ft  thou  lafh  that  Whore?  Strip  thy  own 
back ,  thou  hotly  lufts  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind,  for  which 

thou  whip'ft  her.  The  Ufurer  hangs  the  Cozener.  Tho- 

rougi'. 



7*2 
The  Tragedy  of  King  Lear. 

lough  and  catccr'd  cloachs,great  Vices  do  appear:  Robes,  IThe  bounty,  and  the  benizon  of  heaven 
and  furrd  gowns  hide  nil.  Place  finns  with  gold  ,  ana 
the  ft  i  on  £  Ln  n  ce  of  julfi cc,  hurtlcfle  breaks:  Arme  it  in 

ra|sy'a  Pigtffl'cs  fti  aw  doth  pierce  it.  None  does  offend, 
nonc,i  fay  nonej'ieablc  'em  ;  take  that  of  me  my  friend, 
Who  harvt  the  power  to  feal  th'accufcrs  lips.  Get  thee 
glafle  eyes,  and  like  a  fcurvy  politician  ,  fecm  to  fee  the 

dungs  tliou'do'ft  not.  Now,  now,  now,  now.  Pull  off  my Boots  :  harder,  harder,  fo. 

Edg.  O  matter,  and  impcrtinency  mixt, 
Rcafon  in  Madneffc. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glofter : 
Thou  mult  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither : 

Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  aire 
We  wawlc,  and  cry.  I  will  preach  to  thee:  Mark. 

GIoh,  Alack,  alack  the  day. 
Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  arc  come 

To  this  great  ftagc  of  fools.  This  a  good  block: 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  fhooe 

A  Troop  of  horfe  with  felt :  1'le  put't  in  proofe, 
And  when  I  have  ftoln  upon  thefe  Sons  in  Law's: 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Oh  here  he  is :  lay  hand  upon  him,.Sir. 
Your  moft  dear  Daughter.  

Lear.  No  reCcuc  ?  What,  a  Prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  Natural  Fool  of  fortune.  Ufe  me  well, 

You  fhall  have  ranfome.  Let  me  have  Surgeons, 

I  am  cut  to  th' Brains. 
Gent.  You  fhall  have  any  thing. 
Lear.  No  Seconds  ?  All  my  felf  ? 

Why,  this  would  make  a  man, a  man  of  Salt; 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  Garden  water-pots.  I  will  die  bravely, 
Like  a  fmug  Bridegroom.  -  What?  I  will  be  Jovial: 

Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.'  Matters,  know  you  that  ? 
Genit  You  are  a  Royal  one, and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.  Come, and  you  get  it, 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running  :  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  Exit. 

Gent.  A  fight  mo  ft  pitrifull  in  themeancft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.  Thou  haft  a  Daughter 
Who  redeems  Nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg.  Hail  gentle  Sir. 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you  :  what's  your  will  ? 
Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought  (Sir)  of  a  Battell  toward. 
Gent.  Moftfure, and  vulgar: 

Every  one  hears  that,  which  can  diftinguifh  found. 

Edg.  -But  by  your  favour : 

How  near's  the  other  Army  ? 
Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  difcry 

Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you  fir,  that's  all. 
Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecialcaufe  is  here, 

Her  Army  is  mov'd  on.  Exit. 
Sdg.  I  thank  you  Sir. 

Gloii.  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath'from  me, 
Let  not  my  worfer  Spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe. 

Sdg.  Well  pray  you  father. 

G'l&h.  Now  good  fir,  what  are  you? 
Edg.  A  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  Fortunes  blows 

Who,  by  the  Art  of  known,  and  feeling  forrows, 

Am  pregnant  to  good  piety »  Give  me  your  hand,  • 
I'le  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glou.  Hearty  thanks : 

To  boot,  and  boot. 
£ nter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaim'd  prize:  moft  happy  : 
That  eyelefle  head  of  thine,  was  firft  fram'd  flefh 
To  raifemy  fortunes.  Thou  old,  unhappy  traitor, 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember:  the  Sword  is  out 
That  inn!}  deftroy  thee. 

Glou.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  ftrength  enough  to't. 
Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  Pezanr," 

Darft  thou  fupport  a  publifh'dTraitor?  hence, 
Left  that  th'infection  of  his  fortune  tak'e Like  hold  on  thee.  Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go  Zir, 
Without  vurther  cafion. 

Stew.  Let  go  Slave,  or  thou  dy'ft. 
Edg.  Good  Gentleman  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor 

volk  paffe :  and'ehud  ha'bin  zwagged  out  of  my  life, 
'twould  ha'bin  zo  long  as  'tis ,  by  ,a  vortnight.  '  Nay 
come  not  near  th'old  man :  keep  but  che  vor'ye  ,  or  ice 
try  Whither  your  Coftard,  or  my  Ballowbe  the  harder ; 
chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stew.  Out  Dunghill. 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth  Zir :  come ,  no  matter  vor 
your  foyns. 

Stew.  Slave  thou  haft  fiain  me :  villain,take  my  purfe; 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body, 

And  give  the  Letters  which  thou  flnd'ft  about  me, 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glofter :  feek  him  out 

Upon  the  Englifh  party.  Oh  untimely  dea"th,  death. 
Edg.  I  know  thee  well.  A  ferviceable  Villain, 

As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  Miftris, 
As  badneffe  would  defire. 

Glou.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down  Father :  reft  you. 

Let's  fee  thefe  Pockets ;  the  Letters  that  he  fpeaks  of 

May  be  my  friends  :  he's  dead  ;  I  am  only  forry He  had  no  other  Deathfman.  Let  us  fee  : 

Leave  gentle  wax,  and  manners:  blame  us  not 
To  know  our  enemies  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts, 

Their  Papers  are  more  lawfull. 
-  Reads  the  Letter. 

LEt  our  reciprocall  vows  be  remembred.  You  have  j 
many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  will  want  \ 

not ,  time  and  place  will  be  fruitfully  offer' d.  There  is  no-  \ 
thing  done.  If  he  return  the  Conqueror, then  am  I  the  Pri-  I 
foner,  and  his  bed,  my  Goal ,  from  the  loathed  warmth  \ 
whereof,  deliver  me,  and  f apply  the  place  of  our  Labour. 

Tour  (Wife,fo  I  would  fay)  affetlio--  \ 

nate  Servant.  Goner'ill. 
Of  indinguifh'd  fpace  of  Womans  will, 
A  plot  upon  her  vertuous  husbands  life, 
And  the  exchange  my  brother  :  here,  in  the  fands 
Thee  Pie  rake  up,  the  poft  unfan&ified 
Of  murtherous  Letchers:  and  in  the  mature  time, 

With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrikethe  fight 

Of  the  death-pra&is'd  Duke :  for  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thy  death,  and  bufineffe,  I  can  tell. 

Glou.  The  King'is  mad 
How  ftiffe  is  my  vilde  fenfc 

I 
t  n 

That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 

Of  my  huge  forrows  ?  Better  I  were  dittracl", 
So  fhould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs, 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations  loofe 

Drum  afar  off;  f 
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The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 
Edg.  G  ivc  me  your  h?nd  : 

Far  off  me  thinks  I  heafr  the  beaten  Drum. 

Come  father*  Tie  befrow  you  with  a  friend. Exeunt. 

Scena  S eptima. 

Enter  Cor  dell a,  Kent  and  Gentleman. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent , 
How  fh.311 1  liveand  work 

To  match  thy  goodnefTc  ? 
My  life  will  be  too  fliort, 
And  every  meafure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd  Madam  is  o'rc-paidj 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth, 
Nor  more,  nor  clip:,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  luitcd, 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofc  worfer  hours : 

I  pietliee  put  them  off. 
Kent.  Pardon  dear  Madam, 

Yet  to  be  known  fhortens  my  made  intent, 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
Till  time,  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be't  fo  ray  good  Lord  : 
How  do's  the  Kins  ? 
.    Gent.  Madam  flccps  Mill. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  gods ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abufed  Nature, 

Th'untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  O  wind  up, 
Of  this  child-changed  Father. 

Gent.  So  pleafeyour  Majefty. 
That  we  may  wake  the  King, he  hath  flept  long? 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th'fway  of  your  own  will :  is  he  array'd  ? 

Enter  hear  In  a  Chair ,  carried  by  Servants. 

Gent.  I  Madam  :  in  the  heavineffe  of  fleep, 
We  put  frcfli  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,when  we  do  awake  him, 
I  doubt  not  of  his  Temperance, 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father,  reltauration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  this  kiffe. 
Repair  thofe  violent  harmes,that  my  tWoSifters 
Have  in  thy  Reverence  made. 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Princeffe. 

Cor.  Had  you  not  bin  their  father ,  thefe  white  flakes 
Did  challenge  pitty  of  them.  Was  this  face 

To  be  oppos'd  againft  the  jarring  winds  ? 
Mine  Enemies  dog,  though  he  had  bit  me, 
Should  have  flood  that  night  againft  my  fire, 

And  was't  thou  fain  (poor  Father) 
To  hovell  thee  with  Swine  and  Rogues  forlorn, 

In  fhort,  and  mufty  ftraw  ?  Alack,  alack, 

'Tis  wonder  that  my  life  and  wits,  aumce 
Had  not  concluded  all.  He  wakes,  fpeak  to  him. 

Gent.  Madam  do  you,  'tis  fitteft. 
Cor.  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ? 

How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  oth'grave  J 
Thou  art  a  foul  in  bliffe,  but  I  am  bound 

Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald,  like  molten  Lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  fpirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 
Cor.  Still,  ftillj  far  wide. 

Gent.  He's  fcarce  awake, 
Let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  bin  ? 
Where  am  I  ?  fair  day  light  \ 

I  am  mightily  abus'd ;  I  fhould  even  die  with  pitty 
To  fee  another  thus.  I  know  not  what  to  fay  : 

I  will  not  fwcar  thefe  are  my  hands:  let's  fee, 

I  feel  this  pin  prick,  would  I  were  affur'd 
Of  my  condition, 

Cor.  O  look  upon  me,  fir, 

And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o're  mc, You  rnuft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me ; 
I  am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcore  and  upward, 

Not  an  hour  more,  nor  lefTe  : 
And  to  deal  plainly, 

I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 

Me  thinks  I  fhould  know  you,  and  know  this  man, 
Yet  I  am  doubtfull :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 

What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  thefe  garments :  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  laft  night.  Do  not  laugh  at  me, 
For  (as  lama  man)  I  think  this  Lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  folam:  lam, 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ? 
Yes  faith  :  I  pray  weep  not. 

If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it : 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me,  for  your  Sifters 
Have  (as  I  do  remember)  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  not, 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe. 
Lear.  Am  I  in  France  > 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdome,  Sir, 
Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Gent .  Be  comforted  good  Madam,  the  great  rage 

You  fee  is  kill'd  in  him :  defire  him  to  go  in, 
Trouble  him  no  more  till  further  fetling. 

Cor.  Wilt  pleafe  your  highnefle  walk  ? 
Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me  : 

Pray  you  now  forget,  and  forgive, 
I  am  old  and  foolifh.  Exeunt. 

<tAUu$  Quintus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Edmund,  Regan, 
Gentlemen,  and  Souldlers. 

Baft.  Know  of  the  Duke  if  his  lafi  purpofe  hold, 

Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  ought 

To  change  the  courfc,  he's  full  of  alteration, 
And  felf  reproving,  bring  his  conftantpleafure. 

Our  Sifters  man  is  certainly  mifcarried. 

Baft,  'Tis  to  be  doubted  Madam. 
Reg.  N^w  fwect  Lord, 

You 
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You  know  the  goodneflfe  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  Sifter  > 

Baft.  In  honoiu'd  Love. 
Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  Brothcis  way, 

To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 
Baft.  No  by  mine  honour,  Madam. 
Reg.  I  never  ihall  endure  her,  dear  my  Lord, 

Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Baft.  Fear  nor,  flic  and  she  Duke  her  husband. 

E nter  with  Drum  &  Colour s,Albanj,Goneiil,Souldiers 

Alba.  Our  very  loving  Sifter,  well  be-met: 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  Daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  State 

Foi  c'd  to  cry  out. 

%eg.  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 
Gene.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  Enemy : 

For  thefe  domeftick,  and  particular  broils, 
Are  not  the  queftion  here. 

Alb.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'ancient  of  war 
On  our  proceeding. 

Reg.  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ? Gon.  No. 

Reg.  'Tis  moft  convenient, pray  go  with  us. 
Gon.  Oh,  ho,  I  know  the  Riddle,  I  will  go. 

Exeunt  both  the  Armies. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  If  ere  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor, 
Hear  me  one  word. 

sAlb.  I'le  overtake  you,  fpeak. 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  Battel,  ope  this  Letter: 

If  you  have  victory,  let  the  Trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it:  wretch  though  I  feem, 
I  can  produce  a  Champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.  If  you  mifcarry, 
Yourbufineffeof  the  world  hath  foanend, 

And  machination  cealcs.  Fortune  loves  you. 
Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  red  the  Letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 

When  time  fhall  fervc,  let  but  the  Herald  cry. 
And  Pie  appear  again.  Exit. 

Alb.  Why  farethee  well ,  I  will  o' re-look  thy  paper. 

Enter  Edmmd. 

Baft.  The  Enemy'es  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers, 
Here  is  the  guefle  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces, 
By  diligent  difcovery,  but  your  haft 

Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 
Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  Exit, 

Baft.  To  both  thefe  Sifters  have  I  fworn  my  love : 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  Adder.  Which  of  them  fhall  I  take  ? 

Both  ?  One  ?  Or  neither  ?  Neither  can  be  en joy'd 
If  both  remain  alive :  To  take  the  Widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  lifter  Goner ill, 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide, 

Her  husband  being  alive.  Now  then,  we'll ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  Butcl,  which  being  done, 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him,devife 

His  fpecdy  taking  off.  As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia, 

The  Battel  done,  and  they  within  our  power ; 

Shall  never  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate, 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate. 

Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Alarum  within.  Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Lear 
^Cordella,and  Souldiers,over  the  Stage, &  Exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar,  and  Gloucefter. 

Edg.  Here  Father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoaft:  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive: 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 

I'le  bring  you  comfort. 
Glo.  Grace  be  with  you  Sir.  Sxlt. Alarum  and  Retreat  within. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away : 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  Daughter  tane, 
Give  me  thy  hand.  Come  on. 

Glo.  No  further  Sir ,  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 
Edg.  What  in  ill  thoughts  again  ? 

Men  muft  endure 

Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither, 
Ripeneffe  is  all,  come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too. 

Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertiau. 

Enter  in  conqueft  wlth  Brum  &  Colours, Edmund,  Lear, 
and  Cordelia,  at  prlfoners,  Souldiers,  Captain. 

Baft.  Some  Officers  take  them  away :  good  guard, 
Untill  their  greater  plea  fures  firft  be  known 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  firft, 

Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurr'd  the  worft  : 
or  thee  opprefTed  King  I  am  aft  down. 

Vly  felf  could  elfe  out-frown  falfe  fortunes  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  Daughters,  and  thefe  Sifters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  :  come  lets  away  toprifon: 

We  two  alone  will  fing  like  Birds  ith'Cage : 
When  thou  do'ft  ask  me  bleffing,  I'le  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveneffe :  So  we'll  live, 
And  pray  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  guilded  Butterflies :  and  hear  poor  Rogues 

Talk  of  Court  news,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, 

Who  loofes,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out : 
And  take  upon's  the  miftery  of  things, 

As  if  we  were  Godsfpies:  And  we'll  wear  out 
~n  a  wall'd  prifon,  packs  and  feels  of  great  ones 
That  ebbe  and  flow  by  th'Moon. Baft.  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  fuch  facri  fices  my  Cordelia, 
The  godsthemfelves  throw  incenfe. 
Have  I  caught  thee? 

He  that  parts  us,  fhall  bring  a  Brand  from  heaven, 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  Foxes  :  wipe  thine  eye, 
The  good  years  Ihall  devour  them,  flefh  and  fell, 

t  re 
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Exit. Ere  they  fliall  make  us  weep  ? 

We'll  fee'em  ftarv'd  firft:  come. 
Baft.  Come  hither  Captain,  hark. 

Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifonj 

One  ftep  I  have  advane'd  thee,  if  ihou  doft 
As  this  inftruds  thee,  chou  duft  make  thy  way 
To  Noble  Fortunes :  know  thou  this,  that  men 

Are  as  the  time  is ;  to  be  tender  m'nded 
Do's  not  become  a  Sword,  thy  great  impbyment 

Will  not  bearqueftion  :  either  fay  thou'lt  do't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means, 

Capt.  Tie  do't  my  Lord. 
Baft.  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  th'aft  done, 

Mark  I  fay  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  have  fee  it  down.  Exit  Captain. 

Enter  Albany,  Goaerit/,  Kfgan,  Souldiers. 

Alba.  Sir,  you  have  ftiew'd  to  day  your  valiant  ftrain 
And  fortune  led  you  well:  you  have  the  Captives 
Who  were  the  oppofitcs  of  thisdavesftrife: 
I  do  requite  the  n  of  you  lo  tou  e  them, 
As  we  (nail  find  thtir  me.i:s,  and  our  fafety 

May  equally  determine. 
Baft.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit, 

To  tend  the  old  and  m  fersblc  King  to  fome  retention, 
Whofe  age  had  Charmes  in  it,  whofe  Tide  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bofome  on  uus  fide, 
And  turn  our  impre  L  unccsin  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.  With  him  I  fent  the  Queen 

My  reafon  all  the  fame,  and  they  are  ready 

To  morrow,  or  ai  further  fpace,  t'appear 
Where  you  lhall  hold  your  Selfion. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience. 
I  hold  you  but  a&bje&  of  this  War, 
Not  as  a  brother. 

i   Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Me  thinks  our  pleafure  might  have  bin  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.  He  led  our  Powers^ 
Bore  the  Commiflion  of  my  place  and  pctfon^ 
The  which  immediacy  may  well  ftand  up, 
And  call  it  felf  your  Brother. 

Gon.  Not  to  hot: 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himfelf, 
More  then  in  your  addition. 

Reg.  In  my  rights, 
By  me  inverted,  he  compeers  the  belt. 

Alb.  That  were  the  moft,  if  he  fhould  husband  you. 

Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  Prophets. 
Gon.  Holla,  holla, 

|  That  eye  that  told  you  fo,  look'd  but  a  fquint. 
Reg.  Lady  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  fhould  anfwer 

From  a  full  flowing  ftomack.  Generall, 
Take  thou  my  fouldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 

Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  tne  walls  are  thine : 
Witneflc  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 

My  Lord,  and  Mafter. 
Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 
Alb.  The  let  alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 
Baft.  Nor  in  thine,  Lord. 
Alb.  Half-bloiided  fellow,  yes. 
Reg.  Let  the  Drum  ftrike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 
Alb.  Stay  yet,  hear  reafon :  Edmund,  I  arreft  thee 

On  capitall  Treafon ;  and  in  thy  arreft, 

Thisguildcd  Serpent:  for  your  claim  fair  Sifters, 
I  bare  it  in  the  mtereft  of  my  wife, 

'Tis  i"he  is  fub-con traded  to  th.s  Lord, 
And  I  her  husband  contradict  your  Bane?. 

If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  rhe^' 
My  Lady  is  befpoke. Gon.  Anenterlude. 

tAib.  Thou  art  aimed,  Glufter, 

Let  the  Trumpet  found : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon, 

Thy  heynoti5,manifeft,  and  many  Treafons^ 
There  is  my  pledge :  Tie  make  it  on  thy  heart 
Ere  I  talk  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefle 

Then  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 
Reg.  Sick,Ofick. 
Gon.  If  not,  Tie  ne're  truft  medicine.  . 

Baft,  There's  my  exchange,  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  Traitor,  villain-like  he  lies, 
Call  by  the  Trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach ; 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not, I  will  maintain 

Sly  truth  and  honor  firmly. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Alb.  A  Herald,  ho. 

Truft  to  thy  fingle  vertucs,  for  thy  Souldiers 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  ficknelfe  grows  upon  me. 
Alb.  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  Tent, 

Come  hither  Herald,  let  the  Trumpet  fouiid, 

And  read  out  this.  A  Trumpet  founds. 
Herald  reads. 

IF  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  within  the  lifts  of  the 
Army  ,  will  maintain  upon  Edmund  fuppofed  Earl  of 

Ghfter  ,  that  he  is  a  manifold  Trait or ,  let  him  a,ppezrb\ 
the  third  found  of  the  TfHmpet  :  he  is  bold  in  his  de- 

fence, i  Trumpet. 
Her.  Again.  a  Trumpet. 

3  Trumpet. 
Trumpet  anfwer s  him  within. 

Enter  Edgar  armed. 

Alb,  Ask  him  his  p  irpofes,  why  he  appears 

Upon  this  Caiio'ch' Trumpet. 
Her.  Wh-rtareyou? 

Your-  na  . .<:,  you;  quality,  and  why  you  atifwer 
Ttv's  piefent  Summons  ? 

Sdg .  Know  my  name  is  loft 
By  treafons  tooth :  bare-gnawn,  and  Canker-bit, 
Yet  am  I  Noble  as  the  Adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  Adverfary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  fpcaks  for  Edjnund  Earl  of  Glo- 
Baft.  Himfelf,  what  faift  thou  to  him  ?  (Jler } 
Edg.  Draw  thy  Sword. 

That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a  Noble  heart, 
Thy  arme  may  do  thee  Juftice,  here  is  mine : 
Behold  it  is  my  priviledge, 

The  priviledge  of  mine  honors, 

My  oath,  and  my  profeflion.  I  protcft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
Defpife  thy  victor-Sword,  and  fire  new  fortune, 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor : 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 

Confpirant.'gainft  this  high  illuftiious  Prince^ 
And  from  th'extreameft  upward  of  thy  head, 
To  the  difcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 

A 

Her.  Again. 
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A  mo(t  Toad-fpottcd  traitor.  Say  thou  no, 
This  Sword,  this  armc,and  my  beftfpirits  arc  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  fpeak, 
Thou  Iyeft.  I 

Baft.  In  wifdome  I  fhould  ask  thy  name, 
But  fince  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  Warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  (lome  fay)  of  breeding  breaths, 
What  fafe,  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay, 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  1  difdain  and  fpurn : 
Back  do  I  toffe  thele  Tveafons  to  thy  head, 

Widithe  hell-hated  Lie,  ore-whelm  thy  heart, 
Which  for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  fcarcely  bruife, 
This  fword  of  mine  fliallgive  them  inllantway, 
Where  they  fhall  reft  for  ever.  Trumpets  fpeak. 

Alb.  Save  him,  fr.ve  him.  Alarums.  Sights. 
Gen.  This  is  praclife  Glofier, 

By  th'law  of  War,  thou  waft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
AtLunlawvn  oppofite :  thou  art  not  vanquifh'd. 
but  cozen'd,  and  beguil'd. 

zAlb.  Shut  your  mouth  Dame, 
Or  with  this  paper  ihall  I  ftop  k :  hold  Sir, 
Thou  worfethen  any  tiame,  read  thine  own  evil : 

No  tearing  Lady,  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say  if  I  do,  the  Laws  are  mine  not  thine,' 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ?  Exit. 

Alb.  Moft  monftrous !  O,  know'ft  thou  this  paper  ? Bait.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

tAlb.  Go  after  her,  {he's  defperate,  govern  her. 
Baft.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with, 

That  have  I  done, 

And  more,  much  more,  the  time  willbring  it  out. 

'Tis  pa  ft,  and  fo  am  I :  But  what  art  thou  | 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  Noble,  | 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  charity : I  am  no  leffe  in  bloud  then  thou  art  Edmund. 

If  more,  the  more  th'haft  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgartznd  thy  Fathers  fon, 
The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  ourpleafant  vices 
Make instruments  to  plague  us: 
The  dark  and  vitious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Baft.  Th  naft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true, 
The  Wheel  is  come  full  circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Me  thought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefie 
A  Royal  Nobleneflc :  I  muft  embrace  thee, 
Let  forrovv  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father. 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince  I  know't. 
Alb.  Where  ha  ve  you  hid  your  felf  ? 

(How  have  you  known  the  miferjes  of  your  father  > 
Edg.  By  nurfing  them  my  Lord.  Lift  a  brief  tale, 

And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  heart  would  hurft.. 
The  bloudy  proclamation  to  efcape 

Thatfollow'd  me  fo  necr,  (O  our  lives  fweetnefte  ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die, 
Rather  then  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  fhift 

Into  a  mad-mans  rags,  t'affume  a  femblance 
That  very  Dogs  difdain'd :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  Rings, 
Their  precious  Stones  new  loft  :  became  his  guide, 

Led  him,beg'dfor  him,  fav'd  him  fromdefpair, 
Never  (Ofauk)  reveal'd  my  felf  unto  him, 
Untill  fome  halfe  hour  part,  when  I  was  arm'd, 
Not  fure,  though  hoping  of  this  good  fucceffe, 

1  old  him  our  Pilgrimage But  hisflaw'd  heart 

(Alack  too  weak  the  conflict  to  fupport) 
'Twixt  two  extreams  of  palfion,  joy  and  grief, 

I  ask'd  his  blefllng,  and  from  firft  to  laft 

J. 

Burft  fmilingly. 

Bafi.  This  fpeech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, And  fhal!  perchance  do  good,  but  fpeak  you  on, 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  wofull,  hold  it  in,' For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diflblve, 

Hearing  of  this. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  Help, help;  Ohelp. 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 
Alb,  Speak  man. 

Edg.  What  means  this  bloudy  Knife  ? 
Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks ,  came «ven/rom  the  hearc 

of-  Ofhe'sdead. 
Alb,  Who  dead?  Speak  man. 

Gent.  Your  Lady  Sir,  your  Lady  ;  and  her  Sifter 

By  her  is  poyfon'd :  fhe  confeffes  it. 
Bafi.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both,  all  three 

Now  marry  in  an  infbnt. 

Edg,  Here  comes  Kent. 
Enter  Kent. 

Alb.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead. 
Goner  ill  and  Regans  bodies  brought  out.1 

This  judgement  of  the  heavens  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pitty.  O  •  is  this  fhe? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  complement 
Which  very  manners  urges. 

Kent.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  King  and  Mafter  aye  good  night, 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot, 

Speak  Sdmundy  where's  the  King  f  and  where's  Corddla  ? 
Seeft  thou  this  objecT  Kent. 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus? 

Bafi,  Yet  Edmund  was  taelov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'dfor  my  fabe, 
And  after,  flew  her  felf. 

Alb.  Even  fo :  cover  their  faces. 

Bafi.  I  pant  for  life :  forregood  I  mean  to  do 
Defpight  of  mine  own  Nature.  Quickly  lend, 

(Be  brief  in  it)  to  th'Caftle  for  my  Writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  Cordelia  : 

Nay,  fend  in  time. 
Alb.  Run,  run,  O  fun  f 
Edg.  To  whom  my  Lord  ?  Who  has  the  Office  ? 

Send  thy  token  of  repreeve. 
Bafi.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  SvVord, 

Give  it  the  Captain. 

Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life. 
Bafi.  He  hath  Commiflkm  from  thy  Wife  and  me, 

To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  difpair, 
That  fhe  fore-did  her  felf. 

Alb.  The  gods  defend  her,  bear  him  hence  a  while. 
.'.    .1     itrfj  ;i  ioV\  .  I 

Enter  Lear  with  Cordelia  In  his  armes. 

Ltar.  Howl,  howl,  howl :  O  you  are"  ben  of  Aones, 
Had  I  your  tonguesawiUyes,Fld  ufethemfo, 

That  heavens  vauk  fhould  crack:  {he's  gone  for  erer. 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  «ne  lives, 

She's  dead  as  earth  :  Leadwea  Looking-glatfe, 

If 
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t  If  that  her  breach  will  milt  or  itain  the  ltone, 
Why  then  fhc  lives. 

Keia..  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 
Edge.  Or  image  of  that  horror* 
Alb.  'Fall  and  ceafe. 

Lear.  This  feather  ftirs,  fhe  lives  *  if  it  be  foj 

|It  is  a  chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrows 
}!  Thac  ever  I  have  feit. 

||     Kent.  Oh  my  good  Mafier. 
;      hear.  Prethec  away. 

;     Edg.  'Tisn^^k-jfeut  your,  friend..  |1  \ 
I     Lear.  A  pbgiie'up'on  you  murtherers,  Traitors  all, 
I  might  have  fav'd  her, now  file's  gone  for  ever : 

^Cordelia,  Cordelia ,ftay  a  little.  Ha. 

'What  is't  thou  failt  ?  her  voyce  was  ever  foft, 

'Gentle,  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman* 
,1  kill'd  the  flave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent.  'Tis  true  (niy  Lords)  he  did,  .  . 
Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  > 

I  have  feen  the  day,  wi:h  my  good  biting  Faulchion 
I  would  have  made  him  skip  :  I  am  old  now, 
And  thefe  fame  croffes  fpoyle  me.  Who  are  you  ? 

Mine  eyes  are  o'th'  belt,  l  ie  tell  you  ftraight. 
Kent.  If  Fortune  brag  of  two,  flie  lov'd  and  hated, 

One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  fight,  are  you  not  Kent  ? 
Kent,  The  fame :  your  fervant  Kern  , 

Where  is  your  fervant  Cains  > 

Lear.  He's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that, 
He'll  ftrike,  and  quickly  too,  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent .  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  man. 
Lear.  Fie  fee  that  Itraight. 
Kent.  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay, 

Have  follow'd  your  fad  fteps. 
Lear,  You  are  welcome  hither. 
Kent.  Nor  no  man  elfe  : 

All's  cheerleffc,  dark,  and  deadly  ■ 
Your  eldeft  Daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves, 
And  defperately  are  dead. 

;     Lear.  I,  fo  I  chink.  . 

Alb.  He  knowes  not  what  he  fayes,  and  vain  is  it 
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That  wc  prcfentusto  him. 

Enter  a  Mejf  mger, 

Edg.  Very  bootleffc. 
Mef,  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord. 
Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle  here : 

You  Lords  and  noble  friends  know  our  intent^ 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come, 

Shall  be  appli'd.  For  us  we  will  refign, During  the  life  of  this  old  Ma  jefty, 
To  him  our  absolute  power,  you  to-yqur  rights. 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  yotir  Honours 
Have  more  then  merited.  All  Friends  fhall 

Tafte  the  wages  of  their  virtue  and  all  Foes 
The  Cup  of  their  defervings :  O  fee,  fee. 

Lear,  And  my  poor  Fool  is  hang'd :  No, no, no  life? 
Why  fhould  a  Dog,  a  Horfe,  a  Rat  have  life, 

And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  Thou'lt  come  no  more  j 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never. 

Pray  you  undoe  this  Button.  Thank  you,  Sir, 
Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips, 
Look  there,  look  there.  He  Dies, 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Kent,  Break  heart,  I  prethee  break. 
Edg.  Look  \p  my(  Lord. 

Kent.Vtx  not  his  Ghoft,0  let  him  paffe,he  hates  him, 
That  would  upon  the  wrack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long^ 
He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence ,  our  prefent  bufineffe 

Is  generall  woe :  Friends  of  my  Soule,  you  'twain, 
Rule  in  this  Realm,  and  thegor'd  ftate  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  ha  ve  a  Journey,  Sir,  fhortly  to  go, 

My  Mafter  calls  me,  I  mull  not  fay  no.  Dlesl 
Edg.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey, 

Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay  : 
The  oldeft  hath  born  molt,  we  that  are  yourtg,  | 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  nor  live  fo  long  * 

Exeunt  with  a  dead  march,  j 

■  ■  -  ■ ' —  k 

is  „-;  .   . ,TTr *  .   .vWt'^ . 'I 

FINIS. 
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The  Tragedy  of  Othello,  the 

Moore  of  Venice. 

551  r»ori :  b'.S/fcd  ci  k 

<tABus  ̂ Primm.  Scena  Trima* 

Enter  Rodor'igo  ,  and  I  ago. 

Rodorigo^ 

iEver  tell. me,  I  take  it  very  unkindly 

That  ch  y:'/^0)who  haft  had  my  purfe,  (this. 

[As  if  the  ft'rings  were  thine,(Tl6uld'ft  know  of 
But  you'll  not  hear  me.  If  evcY  I  did 

Ot '  fuch  a  matter,  abhor  me.'  f™  (dreamt 
Rodo.  Thou  told'ft  me, 

Thou  didft  hold  him  in  thy  . hate.  H 
I  ago,  Defpife  me  . 

If  I  doe  not.  Three  great  ones  of  the  City-, 
(In  perfonall  fuit  to  make  me  his  Lieutenant)  ' 
Off-capt  to  him  :  and  by  the  faith  of  man     "  t 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worfe  a  place. 
But  he  (as  lbving  his  own  pride  and  purpofes) 

Evades  them,  with  a  Bumbaft  Circumftance,- 
Horribly  ftuft  with  Epithets  of  Wane, 

Non-fuits  my  Mediato;  s.  For  certes,  fayes  he,  j 

I  have  already  chofe  my  Officer.  And  what  was  he  ? 1 
Forfooth,  a  g^eat  Arithmeuciati, 

One '  Michel  Cafsio,*  Florentine, 

(A  fellow  almoft  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife) 
That  never  fct  a  Squadron  in  the  Field, 
Nor  the  divifion  of  a  Battell  knowes 

More  then  a  Spinftcr  :  Unlefle  the  Bookilli  Theorick: 

Wherein  the  Tongued  Contois  can  propofe 

As  Mafterly  as  he,  meer  prattle  (without  practice) 

In  all  his  Souldiei  fhip.  But  he  (Sir)  had  th'ele&ion 
And  I  (of  whom  his  eyes  had  feen  the  proof 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprtts,  and  on  others  grounds 

Chriftian,  and  Heathen) muff  bebe-lee'd,  and  calm'd 
By  Debitor,  and  Creditor.  This  Counter-Cafter, 
He  (in  good  time)  muft  his  Lieutenant  be , 

And  I  (blefle  the  mark)  his  Moore-lhips  Ancient. 

Rod.  B/ heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hang- 

lago.  Why  there's  no  remedy,  (man. 
'Tis  thcdirfe  of  Service  ; 
Preferment  goes  by  Letter,  and  affection, 

And  not  by  old  gradation,  where  each  fecond 

Stood  heir  to  th*  firft.  Now,  Sir,  be  Judge  your  felf, 

Whether  I  in  any  juft  terme  am  Aflfin'd To  love  the  Moore  ? 
%od.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 

/ago.  Q,  Sir,  content  you. 
I  follow  him  to  ferye  my  turn  upon  him. 
We  cannot  all  be  Mailers,  nor  all  Matters 

Cannot  be  truly  follow'd.  You  fhall  marke 
Many  a  dutiousand  knee-crooking  Knave  , 
That  (doting  on  his  own  obfequious  bondage) 
Weares  out  his  time,  much  1  ke  his  Matters  AtTe, 

For  nought  but  Provender,  and  when  he's  old  Cafhcer'd. 
|  Whip  me  fuch  honeft  Knaves.  Others  there  are 
j :  Who  trirrita'd  in  Formes,  and  Villages  of  duty,' 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themfelves. 
And  throwing  but  fhowes  of  fervice  on  their  Lords, 
Doe  well  thrive  by  them. 

And  when  they  have  lin'd  in  their  Coats 
Doe  themfelves  Homage. 
Thefe  Fellowes  have  fome  foule, 
And  fuch  a  one  doe  t  profefTe  my  felf.  For  (fir) 
It  is  as  fure  as  you  are  Rodorlgo, 
Were  I  the  Moore,  I  voUld  nor  be  /ago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  my  felf. 
Heaven  is  my  Judge,  not  I,  for  love  and  duty, 
Butfeeming  fo,  for  my  peculiar  end  : 
For  when  my  outward  action  do.h  demonstrate 
Thenative  aft,  and  figure  of  my  heart 

In  complement  externe,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  fleeve 
For  Dawes  to  peck  at ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Rod.  What  a  fall  Fortune  do's  the  thick-lips  owe 

If  he  can  carry't  thus  ? 
/ago.  Call  up  her  Father : 

Rowfe  him,  make  afcer  him,poyfon  his  delight, 
Proclaime  him  in  the  ftreets.  Incenfe  her  kinfmenj 

And  though  he  in  a  fertile  Clymate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  Flyes :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy, 

Yet  throw  fuch  chances  of  vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  loofe  fome  colour. 

Rodo.  Here  is  her  Fathers  houfc,  Tie  call  aloud. 
I  ago.  Doe,  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 

As  when  (by  night  and  negligence)  the  fire 
Isfpied  in  populous  Cities. 

Rod.  What  hoa  :  Brabantio,  Signior  Brabdnticjnoz. 
/ago.  Awake,  what  hoa,  Brabantio  :  Thieves,  thieves. 

Look  to  your  Houfe,  your  Daughter,  and  your  Bags, 
Thieves,  thieves. 

Bra.  Above.  What  is  the  rcafon  of  this  terrible 
Summons  ?  what  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rodo.  Signior,  is  all  your  Family  within  ? 

/ago.  Are  your  dooreslock'd  ? 
Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  aske  you  this  ? 

/ago.  Sir,  y'arc  robb'd,  for  fhame  put  on  your  Gown, Your 
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I  Your  heart  ft  bui  lt,  you  have  loll  halt  your  fouls 
!  Even  now,  vciy  now,  an  old  black  Rammc 

Is  Tupping  your  white  Ewe.  Arife,  aiife, 
}  Awake  the  fnorting  Citizens  wich  the  Bell, 

|Or  elfe  the  Devil  will  make  a  Grand-fire  of  you. 
.'Arite  I  fay. 

j    Bra.  What,  have  you  loft  your  wits  ? 
Rod.  Molt  Reverend  Signior,do  you  know  my  voyce? 
Bra.  Not  I :  what  are  you  ? 

j     Rod.  My  name  is  Rodorlgo. 
Bra.  The  worfer  welcome : 

I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doores  : 
In  honeft  plainncffe  thou  haft  heard  me  fay, 
My  Daughter  is  not  for  thee.  And  now  in  madneffe 

j  (Being  full  of  fupper,  and  diftempering  draughts) 

;'  Upon  malicious  knavery,  doft  thou  come 
To  ftart  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 
Bra.  But  thou,muft  needs  be  fure  , 

My  Spirits  and  my  place  have  in  their  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod.  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  Robbing  > 
This  is  Venice :  my  houfe  is  not  a  Grange. 

Rod.  Moft  grave  Brabantloy 
In  fimple  and  pure  foule,  I  come  to  you. 

/<*£.Sir,you  are  enc  of  chofe  that  will  notferve  God,  if 
the  Devil  bid  you.  Becaufe  we  come  to  do  you  fervice, 

'and  you  think  we  are  Ruffians,  you'll  have  your  Daugh- 
ter cover'd  with  a  Barbary  Horfe,  you'll  have  your  Ne- 

phews neigh  to  you,  you'll  have  Courfers  for  Coufins, and  Gennets  for  Germans. 

Bra*.  What  profane  wretch  art  thou  ? 
lag.  I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,your  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Moore,  are  making  the  Beaft  with  two  backs. 
Bra.  Thou  art  a  Villain. 

Iag$.  You  are  a  Senator. 
Bra.  This  thou  fhalt  anfwer.  I  know  thee,  Rodorlgo. 

"F^d.  Sir,  1  will  anfwer  any  thing.  But  I  befeech  you, 
If't  be  your  pleafure,  and  moft  wife  confent, 
(As  partly  I  find  it  is)  that  your  fair  Daughter  , 

At  this  odde  Even  and  dull  Watch  oth'  night 
Tranfported  with  noworfe  or  better  guard, 
But  with  a  Knave  of  common  hire,  a  Gundelier , 
Tothegroffe  clafpesof  a  Lafcivious  Moore  : 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  Allowance, 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  fawcy  wrongs. 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.  Doe  not  believe 
That  from  thefenfe  of  all  Civility, 

I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  Revererice. 
Your  Daughter  (if  you  have  not  given  her  leave) 
I  fay  again,  hath  made  a  groffe  revolt, 
Tying  her  Duty,  Beauty,  Wit,  and  Fortunes 
In  an  extravagant,  and  wheeling  Stranger, 
Of  here,  and  every  where :  ftraight  fatisfie  your  felf; 
If  fhe  be  in  your  Chamber,  or  your  houfe, 
Let  loofc  on  me  the  Jufticeof  the  ftate 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  Tinder,  hoa  : 
Give  me  a  Taper  :  call  up  all  my  people, 
This  Accident  is  not  unlike  my  dreame, 
Belief  of  it  oppreffes  me  already. 
Light,  I  fay,  light. 

I  ago.  Farewelf:  for  I  muft  leave  you. 
It  feems  not  meet,  nor  wholfome  to  my  place 

To  be  productxel,  as  if  I  ftay,  I  ihall, 

Againft  the  Moore.  For  I  doe  know  the  ftate , 
(However  this  may  gall  him  with  fome  check) 

Cannot  with  fafety  caft  him.  For  he's  embark'd 
With  fuch  loud  reafon  to  the  Cyprus  warres, 
(Which  even  now  ftandsin  Act)  that  for  their  foules 
Another  ofhisfadome,  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  bufineffe.  In  which  regard, 
Though  I  doe  hate  him  as  I  doe  hell, 
Yet,  fomecefTfty  of  prelent  life, 
I  muft  Chew  out  a  Flag,  and  fign  of  Love, 

(Which  is  indeed  but  fign)  that  you  fhallfurely  find  him 
Lead  to  the  Sagitary  the  raifed  Search  : 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.  So  farewell.  Exit. 

Eater  Brabantioy  with  Servants  and  Torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil.  Gone  fhe  is, 

And  what's  to  come  of  my  defpifed  time, 
Is  naught  but  bitterneffe.  Now,  Rodorlgo, 
Where  didft  thou  fee  het  ?  (Oh  unhappy  Girle) 
With  the  Moore  faift  thou  ?  (Who  would  be  a  Father  ?  ) 

How  didft  thou  know  'twas  {he  ?  (Oh  lhMcceives  me' 
Paft  thought  -r^sM  hat  fa  id  fhe  to  you  ?  Get  moe  Tapers- 
Raife  all  my  Kmied.  Are  they  married  think  you  ? 

Rod.  Truly  1  think  they  are. 
Bra.  Oh  heaven  :  how  *ot  fhe  out  ? 

Oh  trealbn  of  my  blood.  - 
Fathers,  from  hence  truft  not  your  Daughters  minds 
By  what  you  fee  them  A  (Ski  A  c  there  not  chai  m:s, 

By  which  the  property  of  Youth  and  Maidhood 

May  be  abus'd  ?  Have  you  no:  read,  Rodorigoy 
Of  fome  fuch  thing  > 

Rod.  Yes,  fir: I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brothers :  o*-<  w riol3  you  had  had  her. 
Someone  way,  fome  another.  Due  you  know 

Where  we  may  apprehend  he'",  and  the  Moore? 
Rod.  I  think  I  can  ditcover  him,  if  you  pleafe 

To  get  good  Guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you  lead  on'.  Areveiy  Houfe  Tie  call, 
(I  may  command  at  moft)  get  Wen  pons  (hoa) 
And  raife  fome  fpeciail  Offkets  of  fright  : 
On  good  RodorlgOy  1  will  defeivc  your  pains.     Exeunt  J;, 

13V3  -jqi  sDsm  e  en  /■•Xi'wnr 

Scena  Secunda. 

iflOf  ,7 
s  mo 

Enter  Othell»y  Iagoy  Attendant  sy  with  Torches. 
io:  jijsI  oj  qooiT  "rcn'rerr  e^rno 

/ago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  wane  I  have  flain  men. 

Yet  doe  I  hold  it  very  ftuirre  oth'  Conscience  ' 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murder :  I  lake  iniquity 
Sometime  to  doe  me  fervice.  Nine  or  ten  times 

I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  Ribbes. 
Othel.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

I  ago.  Nay,  but  he  prated,.'  * And  Tpoke  fuch  fcurvy,  and'  provoking  termes  I 
Againft  your  Honour,that  with  the  little  godlinefs  I  have, 
I  Sid  full  hard  forbear  him.  But  1  prayyou^  fir^ 

Are  you  faft  manied  ?  Be  affur'd  of  this, 

That  the  Magnifico  is  much  belov'd, 
And  hath  in  his  effect  a  voyce  potentiall  v 
As  double  as  the  Dukes :  He  will  divorce  you. 

Or  putupon  you,  what  reftraint  or  grievance  , 
Xxx  a  Tb* 



790 
The  Tragedy  oj  Othello 

The  Law  (with  all  his  nught,to  cnfoice  it  on) 

kWili  give  him  Cable, 
Othe,  Lcf  him  do  his  fpi^hc  ; 

My  lev  vice?,  which  I  have  done  the  Si«niory 

Shall  out-tonguc  his  complaints.  '  Tis  "yet  to  know, 
■Which  when  I  know,that  boafting  isan  honour, 
I  lhall  promulgate,,  I  fetch  my  life  and  bein<% 
From  men  of  Royall  Siege.  And  my  demerits 
May  fpeak(imbonnetted)  to  as  a  proud  a  Fortune 

As  this  that  1  have  reach'd.  For  know,  Iago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Defdemona, 
I  would  no:  my  unhoufed  tree  condition 
Put  into  Ciicumfcription,  and  Confine, 

For  the  Seas  worth.  But  look,  what  Lights  comeyond  ? 

Enter  Caffio  vtlth  Torches. 

Iago.  Thofe  are  the  raifed  Father,  and  his  friends  .• 
You  were  belt  go  in. 

Othel.  Not  I  :  I  mutt  be  found. 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  foule 
Shall  manifeft  me  rightly.  Is  it  they  > 

Iago.  By  Janus,  I  think  no. 
Othel.  The*fervants  of  the  Dukes  ? 

And  my  Lieutenant  ? 

The  goodneffe  of  the  night  upon  you  (friends)    .  . 
What  is  the  Newes  ? 

Caffio.  The  Duke  does  greet  you  (Generall) 
And  he  requires  your  hafte,  PonVhafte  appearance, 
Even  on  theinftant. 

Othel.  What  is  the  matter  think  you  } 

Caffio. .  Something  from  Cjfrpts,  as  I  may  divine : 
It  is  a  bufinefle of  fome  heat.  The  Gallies 

Have  fent  a  dozen  fequent  meflengers 
This  very  night,  at  one  anothers  heeles : 

And  many  pf  the  Confuls  (r&is'd  and  met,) 
Are  at  the  Dukes  already.  You  have  been  hotly  call'd  for, 
When  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
The  Senate  hath  fent  about  three  leverall  Clefts,  ! 
To  fearch  you  out. 

Othel.  'Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you  : 
I  will  fpend  but  a  word  here  in  the  houfe, 
And  go  with  you. 

Cajfio.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 

Iago.  Faith,  he  to  night  hath  boorded  a  Land  Carrac, 

If  it  prove  lawful!  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 
Cafslo.  I  doe  not  underftand, 

Iago.  He's  married. 
Cafslo.  To  whom  ? 

/ago.  Marry  to—— — Come  Captain,  will  you  go  ? 
Othel.  Have  with  you. 

Cafslo.  Here  comes  another  Troop  to  feek  for  you : 

Enter  Brabant'vo,  Rodorlgo^  wflt6>  Officers  and  torches. 
VH' '{>••••  i  r.js'sl  I  sigfeturri      ijnoa  on  ob  fcl 

Iago.  It  is  Brabantlo  *  ;Generall  be  advis'd, 
He  comes  to  bad  intent,  tiri  b'ii'iy  r-v 

Othel.  Holla,  ftand  there.  ,n  jj :     -    ;  :fl    .1  •  I  > 
Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Mpote.:.   ...      ,    : ;  , 
Bra.  Down  with  him,  Thief*: 

Iago.  You  %odongo  }  Come,  (ir,  I  am  for  you. 

Othe.  Keep  up  youn  bright  rSwords,  for  the  dew  will 
ruft  them.  GoodSignior,  you^hall  more  command  w*th 
yeares,  than  with  your  Weapons. 

Bra.  Oh  thou  foule  Thief,  o 

Where  haft  thou  ftow'd  my  Daughter  ?    :  e 
Damn'd  asthcuart,  thou  haftenchanted  her 

For  Pie  refene  me  to  all  things  of  fenfe, 
(If  llie  in  chainesof  Magick  were  no:  bound) Whether  a  Maid,  fo  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
So  oppofitc  to  Marriage,  that  fhe  fhunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  Dearling  of  our  Nation, 
Would  ever  have  (t'encurre  a  generall  mock) Run  from  her  Guardage  to  the  footy  bofome, 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  thou :  to  fear,  not  to  delight  ? 
Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  grofle  in  fenfe, 
That  thou  haft  practis'd  on  her  with  foule  Charmes, 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth,  Avith  Drugs  or  Minerals, 1  hat  weakens  motion.  Pie  have't  difputed  on, 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking  ; I  therefore  apprehend  and  doe  attach  thee, 
For  anabufer  of  the  world,  a  practifcr 
Of  Arts  inhibited,  and  out  of  warrant ; . 
Lay  hold  upon  him,  if  he  doe  refift 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

Othe .  Hold  your1  hands, 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  reft. 
Were  it  my  Cue  to  fight,  I  fhould  have  known  it 
Without  a  Prompter.  Whither  will  you  that  I  go To  anfwer  this  your  charge  ? 

Bra.  To  prifon,  till  fit  time 
Of  Law,  and  courfe  of  direct  Seflion 
Call  thee  to  anfwer. 

Othe.  What  if  I  doe  obey  ? 

How  may  the  Duke  be  therewith  fatisfied, 
Whofe  MeiTengers  are  here  about  my  fide, 
Upon  fome  prelent  bufinelTe  of  the  State, 
To  bring  me  to  him. 

Officer.  'Tis  true,  moft  worthy  Signior, 
The  Duke's  in  Council,  and  your  Noble  felf, I  am  fure  is  fent  for. 

Bra.  How  ?  The  Duke  in  Council  ? 

In  this  time  of  the  night  ?  bring  him  away  ; 

Mine's  not  an  idle  caufe.  The  Duke  himl'clf, 
Or  any  of  my  Brothers  of  the  State , 

Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own  : 
For  if  fuch  Actions  may  have  paiTage  free, 

Bondflaves  and  Pagans  ftiall  our  Statesmen  be.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Senators,  and  Officers. 

Duke.  There  is  no  compofition  in  this  newes , 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1.  Sen.  Indeed,  they  are  difproportioned; 
My  Letters  fay, a  hundred  and  feven  Gallies. 

Duke.  And  mine  a  hundred  forty. 
2.  Sen.  And  mine  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  juft  account, 
(As  in  thefe  Cafes  where  the  ayme  reports, 

'Tisofc  with  difference)  yet  doe  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkjfh  Fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus, 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  poflible  enough  to  judgement : 
I  doe  not  fofecure  me  in  the  errour, 
But  the  ma  inr  Article  I  doe  approve 
In  fearfull  fenfe. 

Sajlo\  within.  What  hoa,  what  hoa,  what  hoa. Enter  Sajlor. 

Officer. 
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Officer.  A  Mcrknger  from  the  Gallies. 
Duke.  Now  ?  What**  the  burmcife  ? 
Sayler.  Th  e  Tmkjfh  preparation  makes  For  Rhodes, 

S  >  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  State, 
Bv  Senior  Angela. 

'Duke.  How  uy  you  by  th's  change  ? I .  Sen.  This  cannot  be 

By  no  affay  of  Reafon.  'Tis  a  Pageant 
To  keep  us  in  fa  He  gaze,  when  we  coniidcr 

Th'importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk  : 
And  let  our  felves  again  but  underhand, 
j  That  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk,  then  Rhodes, 
1  So  may  he  with  moie  facile  qucltion  bear  ir, 

I  For  that  it  ftands  not  in  fuch  warlike-brace, 

;But  altogether  lacks  th'abilities 
;  That  Rhodes  is  drefs'd  in.  If  we  make  thought  of  this, 
;  We  mult  not  think  the  Turk,  isfounskilfuil, 
To  leave  that  latelt,  which  concerns  him  firft, 
Neglec-ting  an  attempt  of  eafe  and  gain, 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitleiXe. 

Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence  he's  not  for  Rhodes. 
Officer.  Here  is  moie  Newes. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejfen.  The  Ottamittes,  Reverend,  and  Gracious, 
.Steering  with  duecourfe  toward  the  Ifle  of  Rhodes, 
I  Have  there  iniovnted  them  with  an  after  Fleet. 

\     i .  Sen.  1,  fo  I  thought :  how  many,  as  you  guefs  ? 
Mefi.  Of  thirty  Sail  :  and  now  they  do  re-ftem 

| Their  backward  courfe, bearing  with  frank  appearance 
Their  purpofes  toward  Cyprus.  S:gnior  <JAtontano) 
Your  t.  ufty  and  molt  valiant  Servitour  , 

With  his  free  duty,  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prayes  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  :Tis  certain  then  for  Cyprus : 
Marcus  Lucc  'icos,  is  he  not  in  Town  ? 

I.  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 
Duke.  Write  fiomus, 

To  him,  Po[f,  Poft-hafte,  difpatch. 
I .  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabant io,  and  the  Moore* 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  CaJJlo,Iago,Rodorigo, 
and  Officers. 

Du\e.  Valiant  Othello,  we  muft  ftraight  employ  you, 
Againlt  the  generall  Enemy  Ottoman. 
j  I  did  not  fee  you  :  welcome,  gentle  Signior, 

!  We  lack't  your  Counfell,  and  your  help  to  night. 
Bra.  So  did  1  yours :  Good  your  Grace  pardon  me. 

I  Neither  my  place,  for  ought  I  heard  of  bufinefs 

j  Hath  raisd  me  from  my  Bed  ;  nor  doth  the  generall  care 
I  Take  hold  on  me.  For  my  particular  grief 

Is  of  fo  flood-gate,  and  o're-  bearing  Nature, 
That  it  ingluts,  and  f wallows  other  forrows, 
And  it  is  ftill  it  felf. 

Duke.  Why  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Bra.  My  Daughter :  oh  my  Daughter  • 
Sen.  Dead. 

Bra.  I,  to  me. 

She  isabus'd,ftoln  from  me,and  corrupted 
By  Spells  and  Medicines,  bought  of  Mountebanks; 
For  Nature  fo  prepofteroufly  toerre, 

!  (Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  fenfe,)  .. 
Sans  witch-craft  could  not. 

Duke.  Who  e're  he  be,  that  in  this  foule  proceeding 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  Daughter  of  hcv  felf, 

And  you  of  her  ;  the  bloody  Book  or  Law , 
You  fhall  ycurlelf  read  in  the  bitter  Letter, 
After  your  own  fenfe  :  yea,  though  our  proper  fen 
Stood  in  your  Action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Grace, 
Here  is  the  man  ;  this  Moore,  whom  now  it  fcems 
Yourfpeciall  Mandate,for  the  Stare  Affaires, 
Hath  hither  brought. 

All.  We  arc  very  forry  for't. 
Duke.  What  in  your  own  part  can  you  fay  to  this  ? 
Bra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  fo. 
Oths.  Moft  Potent,  Grave,  and  Reverend  Signiors, 

My  very  Noble,  and  appro v'd  good  Matters ; 
That  I  have  tane  away  this  old  mans  Daughter, 
It  is  molt  true  :  true  1  have  married  her  ; 

I  he  very  head,  and  front  of  my  offending, 
Hath  this  extent  ;  no  more.  Rude  am  I  in  my  fpcechj 

And  little  blefs'd  with  the  foft  phrafe  of  Peace; 
For  fince  thele  Armes  of  mine  had  feven  yeares  pith, 

Till  now,  fome  nine  Moons  wafted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearelt  a6Hon,  in  the  tented  field  : 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  fpeak, 
More  then  pertains  to  Feats  of  Broyls, and  Battel, 
And  rhei  efore  little  fhall  I  grace  my  caufe^ 

In  fpeaking  for  my  felf.  Yet,  (by  your  gracious  patience) 

I  will  a  round  un-varnifh'd  tale  deliver, 
Of  my  whole  courfe  of  Love. 
What  Drugs  ?  what  Charmes  ? 
What  Conjuration?&  what  mighty  M.igick, 

(For  fuch  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  withall) 
I  won  his  Daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  Maiden,  never  bold  : 

Of  fpirit  fo  (till  and  quiet,  that  her  Motion 

Blufh'd  at  her  felf,  and  the  in  fpight  of  Nature, 
Of  Yeares,  of  Countrey,  Credit,  every  thing, 

To  fall  in  Love  with  what  fhe  fear'd  to  look  on  j 

It  is  a  judgement  maim'd,  and  molt  imperfect. That  will  confeffe  Perfection  fo  could  erre 

Againlt  all  rules  of  Nature,  and  mult  be  driven 
To  find  out  pradtifes  of  cunning  hell 
Why  this  fhould  be.  I  therefore  vouch  again, 

That  with  fome  mixtures  powerfull  o're  the  blood,- 
Or  with  fome  Dram  (conjur'd  to  this  effect) 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof, 
Without  more  wider,  and  more  over-Teft 

Then  thefe  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  feeming,  do  preferre  againlt  him. 

Sen.  But  Othello,  fpeak, 

Did  you,  by  indirect,  and  forced  courfes 
Subdue,and  poyfon  this  young  Maids  affections  ? 
Or  came  it  by  requeft,and  fuch  fair  queltion, 
As  foule  to  foule  affordeth  ? 

Othel.  I  doe  befeech  you, 

Send  for  the  Lady  to  the  Sagitary, 
And  let  her  fpeak  of  me  before  her  Father  ; 
If  you  doe  find  me  foule  in  her  report, 
The  tout,  the  office,  I  doe  hold  of  you^ 

Not  onely  takeaway,  but  let  your  lenience 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Defdemona  hither. 
Othello.  Ancient,  conduct  them  : 

You  belt  know  the  place. 

And  till  flie  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven  , 
I  doe  confeffe  the  vices  of  my  blood , 

So  juftly  to  your  Grave  eares,  Tie  prefenc  j 
Xxx  }  'How.] 
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* 
How  I  did  chiiyc  in  this  tan  Ladies  Love, 
And  fhe  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it  Othello. 

Othe.  Her  Father  lov'd  mc,  oft  invited  me  : 

Still  queftion'd  me  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year  j  the  Batteils,  Sieges,  Fortune, 
That  1  have  pa  It. 
I  lanit  through,  even  from  my  BoyilTi  dayes, 

To  th'  very  moment  that  he  bad  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  1  fpokc  of  molt  difaftrous  chances : 
Of  moving  Accidents  by  Flood,  and  Field, 

Of  hair-breadth  fcapes  ich'  imminent  deadly  breach  ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  infolent  foe  , 
And  fold  to  11a very.  Of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portance  in  my  Travellers  hiftory. 
Wherein  of  Antavs  vaft,  and  Defarts  wilde,  (ven, 

Rou?h  Quarrics,Rocks,  &  Hills,  whofe  heads  touch  hca- 

Ic  was  my  hint  to  fpeak.  Such  was  my  ProcelTe, 
And  of  the  Canibais  that  each  other  eate, 

The  Anthroptphagi,  and  men  whofe  heads 
Grew  beneath  their  fhoulders.  Thefe  things  to  hear, 

Would  Defdcmona  ferioufly  incline: 
But  ftill  the  houfe  affaires  would  draw  her  hence: 

Which  ever  as  fhe  could  with  hafte  difpatch, 

She'ld  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  eare 
Devoure  up  my  difcourfe.  Which  I  obferving , 
Took  once  a  pliant  houre,  and  found  good  meanes 
To  draw  fiom  her  a  prayer  of earneft  heart, 
That  I  would  all  my  Pilgrimage  dilate, 
Whereof  by  parcels  fhe  had  fomething  heard, 
But  not  diftindtively  :  I  did  confent , 

And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  teares, 
When  I  did  fpeak  of  fome  diftreffefull  ftroke 

That  my  youth  fuffer'd :  My  ftory  being  done, 
S  he  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  kiffes  : 

She  fwore  in  faith  'twas  (trange,  'twas  parting  ftrange. 

'Twaspittifull:  'twas  wondrous  pittifull. 
She  wifh'd  fhe  had  not  heard  it,  yet  fhe  wifh'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  fuch  a  man.  She  thank'd  me, 
And  bad  me  if  1  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  fhould  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  ftory, 
And  that  would  wooe  her.  Upon  this  hint  I  fpake, 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  have  pa  ft, 
And  I  lov'd  her,  that  fhe  did  pitty  them. 

This  onely  is  the  witch-craft  I  have  us'd. 
Here  comes  the  Lady,  let  her  witnefleit. 

Enter  Defdemona,  Iago,  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  Daughter  too, 
Good  Brahantiotdss  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  beft : 
Men  doe  their  broken  Weapons  rather  ufe, 
Then  their  bare  hands. 

Bret.  I  pray  you  hear  her  fpeak  : 
If  fhe  confefle  that  fhe  was  half  the  wooer, 

Deftru&ion  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 

Light  on  the  man. Come  hither  gentle  Miftris, 
Doe  you  perceive  in  all  this  Noble  company, 
Where  moft  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Def.  My  Noble  Father. 
I  doe  perceive  here  a  divided  duty, 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education  : 
My  life  and  education  both  doe  learn  me, 
How  to  refpect  you.  You  are  the  Lord  of  duty, 

I  am  hitherto  your  Daughter.  But  here's  my  husband  ; 
And  fo  much  duty,  as  my  Mother  fhew'd 

To  you,  prcferruig.you  betoic  her  Father  : 
So  much  I  challenge,  that  I  may  profelfe 
Due  to  the  Moore,  my  Lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you  :  I  have  done. 
Pleafe  it  your  Grace,  on  to  the  State  affaires ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it. 
Come  hither,  Moore, 

I  here  doe  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart, 
Which  but  thou  haft  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee.  For  your  fake  (Jewell) 
I  am  glad  at  foule,  I  have  no  other  child ; 
For  thy  efcape  would  teach  me  tyranny 
To  hang  clogs  on  them.  I  have  done,  my  Lord, 

Duke.  Let  me  fpeak  like  your  telf : 
And  lay  a  Sentence, 

Which  like  a  grife,  or  ftep  may  help  thefe  Lovers. 
When  remedies  are  pall,  the  griefs  arc  ended 

By  feeing  worft,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 
To  mourn  a  milchief  that  is  paft  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  newmiichicf  on. 

What  cannot  be  preferv'd  when  Fortune  takes : 
Patience, her Injuiy  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd  that  lmiles,  fteales  fomething  from  the  Thief, 
He  robs  himfelf,  that  Ipends  a  bootlelTe  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turcot  Cyprus  us  beguile, 
We  lofe  it  not  fo  long  as  we  can  fmile  : 
He  bcares  the  fentence  well,  that  nothing  beares, 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hcares. 

But  he  heares  both  the  fentence,  and  the  lorrow, 

That  to  pay  gr  ief,rm<ft  of  poor  patience  borrow. 
Thefe  Sentences,  to  Sugar,  or  to  Gall, 

Being  ftiongon  both  fides,  are  Eqrivocall. 
But  words  are  words  :  I  never  yet  did  hear, 

That  the  bruiz'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  eare. 

humbly  befeech  you  to  proceed  to  th'Affaires  of  State. 
Duke.  The  Turk^  with  a  moft  mighty  preparation 

makes  for  Cyprus :  Othello,  the  Fortitude  of  the  place  is 
beft  known  to  you.  And  though  we  have  there  a  Subfti- 
tute  of  moft  allowed  fufriciency  ;  yet  opinion,  a  more 
Soverajgn  Miftris  of  Effects,  throwes  a  more  fafe  voyce 
on  you  :  you  muft  therefore  be  content  to  flubber  thegrofs 
of  your  new  Fortunes,  with  this  more  ftubborn,  and  boy- 
fterous  expedition. 

Othe.  The  Tyrant  Cuftome,  moft  Grave  Senators, 

Hath  made  the  flinty  and  Steel  Coach  of  War 

My  thrice-driven  bed  of  Down.  I  doe  agnize 
A  naturall  and  prompt  Alacrity, 
!  find  in  hardnelTe  :  and  do  undertake 

Thisprefent  War  againft  the  Ottomittes. 
Moft  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  State, 
I  crave  fit  difpofition  for  my  Wife, 
Due  reverence  of  Place,  and  Exhibition, 

With'  fuch  accommodation  and  befort 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

'Duke.  Why,  at  her  Fathers. 
Bra.  I  will  not  have  it  fo. 
Othe.  Nor  I. 

Def.  Nor  would  I  there  refide, 

To  put  my  Father  in  impatient  thoughts 
By  being  in  his  Eye.  Moft  gracious  Duke, 
To  my  unfolding,  lend  your  profperousear, 
And  let  me  find  a  Character  in  your  voyce 

T'aftiftmy  fimplenefs. 
Duke.  What  would  you,  Defdemona  > 

'Def.  That  I  love  the  Moore,  to  live  with  him, 
My  down-right  violence,  and  ftorm  of  Fortunes, 

May 
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May  trurtipe?  to  the  woild.  My  beast's  fubdu'd Even  to,  the  very  quality  of  my  Loid  ; 

I  faw  Othello *s  viiagein  hisminde, 
And  fo  his  honours  and  his  valiant  parts, 
D<d  I  my  foiile  and  fortunes  conlecrate. 
So  that  (dear  Lords)  if  I  be  left  behind 
A  Moth  of  Peace,  and  he  go  to  the  War, 
The  Rites  for  why  Hove  him,  are  bereft  mc  : 
And  1  a  heavy  interim  fhall  fupport 
By  his  dear  abfence.  Let  mc  go  with  him. 

Othe.  Let  her  have  your  voyce. 
Vouch  with  me  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  noc 
To  pleafe  the  Palate  of  my  Appetite  : 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat  the  young  effects 
In  my  defunct,  ancj.  proper  fatisfaction. 
But  to  be  free,  and  bounteous  to  her  mind  : 

And  heaven  defend  your  good  foulcs,  that  you  think 
I  will  your  ferious  and  great  bufinefle  fcant 

When  fhe  is  with  me.  No  when  light  wing'd  Toyes 
Of  feather'd  Cupid,  feele  with  wanton  dulneffe 
My  fpcculative,  and  ofhVd  Inftrument : 
That  my  Difports  corrupt,  and  taint  my  bufineffe  : 

Let  Houi'ewiv-s  make  a  Skillet  of  my  Helme  , And  all  indigne,  and  bafe  adverfities, 
Make  head  againft  my  Fftimation. 

Dnk^.  Be  it  as  you  fhall  privately  determine, 

Either  for  her  Hay,  or  going  :  th' Affaire  cries  hafte : 
And  fpeed  mult  anfwer  it. 

Sen.  You  mult  away  to  night. 
Orhe.  With  all  my  heart. 

D-ike.  At  n  ne  ith'  morning  here  we'll  meet  again. 
Othello,  leave  fome  Officer  behind 

And  he  fhallour  Commiffion  bring  to  you  : 

And  fuch  things  elfe  of  quality  and  re'fpect As  doth  import  to  you. 
Othe.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  my  Ancient, 

A  man  he  is  of  hondty  and  truft  : 

To  his  conveyance  I  alTign  my  wife. 
With  what  elfe  needfull,  your  good  Grade  fhall  think 
To  be  lent  after  me. 

Dake.  Let  it  be  fo  : 

Good  night  to  every  one.  And  Noble  Signior. 
If  Virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  Son-in-Law  is  farre  more  fair  than  black. 

Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moore,  ufe  Defdemona  well. 
Bra.  Look  to  her  (Moore)  if  thou  halt  eyes  to  fee  : 

She  has  dece  i v'd  her  Father,  and  may  thee.  £ xit. 
Othe.  My  life  upon  her  faith.  Honeft  fagoy 

My  Defdemona  muft  I  leave  to  thee  : 
I  prethee  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her, 
Anf  brin^  them  after  in  their  beft  advantage. 

Come  Defdemona,  I  have  but  an  houre 
Of  Love,  of  worldly  matter,  and  direction 
To  fpeak  with  thee.  Wc  muft  obey  the  time.  Exit. 

"Rod.  I  ago. 
lago.  What  faift  thou,  noble  heart  ? 

Rod.  What  will  I  doe,  think'ft  thou  i 
lago.  Why  go  to  bed  and  deep. 
Rod.  I  will  incontinently  drown  my  felf. 
lago.  If  thou  deft,  I  (hall  never  love  thee  after.  Why 

thnn  filly  Gentleman  ? 

'Rod.  It  is  fillineffe  to  live,  when  to  live  is  torment: 
and  then  have  we  a  prefcription  to  die,  when  death  is 
our  Phyfirian. 

lago.  Oh  villanous :  I  have  look'd  upon  the  world 
for  four  times  {even  yeares,  and  fince  I  could  diftinguifh 

betwixt  a  Benefit  and  an  Injury,  I  never  found  man  that 
knew  how  to  love  himfelf.  Ere  I  would  fay ,  I  would 

drown  my  felf  for  the  love  of  a  Gynney  Hen,  I  would 
change  my  humanity  with  a  Baboon. 

Rod.  What  fhould  I  doe,  I  confefTe  it  is  my  fhame  to 
be  fo  fond,  but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  if. 

lago.  Virtue-?  a  Fig,  'tis  in  our  fclvcs  that  we  are 
thus,  or  thus.  Our  Bodies  are  our  Gardens,  to  the  which, 
our  Wills  are  Gardiners.  So  that  if  we  will  plant  Net- 

tles, or  ,  fow  Lettice  :  Set  Hyfop,  and  weed  up  Time  : 
Supply  it  with  one  gender  of  Hearbs,  or  diftract  it  with 
many  :  either  have  it  fterill  with  idlenefle,  or  manured 

with  Induftry,  why  the  power  and  Corrigible  authority 
of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If  the  brain  of  our  lives  had  not 

one  fcale  of  Reafon,  to  poyfe  another  of  Scnfuality,  the 
blood  and  bafeneflfe  of  our  Natures  would  conduct  us 

to  molt  prepoftrous  Conclufions.  But  wc  have  reafon  to 

coolcour  waging  Motions,  or  carnal!  Stings,  or  unbitted 
Lufts :  whereof  I  take  this,  that  you  call  Love,  to  be  a 
Sect,  or  Seyen. 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

lago.  It  is  meerly  a  Luft  of  the  Blood,  and  a  permiffi- 
on  of  the  will.  Come ,  be  a  man  :  drown  thy  felf  ? 
Drown  Cats,  and  blinde  Puppies.  I  have  profeft  me  thy 
Friend,  and  I  confefTe  me  knit  to  thy  deferving,with  Ca- 

bles of  perdurable  toughnefle.  I  could  never  better  (teed 
thee  than  now.  Put  money  in  thy  purfe  :  follow  thou 
the  Warres,  defeat  thy  favour,  with  an  ufurped  Beard.  I 

fay,  put  money  in  thy  purfe.  It  cannot  be  long  that  Def- 
demona fhould  continue  her  love  to  the  Moore.  Put  Mo- 

ney in  thy  purfe  :  nor  he  his  to  her.lt  was  a  violent  Com- 
mencement in  her,  and  thou  fhalt  fee  an  anfwcrable  Se- 

questration, but  put  money  in  thy  purfe.  Thefe  Moores 
are  changeable  in  their  wills  :  fill  thy  purfe  with  money. 
The  food  that  to  him  now  is  as  lufhious  as  Locufts,  fhall 
to  him  fhortly  be  as  bittter  as  Coloquintida.  She  muft 
change  for  youth  :  when  fhe  is  fated  with  his  bodyj  fhe 
will  finde  the  errours  of  her  choyec.  Therefore  put  mo- 

ney in  thy  purfe.  If  thou  wilt  needs  damn  thy  felf,  doe 
it  a  more  delicate  way  then  drowning.  Make  all  the  mo- 

ney thou  canft :  If  Sanctimony  and  a  fraile  vow,  be- 
twixt an  erring  Barbarian,  and  fuper-fubtle  Venetian  be 

not  too  hard  for  my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou 
fhalt  enjoy  her :  therefore  make  money  :  a  pox  of  drow- 

ning thy  felf,  ic  is  clean  out  of  the  way.  Seek  thou  ra- 

ther to  be  hang'd  in  compaffing  thy  joy  ,  then  to  be 
drown'd,  and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fait  to  my  hopes,  If  I  depend  on 
the  iffue? 

lago.  Thou  art  fure  of  me :  Go  mnke  money  :  I  have 
told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again,  and  again,  I 
hate  the  Moore.  My  caufe  is  hearted  ;  thine  hath  no  lefle 
reafon.  Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge,  againft 
him.  If  thou  canft  Cuckold  him,  thou  doft  thy  felf  a 

pleafure,  me  a  fporc.  There  are  many  Events  in  the 
Wombc  of  Time,  which  will  be  delivered.  Traverfe,  go, 

provide  thy  money.  We  will  have  more  of  this  to  mor- 
row. Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  fhall  we  meet  ith' morning  ? 
lago.  At  my  Lodging. 
Rod.  Tie  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Go  to,  farewell.  Doe  you  here,  Rodortgo  ? 
Rod.  Tie  fell  all  my  Land.  Exit, 
lago.  Thus  doe  I  ever  make  my  Foole,  my  purfe  : 

For  1  mine  own  gain  d  knowledge  fhould  profin?, 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  fuch  a  Swain, 

But 
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Hue  ibf  my  Sporty  and  piofit :  I  hate  the  Moore, 

And  it  is  thought  ifWoffit,  that  'twixr  my  fhcets 
Hj  has  done  my  Office.  I  know  not  if't  be  true, 
lintT,  for  mecr  fufpition  in  that  kinde, 
Will  doc,  as  if  for  Surety.  He  holds  me  well, 
The  better  fhall  my  purpofe  work  on  him  r 

Cajfio's  a  proper  man  :  Let  me  fee  now, 
To  get  this  pin cc,  and  plume  up  my  will 

In  double  Knavery.  How  ?  how }  Let's  fee. 
After  fome  time,  to  abufe  Othello's  eares, That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  : 

He  hath  a  perfon,  and  »  fmooth  difpofc 

To  be  iufpecled:  fram'd  to  make  women  falfe. 
The  Moore  is  of  a  free,  and  open  Nature, 
That  thinks  men  honcft,that  but  Icern  tobefo, 

And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  eh'  Nofe As  Affes  are  : 

I  hav't :  it  is  engendred  :  Hell,  and  Night, 
Muft  brin?  this  monit.ous  Birth  to  the  worlds  light. 

Enter  Montana,  and  Gentlemen. 

Mon.  What  from  the  Cape,  can  you  difcernar.  Sea  ? 
1.  Gen.  Nothing  at  all,  it  is  a  high  wrought  Flood  : 

I  cannot  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  Main, 
Defcry  a  Sail. 

Mon.  Me  thinks  the  wind  hath  fpoke  aloud  at  Land, 

A  fuller  blaft  ne're  fhook  our  Battlements : 
If  it  hath  ruffiand  fo  upon  the  Sea, 
What  ribs  of  Oak,  when  Mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  Monies.  What  (hall  we  hear  of  this  t 

2.  A  Segregation  of  the  Turkjfh  Fleet: 
For  do  but  ftand  upon  the  foaming  fhore, 
The  chidden  Billow  fcems  to  pelt  the  clouds, 

The  wind-thak'd  Surge,  with  high  and  monftrous  Main, 
Seems  to  caft  water  on  the  burning  Bear, 

And  quench  the  Guards  of  th'ever-fixed  Pole  : 
I  never  like  moleftation  view 
On  the  enchafed  Flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Twkifh  Fleet 

B°  notinfhclter'd,and  embay'd,  they  are  drown'd, 
It  is  impolfible  to  bear  it  out. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

3.  Newes  Lads:  our  Wars  are  done: 

The  defperate  Tempeft  hath  fo  bang'd  the  Turk*, 
That  their  defignment  halts.  A  Noble  fhip  of  V emce> 
Hath  feen  a  grievous  wrack  and  fufferance 
On  moft  part  of  their  Fleet. 

Mon.  How  ?  Is  this  true  ? 

5.  The  Ship  is  here  put  in :  A  V eronefo,Michael  Caffis 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moore,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  fhore  :  the  Moore  himfelfatSca, 

And  is  in  full  Commiffion  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on't  : 
'Tis  a  worthy  Governour. 

3.  But  this  fame  Caffio,  though  he  fpeak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  Turkjfh  loffe,  yet  he  looks  fadly, 
And  prayesthe  Moore  be  fafe  j for  they  were  parted 
With  fouleand  violent  Tempeft. 

Mon.  Pray  heavens  he  be : 

For  I  have  ferv'd  him, and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  Souldier.  Let's  to  the  Sea  fide  (hoa) 
As  well  to  fee  the  Vcffell  that  comes  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 

Even  till  we  make  the  Main,  and  th'  Enall  blew, 
And  indiftincT  regard. 

Gent.  Come,  let's  do  fo  ; 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  An  ivancy. 

Enter  Caffio. 

Caf.  Thanks  you,  the  valiant  of  the  warlike  Ifle, 
That  fo  approve  the  Moore :  Oh  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  againft  the  Elements, 
For  I  have  loft  him  on  a  dangerous  Sea, 

Mon.  Is  he  well  fhipp'd  ? 

Caf  His  Bark  is  ftoutly  Timber'd,and  his  Pilot 

Of  very  expert,  and  approv'd  Allowance  ; 
Therefore  my  hopes  (not  furfetted  to  death) 
Stand  in  bold  Cure. 

Within.  A  Sail,  a  Sail,  a  Sail. 

Caf.  What  noyfe? 

Gent.  The  Town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  oth'  Sea Stand  ranks  of  People,  and  they  cry,  a  Sail. 

Caf.  My  hopes  do  ihape  him  for  the  Governour, 
Gent.  They  do  difcharge  their  fhot  of  courtefie, 

Our  friends,  at  Ieaft. 

Caf.  I  pray  you,  fir,  go  forth. 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 
Gent.  I  (ha!!.  Exit. 

Mon.  But  good  Lieutenant,  is  your  Gcnerall  wiv'd  ? 
Caf.  Moft  fortunately,  he  hath  atchiev'd  a  Maid 

That  paragons  defcription,  and  wilde  Fame  : 
One  that  excells  the  quirks  of  blazoning  Pens, 

And  in  th'  cffentiall  Vefture  of  Creation, 
Do's  tire  the  Ingeniver. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

How  now  ?  who  has  put  in  ? 

Gent.  'T\somlago,  Ancient  to  the  Generall. 
Caf.  Ha's  bad  moft  favourable,  and  happy  fpeed  : 

Tempefts  themfelves,  high  Seas,  and  howling  winds, 

Thegutter'd  Rocks,  and  Congregated  Sands, 
Traitors  enfteep'd,  to  enclogge  the  guiltleffe  Keel, 
As  having  fenfe  of  Beauty  do  omit 
Their  mortall  Natures,  letting  go  fafcly  by 
The  divine  Defdemona. 

Mon.  What  isfhe? 

Ca(.  She  that  I  fpake  of : 

Our  great  Captain's  Captain, 
Left  in  the  Conduct  of  the  bold  lagoy 

Whofe  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A  Sennights  fpeed.  Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 
And  fwell  his  Sail  with  thine  own  powerfull  breath, 
That  he  may  bleffe  this  Bay  with  his  taU  Ship, 
Make  loves  quick  pants  in  Defdemonaes  armes, 

Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extincTeft  Spirits. 

Enter  Defdemona,  lago,  %odorigo,  and  zAmil'ta. 
Oh  behold, 

The  riches  of  the  fhip  is  come  on  fhore  : 
You  men  of  Cyprns,kt  her  have  your  knees. 
Hail  to  thee,  Lady  :  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand 
Enwheelethee  round. 

Def  I  thank  you,  valiant  Ca!fl0-t 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  Lord  f 

Caffio. 
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Or/".  He  is  not  an  iv'd,  nor  know  I  ought 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  Lhortly  here. 

Dcf.  Oh  but  I  tear  : 
Ho  w  loft  you  company  ? 

Caf.  The  great  contention  of  the  Sea  and  Skies, 
Parted  our  Fellowftiip.  But  hark,  a  Saile. 

Within.  A  Saile,  a  Saile. 

Gent.  They  give  this  greeting  to  the  Cittadell : 
Thislikewife  is  a  friend. 

Caf  See  for  the  Ncwes  : 
Good  Ancient,  you  are  welcome.  Welcome  Miftris : 
Let  it  not  gall  your  patience  (good  Iago) 

That  I  extend  my  Manners.  'Tis  my  breeding, 
That  gives  me  this  bold  fhew  of  Courtefie , 

Iago.  Sir,  would  (he  give  you  fo  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  fhe  oft  beftowes  of  me, 
You  would  have  enough. 

Def.  Alafs :  (he  has  no  fpecch. 
Iago.  Infaith,  too  mnch  : 

I  find  it  ftill,when  I  have  leave  to  fleep, 
Marry  before  your  Ladilhip,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

*ALmil.  You  have  little  caufe  to  fay  fo. 

/ago. Come  on,come  onryou  are  Pictures  out  of  doores 
Bells  in  your  Parlors :  Wilde-Cats  in  your  Kitchens : 
Saints  in  your  injuries :  Devils  being  offended  : 
Players  in  your  Hufwifery ,  and  Hufwives  in  your  Beds 

Def.  Oh,  fie  upon  thee,  flanderer. 
I  ago.  Nay,  it  is  true  :  or  elfc  lama  Turk.*, 

You  rife  to  play ,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 
tA.mil.  You  fhall  not  write  my  praife. 
I  ago.  No,  let  me  not. 

Def.  What  would'ft  write  of  me,  if  thou  fhould'ft 
praife  me. 

I  ago.  Oh,  gentle  Lady,  doe  not  put  me  to'r, 
For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  Critical!. 

Def.  Come  on,aflay. 

There's  one  gone  to  the  Harbour  ? 
I  ago.  I,  Madam. 

Def.  I  am  not  merry  .•  but  I  doe  beguile 
The  thing  I  am,  by  feeming  otherwife, 

Come,  how  would'ft  thou  praife  me  ? 
lago.  I  am  about  it,  but  indeed  my  invention  comes 

from  my  Pate,  as  Birdlime  does  from  Freeze,  it  plucks 
out  Bra ines  and  all.  But  my  Mufe  labours,  and  thus  (Tie 
is  delivered.. 

If  (he  be  fairt  and  wife  ;  fairneffe  and  wit, 

The  one's  for  ufe,  the  other  ttfeth  it. 
*Def.  Well  prais'd  : 

How  if  foe  be  black  and  witty  ? 

lago.  If fhe  be  black ,  and  thereto  have  a  wit , 

She'll  find  a  white,  that  fhall  her  blackjieffe  fit, 
Def.  Worfe  and  worfe. 
tAintll.  How  if  fair  and  foolifli. 

Iago.  She  never  yet  wasfoolljh  that  was  fair. 
For  even  her  folly  help  her  to  an  heir. 

Defd.  Thefe  are  old  fond  Paradoxes,  to  make  Fooles 

laugh  ith'  Alehoufe.  What  miierable  praife  haft  thou  for 
her  that's  foule  and  foolifh. 

Iago.  There's  none  fo  foule  andfoolifh  thereunto, 
But  does  foule  pranks,  which  fair,  and  wife  ones  doe, 
Defd.  Oh  heavy  ignorance:  thou  praifeft  the  worft 

beft.  But  what  praife  could'lt  thou  beftow  on  a  defer- 
ring woman  indeed  ?  One,  that  in  the  authority  of  her 

merit,  did  juftly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  ic felf. 

Iago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud. 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud : 
Never  lacks  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 
Tied  from  her  wifh,  and  yet  faid  now  I  may. 
She  that  being  angred,  her  revenge  being  nigh, 
Bad  her  wrong  flay,  and  her  difpleafure  fly. 
She  that  in  wife  dome  never  was  fofraile, 

To  change  the  Cod's  Head  for  the  Salmon  s  Taile  : 
She  that  could  thinks  and  ne're  dlfclofe  her  mind, 
See  Suitors  following,  and  not  lookjbehind  : 
She  was  a  wight,  (if  ever  fuch  Wights  were) 
Def  To  doc  what  ? 

Iago.  To  fuckje  Fooles,  and  chronicle  fmall  Beer. 

Defd.  Oh  mod  lame  and  impotent  conclufion.  Doe 
not  learn  of  him,  <ty£milia,  though  he  be  thy  Husband. 

How  fay  you  (Cafsio)  is  he  not  a  moft  profane,  and  li- beral! Counfellor  ? 

Cafsio.  Hefpeaks  home  (Madam)  you  may  rellifr  him 
more  in  the  Souldier,  than  in  the  Scholler. 

Iago.  He  takes  her  by  the  palme :  I,  well  faid,  whif- 
per.  With  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I  enfnare  as  great 

a  Fly  as  Cafsio.  I,  fmile  upon  her,  doe  •  I  will  give  thee 

in  thine  own  Courtftiip.  You  fay  true,  'tis  fo  indeed. 
If  fuch  tricks  as  thefe  ftrip  you  out  of  your  Licutenan- 

try,it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kifs'd  your  three  fin- 
gers fo  oft,  which  now  again  you  are  moft  apt  to  play 

the  Sir  in.  Very  good:  well  kifsd, and  excellent  Curt- 

fic  :  'tis  fo  indeed.  Yet  again,  your  fingers  to  your 
Lips  ?  Would  they  were  Clifter-pipes  for  your 
fake. 

The  Moore,  I  know  his  Trumpet. 

Cafsio.  'Tis  truly  fo. 

Def.  Let's  m'eet  hiiT^and  receive  him. 
Cafsio.  Loe,  where  he  come. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Oth.  O  my  fair  Warriour. 
Def.  My  dear  Othello.  \ 
Oth.  It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content 

To  fee  you  here  before  me. 

Oh  my  foules  joy  • 
If  after  every  Tempeft,  come  fuch  calmes, 

May  the  windes  blow,  till  they  have  waken'd  death  : 
And  let  the  labouring  Barke  clii-wbe  hills  of  Seas 
Olympus  high  :  and  duck  again  as  low, 

As  hell's  from  heaven.  If  it  were  now  to  dye, 
'Twere  now  to  be  moft  happy.  For  I  fear, 
My  foule  hath  her  content  fo  abfolute, 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this, 
Succeeds  in  unknown  Fate. 

'Def.  The  heavens  forbid 
But  that  our  Loves 

And  Comforts  fliould  encreafe 
Even  as  ourdayes  doe  grow. 

Othe.  Amen  to  that  (fweet  Powers) 

I  cannot  fpeak  enough  of  this  content, 
It  flops  me  here :  it  is  too  much  of  joy  * 

And  this,  and  this  the  greateftdifcords  be 
That  e're  our  hearts  fhall  make. 

Iago.  Oh  you  arc  well  tun'd  now:  But  I'le  fet  down 
the  Pegs  that  make  this  Mufick,  as  honeft  as  I  am. 

Othe. 

*  ■  1 



796
 

The  Tragedy  of  Otkello 

0:he.  Come,  Ice  its  co  che  Cattle. 

Newts, (Friends)  our  vvarres  are  done : 

The  Tuiks  are  drown'd. 

How  do's  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  Ifle  ? 

(Hony)  you  fhall  be  well  defir'd  in  Cyprus, 
I  have  found  great  love  amongft  them.  O  my  Sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  filliion,  and  I  doat 
In  mine  own  comforts.  I  prethee,  good  Iago, 
Go  to  the  Bay,  and  difembarke  thy  Coffers : 
Bring  thou  the  Matter  to  the  Cittadell, 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthineffe 

Do's  challenge  much  refpect.  Come  Defdemonay 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus, 

Exit  Othello  and  Defdemona. 

Iago,  Do  you  meet  me  prefenrly  at  the  harboui .  Come 

thither,  if  thou  be'tt  valiant,  (as  they  fay,bafemen  being 
in  love,  have  then  a  Nobility  in  their  Natures,more  than 
is  native  to  them)  lift-me  ;  the  Lieutenant  to  night  wat- 

ches on  the  Court  of  Guard.  Firtt,  I  mutt  tell  thee  this  : 

Defdemona  is  directly  in  love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  ?  why,  'tis  not  polfible. 
Iago.  Lay  thy  finger  thus :  and  let  thy  foule  be  inftru- 

<5ted.  Marke  me  with  what  violence  iTie  lov'd  the 
Moore,  but  for  bragging,  and  telling  her  fantafticall  lies. 
To  love  him  ttiil  for  prating,  let  not  thy  difcreet  heart 

think  it.  Her  eye  nu'ft  be  fed.  And  what  delight  fhall 
(lie  have  to  look  on  the  Devil  ?  When  the  blood  is 

made  dull  with  the  A£f.  of  Sport,  there  fhould  be  a  game 
to  enflame  it,  and  to  give  fatiety  a  frefh  appetite.  Love- 
linefle  in  favour, fympa thy  in  yeares,  Manners,  and  Beau- 

ties :  all  which  the  Moore  is  defective  in.  Now  for 

want  of  thefe  requii'd  Conveniences,,  her  delicate  ten- 

dernefle  will  find  it  felf  abus'd,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,- 
difrellifh  and  abhorrc  the  Moore,  very  Nature  will  in- 
ftrucl:  her  in  it,  and  compell  her  to  fome  fecond  choyce. 
Now,  fir,  this  granted  (as  it  is  a  moft  pregnant  and  un- 

fore'd  pofition)  who  ftands  fo  eminent  in  the  degree  of 
this  Fortune,  as  Cajjio  do's :  a  Knave  very  voluble  :  no 
further  confcionable,  than  inputting  on  the  meer  form 
of  Civil, and  humane  feeming,  for  the  better  compafle  of 
his  Salt,  and  mott  hidden  loofc  afFe&ion  ?  Why  none, 

why  none  :  A  flippery,  and  fubtle  Knave,a  finder  of  occa- 
fion  :  that  has  an  eye  can  ftamp  and  counterfeit  advan- 

tages, thongh  true  advantage  never  prefent  it  felf.  A 
Devibfh  Knave  :  befides,  the  Knave  is  hanfome, young : 
and  hath  all  thofe  requisites  in  him,  that  folly  and  green 
minds  look  after.  A  peftilent  compleat  Knave,  and  the 
woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her,  fhe's  full  of  moft 
blefs'd  condition. 

Iago.  Blefs'd  Figs-end.  The  Wine  fhe  drinks  is 
made  of  Grapes.  If  fhe  had  been  blefs'd,  fhe  would  ne- 

ver have  lov'd  the  Moore  :  Blefs'd  pudding.  Didtt  thou 
not  fee  her  paddle  with  the  palme  of  his  hand  ?  Didft  not 
marke  that  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did :  but  that  was  but  courtefie. 

Iago.  Leachery  by  this  hand  :  an  Index,  and  obfeure 
prologue  to  the  Hifiory  of  Luft  and  foule  Thoughts. 
They  met  fo  near  with  their  lips,  that  their  breaths 

embrae'd  together.  Villanous  Thoughts  Roderigo,  when 
thefe  mutabilities  fo  maifhall  the  way,  hard  at  hand 

comes  the  Matter,  and  main  exercife,  th'incorporate 
conclusion  :  Pifh.  But,  fir,  be  you  rul'd  by  me.  I  have 
brought  you  from  Venice.  Watch  you  to  night  :  for 

the  command,  Fie  lay't  upon  you.  Cajfio  knowes  you 
not:  Fie  not  be  farre  from  you.  Doc  you  find  fome  oc- 

casion to  anger  Caffu,  ,  either  by  lpeaking  too  loud,  or 
tainting  his  difcipline,  or  from  what  other  courfe  you 
pleafe,  which  the  time  fhall  mare  favourably  mini- 

iter.  
1 Rod.  Well. 

Iago.  Sir,  he's  rafh,  and  very  fudden  in  ChoIIer :  and 
happily  may  ftrikc  at  you,  provoke  him  that  he  may.:  for 
even  out  of  that  will  I  caufe  thefe  of  Cyprus  to  Mutiny. 
Whofe  qualification  fhall  come  into  no  true  tafte  again, 
but  by  difplanting  of  Cajfio.  So  fhall  you  have  a  Sort- 

er journey  to  your  dfefires  ,  by  the  meanes  I  iliall  then 
have  to  preferre  them.  And  the  impediment  mott  profi- 

tably removed,  without  the  which  there  were  no  expecta- tion of  our  pi  ofperity. 

Rod.  I  will  doe  this,  if  you  can  bring  it  to  any  oppor- 

tunity. 

Iago.  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  Cit- 
tadell. I  mutt  fetch  his  neceflaiies  afhore.  Farewell. 

Rod.  Adieu.  Exit. 

Iago.  That  Caffio  loves  her,  I  doe  well  believ't : 
That  fhe  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credite. 
The  Moore  (howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not) 
Is  of  a  conftant,  loving, noble  Nature, 

And  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Defdemona^ 
A  moft  dear  Husband.  Now  I  doe  love  her  too, 
Not  out  of  abfolutc  Luft,  (chough  pcradventure 
I  ftand  accountant  for  as  great  a  fin) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  Revenge, 

For  that  I  doe  fufpecl;  the  kitty  Moore 
Hath  leapt  into  my  feat.  The  thought  whereof, 
Doth  (like  a  poyfonous  Minerall)  gnaw  my  Inwards: 
And  nothing  can,  or  (hall  contcit  my  Soule 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife. 
Or  failing  fo,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moore, 
At  leaft  into  a  Jealoufie  fo  ftiong, 

That  Judgement  cannot  cure.  Which  thing  to  doe  , 
If  this  poor  Trafh  of  V enice,  whom  I  trace 
For  his  quick  hunting,  ftand  the  putting  on, 
Fie  have  our  Michael  Cafsio  on  the  hip, 
Abufchim  to  the  Moore,  in  the  ri°ht  ̂ arbc 

(For  I  fear  Caffio  with  my  Night-Cap  too) 
Make  the  Moore  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me, 
For  making  him  egrcgioufly  an  AfTe, 
And  pradtifing  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even  to  madneffe.  '  Tis  here :  but  yet  confus'd, 
Knaveries  plain  face,  is  never  feen,  till  us'd.  Exit. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Eater  Othello's  Herald  with  a  Proclamation, 

Herald,  It  is  Othello's  pleafure,  our  Noble  and  Vali- 

ant Generall ;  That  upon  certain  tydings  now  arriv'd, 
importing  the  meer  perdition  of  the  Turkifh  Fleet, 
every  man  put  himfelf  into  Triumph.  Some  to  dance  , 
fome  to  make  Bonefires,  each  man  to  what  Sport  and 
Revels  his  addition  leads  him.  For  befides  thefe  bene- 
ficiall  Newes,  it  is  the  Delebration  of  his  Nuptial!.  So 

much  was  his  pleafure  fhould  be  proclaimed.  All  Ofh- 

ces  are  open,  and  there  is  full  liberty  of  Feafting  from  this 

pre- 
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prefent  houreot  rive,  till  the  Bell  have  toK'd  eleven. 
BlelTe  the  Iflc  of  Cyprus       our  Noble  Generall  Othello . 

Exit. 

Enter  Othello,  Defdemona,  Cafsio,  and  Attendants. 

Othel.  Good  Hichael ',look  you  to  the  Guard  to  night. 
Let's  teach  our  fclvcs  that  honourabte  ftop^ 
Not  to  out-fport  difcrrtion. 

Caf.  I  ago  hath  direction  what  to  doe. 
But  nopwithftanding  with  my  perfonall  eye 
Will  I  look  to% 

Othe.  J  ago  is  moft  honc.ft :  , 
Michael,  good  night.  To  morrow  with  your  earlieft, 
Let  me  have  fpeech  with  you.  Come  my  dear  Love, 
The  purchafe  made,  the  fruits  are  to  enfue, 

That  profit's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. 
Good  night.  Exit. 

Enter  Iago, 

Caf.  Welcome  lago  ;  we  nu.ft  to  the  Watch. 

I- go.  Not  this  houre  Lieutenant :  'tis  not  yet  ten  oth' 
Clock.  Our  Generall  caft  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of 
his  Defdemona  ;  Whom,  let  us  not  therefore  blame  ;  he 

hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with  her :  and  fhe 
is  fport  for  Jove.  I 

Caf.  She's  a  mcft  exquifite  Lady. 
Iago.  And,  I'le  warrant  her,  full  of  Game*    .  , 
Caf.  Indeed  flic's  a  moft  frefh  and  delicate  creature. 
Iago.  What  an  Eye  fhe  has? 

Me  thinks  it  founds  a  parley  to  provocation. 
Caf.  An  inviting  eye  : 

And  yet  me  thinks  right  modeft. 
Iago.  And  when  fhe  fpeaks, 

Is  it  not  an  Alarum  to  Love  > 

Caf.  She  is  indeed  perfection. 

Iago.  Well :  happinelfe  to  their  fhects.  Come  Lieu- 
tenant, I  have  a  {tope  of  Wine,  and  here  without  are  a 

brace  of  Cyprus  Gallants,  that  would  fain  have  a  meafim 
to  the  health  of  black  Othello. 

Caf.  Not  to  night,  good  Iago :  I  have  very  poor,  and 
unhappy  Brains  for  drinking.  I  could  well  wiiheour- 
tcfie  would  invent  fome  other  cuftome  of  entertainment. 

Iago.  Oh,  they  are  our  Friends  :  but  one  Cup,  lit 
drink  for  you. 

Cafsio.  I  have  drunk  but  one  Cup  to  night,  and  tha. 
was  craftily  qualified  too:  and  behold  what  innovation 

it  makes  here.  I  am  infortunate  in  the  infirmity*  anc 
dare  not  task  my  weaknelTe  with  any  more. 

Iago.  What  mar*  ?  'tis  a  night  of  Revels,  the  Gallant;, defire  it. 

Caf.  Where  are  they  ,? 

/ago.  Here,  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you  call  them  in. 

Caf.  Pie  do't,  but  it  diflikes  me. 
Iago.  If  I  can  faften  but  one  Cup  upon  him 

With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to  night  already, 

He'll  be  as  full  of  Quarrell,  and  Offence 
As  my  young  Miftris's  Dog, 
Now  my-fick  Foole,  %odorigo, 
Whom  Love  hath  turn'd  almoft  the  wrong  fide  out, 
To  Defdemona  hath  to  night  Carrows'd, 
Potations,  pottle-deep  ;  and  he's  to  watch. 
Three  elfe  of  Cyprus,  Noble  fwellirtg  lpirits, 
.(That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  diftance, 
The  very  Elements  of  this  warlike  Ifle) 

!  Have  I  to  night  flufter'd  with  flowing  Caps, 
And  they  Watch  coo.  • 

Now  'mongft  this  Flock  of  Drunkards, 

And  I  to  put  out  fofsio  \n  lome,  Action 

That  may  offend  che  lfle.  But  here  they  come. 

Enter  Cafsio,  Montana,  and  Gentlemen, 

Ifconfcquencc  doe  but  approve  my  dreame,  ■ 
My  Boatfailes  freely,  both  with  wind  and  ftreame. 

Caf.  'Fore  heaven,they  have  given  me  a  rowfe  already. 
Mon.  Good  faith  a  little  one :  not  part  a  Pint,  as  I  am a  Souldier. 

Iago.  Some  W7ine  hoa, 
And  let  me  the  Cannakin  clinks,  clinf^i 
And  let  me  the  Cannakjn  clinks 

A  '>  ouldier's  a  man  :  Oh,  mans  lifers  but  a  fpa,nt 
Why  then  Ut  a  Souldier  drink* 

Some  Wine  Boyes.  .  i 

Caf  'Fore  heaven,  an  excellent  Song.     ■    :    ■  > 
Iago,  I  learn'd  it  in  Sngland :  where  indeed  they  are 

moft  potent  in  Potting.  Your  'Dane,  your  Germane,*x\A 

your  I'wag-belly'd  HV/Wfr,  (drink  hoa)  are  nothing  cd 
your  Englifh. 

Cafsio.  Is  your  Englifh-mm  fo  exquifite  in  his  drink- 
ing? 

Iago.  Why,  he  drinks  you  with  facility,  your  Dane 
dead  Drunk.  He  fweares  not  to  overthrow  your  Al- 
mam.  He  gives  your  Hollander  a  vomit ,  ere  the  next 
Pottle  can  be  fill'd. 

Caf,  To  the  health  of  our  Generally '    .  . 

Mon.  I  am  for  itj  Lieutenant :  and  I'le  do  you  juftice. 
lag o.  Oh  fweet  England. 
King  Stephen  was  and-a  worthy  Peery 
His  Breeches  cofi  him  but  a  Crown, 
He  held  them  fix  pence  all  too  dear, 
With  that  he  call'd  the  Taylor  LowH  : 
He  rv as  a  wight  of  high  Renown^ 
And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 

*Tis  Pr:de  that  pnlh  the  Comtrey  down^ 
And  ta!{e  thy  awl'd  C layabout  thee. 

Some  Wine  I  oa.  ;    :  , 

Cafsio.  Why  this  is  a  more  exquifite  Song  than  the  ci- 
ther,        .f     .  . 

Iago.  Will  you  hear't  ng.iin  ? 
Caf  No  :  for  I  hold  him  :o  be  unworthy  of  his  place, 

that  do's  thofe  tilings.  WJi :  heaven's  above  all ;  and 
there  be  foules  muft  oe  faved ,  and  there  be  foules  mutt 
not  be  faved,. 

Iago.  It's  true,  good  Lieutenant 
Caf.  For  mine  own  part^  no  offence  to  the  Generall, 

nor  any  man  of  quality  :  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

lag*.  And  fo  do  I  too,  Lieutenant.  • 
Cafsio.  I  :  (but  by  your  leave)  not  before  me.  The 

Lieutenant  is  to  be  faved  before  the  Ancient.  Lets  have 

no  mote  of  this  :  lets  to  our  affaires.  Forgive  our  fins  : 
Gentlemen,  lets  look  to  our  bufineffe.  Do  not  think 

Gentlemen,  I  am  Drunk :  this  is  my  Ancient,  this  is  my 
right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left.  I  am  not  drunk  now  :  I 
can  ftand  well  enough,  and  I  fpeak  well  enough. 

Gent..  Excellent  well. 

Caf.  Why  very  well  then  j  you  muft  not  think  then, 
that  I  am  drunk. 

Mont  an.  To  th'  Platformc  (  Mafters )  come,  lets  fet the  Watch. 

Iago.  You  fee  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before, 
He  is  a  Soldier,  fit  to  ftand  by  Cafar, 

And  give  direction.  And  doc  but  fee  his  vice, 
'Tis  to  his  Virtties  a  juft  Equinox, 

.v  The 
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The  one  as  long  as  th'other.  'Tis  pitty  of  him  j 
I  fear  the -twit  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  fome  oddc  time  of  his  infirmity 
Will  Aiake  thislfland. 

Mont.  But  is  he  often  thus 

I  age.  'Tis  evermore  his  prologue  to  hisfleep, 
H  .'11  watch  the  Horologue  a  double  Set, 
If  drink  rock  not  his  Cradle. 

Mont.  It  were  well 

The  Generall  were  put  in  mind  of  it : 
Perhaps  he  fees  it  not,  or  his  good  nature 
Prizes  the  Virtue  thatappeares  in  Caffio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  ? 

Enter  Rodorigo. 

I ago.  How  now,  Rodot  igo  ? 
I  pray  you  after  the  Lieutenant,  go. 

Mont.  And  'tis  great  pitty  tha  t  the  Noble  Moore 
Should  hazard  fuch  a  place,  as  lvsown  Second, 
Withone  ingraft  Infirmity, 
It  were  an  honeft  Aclion,  to  fay  fo 
To  the  Moore. 

lago.  Nor  I,  for  this  fail  ifl.md, 
I  do  love  Caffio  well :  and  wot'ld  do  much 

To  cure  hiir  T  th  s  rv  h  But  h^i-k,  what  noyfe  r" 
Enter  Ccjfio  pnrf sting  Rodorigo. 

Caf.  You  Rogue  :  yon  R-  lcall. 

<JM.on.  What'-  tne  matter  Li  utcnant  ? 

Caf.  A  Knave  teach  me  my  duty  ?  Tie  beat  the 
Knnve  into  a  Twiggen  Bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me. 

Caf,  Doft  thou  prate,  Rogue  ? 
Mon.  Nay, good  Lieutenant: 

I  pray  you,  fir,  hold  your  hand. 
Caf.  Let  me  go  (fir) 

Or  Tie  know  you  o're  the  Mazzard. 
Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  Diunk. 
Caffio,  Drunk  ? 

Iago.  Away  I  fay :  go  out  and  cry  a  Mutiny. 
Nay,  good  Lieutenant.  Alafs, Gentlemen  : 
Helphoa.  Lieutenant.  Sir  Montano: 

Help  mafters.  Here's  a  goodly  Warch  indeed. 
Who's  that  which  rings  the  Bell :  Diablo,  hoa  : 
Tne  Town  will  rife.  Fie,  fie,  Lieutenant, 

You'll  be  afham'd  for  ever. 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 
Othe.  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mon.  I  bleed  ftill,  I  am  hurt,  but  not  to  th*  death. 
'    Othe.  Hold  for  your  lives. 

Iago.  Hold  hoa  •  Lieutenant,Sir  ̂ 7Kf/?^,Gentlemen  : 
Have  you  forgot  all  place  of  fenfe  and  duty  ? 
Hold.  The  Generall  fpeaksto  you  :  hold  for  fhame, 

Oth.  Why  how  now  hoa  ?  From  whence  arifeth  this? 

Are  we  turn'd  Turks  ?  and  to  our  felves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  thzOttamittes. 

For  Chriftian  fhame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawle : 
He  that  ftirres  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  foule  light:  He  dicsupon  his  Motion. 
Silence  that  dreadfull  Bell,  it  frights  the  Ifle 
From  her  propriety.  What  Is  the  matter,  Matters. 
Honeft  lagoy  that  looks  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak  :  who  began  this  ?  On  thy  love  I  charge  thee  ? 

Iago.  I  do  not  know :  Friends  all,  but  now,  even  now 
In  Quarter,  and  in  termes  like  Bride  and  Groom 

Devefting  them  for  Bed :  and  then,  but  now : 
(As  if  fome  Planet  had  unwitted  men) 

I 

Sword  out,  and  tilting  one  at  others  breads, 

In  oppofition  bloody.  I  cannot  fpeak 

Any  beginning  to  this  ptevifh  oddes. 
And  would  in  Action  glorious,  I  had  loft 
Thofe  legs  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it, 

Othe.  How  comes  it  {Michael)  you  are  thus  forgot  ? 

Caf.  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I  cannot  fpeak. 
Othe.  Worthy  Montano,  yoU  were  wont  to  be  civil : 

The  gravity  and  ftilncfTe  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted.  And  your  name  is  great 
In  mouthes  of  wifeft  Cenfure.  Whats  the  matter 

That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 

And  fpend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler?  Give  meanfwer  to  it, 
Mon   Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger, 

Your  Officer  Iago  on  inform  you , 
While  I  fpare  ipeech,  which  fomething  now  offends  me 
Of  all  that  I  do  know,  nor  know  I  ought 

By  me  ;  that's  laid, or  doneamilTe  thisnight, 
UnlerTe  felf  charity  be  fometimes  a  vice, 

And  to  defend  our  felves  it' be  a  fin, When  violence  alfailes  us. 
Othe.  Now  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  fafer  Guides  to  rufe, 
And  paflion  (having  my  beft  judgement  collied) 
Affryes  to  lead  the  way.  If  I  once  ftirre, 
Or  doe  but  lift  this  Arme,  the  beft  of  you 
Shall  fink  in  my  rebuke.  Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  Rout  began :  Who  fet  it  on, 

And  he  that  is  approv'd  in  this  offence, 
Thou  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth, 
Shall  loofe  me.  What  in  a  Town  of  warre, 

Yet  Wilde,  the  peoples  hearts  brim-full  of  fear, 
To  manage  private,  and  domeftick  Quarrell  ? 
In  night,  and  on  the  Court  and  Guard  of  fafety  ? 

Tis  monftrous :  Iago,  who  began't  ? 
Mon.  If  partially  Afrl'nd,  or  league  in  office, 

Thou  doft  deliver  more,  or  leffe  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  Souldier, 

Iago.  Touch  me  not  fo  near, 
I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  fhould  doe  offence  to  Michael  Caffio, 

Yet  I  perfwade  my  felf,  to  fpeak  fo  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him.  This  it  is  Generall  • 
Montano  and  my  felf  being  in  fpecch, 
There  comes  a  Fellow»  crying  out  for  help, 

And  Cajfio  following  him  with  determin'd  Sword, 
To  execute  upon  him.  Sir,  this  Gentleman, 

Steps  in  to  Cajfio,  and  intreats  his  pawfe  .* 
My  felf,  the  crying  fellow  did  purfue, 
Left  by  his  clamour  (as  it  fo  fell  out) 
The  Town  might  fall  in  fright.  He,  (fwift  of  foot) 

Out-ran  my  purpofe  :  and  I  rewn'd  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  Swords, 

And  Qafflo  high  in  oath :  which  till  to  night 

I  ne're  ivight  fay  before.  When  I  came  back 
(For  this  was  brief)  I  found  them  clofe  together 
At  blow,  and  thiuft,  even  as  again  they  were 

When  you  your  felf  did  part  them : 
More  of  this  matter,  cannot  I  report, 
But  men  are  men  :  the  beft  fometimes  forger, 

Though  Caffio  d  id  fome  little  wrong  to  him, 
As  men  in  rage  ftrike  thofe  that  wifh  them  beft, 

Yet  furely  Cajfw,l  believe,  recciv'd From  him  that  fled,  fome  ftrange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  paffe. r  r  Othe. 
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Othe.  I  know,  Iago, 

j  Thy  honefty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 

|  Making  it  light  to  CaJJlo :  Cajjio,  I  Jove  thee, 
But  never  more  be  Officer  of  mine. 

Enter  Defdemona  attended. 

Look  if  my  gentle  Love  be  not  rais'd  up  • 
I'le  make  thee  an  example. 

Def.  What's  the  matter  (Dear?) 
Othe.  All's  well,  Sweeting  : 

Come  away  to  bed.  Sir,for  your  hurts* 

My  felf  will  be  your  Surgeon.  Lead  him  oft": Iago,  look  with  care  about  the  Town, 
And  filence  thofe  whom  this  vile  brawlc  diftra&ed. 

Come,  Defdemona,  'tis  the  Souldiers  life, 
To  have  their  Balmy  (lumbers  wak'd  wi:h  ftrife.  Exit, 

Iago.  What,  are  you  hurt,  Lieutenant  ? 
Caf.  I,  part  all  Surgery. 
Iago.  Marry  heaven  forbid. 
Caf.  Reputation,  Reputation,  Reputation. :  Oh  I  have 

loft  my  Reputation.  I  have  loft  the  immortall  part  of  my 
felf,  and  what  remains  is  beftiall.  My  Reputation,  Iago, 

my  Reputation. 
Iago.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  I  had  thought  you  had 

received  fome  bodily  wound  ;  there  is  more  fence  in  that 

then  in  Reputation.  Reputation,  is  an  idle,  and  moft  falfe 
impofition  ;  oft  got  without  merit  ,  and  loft  without  de- 
ferving.  You  have  loft  no  Reputation  at  all,  unleflVyou 
repute  your  felf  fuch  a  loofer.  What  man,  there  are  more 
wayes  to  recover  the  Generall  again.  You  are  but  now 
caft  in  his  mood,  (a  punifhmcnt  more  in  policy,  than  in 
malice)  even  fo  as  one  would  beat  his  offencelefle  dog, 

to  affright  an  Imperious  Lyon.  Sue  to  him  again,  and 

he's  yours. 
Caf.  I  will  rather  fue  to  be  defpis'd,  then  to  deceive 

fo  good  a  Commander,  with  fo  flight,  fo  drunken,  and 
fo  mdifcreetan  Officer.  Drunk  ?  and  fpeak  Parrat?  and 

fquabble  ?  fwagger  ?  fwear  ?  and  difcourfe  Fuftian  with 
ones  own  ftiadow  ?  O  thou  invilible  fpirit  of  Wine, 
if  thou  haft  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee 
Devil. 

lago.'Whzt  was  he  that  you  follow'd  with  your  fwoid? 
what  had  he  ddne  to  you  ? 

£af.  I  know  not. 

Iago.  Is't  pofiible  > 
Caf.  I  remember  a  mafle.  of  things,  but  nothing  di- 

ftinrStly  :  a  Qiiarrell,  but  nothing  wherefore.  Oh,  that 
men  ftiould  put  an  Enemy  in  their  mouthes,  to  fteale  a- 
way  their  Brains  ?  that  we  fhould  with  joy  pleafance,re- 
vel  and  applaufe,  transform  our  felves  into  Beafts. 

Iago.  Why  ?  But  you  are  now  well  enough :  how  came 
you  thus  recovered  ? 

Caf.  It  hath  plcas'd  the  Devil  Drunkennefle,  to  giAe 
place  to  the  Devil  Wrath,  one  unperfe&nefle  ftiewes  me 
another,  to  make  me  frankly  defpife  my  felf. 

Iago.  Come,  you  are  too  fevere  a  Moraller.  As  the 
Time,  the  Place,  and  the  Condition  of  this  Countrey 
flands,I  could  heartily  wilh  this  had  not  befaln :  but  fince 
itis  ,  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Caf.  I  will  ask  him  for  my  Place  again,  he  (hall  tell 
me,  lama  Drunkard  :  had  I  as  many  mouthes  as  Hydra, 
fuch  an  anfwer  would  ftop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  fen- 
fible  man,  by  and  by  a  Foole,  and  prefently  a  Beaft.  Oh 

ftrange  !  Every  inordinate  Cup  is  unblefs'd,  and  the  In- 
gredient is  a  Devil. 

Iago.  Come,  come  :  good  Wine  is  a  good  familiar 

Creature,  if  it  be  well  us'd  :  exclaime  no  more  agajnft 
it.  And  good  Lieutenant,  I  chink,  you  think  »  love 

you.  ; 
Cafslo.  I  have  well  aoproved  it,  Sir,  I  damk  f 

Iago.  You,or  any  man  living,may  e  drunk  at  a  tim-, 
man.  1  tell  you  what  you  fhaii.  dc  :  Our  Generals  .Wife 
is  now  the  Geuerall.  I  may  fay  fo  in  this  refpedr,  Bi 
that  he  hath  devoted,  and  given  up  himielf  to  the  con- 
templation,  marke  :  and  devotement  of  her  parts  and 
Graces.  ConfelTe  your  lelf  freely  to  her:  Importune  her 

help  to  put  you  in  your  place  again.  She,  is  of  fo  free,  fo 
kinde,  fo  apt,  fo  bleffed  a  difpofition,  fhe  holds  it  a  vice 
in  her  goodnefle,  not  to  do  more  then  fhe  is  requefted. 
This  broken  joynt  between  you  and  her  Husband,entreac 
her  to  lplinter.  And  my  Fortunes  againft  any  lay  worth 
naming,  this  crack  of  your  love,  ftiallgrow  ftronger  then 
it  was  before.  | 

Cafslo.  You  advife  me  well. 

Iago.  I  proteft  in  the  fincerity  of  Love,  and  honeft kindnefle. 

Cafsio.  I  think  it  freely  :  and  betimes  in  the  morning, 
I  will  befeech  the  virtuous  Defdemona  to  undertake  for 

me :  I  am  defperate  of  my  Fortunes  if  they  check  me. 
Iago.  You  are  in  the  right :  good  night,Lieutenant,  I 

muft  to  the  Watch. 

Cafslo.  Good  night,  honeft  Iago. 
Exit  Caf  sit. 

iago.  And  what's  he  then, 
That  fayesl  play  the  Villain  ? 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honeft, 

Proball  to  thinking,  and  indeed  the  courfe 
To  win  the  Moor  again. 

For  'tis  moft  eafie 

Th' inclining  Defdemona  to  fubdue 

In  any  honeft  Suit.  She's  fram'd  as  fruitfull 
I  As  the  free  Elements.  And  then  for  her 
j  To  win  the  Moore,  were  to  renounce  his  Baptifme, 
I  All  Seales,  and  Symbols  of  redeemed  fin : 

|  His  Soule  is  fo  enfetter'd  to  her  Love, 
!  That  fhe  may  make,  unmake,  doe  what  Ihelift  : 

1  Even  as  her  appetite  fhall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  Function.  How  am  I  then  %  Villain,  { 
To  counfell  Cafslo  to  this  paralell  courfe. 

Directly  to  his  good  ?  Divin'ty  of  Hell, 
When  Devils  will  the  blackeft  fins  put  on, 

They  do  fuggeft  at  firft  with  heavenly  ftiewes, 
j  As  I  doe  now.  For  while  this  honeft  Foole 
Plies  Defdemona^  to  repair  his  Fortune, 
And  (he  for  him,  pleads  ftrongly  to  the  Moore, 

I'le  poure  this  peftilence  into  his  eare : 
That  fhe  repeales  him,  for  her  bodies  Luft, 
And  by  how  much  (he  ftrives  to  doe  him  good, 
She  (hall  undoe  her  Credit  with  the  Moore. 

So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch, 

And  out  of  her  own  goodnefle  make  the  Net, 
That  fhall  enmafh  them  all; 

How  now,  Rodorigo  f 

Enter  Rodorigo, 

Rodorigo.  I  doe  follow  here  in  the  Chace,  not  like  a 
Hound  that  Hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the  Cry.  My  mo- 

ney is  almoft  fpent  ;  I  have  been  to  night  exceedingly 
And  I  think  the  iflue  will  be,  I  ihajl 

Y  y  y  have 
well  Cudgell'd 
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have  fo  much  experience  for  my  pains;  and  lo,  with  no 
money  at  all, and  a  little  moie  wit,  return  again  to  Ve- 
nue. 

lago.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  Patience  ? 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  ? 

Thou  know'it  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft ; And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time  : 

Doft  not  go  \\(z\\?Cajfio  hath  beaten  thee> 

And  thou  by  that  fmall  hurt  haft  calheer'd  Caffio  : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  againftthe  Sun, 
Yet  Fruits  ttm  bloffom  fivft,  will  firft  be  ripe  : 

Content  thy  felf  a  while.  Introth  'tis  Morning  ; 
Pleafure  and  A 61  ion  make  the  houres  feem  fhort» 

Retire  thee:  go  where  thou  art  Biliited  : 
Away, I  fay,  thou  fhalt  know  more  hereafter  : 

N?y,get  thee  gone.                           Exit  Rodorlgo. 
Two  things  are  to  be  done: 
My  Wife  muft  move  for  Caffio  to  her  Miftris : 

Il'e  fet  her  on  my  felf  a  while,  to  draw  the  Moore  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump,  when  he  may  Caffio  rind 

Soliciting  his  wife:  I,  that's  the  way  : 
Dull  not  Device,  by  coldneffeand  delay.  Exit. 

J  ago.  I'lc  lend  her  to  you  prefently  : And  Tie  devife  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moore 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converfe  and  bufinefte 
May  be  more  free.  £x\t 

Cafslo.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.  I  never  knew  ' A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honeft.      Enter  Emilia. 
v£md.  Good  morrow  (good  Lieutenant)  I  am  forry 

For  your  difpleafure ;  but  all  will  fore  be  well. 
The  Generall  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it  - 

And  i"he  (peaks  for  you  rtoutly.  Th?  Moore  replies, That  he  yon  hurt  is  of  great  Fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  Affinity  :  and  that  in  wholfome  wifcdome 
He  might  not  but  lefufe  you.But  he  protefts  he  loves  you, And  needs  no  other  Suitor  but  his  likings, 
To  hi  ing  you  in  again. 

Cafslo.  Yet  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
Give  me  advantage  of  fome  brief  Difcourfe 
Wii  h  Def demon  alone. 

t/Emll,  Pray  come  in  : 
I  will  beftow  you  where  you  fhall  have  time 
To  fpeak  your  bofome  freely. 

Cafslo.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.  Exeunt, 

^JMm  Tertius.  Scena  Trima* 
Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Caffio,  Mstfi clans ,  and  (flown. 

Cafslo.  Mafters,  play  here,  t  will  content  your  pains, 

Something  that's  brief:  and  bid  good  morrow  Generall. 
Clo.  Why  Mafteis,  have  your  Inftruments  bin  in  Na- 

ples, that  they  fpeak  ith  Note  thus  ? 
Muf.  How,  Sir  ?  how  ? 

Clo.  Are  thefc,  1  pray  you,  wind  Inftruments  ?' Muf.  I  marry  are  they,  lir. 

Clo.  Oh,  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 
LMuf.  Wheieby  hangs  a  tale,  fir  ? 
Clow.  Marry,  fir,  by  many  a  wind  Inftrument  that  I 

know.  But,Mafters,  here's  money  for  you  :  and  the  Ge- 
nerall fo  likes  your  Mulick,  that  he  defires  you  for  loves 

fake  to  make  no  noyfe  with  it. 
Muf.  Weil,  Sir,  we  will  not. 
Clo.  If  you  have  any  Mufick  that  may  not  be  heard, 

too't  again.  But  (as  they  fay)  to  hear  Mufick,  the  Ge- 
nerall do's  not  greatly  caie. 

Muf.  We  h^ve  none  fuch,  fir. 

Clow.  Then  put  up  you  Pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I'lc 
away.  Go,  vamfh  into  ay  re,  away.             Exit  Muf, 

Cafslo.  Doit  thou  hear  me,  mine  honeft  Facnd  ? 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honeft  Friend  : 
I  hear  you. 

Cafslo.  Prethee  keep  tip  thy  Qnillets,  there's  a  poor 
piece  of  Gold  for  thee  :  if  the  Gentlewoman  that  attends 

the  Generall  be  ftirring ,  tell  her,  there's  one  Cafslo  en* 
treats  her  a  little  favour  of  fpeech.  Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Clo.  She  is  ftirring,  fir:  if  (lie  will  ftirre  hither,  I  fhall 
feem  to notilie  unto  her.  Exit  Clo, 

Enter  lago. 

In  happy  time,  lago. 
lago.  Ynu  have  not  bin  a  bed  then  ? 
Caf  Whv  no  •  thp  dav  had  brnkp  bcfnrp  \kp  nartfd 

•I  have  made  bold  {lago)  to  fend  in  to  your  wife  .• 
My  fuit  to  her  is,  that  fhe  will  to  virtuous  Defdemona 
Procure  me  fome  accefle. 

.            ■'  mm     ,   .   _ — -» 

Enter  Othello,  lago,  and  Gentlemen. 
Othe.  Thefe  Letters  give  (/*£*)  to  the  Pilot, 

And  by  him  do  my  duties  to  the  Senate 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  Works, 

Repair  there  to  me. 

lago.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I'lc  do't. 
Oth.  TS is  Fortification  (Gentlemen)  fhall  we  fee't? 
Gent    We'll  wait  UDon  vour  Lnrdfhin  Exeunt 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Defdemona,  fofslo,  an&  Emilia. 

Def.  Be  thou  afiur'd  (go»d  Cafslo)  I  will  doe 
All  my  a  oilities  in  thy  behalf. 

*ALmll.  Good  Madam, doe: 
I  war^nt  it  grieves  my  Husband, 
As  if  the  caufe  were  his. 

Def.  Oh  that's  an  honeft  Fellow :  do  not  doubt,  Cafslo 
But  1  will  have  my  Lord  and  you  again, 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cafslo.  Bounteous  Madam, 

What  ever  fhall  "become  of  Michael  Cafslo. , 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  Servant. 

Def.  1  know't :  I  thank  you :  you  do  love  my  Lord  : 
You  haveknown  him  long, and  be  you  well  aftiu'd, 
He  fhall  in  ftiangenefle  ftand  no  farther  off, 
Then  in  a  politick  diftance. 

Cafslo.  I,  but  Lady, 

That  policy  may  either  laft  fo  long» 
Or  feed  upon  inch  nice  and  waterilh  diet, 
Or  breed  ir  felf  fo  out  of  Circumftances. V.  w  L         I  V  V  VI    1  L    1  \_  J  ̂     »  \J  .  V_/Vl  V    \J  k  — •  11  VU1JI|  lull  V  ) 

That  I  being  abfent,  and  my  place  fuppli'd, 
My  Generail  will  forget  mv  Love,  and  Service. 

Def.  Doe  not  doubt  that :  before  Emilia  here, T  . 
 « 
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I  give  thee  warranc  of  thy  place.  Aflure  thee, 

If  I  doe  vow  a  friendship,  I'le  perform  it 
To  the  laft  Article.  My  Lord  fhall  never  reft, 

I'le  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  cf  patience  ; 
His  Bed  ihall  feem  a  School?,  his  Boord  a  Shrift, 

I'le  intermingle  every  thing  he  do's 

•With  Cajfio's  fuit :  Therefore  be  merry  Cafsio, 
I  For  thy  folicitor  (hall  rather  die, 
]  Then  give  thy  caufe  away. 

Enter  Othello,  and  I  Ago. 

%ALmil.  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord. 
Caffio.  Madam,  I  le  take  my  leave. 

Def.  Why  ftay,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Caf.  Madam,  not  now. :  I  am  very  ill  ac  eafe. 

Unfit  for  mine  own  purpofes. 
Def.  Well,  doe  youi  difcrction.  Exit  Cafsio. 
Iago.  Hah  ?  I  like  not  that. 
Oche.  What  doft  thou  lay  } 
Iago.  Nothing,  my  Lord  ;  or  if—  -I  know,  not  what. 
Othe.  Was  no:  that  Cafsio  parted  from  my  wife  ? 
Iago.  Cafsio,  my  Lord  ?  No  fure,  I  cannot  think  it, 

That  he  would  fteale  away  lb  guilty-like , 
Seeing  you  comming. 

Ot h.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 
Def.  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 

I  have  bin  talking  with  a  Suitor  here, 

A  man  that  languifhes  in  you  difpleafure. 

Oth.  Who  is't  you  mean  ? 
Def.  Why  your  Lieutenant  Cafsio.  Good  my  Lord, 

If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  prefent  reconciliation  take. 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  erres  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgement  in  an  honeft  face. 
I  pretlue  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Went  he  hence  now  > 

Def.  I,  Sooth  ;  fo  humbled, 

That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me 
To  fuffer  with  him.  Good  Love,  call  him  back. 

Oth.  Not  now  (tweet  Def  demos)  fome  other  time. 

Def.  But  fhal't  be  fhortly  ? 
Oth.  The  fooner  (fweet)  for  you. 

Def  Shal't  be  to  night,  at  Supper  ? 
Oth.  No,  not  to  night. 
Def.  To  morrow  Dinner  then  ? 
Oth.  I  fhall  not  dine  at  home  : 

I  meet  the  Captains  at  the  Cittadell. 

Def.  Why  then  to  morrow  night,  on  Tuefday  morn, 

On  Tuefday  noon,  or  night ;  on  Wednefday  mom. 
I  prethee  name  the  time,  but  let  it  not 

Exceed  three  dayes.  Infaith  he's  penitent : 
And  yet  his  TrefpafTe,  in  our  common  reafon 

(Save  that  they  fay  the  warres  muft  make  example) 
Out  of  her  beft,  is  not  almoft  a  fault 

T'incurre  a  private  check.  When  fhall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello.  I  wonder  in  my  Soule 
What  you  would  aske  me,  that  I  would  deny, 

Or  ftand  fo  mam' ring  on  ?  What  ?  Michael  Cafsio, 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you  ?and  fo  many  a  time 
(When  I  have  fpoke  of  you  difpraifingly) 
Hath  tane  your  part,  to  have  fo  much  to  doe 
To  bring  him  in  ?  Truft  me,  I  could  do  much. 

Oth.  Prethee  no  more :  Let  him  come  when  he  will : 

I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

*Def.  Why,  this  is  nor  a  Boon : 

'Tisas  1  ihould  entreat  you  wear  your  taioves, 
Or  feed  on  nourifhmig  Dilhes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  fue  to  you,  to  doe  a  peculiar  profit 

To  your  own  perfon.  Nay,  when  I  have  fui1", 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  Love  indeed, 
It  fhall  be  full  of  poize,  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearfull  to  be  granted. 

Oth.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Whereon,  I  doe  beleech  thee,  grant  me  this, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  my  felf. 

Def.  Shall  I  deny.you  ?  no :  Farewell,  my  Lord. 

Or^.Farcwel{,my  Defdemo»a,Vk  come  to  thee  ftraight 

Def.  Emilia,  come ;  Le  as  your  Fancies  teach  you : 

Whate're  you  oe,  I  am  obedient.  Exit. 
Oth.  Excellent  wvetcn :  Peidition  catch  my  Soule, 

But  I  doe  love  thee :  and  when  I  love  chee  not> 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

Iago.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  fay,  Iago  ? 

Iago.  Did  Michael  Cafsio 

When  you  woo'd  my  Lady,  know  of  your  love-? 
Oth.  He  did,  from  firft  to  laft  : 

Why  doft  thou  aske  ? 
Iago.  But  for  a  fatisfa£tion  of  my  Thought, 

No  further  harme. 

Oth.  Why  of  thy  thought,  Iago  > 
Iago.  I  did  not  think  he  had  bin  acquainted  with  it. 
Oth,  O  yes,  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

Iago.  Indeed  ?  . 

Oth.  Indeed  ?  I  indeed.  Difcern'ft  thou  ought  in  that  ? Is  he  not  honeft  ? 

Iago.  Horn  ft,  mvLord  > 
Othe.  Honeft  ?1,  honeft. 

logo.  My  Lord,  for  cughc  I  know 
Oth.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 

Iago.  Think,  my  Lord  > 
Oth.  ThinK,myLo.d  f  Mafs,  thou  eccho'ft  me  j 

As  if  there  werefome  Monftcr  in  thy  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  (hewn.  Thou  de  ft  mean  fomething : 

I  heard  thee  fay  even  now,  thou  lik'ft  not  that, 
When  Cafsio  left  my  wife.  What  did'ft  not  like  ? 
And  when  I  told  chet,hewas  of  my  CornfelJ, 

Or  my  whole  courfe  of  wooing  ;  thou  cried'ft,  Indeed  >  / 
And  didd'ft  contract,  and  putte  thy  brow  together, 
As  if  thou  then  hadft  (hut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit,  if  thou  doft  love  me 
Shew  me  thy  thought. 

Iago.  My  Lord,  you  know  I  love  yon. 
Oth.  I  think  thou  doft: 

For  I  know  thour't  full  of  Love  and  Honefty, 
And  wcigh'ft  thy  words  before  thougiv'ft  them  breath, 
Therefore  thefc  ftops  of  thin?,  fright  me  the  more  : 
For  fuch  things  in  a  falfe  difloyall  Knave 

Are  tricks  of  Cuftome  :  but  in  a  man  that's  juft, 
They're  cold  dilations  woiking  from  the  heart, 
That  paftion  cannot  rule. 

Iago.  For  Michael  Cafsio, 
I  dare  be  fworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honeft. 

Oth.  I  think  fo  tpo. 

Iago.  Men  (hould  be  what  they  feem, 

Or  thofe  that  be  not,  would  they  might  feem  none. 
Oth.  Certain,  men  fhould  be  what  they  feem. 

Iago.  Why  then  I  think  Cafsio'szn  honeft  man. 
Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this  ? 

I  pray  thee  fpeak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings, 
As  thou  doft  ruminate,  and  give  thy  wo<  ft  of  thoughts 

Y  y  y  2  The  j 
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faui,  iiood  my  Lord,  rtjjfH^n  in". 
fii        I  a. li  Sv»nd  to  every  Act  ofduty, 
.  am  1 1  y.  Iviund  co  that  •  A;l  Slaves  arc  tree  : 

LLter  my  thoughts  ?  Why  lay  thev  arc  villi,  md  falfe  ? 

(As  v\ h l's  that  Pul.ic,  whercinfo  f.ul:  things 
S  »m?:  mcs  in  r':de  not  ?  who  br-s  that  bjcdtt  ;o  pure, 

A'ik  .'in  uncleanly  applcberifions 
Keep  Leets,a#$J  La w-dVy    and  in  Sc'Tions  he 
W  :h  iii.-i-'i" J-rions  to-vf.ill? 

(J  h.  Th  u  d.Vltconf/i  c  a;.;iin(t  thy  Fr'.end  fago) 
flf  thou  m>  thin'Vu  him  •vrong  d,  and  mak'M  his  care 
A  H  »ti*o:'  to  thy  thor<rh:«. 

i  do:  bclccch  yo:», 

Th<  ':;;h  1  rercir.nce  a  ii  vicious  in  my.  guejfe 
(  Sb  1  cmfefu-ir  is  my  Natures  p!ag«-c 
I  o  fpic  huo  abr.fes,  and  of  my  j;a!o»:fie 

Shapes  faults  that  arc.no  )  :hat  -your  wXedome  1 
P.o;n  on?i  that  To  hupeX  clly  conceits, 

Would  rake  no  n  -tier,  nor  b'.rid  your  fe!f  a  trouble 

On;  f  f  hhs-fcattevinp,  and  unfiue  o'fervance : 

j  It  were  not  for  your  cpier,nor  your  good, 

i  Mor'-ft  r  rriy  menhpad,  honefty  and*  wifedom?, 
;  fo  1  :t you  !<ruw  my  thoughts.  •  c  ' 
I    Oh.  What  doftt'icu  mean,  ? 

I.^  o,  Good  name  fri  mar; 'and  woman  (dear  my  Lord) 
's-thc  itfriirct^tc  Ht'el  of  thvir  Souks  j ' 

Who  ftealcs  my  puf'fe  fteaks  train  :  • 
'Tis  foniething,  nothing  ; 
T-rs  rmnc, 'tis  his,  r.nd  Irs'Un  {lave  to  thouf ends': 
3  :t  he  that  filches  from  me  my  gopd  luniCi 

K  )!  s  me  of  t'  at,  which  net  ehrtcbes  him, 
And  nrk  .s  me  poor  indeed.  •  . 

Oth:  1'lc  know  thy  Thoughts. 
lago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand, 

Not  ill  ill  no-,.whii'ht  'us  in  rri'v  cuftody. 
Otk.  Hrr  } 

lago.  Oh,  b;wa:r,  my  Lord,  of  jealoufie, 

ft  istneg-ecn  cy'd  Monllcr,  which  doth  mock 
fhc  meat  it  ft'cds  oh:  That  Cuckold  lives  in  blifTe, 
Who  certain  of  his  Fatejovtsno:  his  wronger  : 

Butob,  what  cjfamricd  mmutestclls  he  oYe, 

Who  dotes,  ye:  dnubts :  Sufpei"ts,  yet  foundly  loves  ? 
Oth.  O  mife;y.  •  . 
I  go.  Poor,an  J  Content,  is  ticb,  and  rich  enough, 

But  tidies  £ndHfe,  is  as  poor  as  Wintc ', 
To  him  that  cycc  fcarcs  he  Hiall  be  poor : 

( jood  Heaven,  the  Souks  of  a'fl  my  Tube  defend 
Fro. n  jealo'ifie. ; 

Oth.  Why  ?  why  is  this  ? 

TiiinkTc  thou,  I'ld  m.ike  a  Life  of  Jealoufic ; ' 
j  To  follow  (f  ill  the  changes  of  the  Moon. 

i  ;h  freOi  fufpitions  ?  No  :  to  be  once  in  doubt, 

'  Is  to  be  fefolv'd  :  Exchange  me  for  a  Goat, 
;  When  I  inall  turn  the  bufinelTe  of  my  Soulc 
j  To  fucli  exufflicr  te,  and  lilovvcd  Surmifcs, 

:  Marching  the  iufc'cnce.  'T  snot  to  make  me  Jealous, 
To  fay  my  wife  is  foil c,  feeds  \"cII,loves  company, 
Isf.ee  of  tp:cch,  Sings,  Pbyts,  and  Dances  : 
Where  Virtue  is,  thele  are  rfloft  virtuous. 
Nor  fVoin  mine  own  week  merits,  will  I  draw 
Trie  fmallcft  fcr  c,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt, 

For  flie  had  eyes, and  chofe  me.  No,  lago, 

1'lc  fee  before  1  doubt  ;  when  I  doubt,  prove  ; 
And  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, 
Away  at  ence  with  Love,  or  JcaloUfie. 

Ug».  1  am  glad  <T  chh  :  for  now  1  fhaj]  have  rcafon 
To  ?hew  the  Love  and  Duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  t^anku  tpi  it.  Therefore  (as  I  am  bound) 
.Receive  it  from  m?.  I  fpeak  not  yet  of  proof: 
Look  to  your  wife,  ohfei  vc  her  well  with  Caph 
Wear  your  eyes,  thus  :  not  Jealous,  nor  Secure  • 
I  would  not  have  your  free,  arid  Noble  Nature 
Out  ofrclf-lAugty  be  abus'd,  look  to't ; 
I  know  our  Country  difpefuion  well  : 
hi  Vi mice,  they  doc  let  Heaven  fee  the  pianks 
They  dare  not  rhew  thei'r  Husbands. Their  belt  Confcience, 

Is  not  to  lcav't  undone,  but  kept  unknown. 
Oth.  Dolt  thou  fay  f o  ? 
lag.-  She  did  deceive  her  Father,  marrying  you, 

And  when  fhc  fecm'd.to  flwke,  and  fear  your  looks, She  Joy'd  them  well. 
Oth.  And  fo  Hie  did. 

I  ago.  Why,  go  to  then  : 
She  that  fo  yo'.uig  could  give  cu:  fuch,  a  Seeming 
To  feale  ha  Fathers  eyes  up,  dofc  as  Oake, 
He  tho-ghc  'twas  witchcraft.. 
But  I  arn  much  too  blame  : 

I  humbly  do  befeech  you  of  your-pardon For  too  much  loving  you. 

Oth.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

logo.  1  fee  this  hath  a  little  dafli'd  your  Spirits : Oth.  Not  a  jot}  not  a  jot. 

I  ago.  Trull  me,  I  tVar  it  has  : 

I  hope  y  ou  will  conllder  what  is  fpoke 
Comes  from  my  Love. 

But  I  doe  Ice  y'aremov'd  : 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  Itrain  my  fpcech 
To  groficr  ilhbes,  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Then  to  Sufpiticn, 

Ofh.  I  will  not. 

I  ago.  Should  you  doc  fo  (my  Lord) 
My  fpeech  ihould  fall  into  fuch  vilde  fucccfTe, 

Which  my  thoughts  aim'd  not, 
Ca(fto\  my  worthy  Liend  : 

My  Lrrd,  [  fee  y'are  mov'd  : 
Oth.  No,  not  much  mov'd: 

I  doe  not  think  but  Defdemona's  honeft. 
lago.  Long  live  fhe  fo; 

And  long  live  you  to  thmk  fo.  ' 
Oth.  And  yet  how  Nature  errring  from  it  felf  

lago,  I  there's  the  point: 
As  (to  be  bold  with  yoi<) 

Not  to  affedt  many  propofed  Matches 
Of  her  own  Clime,  Complexion  and  Degree, 

Whereto  we  fee  in  all  things,  Nature  tends  :  ' Fob,  one  may  fmellin  fuch,  a  will  molt  rank, 
Foule  difproportions,  thoughts  unnatus all. 
But  (pardon  mc)  I  doe. not  in  pofition 

Diftineftly  fpeak  of  her,  though  I  may  fear 
Her  will,  lecoyling  to  her  better  judgement, 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  Countrey  formes, 
And  happily  repent. 

Oth.  Farewell,  farewell : 

!f  more  thou  deft  perceive,  let  me  know  more : 

Set  on  thy  wife  toobferve. ' Leave  me,  lago. 

lago.  My  Lo  d,  I  take  my  leave. 
Oth.  VVhy  did  I  marry  ? 

This  honeft  Creature  (doubtleffe) 

Sees,  and  knowes  more,  much  more  then  he  unfolds. 
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/ago.  My  Lord,  1  would  I  might  encreac  your  Honour 
To  (can  this  thing  no  farther  :  Leave  it  to  time, 

Although  'cis  fit  that  Caffio  have  his  place  ; 
For  fure  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability  ; 
Yet  if  you  pleafe  to  put  him  off  a  while , 
You  fhall  by  that  perceive  him, and  hismeanes : 

j  Note  if  your  Lady  ftiain  his  Entertainment 
i  With  any  ftrong,  or  vehement  importunity, 

j  Much  will  be  feen  in  that  :  In  the  mean' time, 
j  Let  me  be  thought  too  bufie  in  my  feares, 
j  (As  worthy  caufe  I  have  to  feare  I  am) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  doe  befeech  your  Honour : 

Oth.  Feare  not  my  government, 
lags.  I  once  more  take  my  leave. 

Oth.  This  Fellow's  of  exceeding  honefty, 
And  knowes  all  Quantities  with  a  learn'd  Spirit 
Of  humane  dealings.  If  I  doe  prove  her  Haggard, 

Though  that  her  Jeffes  were  my  dear  heart-ftrings, 

I'ld  whittle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  winde 
To  prey  at  Fortune.  Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  hive  not  thofe  foft  parts  of  Converfation 

That  Chamberers  have  :  Or  for  I  am  declin'd 

Into  the  vale  of  yeares  (yet  that's  not  much) 
She's  gone.  I  am  abus'd,  and  my  relief 
Muft  be  to  loathe  her.  Oh  Curfe  of  Marriage  » 
That  we  can  callthefe.delicate  Creatures  ours, 

And  not  their  Appetites  ?  I  had  rather  be  a  Toad, 
And  live  upon  the  Vapour  of  a  Dungeon, 
Then  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love 

For  others  ufes.  Yet 'cis  the  plague  to  Great-ones, 
Prerogativ'd  are  they  leffe  then  the  Bafe  ; 
'Tis  deftiny  unfhunnable  like  death  : 
Even  then,  this  forked  plague  is  Fated  to  us, 
V  Vhen  we  do  quicken.  Look  where  fhe  comes : 

Enter  Defdemona,  and  Emilia, 

If  fhe  be  falfe,  Heaven  mock'd  it  felf : 
l'lenot  believ't. 

Def.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  Dinner,  and  the  generous  Iflanders 

By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  prefence. 
Oth.  I  am  too  blame. 

Def.  Why  doe  you  fpeak  fo  faintly  ? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Oth.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  Forehead  here. 

Def.  Why  that's  with  watching,  'twill  away  again. 
Let  me  but  binde  it  hard,  within  this  houre 
It  will  be  well. 

Oth~  Your  Napkin  is  too  little : 
Let  it  alone  :  Come,  Fie  go  in  with  you.  Exeunt. 

Def.  I  am  very  forry  that  you  are  not  well. 

*s£m'tl.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  Napkin : 
This  was  her  fv  It  remembrance  from  the  Moore, 

My  wayward  Husband  hath  a  hundred  times 

Woo'd  me  to  fteale  it.  But  fhe  fo  loves  the  Token, 

(For  he  conjur'd  her,  fhe  fhould  ever  keep  it) 
That  fhe  referves  it  evermore  about  her, 

To  kifle,  and  talke  to.  I'le  have  the  work  tane  out, 
And  giv't  I  ago  :  what  he  will  doe  with  it 
Heaven  knowes,  not  I : 

I  nothing,  but  to  pleaie  his  Fantafie. 

Enter  I  ago. 

I  ago.  How  now  ?  what  doe  you  here  alone  ? 
%A.m\l.  Doe  not  you  chide :  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 

I  ago.  You  have  a  thing  for  me  ? 
It  is  a  common  thing. 

<v-£/w/7.  Hah  ? 

I  ago.  To  have  a  foolifh  wife. 
tALtnll.  Oh,  is  that  all  ?  what  will  you  give  me  now 

For  that  fame  Handkerchiffe  ? 

/ago.  What  Handkerchiffe  ? 
zs£md.  What  Handkerchifte  ? 

Why  that  the  Moore  firft  gave  to  fDefdemonat 
That  which  fo  often  you  did  bid  me  fteale. 

lago.  Haft  ftoln  it  from  her  ? 
<i/£m\l.  No  :  but  fhe  let  it  drop  by  negligence, 

And  to  th'advahtage,  I  being  here,  took't  up  : 

Look,  here 'tis.  * lago.  A  good  wench,  give  it  me. 

v£mil.  What  will  you  doe  with't,  you  have  beenfo 
earned  to  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what  is  that  to  you  ? 
t/£mil.  If  it  be  not  for  fome  purpofe  of  import, 

Giv't  me  again.  Poor  Lady,  fhe'U  run  mad When  fhe  fhall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  acknown  on't : I  have  ufe  for  it.  Go,  leave  me,  Exit  ?j£mil. 

I  will  in  Cafsio's  Lodging  loofe  this  Napkin, 
And  let  him  finde  it.  Trifles  light  as  aire 
Are  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  ftrong, 

As  proofs  of  holy  Writ,  This  may  doe  fomething. 
The  Moore  already  changes  with  my  poyfons  : 
Dangerous  conceits,  are  in  their  natures  poyfons, 
Which  at  the  firft  are  fcarce  found  to  dittafte  : 

But  with  a  little  a&  upon  the  blood, 
Burn  like  the  Mines  of  Sulphure.  I  did  fay  fo. 

Enter  Othello. 

Look  where  he  comes :  Not  Poppy  nor  Mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowfie  Syrrupsof  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  fweet  fleep 

Which  thou  ow'dft  yefterday. 
Oth.  Ha,  ha,  falfe  to  me  ? 

lago.  Why  how  now,  Generall  ?  no  more  of  that. 
Oth.  Avant,  be  gone  :  thou  haft  fet  me  on  the  Rack : 

I  fwear  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Then  but  to  know  a  little. 

lago.  How  now,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  What  fent  had  I,  in  her  ftoln  houres  of  Luft  >  ( 

I  faw't  not,  thought  it  not :  it  harm'd  not  me : 
I  flept  the  next  night  well,  fed  well,  was  free,  and  merry. 

I  found  not  Caffio's  kiffes  on  her  Lips : 
He  that  is  robb'd, not  wanting  what  is  ftoln, 
Let  him  not  know't,and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 

lago,  I  am  forry  to  hear  this  ? 
Oth.  I  had  been  happy  if  the  generall  Camp, 

Pioneers  and  all,  had  tatted  her  fwect  Body, 

So  1  had  nothing  known.  Oh  now, for  ever 
Farewell  the  Tranquill  minde ;  farewell  Content ; 
Farewell  the  plumed  Troops,  and  the  big  Warres, 
That  make  Ambition  Virtue  '  Oh  farewell, 
Farewell  the  neighing  Steed,  and  the  fhrill  Trump, 

The  Spirit-ftirring  Drum,  th'  Eare-piercing  Fife, 
The  Royall  Banner,  and  all  Quality, 

Pride,  Pompand  Circumftance  of  glorious  Warre: 
And  O  you  mortall  Engines,  whofe  rude  throats 

Th'immortall  Jove's  dread  Clamours  couterfeit, 

Farewell :  Othello's  Occupation's  gone. 
lago.  Is't  pofliblc,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  Villainj  be  fure  thou  prove  my  Love  a  Whore  ; 

Be  fure  of  it :  Give  me  the  Ocular  proof, 

Yyy  i  Or  J 
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Oc  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternall  Soule, 
Thou  hadft  bin  better  have  bin  bom  a  Dog 

Then  anfwer  my  wak'd  wratk. 
ls't  come  to  this  ? 

Of/;.  Make  me  to  fee't :  or  (at  the  leaft)  fo  prove  if, 
rhac  the  probation  bear  no  Hindge,  nor  Loop, 

To  Jiang  .1  doubt  on  :  Or  woe  upon  thy  life. 
lago.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Oth.  J  f  chou  doft  flander  her,  and  torture  me, 

Never  pi  ay  more :  abandon  all  remorfe 
On  horrors  head,  horrors  accumulate, 

Doe  deeds  co  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaZ'd ; 
For  nothing  canrt  thou  to  damnation  adde, 
Greater  then  that. 

I  Ago.  O  Grace  J  O  heaven  forgive  me  ! 
Are  you  a  man  ?  have  you  a  foule  >  or  fenfe  ? 
God  buy  you  :  take  mine  Office.  Oh  wretched  Foole, 

That  lov'ft  to  make  thine  honefty  a  vice  » 
Oh  monftrous  world  !  Take  note,  take  note  (O  World) 
To  be  dhecl:  ami  honeft,  is  not  fafe. 

i  thank  you  for  this  profit,  and  from  hence 
Tie  love  no  friend,  fith  love  breeds  fuch  offence. 

Oth.  Nay  ftay  :  thou  fhouldft  be  honeft. 

I  ago.  I  fhould  be  wife*  for  honefty's  a  Foole, And  lofes  that  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world, 
I  think  my  Wife  is  honeft,  and  think  fhe  is  not 
I  think  that  thou  art juft,  ?nd  think  thou  art  not : 
Lie  have  fome  proof.  My  name  that  was  as  frcrti 

As  Dla»s  Vifage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.  If  there  be  Cords  or  Knives, 

Poylon,or  Fire, or  fuffocating  ftreames. 
I'le  not  endure  it.  Would  I  were  fatisfied. 

lago.  I  fee  you  are  eaten  up  with  paffion : 
I  doe  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you, 
You  would  be  fatified  ? 

Oth.  Would,  Nay,  and  I  will. 
lago.  And  may :  but  now.?  how  fatisfied,  my  Lord  ? 

Would  you  the  fuper-vifion  groflely  gape  on  > 

B.  hold  hertopp'd? 
Oth.  Death,  and  damnation.  Oh  • 
lug o.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty  I  think, 

To  bring  to  that  profpedt :  Damn  them  then, 

Tf  ever  mortall  eyes  doe  fee  them  boulfter 
More  then  their  own.  What  then  >  how  then  ? 

What  fhall  I  fay  ?  Where's  Satisfaction  ? 
It  is  impoffibleyou  fhould  lee  this, 
Were  they  as  prime  as  Goats, as  hot  as  Monkies, 

As  fait  as  Wolves  in  pride,  and  Fooleyas  groffc 
As  Ignorance,  made  drunk.  But  yet,  I  fay, 
If  imputation  and  ftrong  circumftances, 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, 

Win  give  you  fatisfaction,  you  might  have*t. 
Oth.  Give  me  a  living  reafon  fhe's  difloyall. 
Ia<ro.  I  due  not  like  the  Office  ; 

But  fith  i  am  entred  in  this  caufefofarre 

(Prick'd  to't  by  foolifh  Honefty,  and  Love) 
I  will  go  on.  I  lay  with  Cafsio lately, 
And  oeins  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth. 

I  could  not  fleep.  There  are  a  kind  of  men , 
So  loofe  of  Soule,  that  in  their  fleeps  will  mutter 
Tneir  Affaires.-  one  of  this  kinde  is  Cafsio : 
Tn  fleep  I  heard  him  fay,  fweet  Defdemonay 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  jus  hide  our  Loves, 
And  then  (Sir)  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my  hand  : 
Cry,  oh  I weet  Creature  :  then  kifle  me  hard , 

As  if  he  pluckt  up  kilfes  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips,  laid  his  Leg  o're  my  ThiSh, And  figh  and  kifle,  and  then  cry  curfed  Fate, 
That  gave  thee  to  the  Moore. 

Oth.  O  monftrous »  monftrous  ? 
I  ago.  Nay  this  was  but  his  Dreamc. 
Oth.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  condufioo 

•Tisafhrewde  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  Dreame'. 
J*g*  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs, That  doe  demonftrate  thinly. 
Oth.  Fie  teare  her  all  to  pieces. 
/ago.  Nay  yet  be  wife  ;  yet  we  fee  nothing  done. 

She  may  be  honeft  yet :  Tell  me  but  this, 
Have  you  not  fometimes  feen  a  Handkerchiffe 
Spotted  with  Straw-berries,  in  your  Wives  hand  ? 

Oth.  I  gave  her  fuch  a  one  :  'twas  my  firft  gift. 
lago.  I  know  not  that  .-but  fuch  a  Handkerchiffe 

(I  am  fure  it  was  your  Wives)  did  I  to  day 
See  CaflU  wipe  his  Beard  with. 

Caffio,  If  it  be  that. 

logo.  If  it  be  that,  or  any,  if 'twas  hers, 
It  fpeaks  againft  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

Oth.  O  that  the  flave  had  forty  thoufand  lives : 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenue. 
Now  doe  I  fee  'tis  true.  Look  here,/*J*j 
All  my  fond  love  thus  doe  I  blow  to  heaven.  'Tis  o0ne, Arife  black  vengeance  from  the  hollow  hell, 
Yield  up(0  Love)  thy  Crown  and  hearted  Throne 
To  tyrannous  Hate.  Swell  bofome  with  thy  fraught, 
For  'tis  of  Afpicks  tongues. 

lago.  Yet  be  content. 
Oth.  Oh  blood,  blood,  blood. 
lago.  Patience  I  fay :  your  minde  may  change. 
Oth.  Ncvctjlago.  Like  to  the  Pontic^  Sea, 

Whofelcie  Current,  and  compulfive  Courfe, 

Ne're  keeps  retiring  ebbe,  but  keeps  due  on To  the  Propotitick.,  and  the  Helltfpont : 
Even  fo  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace 
Shall  ne're  look  back,  ne're  ebbe  to  humble  Love, 
Till  that  a  capable,  and  wide  Revenge 
Swallow  them  up.  Now  by  yond  Marble  Heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  Sacred  vow, 

I  here  engage  my  words  — 
lago.  Doe  not  rife  yet : 

WitnefTe  you  ever-burning  Lights  above, 
You  Elements,  that  clip  us  round  about. 
WitnefTe  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 

To  wrong'd  Othello's  Service.  Let  him  command, 
And  to  obey  fhall  be  in  me  remorfe, 
What  bloody  bufinefle  ever. 

Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bountious, 

And  will  upon  the  inftant  put  thee  to't : 
Within  thefe  three  dayes  let  me  hear  thee  fay. 
That  CaJJlo's  not  alive. 

lago.  My  friend  is  dead: 
'Tis  done  at  your  requeft. 
But  let  her  live. 

Oth.  Damn  her  lewde  Minx : 
O  damn  her,  damn  her. 

Come  go  with  me  apart,  I  will  withdraw 
To  furnifh  me  with  fome  fwift  meanes  of  death 
For  the  fair  Devil. 

Now  art  thou  my  Lieutenant. 

lag o.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  Extunt 

Scena 
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The  *5\lo6re  of  Venice. 

Enter  7)efdemonat  <s£miliay  and  Clown, 

Def.  Here,  my  Lord, 
Ot h.  That  which  I  gave  you. 

Def.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 
Oth.  Not? 

Def.  No  indeed,  my  Lord.  - 

Oth.  That's  a  fault:  That  Handkerchiffe 
Did  an  %j£gjft\an  to  my  Mother  give 

Def.  Do  you  know,  Sirrah,  where  Lieutenant  CaJJio ,  She  was  a  Charmer,  and  could  almoft  read 
lyes  . 

Chw.  I  dare  not  fay  he  lies  any  where. 
Def.  Why  man  ? 

Clo.  He's  a  Soldier,  and  forme  to  fay  a  Soldier  lyes, 
'tis  (tabbing. 

Def.  Go  to :  where  lodges  he  ? 

!    Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where 

1 1  lye. 
[    Def.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges,  and  for  me  to  de- 

vife  a  lodging,  and  fay  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies  there,  were 

to  lye  in  mine  own  throat. 

Def.  Can  you  enquire  him  out  ?  and  be  edified  by  re- 

port ? 
Clo.  I  will  Catechize  the  world  for  him,  that  is,  make 

The  thoughts  of  people :  She  told  her,  while  flie  kept  it, 

'Twould  make  her  amiable,  fubdue  my  Fathec 
Inttrely  to  her  love  :  but  if  (he  loft  it, 
Or  made  a  Cift  of  it,  My  Fathers  eye 

•  Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  Spirits  fould  hunt 
After  new  Fancies.  She  dying  gave  it  me, 

And  bid  me  (when  my  Fate  would  have  me  Wiv'd) 
To  give  it  her.  I  did  fo,  and  take  heed  on't, 
Make  it  a  Darling,  like  your  precious  eye : 

To  loos't,  or  give't  away,  were  fuch  perdition, 
As  nothing  elfe  could  match. 

Def.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Oth.  Tis  true,  there's  Magick  in  the  web  of  it : 
hSybill  that  had  humbred  in  the  world 
The  Sun  to  courfe  two  hundred  compaifes, 

In  her  prophetick  fury  fow'd  the  work : Queftions,  and  by  them  anfwer. 
J)ef.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither :  tell  him,  I  have  j  The  Wormes  were  hallowed,  that  did  breed  the  Silk, 

mov'd  m£  Lord  on  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well.  J,  And  it  was  di'd  in  Mummey,  which  the  skilfull 
I  £16.  To  doe  this,  is  within  the  compaffe  of  mans  wit, 
Und  therefore  I  ttill  attempt  the  doing  it.        Sxit  Clo. 

Def.  Where  fhould  I  loofe  the  Handkerchiffe,  «/£- 
mill ̂   ? 

ts£mil.  I  know  not,  Madam. 

Def.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  loft  my  purfe 
Full  of  Cruiadoes.  And  but  my  Noble  Moore 
Is  true  of  minde,  and  made  of  no  fuch  bafeneffe, 

As  jealous  Creatures  are,  it  were  enough 

To  put  him  to  ill-thinking. 
o£mil.  Is  he  not  jealous  ? 

Def.  Who  he  ?  I  think  the  Sun  where  he  was  born, 
Drew  all  fuch  humours  from  him. 

es£milia.  Look  where  he  comes. 

Def.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Ctffio  be 

Call'd  to  him.  How  is't  with  you,  my  Lord  ? 
Oth.  Well,my  good  Lady.  Oh  hardneffeto  diffemble  ! 

How  doe  you,  Defdemona  ? 
Def.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 
Oth.  Give  me  your  hand, 

This  hand  is  moift,  my  Lady. 

Def.  It  hath  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  forrow. 
Enter  Othello. 

Oth.  This  argues  fruitfulneffe,  and  liberall  heart : 
Hot,  hot,  and  moift.  This  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  fequefter  from  Liberty :  Fafting,and  Prayer, 
MuchCaftigation,  Excrcife  devout, 

For  here's  a  young  and  fweating  Devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebells :  'Tis  a  good  hand. A  frank  ohc. 

Def.  You  may  (indeed)  fay  fo  : 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 
Oth.  A  liberall  hand.  The  hearts  of  old,  gave  hands  : 

But  our  new  Heraldry  is  hands,  not  hearts. 

*Def.  I  canndt  .fpeak  of  this : 

'Come,  now  your  promife. 
Oth.  What  promife, Chuck? 
Def.  I  have  fent  to  bid  Cafslo  come  fpeak  with  you. 
Oth.  I  have  a  fait  and  forry  Rheume  offends  me: 

Lend  me  thy  Handkerchiffe. 

Conferv'd  of  Maidens  hearts. 

*Def.  Indeed  ?  is't  true  ? 

Oth.  Moft  veritable,  therefore  look  to't  well. 
Def.  Then  would  the  heaven^  that  I  had  never  feen't. Oth.  Ha  ?  wherefore  ? 

2)ef.  Why  doe  you  fpeak  fo  ftaringly,  and  rafh  > 

Oth.  Is't  loft  ?  is't  gone  f  Speak,  w't  out  oth'  way  f 
Def.  Bleffeus. O'h.  Say  you? 

Def  It  is  not  loft :  but  what  and  if  it  were  > 
Oth.  How? 

Def,  \  fay  it  is  not  loft* 

Oth.  Fetcht',  let ime  fee't., 
Def.  Why  fo  I  can  :  but  I  will  not  now  t 

This  is  a  trick  to  put  me  from  my  fuit, 

Pray  you,  let  Cajfio  be  receiv'd  again. Oth.  Fetch  me  die  Handkerchiffe, 

My  minde  mif-gives. 
Def.  Come,  come :  you'll  never  meet  a  more  fuffici- 

ent  man. 
Oth.  The  Handkerchiffe. 

Def.  A  man  that  all  his  time 
Hath  founded  his  good  Fortunes  on  your  love  ; 

Shar'd  dangers  with  you. 
Oth.  The  Handkerchiffe. 

Def.  Infooth,  you  are  too  blame, 
Oth.  Away.  Exit  Othello. 
t/£ml.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Def.  1  never  faw  this  before. 

Sure  there's  fome  wonder  in  this  Handkerchiffe, 
I  am  moft  unhappy  in  the  loffe  of  it. 

t/Emil.  'Tis  not  a  yea  re  or  two  fhewes  us  a  man  : 
They  are  all  but  ftomacks,  and  we  all  but  Food, 

They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full 
They  belch  us. 

Enter  Itgo^an&Caffto. 

Look  you,  Caffio  and  my  Husband. 

lago.  There  is  no  other  way :  'tis  {he  muft  do't : 
And  Toe  the  happineffe  :  go  and  importune  her. 

Def. 
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Def.  How  now,  (good  Cajfio)  what's  the  ncwcs  with 
you  ? 

Cafsio.  Madam,  my  former  fuic.  I  doe  befeech  you, 

That  by  your  virtuous  meanes,  I  may  again 
Exift,and  be  a  member  of  his  love, 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  Office  of  my  heart 

Intirely  honour,  I  would  not  be  delay 'd. 
If  my  offence  be  of  fnch  mortall  kinde, 
That  not  my  Service  pali,  nor  prefent  Sorrowes, 

Nor  purpos'd  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ranfome  me  into  his  love  again, 
But  to  know  fo,  muft  be  my  benefit : 

So  fhall  I  cloathe  me  in  a  fqrc'd  content, 
And  (hut  my  felf  up  in  fome  other  courfe 
To  Fortunes  Almes. 

Def.  Alafs  (thrice-gentle  Cafsio) 
My  Advocation  is  not  now  in  tunc  ; 
My  Lord,is  not  my  Lord  ;  nor  fhould  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour  alterd. 

So  help  me  every  fpirit  fan&ified, 
As  I  have  fpoken  for  you  all  my  Deft, 
And  ftood  within  the  blank  of  his  difpleafure 
For  my  free  fpeech.  You  muft  a  while  be  patient : 
What  I  can  doe,  I  will :  and  more  I  will 
Then  for  my  felf  I  dare.  Let  that  fuffiee  you. 

logo.  Is  my  Lord  angry  ? 
t/£mll.  He  went  hence  but  now : 

And  certainly  in  ftrange  unquietnefle. 
I  ago.  Can  he  be  angry?  I  have  feen  the  Cannon, 

When  it  hath  blown  his  Ranks  into  the  aire, 
And  like  the  Devil  from  his  very  Arme 

Puft  his  own  Brother :  And  is  he  angry  ? 
Something  of  moment  then ;  I  will  go  meet  him, 

There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry,  Exit. 
Def.  I  prethee  doe  fo.  Something  fure  of  State, 

Either  from  Venice,  or  fome  unhatch'd  practice, 
Made  demohftrable  here  in  Cyfrtts,  to  him, 
Hath  pudled  his  clear  Spirit :  and  in  fuch  cafes, 
Mens  Natures  wrangle  with  inferiour  things, 

Though  great  ones  are  their  object.  'Tis  eyen  fo. 
For  let  our  finger  ake,and  it  endues 
Our  other  healthfull  members,  even  to  a  fenfe 

Of  pain.  Nay,  we  muft  think  men  are  not  GodSy 
Nor  of  them  look  for  fuch  obfervance 

As  fits  the  Bridall.  Befhrew  me  much,  ns£ntl/la, 

I  was  (unhandfome  Warriour  as  I  am) 
Arraigning  his  unkindneffe  with  my  foule  : 

But  now  I  finde,  I  had  fubom'd  the  Witneffe, 
And  he's  Indited  falfely. 

t/£mil.  Pray  heaven  it  be 
State  matters,  as  you  think,  and  no  Conception y 
Nor  no  jealous  toy  concerning  you. 

Def.  Alafs-the-day,I  never  gave  him  caufe. 

*s£mit.  But  Jealous  foules  will  not  be  anfwer'd  fo ; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  caufe, 

But  jealous,  for  they're  jealous.  It  is  a  Monfter 
Begot  upon  it  felf,  Born  on  it  felf. 

Def.  Heaven  keep  the  Monfter  from  Othellots  minde. 
ts£mll.  Lady,  Amen. 
Def.  I  will  go  feek  him.  Cafsio,  walk  hereabout : 

If  I  doe  finde  him  fit,  Fie  move  your  fuit, 
And  feek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermoft.  Exit. 

Caf.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladifhip. 

Enter  Blanc  a. 

Bian,  'Save  you  (Friend  Cafsio) 

C'ifio.  What  make  you  from  home  ? 
How  ls't  with  you,  my  moft  fair  Bianca  ? 
Indeed  (fweet  Love)I  was  comming  to  your  houfe. 

Bian.  And  1  was  going  to  your  Lodging,  Cafsio. 
What  ?  keep  a  week  away  ?  Seven  dayes,and  nights  ? Eight  fcore  eight  houres  ?  And  Loves  abfent  houres 
More  tedious  then  the  Diall,  eight  fcore  times  ? 
Oh  weary  reck'ning. 

Cafsio.  Pardon  me,  Blanca  • 
I  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  preft, But  I  fhall  in  a  more  continuate  time 
Strike  off  this  fcore  of  abfence.  Sweet  Blanca, Take  me  this  work  out. 

Btancat  Oh  Cafsio,  whence  came  this? 
This  is  fome  token  from  a  newer  Friend , 
To  the  felt-abfence  :  now  I  feel  a  Caufe  i 
ls't  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Cafsio.  Goto, woman: 

Throw  your  vilde  gueffes  in  the  Devils  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.  You  are  jealous  now 
That  this  is  from  fome  Miftris,  fome  remembrance  ; 
No,  in  good  troth,  Blanca. 

Blan.  Why,  whofe  is  it  ? 
Cafsio.  I  know  not  neither : 

I  found  it  in  my  Chamber, 
I  like  the  work  well :  Ere  it  be  demanded 

(As  like  enough  it  will)  I  would  have  it  coppied  : 
Take  it,  and  do'c,  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Blan.  Leave  you  ?  wherefore  ? 

Cafsio.  I  doe  attend  here  on  the  General!, 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  willi 
To  have  him  fee  me  woman'd. Ulan.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Cafsio.  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 
Bian.  But  that  you  doe  not  love  me, 

I  pray  you  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little, 
And  fay,  if  I  fhall  fee  you  foon  at  night  ? 

Cafsio.  Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you, 
For  I  attend  here.  But  l'le  fee  you  foon. 

Bian.  'Tis  very  good  :  I  muft  be  circumftane'd. Exeunt  omnes. 

<zABus  Quartus.  Scena  Trima, 

Enter  Othello^  and  /ago. 

lago.  Will  you  think  fo  ? 
Oth.  Think  io>Iago} 

lago.  What,  to  kiffe  in  private? 

Oth.  An  unauthoriz'd  kilfe  ? 
lago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  Friends  in  bed, 

An  houre,  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harme  ? 
Oth.  Naked  in  bed  (lago)  and  not  mean  harmc  ? 

It  is  hypocrifie  againft  the  Devil : 
They  that  mean  virtuoufly.  and  yet  do  fo, 
The  Devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  Heaven, 

lago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  Veniall  flip  : 
But  I  give  my  wife  a  Handkerchiffe. 

Oth.  What  then? 

logo.  Why  then  'tis  hers  (my  Lord)  and  being  hers. 

She  may  (I  think)  beftow'ton  any  man, Oth.  She  is  Prote&reffe  of  her  honour  too ; 

May  fhe  give  that? 
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Oth. 

[ago. 
Oth. 

larro.  H«i  honour  isan  EiWnce  ciiat's noc  tctn, 
;  They  have  k  very  cu  elm         ic  no:. 

!  B^for  tk-  Huu'kaclvtf:. 

•j    O;/?.  By  lis:  ven  I  vwoukl  rheft  gladly  havefo:got  ic  : 

I  Thou  ivxdi  (oh,  8  comts  o're  niy  memory^ 
;  As  doth  the  Raven  o're  the  infectious  houfe  r 
:  Boadipg  CQ  all)  he  had  my  Handkeiclnftv. 

j     Ligo.  1  :  what  of  that  ? 

j     O//?.  That's  no:  fogord  now: 
i     /.T^o.Wi-.nc  if  I  had  laid,!  had  feen  him  do  you  wrong? 
:  O  hear  hi  v,  fay,  as  Knaves  be  inch  abroad, 

j  WjioJmftg  by  their  own  importunate  k  it,  1 

!  O.  yo'untary  cjot^e  cf  feme  Mifrris, 

:  Convinced  or  fupph'd  them  cannot  chufc 
1  But  they  fnt'ft  blab.  . 

0:h.  Hath,  be  faid  any  thing  ? 

Ligo.  HVtiath  (my  Lord)  but  be  you  well  affui'd, 
:  No  moic  then  he" II  imfwcar. 
j     Oth.  Whac  hath  he  faid  ? 

Why,  that  he  did  :  I  know  net  what  he  did. 
What  ?  what  ? 

Lye. 
With  her? 

With  her  ?  on  her  :  what  you  will. 
Oth.  Lie  with  her  ?  lie  on  ber  ?  we  fay,  lie  on  her, 

when  they  he-lye  her.  Lie  with  her  ?  that's  fulfome : 
Handkeichiixe  r'  Conf  TTions :  Handkerchiffe.  To  con- 

feffe,  and  be  hrjng'd  for  his  labour.  Fitli,  to  be  hang'd, end  then  to  conhtfe  :  1  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would  not 

inveft  her  felf  in  fuch  fhadowing  paiTion,  without  fome 
in.'Tiuction.  I:  is  no:  words  that  fhr.kcs  me  thus,  (pifh) 

Nofes,  Earcs,  and  Lips  •  is'c  polTible.  ConfefTe?  Hand- kerchiife ?  O  Devil.  Tails  in  a  Trainee. 

[ago.  Work  on, 
My  Medicine  works.  Thus  credulous  Fooles  are  caught, 
And  many  worthy,  and  chafte  Dames  even  thus 
(All  guilclcffe)  meet  ieprcach :  what  hoa  ?  My  Lord  ? 

My  Lord,  I  lay  Othello. 

Snteo  Caffio. 

H  )W  now,  Caffio  ? 

Caf.  What's  the  matter  ? 
[ago.  My  Lord  is  fain  into  an  Epilepfie, 

This  is  his  ucond  Fit :  he  had  one  yefterday. 
Caf.  Rub  him  about  the  Temples. 

[ago.  The  Lethargy  muft  have  his  quiet  courfe  : 
If  no:,  he  foamcs  at  mouth  :  and  by  and  by 

Breaks  out  to  favage  rradneffe:  Look,  he  Hares  : 
Doe  you  wichdraw  your  felf  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  ftraight  :  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occafion,  fpeak  with  you. 
j  How  is  it  Gene: all  ?  Have  you  not  hurt  your  hand  ? 
!     Oth.  Dofl:  thou  mock  me  ? 

[ago.  I  mock  you  not,  by  Heaven  : 
Would  you  would  bear  your  Fortune  like  a  Man. 

Oth.  A  Horned  man's  a  Monfter  and  a  Bcafi. 

j    [ago.  There's  many  a  Beaft  then  in  a  populous  City, 
And  many  a  civil  Monfter. 

Oth.  Did  he  ccnfcffc  it  ? 

i     [ago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man  : 

Think  every  bearded  fellow  that's  but  yoak'd 
May  draw  with  you.  There's  millions  now  alive,  c 
That  nightly  lie  in  thofe  unpropcr  beds, 

Which  they  dare  fwcar  peculiar.  Your  caufc'  is  better. 
Oh,  'tis  the  fpight  of.hell,  the  Fiends  Arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  fecure  Coweh  ; 

A.ud  to  fuppoic  her  chafte.  No,  let'me  know , 
And  knowing  uhatl  am,  I  know  what  (lie  fhall  be. 

Oth.  Oh,  chou  arc  wife  :  'tis  certain, 
[ago.  Stand-you  a  whife*apart, 

Cmrinc  your  felf  but  in  a  patient  LilT, 

Whintyou  were  here,  o're- whelmed  with  your1  grief 
(A  paffion  molt  lcfulting  fucha  man) 

Caf  si  0  came  hither.  1  fhiftcd  him  away,  *}5L. 
And  laid  goedfeufes  on  your  Extafie, 
Bad  him  anon  return,  and  here  fpeak  with  me, 

The  which  he  promis'd.  Doe  but  encavc  your  felf, 
And  marke  the  FJccrrs,  the  Gybes  and  notable  Scorns, 
That  dwell  in  every  Region  of  his  face. 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew  ; 

Where,  how,  how  ofc,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  end  is  again  to  cope  your  wife. 

I  fay,  but  marke  hisgelfure  :  marry  Patience, 

Or  1  fliall  fay  y'are  all  in  al!  in  Spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth.  Dolt  chcu  hear,  [ago, 

I  will  be  found  mo/1  cunning  in  my  Patience  : 
But  (dc(t  thou  hcai)  meff  bloody. 

[ago.  That's  not  amiffe. 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all :  will  you  withdiaw  ? 
Now  will  I  q'teftion  CaJT10  oiBianca, 
A  Hufwife,  that  by  felling  her  defues, 

Buyes  her  felf  Bread  and  Cloth.  It  is  a  Creature 

That  dotes  on  Caffio,  (as  'cis  the  Strumpets  plague 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one) 
He,  when  he  hearcs  of  her,  cannot  reftrain 

From  the  exceffe  of  Laughter.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Caffio. 

As  he  fhall  fmile,  Othello  fhall  go  mad  : 
And  his  unbookifh  Jealoufie  muft  conferve, 

Poor  Qaffio's  fmiles,  gefturesand  light  behaviours 
Qnue  in  the  wrong.  How  doe  you,  Lieutenant  ? 

Caf.  The  worfer,  that  you  gave  me  the  addition, 
Whole  want  even  kills  me. 

[ago.  Ply  Defdemona  well,  and  you  are  fure  on't : 
Now,  if  this  Sute  lay  in  Blanco's  dowrc, 
How  quickly  fhould  you  fpeed  ? 

Caf.  Alafs,  poor  Caitiffe. 
Oth.  Look  how  he  laughes  already. 

[ago.  I  never  knew  woman  love  man  fo. 

£af.  Alafs,  poor  Rogue,  I  think  indeed  fhe  loves  mc. 
Oth.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly  :  and  laughes  it  out, 
[ago.  Doe  you  hear,  Caffio  ? 
Oth.  Now  he  importunes  him 

To  tell  it  o're  :  go  to,  well  faid,  well  faid. 
[ago.  Shegives  it  out,  that  you  fhall  marry  her. 

Doe  you  intend  it  ? 
Caf.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Doe  ye  triumph,  Roman  ?  doe  you  triumph? 
Caf.  I  marry.  What?  a  cultomer ;  prethee  bear 

SomeCha:i:y  to  my  wit,  doe  not  think  it 
So  unwholcfome.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  So,  fo :  they  laugh,  that  winncs. 

[ago.  Why,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  fhall  marry  her. 
Caf.  Prethee  fay  true. 

[ago.  I  am  a  very  Villain  elfe. 

Oth.  Have  you  fcoai 'd  me  ;  well. 
Caf.  This  is  the  Monkies  own  giving  cut : 

She  is  perfwaded  I  will  marry  her 

Out  of  her  own  love  &  flattery,  net  cut  of  my  pn  m  fc.  • Ottxl 
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Oth.  Iago  beckon's  mc :  now  he  begins  the  ltory. 
Cafsio.  She  was  here  even  now  :  fhe  haunts  mc  in  e- 

vcry  place.  I  was  the  other  day  talking  on  the  Sea  bank 
\v:th  certain  Venetians,  and  thither  comes  the  Bauble, 

and  falls  me  thus  about  my  neck. 

Oth.  Crying, oh  dear  Cafsio,  as  it  were:  his  gefture 
imports  it. 

Caf,  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me  : 
So  fhakes,  and  pulls  me.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oth.  Now  he  tells  how  fhe  pluckt  him  to  my  Cham- 
ber :  oh,  I  fee  that  Nofc  of  youis,  but  now  that  Dog,  I 

flu  11  throw  it  to  : 

Caf'  Well,  I  mitft  leave  her  company. 
Iago.  Before  me  :  look  where  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Caf.  'Tis  fuch  another  Fi-chew:marry  a  perfum'd  one  : 
What  doe  you  mran  by  this  haunting  of  me  ? 

Biatt.  Let  the  devil  and  his  damme  haunt  you  :  what 
did  yo  mean  by  that  fame  Handkerchiffe  you  gave  me 
even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine  Foolc  to  take  it :  I  mud  take  out 

the  work  ?  A  likely  piece  of  work  ,  that  you  fhould  finde 
it  in  your  Chamber,  and  know  not  who  left  it  there.This 
is  fome  Minxes  token,  and  I  muft  take  out  the  work  ? 

There,  give  it  your  Hobbey-horfc  :  wherefoever  you  had 

it,  Tic  take  out  no  work  on't. 
Caf  How  now,  my  fweet  Bianca  ? 

How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

Oth.  By  Heaven,  that  fhould  be  my  Hankerchiffe. 

Bian.  If  you'll  come  tofupper  to  night  you  may,  if 
you  will  not,come  when  you  are  nextprepar'd  for.  Exit, 

Iago.  After  her,  after  her. 

Caf.  I  muft,  fhe'll  raile  in  theftreets  elfe. 
Iago.  Will  you  fup  there  ?  - 
Caf.  Yes,  J  intend  fo. 

lego.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  fee  you:  for  I  would  very 
fain  1  peak  with  you. 

C.f.  Prethee  come,  will  you  ? 
lago.  Go  to ;  fay  no  more.  Exit. 
Oth.  How  fhall  I  murther  Kim^Iago ? 

Iago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laugh'd  at  his  vice  ? 
Oth.  Oh,  Iago. 

Iago.  And  did  you  fee  the  Handkerchiffe  ? 
Oth.  Was  that  mine? 

Iago.  Ycurs  by  this  hand  :  and  to  fee  how  he  prizes 
the  foo  ifh  woman  your  wife  :  (he  gave  it  him,  and  he 
hath  givenit  his  whore. 

Oth   I  would  have  him  nine  yeares  a  killing  : 
A  fine  woman,  a  fair  woman,  a  fweet  woman  ? 

Iago.  Nay,  you  muft  forget  that. 

Oth. T,  let  her  rot  and  perifh,  and  be  damn'd  to  night, 
for  fhe  fhall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  isturn'd  toftone:  I 
ftrike  it,  and  it  hurts  my  hand.  Oh,  the  world  hath  not 
a  fweeter  Creature :  fhe  might  lye  by  an  Emperours  fide, 
and  command  him  Taskes. 

Iago.  Nay,  that's  not  your  way. 
Othe.  Hang  her,  I  do  but  fay  what  fhe  is :  fo  delicate 

with  her  Needle :  an  admirable  Mufitian.  Oh,  fhe  will 

fing  the  Savageneffe  out  of  a  Bear :  of  fo  high  a  plentious 
wit,  and  invention  ? 

lag.  She's  the  worfe  for  all  this. 
Oth.  Oh,  a  thoufand,  a  thoufand  times : 

And  then  of  fo  gentle  a  condition  > 
Iago.  I,  too  gentle. 

Othe.  Nay  that's  certain. 

But  yet  the  pitty  of  izjago  ;  oh  Iago,  the  piety  of  \tjagd 
Iago.  If  you  arefo  fond  over  her  iniquity  :  give  her 

pattent  to  offend,  for  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near no  body. 

Oth.  I  will  chop  her  into  Melfes :  Cuckold  me  ? 

Iago.  Oh,  'tis  foul  in  her. Oth.  With  mine  Officer  ? 

Iago.  That's  fouler. 
Othe.  Get  me  fome  poyfon,/<*f  oy  this  night.  I'le  not 

cxpoftulate  with  her:  left  her  body  and  her  beauty  un- 
provide  my  minde  again :  this  n\^Wt,Iago. 

Iago.  Doe  it  not  with  poyfoni  ftrangle  her  in  her 
bed,  even  the  bed  fhe  hath  contaminated. 

Oth.  Good,  good  : 
The  juftice  of  it  pleafes :  very  good. 

Iago.  And  for  Cafsio,  let  me  be  his  undertaker : 
You  fhall  hear  more  by  midnight. 

Enter  lodovico,  Defdemona,and  Attendants. 

Oth.  Excellent  good:  what  Trumpet,  is  that  fame? 
Iago.  I  warrant  fomething  from  Venice, 

'Tis  Lodovico,  this  comes  from  the  Duke. 

Sec,  your  wife's  with  him. 
Lodo.  Save  you,  worthy  General!. 
Oth.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Lod.  The  Duke,  and  the  Senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 
Oth.  I  kiffe  the  Inftrument  of  their  pjeafures. 

Def  And  what's  the  newes,  good  cou&tv  Lodovico  ? 
Iago.  Iam  very  glad  to  fee  you,Signior  . 

Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Lod.  I  thank  you  :  how  do's  Lieutenant  Cafsio  ? 
Iago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Def.  Coufin,  there's  fain  between  him  and  my,  Lord, 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  fhall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Def.  My  Lord  ? 
Oth.  This  faile  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will—.— 

Lod.  He  did  not  call :  he's  bufie  in  the  paper, 

Is  there  divifion  'twixtmy  Lord  and  Cafsio  ? 
Def.  A  moft  unhappy  one :  I  would  do  much 

T'attone  them  for  the  love  I  bear  to  £afsio, 
Oth.  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Def  My  Lord. 
Oth.  Are  you  wife  ? 

Def  What,  is  he  angry  ? 

Lod.  May  be  the  Letter  mov'd  him. 
For  as  I  think  they  do  command  him  home. 

Deputing  Cafsio  in  his  Government. 

Def.  Truft  me,  I  am  glad  on't. Oth.  Indeed? 

"Def.  My  Lord  ? 

Oth.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  mad. 

Def.  Why ,  fweet  Othello  ? Oth.  Devil. 

Def.  I  have  not  defcrv'd  this. 
Lod.  My  Lord,  this  would  not  be  belie v  d  in  Venice , 

Though  I  fhould  fwear  I  faw't.  'Tis  Very  much, 
Make  her  amends  :  fhe  weeps. 

Oth.  Oh  Devil,  Devil : 
If  that  the  Earth  could  teem  with  womans  teares, 

Each  drop  fhe  falls  would  prove  a  Crocodile  ? Out  of  my  fight. 

Def.  I  will  not  ftay  to  offend  you  { 

Lod.  Truly  obedient  Lady  : 
I  do  befeech  your  Lordfhip  call  her  back, 1  k  Oth. 
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Otbe. 
Def 

Othe. 
Lod. 
Othe. 

Miftns. 

Mv  Loid. 
What  would  you  with  her,  Sir } 

Who  I,  my  Lord  ? 
I,  you  did  willi  that  I  would  make  her  turn  : 

j  Sir,  ilie  can  turn,  and  turn  ;  and  yet  go  on 
j  And  turn  again.  And  fhe  can  weep,  Sir,  weep. 

|  And  (lie's  obedient  r  ns  you  fay  obedient, 
j  Very  obedient :  proceed  you  in  your  teares. 
Concerning  this,  Sir,  (oh  well  painted  paflion) 
I  am  commanded  home  :  get  you  away  : 

I'le  fend  for  you  anon.  Sir,  I  obey  the  Mandate. 
And  will  return  to  V mice.  Hence,  avant : 

i  Cafp.o  fhall  have  my  Place.  And,  Sir,  to  nght 
lido  entreat,  that  we  may  fup  together, 

j  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  to  Cyprus. 
i  C oats  and  Monkjts.  Exit. 

I  od.  Is  this  the  Noble  Moore,  whom  our  full  Senate 
Call  all  in  all  fuffictent  ?  Is  this  the  Nature 
Whom  Paflion  could  not  fhake  ?  whofe  folid  virtue 

The  fhot  of  Accident,  nor  dart  of  Chance 

Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  ? 

I  ago.  He  is  much  chang'd. 
Lod.  Are  his  wits  fafe  ?  is  he  not  of  light  Brain? 

lago.  He's  that  he  is :  I  may  not  breathe  my  cenfure. 
[What  he  might  be  :  if  what  he  might,  he  is  not, 
I I  w6uld  to  heaven  he  were. 

!    Lod.  What,  ftrike  his  wife? 

Iago.  'Faith  that  was  not  fo  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
|  That  ttroake  would  prove  the  worft. 

j     Lod.  Is  it  his  ufe  ? 
Or  did  the  Letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
And  new  create  his  fault  ? 

lago.  Alafs,alafs: 
It  is  not  honcfty  in  mc  to  fpeak 
What  1  have  feen  and  known.  You  fhall  obferve  him, 
And  his  own  courfes  will  denote  him  fo, 

That  I  may  fave  my  fpeech  :  do  but  go  after 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

ho.  I  am  lorry  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him.  Exeunt. 

Seem  Secunda. 

Enter  Ot hello ,  and  t/£milia. 

Othe.  You  have  feen  nothing  then  ? 

<ty£m'U.  Nor  ever  heard  :  nor  »ver  did  fufpecT. 
Othe.  Yes,  you  have  feen  Caffio  and  the  together. 
*A.mil.  But  then  I  faw  no  harme :  and  then  I  heard 

Each  fyllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 

Othe.  What  ?  Did  they  never  whifper  ? 
*s£mil.  Never,  my  Lord. 

Othe.  Nor  fend  you  out  oth'  way  ? t/£mil.  Never. 

Othe.  To  fetch  her  Fan,  her  Gloves,  her  Mask,  nor 

<tA.mil.  Never,  my  Lord*  (nothin; 

Othe.  That's  ftrange. 
zAimil.  I  durft  (my  Lord  )  to  wager  (Tie  is  honeft, 

Lay  down  my  Soule  at  ftake :  If  you  think  other, 
I Remove  your  thought.  It  doth  abufe  your  bofomc, 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  Serpents  curfc, 

For  if  the  be  not  honeft,  chafte,  and  true, 

There's  no  man  hap^y,  the  pureft  of  their  Wives 
is  foul  as  Slander. 

Othe,  Bid  her  come  hither:  go.         Etcit  Emilia. 

She  faies  enough :  yet  fhe's  a  fimple  Baud 
That  cannot  fay  as  much.  This  is  a  fubtle  Whore  i 
A  Cloflet  Lock  and  Key  of  Villanous  Secrets, 

And  yet  fhell  kneel,  and  pray :  I  have  feen  her  do't. 

Enter  Defdemdna,  and  n/£miliia. 

Def.  My  Lord,  what  is  yoUr  will  ? 
Othe.  Pray  you  Chuck  come  hither. 
Def.  What  is  your  pleafure  ? 
Othe .  Let  me  fee  your  eyes:  look  in  my  face; 

Def.  What  horrible  Fancie's  this  ? 
Othe.  Some  ot  your  Function,  Miftris, 

Leave  Procreants  alone,  arid  fhut  the  door  i 

Cough,  or  cry  hem  ;  if  any  body  come  : 

You;  Myftery,your  Myftei  y ;  Nay  difpatch.  Exit  ts£mi. 
Def.  Upon  my  knee,  what  doth  your  fpeech  import  ? 

I  underftand  a  Fury  in  your  words. 

Othe.  Why  ?  What  art  thou  f 

Def.  Your  wife  my  Lord  :  your  true  and  loyal  wife. 
Othello,  Come  f wear  it :  damnethy  felf ,  being  like 

one  of  Heaven,  the  devills  themefelves  fhould  fear  to 

ceife  thee.  Theiefo:  c  be  double  damn'd  :  fwear  thou  art honeft. 

Def.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 
Othe.  H:aven  truly  knows ,  that  thou  art  falfea*  hell. 
Def.  To  whom,  my  Lord  ? 

With  whom  ?  How  am  1  falfc  ? 

Othe.  Ah  D'f demon,  away,  away,  away. 
Def.  Alas  che  heavy  day :  why  do  you  weep  ? 

Am  I  the  motive  of  thefe  tears,  my  Lord  ? 

'  f  happcly  you  my  Father  do  lufpect, 
•^  n  Instrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lny  not  your  blame  on  me :  if  you  have  loft  him, 
I  have  loft  him  too. 

Othe.  Had  it  pleas'd  Heaven, 

To  try  me  with  Affliction,  had  they  rain'd 
All  kind  of  fores,and  fhames  on  my  bare-head:, 

Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips.  > 
Given  to  Captivity,me  and  my  utmoft  hopes;, 
I  fhould  have  found  in  fome  place  of  my  foul 
A  drop  of  patience.  But  alas,  to  make  mi 
The  fixed  Figuie  for  the  time  of  Scorn, 
To  point  his  flow,  and  moving  finger  at. 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too,  well,  very  well : 
But  theie  where  I  have  garnerd  up  my  heart, 
Where  either  I  muft  live,  or  bear  no  life, 

The  fountain  from  the  which  my  currant  runs,- 
Orelle  dries  up :  to  be  difcarded  thence, 
Or  keep  it  as  a  Ceftern,  for  foul  Toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in.  Turn  thy  complexion  there : 

Patiencd  thou  young  and  ro(e-lipp'd  Cherubinj 
I  here  look  grim  as  hell. 

Def.  I  hope  my  Lord  eftcems  me  honeft. 
Othe.  O  I,  as  Sommer  Flies  arc  in  the  Shambles,- 

That  quicken  even  with  blowing.  Oh  thou  weed : 
Who  art  fo  lovely  fair,  and  fmeirft  fo  fweetj 
That  the  Sence  asks  at  thee, 

Would  thad'ft  never  been  born. 
Def.  Alas,  what  ignorant  Cm  have  I  committed  ? 
Othe.  Was  this  fair  Paper  ?  this  moli  goodly  Book 

Made  to  write  Whore  upon  >  What  committed, 

Com 
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Committed  ?  Ob,  thou  pubhck  Commoner, 
I  Should  nuke  very  Forges  of  my  Cheeks, 
That  would  to  Cyndcrs  bum  ap  Modctty, 

Did  but  I  ("peak  thy  deeds.  What  committed  ? 
Hea  Yen  (tops  the  Nofe  at  it,  and  the  Moon  winks : 
The  bawdy  wind  that  kiflfes  all  it  meets , 

Is  hufh'd  within  the  hollow  Myne  of  Earth 
And  will  not  hear't.  What  committed  ? 

'Def.  By  Heaven  you  doe  me  wrong. 
Othe.  Ave  not  you  a  Strumpet? 

Dc[.  No,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian. 

If  to  prefci  vc  this  Veffcll  for  my  Lord  j 

From  any  other  foulc  unlawfull  touch 
Be  not  to  be  a  Strumpet,  lam  none. 

Othe.  What, not  a  Whore? 

Def.  No,  as-I  lliall  be  fav'd. 
Othe.  Is't  pofTible  ? 
Def.  Oh  Heaven  forgive  Us. 
Othe.  I  cry  you  mercy  then. 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  Whore  of  Venice^ 
That  married  with  Othello.  You  Miftris, 

Enter  tAmilia. 

That  have  the  Office  oppofite  to  Saint  Peter  y 

And  keeps  the  gate  of  hell.  You, you  •  I  you. 

We  have  done  our  courfe  :  there's  money  for  yotir  pains : 
I  pray  you  turn  the  key  and  keep  our  counfell.  Exit. 

t/£mil.  Alafsiwhat  do's  this  Gentleman  conceive? 
How  doe  you, Madam  ?  how  doe  you,  my  good  Lady  ? 

Def.  Faith,  half  a  fleep. 
oAmi.  Good  Madam, 

What's  the  matter  with  my  Lord  ? 
Def.  With  whom? 
zAmi.  Why,  with  my  Lord,  Madam  ? 
Def.  Who  is  thy  Lord  ? 
tAmil.  He  that  is  yours,  fweet  Lady. 

-Def.  I  have  none :  doe  not  talk  to  me,  t/Entilidj 
I  cannot  weep :  nor  anfwers  ha  ve  I  none, 
But  what  Should  go  by  water.  Prethee  to  night, 

Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  Sheets,  remember, 
And  call  thy  Husband  hither. 

aA.mil.  Here's  a  change  indeed.  £ xit, 
Def.  'Tis  meet  I  Should  be  us'd  fo :  very  meet. 

How  have  I  bin  behav'd,  that  he  might  ftick 
The  fmall'ft  opinion  on  my  leaft  mifufe  ? 

Enter  logo,  and  eAmilia. 
Iago.  What  is  your  pleafure,  Madam  ? 

How  is't  with  you  ? 
Def.  I  cannot  tell :  thofe  that  doe  teach  your  Babes 

Doe  it  with  gentle  meanes,and  eafie  taskes. 
H:  might  have  chid  me  fo  :  for  in  good  faith 
I  am  a  Child  to  chiding. 

Iago.  What  is  the  matter, Lady  ? 

oAm'd.  Alal's  {Iago)  my  Lord  hath  fo  bewhor'd  her, 
Thrown  fuch  defpight,  and  heavy  termes  upon  her, 
That  true  hearts  cannot  bear  it. 

Def.  Am  I  that  name,  Iago  ? 
Iago.  What  name  (fair  Lady?) 
Def.  Such  as  She  fa  id  my  Lord  did  fay  I  was. 

oAmll.  He  call'd  her  whore  :  a  Beggar  in  his  drink, 
Couid  not  have  laid  fuch  termes  upon  his  Callet. 

lag  o.  Why  did  he  fo  ? 
Def.  I  doe  not  know :  I  am  fure  I  am  none  fuch. 

Iago.  Doe  not  weep,  doe  not  weep :  alafs-the-day. 
tAmll.  Hath  (he  forfook  fo  many  Noble  Matches  ? 

Her  Father  ?  and  her  Countrey  ?  and  her  Friends  ? 

To  be  call'd  Whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ? Def.  It  is  my  wretched  Fortune. 

Iago.  BeShrew  him  for't: How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  ? 

Def  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

oAmi.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  fome  eternall  Villain, Some  bulje  and  insinuating  Rogue, 

Some  cogging,  cozening  flave,  to  get  fome  Office, 

Has  not  devis'd  this  Slander :  I  will  be  hang'd  elfe. 
Iago.  Fie,  there  is  no  fuch  man  :  it  is  impoSfible. 
Def.  If  any  fuch  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him. 
tA-m'U.  A  halter  pardon  him *: 

And  hell  gnaw  his  bones. 
Why  Should  he  call  her  Whore  ? 
Who  keeps  her  company  ? 
What  Place  ?  what  Time  ? 
What  Form  ?  what  Likelihood  ? 

The  Moore's  abus'd  by  fome  moft  villanotis  Knave, 
Some  bafe  notorious  Knave,  fomefcurvy  Fellow. 

Oh  heavens,  that  fuch  companions  thoud'ft  unfold, 
And  put  in  every  honeft  hand  a  whip 
TolaSh  the  Rafcall  naked  through  the  world  , 

Even  from  the  Eaft  to  th*Weft. 
Iago.  Speak  within  door. 
tAmil.  Oh  fie  upon  them :  fome  fuch  Squire  he  was 

That  turn'd  your  wit,  the  feamy  fide  without, 
And  made  you  to  fufpect  me  with  the  Moore. 

Iago.  You  are  a  Foole :  go  to.  ' .» Def.  Alafs,  Iago. 
What  Shall  I  do  to  win  my  Lord  again  ? 

Good  Friend,  go  to  him  :  for  by  this  light  of  Heaven, 
I  know  not  how  I  loft  him.  Here  I  kneele  : 

If  e're  my  will  did  trefpaSfe  'gainft  his  Love, 
Either  in  difcourfe  of  thought,or  actual  deed, 
Or  that  mine  Eyes,  mine  Ears,  or  any  Sence 
Delighted  them  :  or  any  other  Form : 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did , 

And  ever  will,  (though  he  do  fhake  me  off 
To  beggerly  divorcement)  Love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forfwear  me.  UnkindneflTe  may  do  much, 
And  his  unkindnelT  may  defeat  my  life, 

But  never  taint  my  Love.  I  cannot  fay  Whore, 

It  do's  abhorre  me  now  I  ipeak  the  word, 
To  do  the  A£t,  that  might  the  addition  earn, 
Not  the  worlds  MalTe  of  vanity  could  make  me. 

Iago.  I  pray  you  be  content :  'tis  but  his  humour : 
The  bufineiTe  of  the  State  do's  him  offence. 

Def.  If  'twere  no  other. 
Iago.  It  is  but  fo,  I  warrant : 

Heark  how  thefe  Instruments  fummon  to  fupper : 
The  MeSTenger  of  Venice  ftayes  the  Meat ; 

Go  in,  and  weep  not :  all  things  Shall  be  well. 

Exeunt  'Defdemona  and  oAmilia. 

Enter  Roiorigo. 

How  now,  Rodorlgo  ? 
%°d.  I  do  not  finde 

That  thou  deal'ft  juftly  with  me. 
Iago.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 

Rodo.  Every  day  thou  dofts  me  with  fome  device,/^, 

and  rather  as  it  feems  to  me  now,  keep'ft  from  me  all 
conveniency,  then  fupplieft  me  with  the  leaft  advantage 
of  hope :  I  will  indeed  no  longer  endure  it. .  Nor  am  I  yet 

perfwaded  to  put  up  in  peace,  what  already  I  have  fool- 

ishly fuffer'd. 
Iago.  Will  you  hear  me,  Rodorigo  ? 

Rodo^ 
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'Rodo.  I  have  heard  coo  much  :  and  your  words  and  / 
oerfosmancesarc  no  kin  together. 

lago.  Yovi  charge  me  rroft  unjuftly. 

Rods.  With  naught  but  truth  :  I  have  wafted  my  felf 

out  of  my  mcanes.  The  Jewels  you  have  had  from  me 

to  deliver  Ttefdemona,  Would  half  have  corrupted  a  Vo- 

Urift.  You  have  told  me  Ihe  hath  recciv'd  them,  and  rc- 

turn'd  me  expectations  and  comforts  of  fudden  refpect, 
and  acquaintance,  but  I  find  none. 

lago.  Well,  go  to  :  very  well. 

Rodo.  Very  well,  go  to  :  I  cannot  go  to,  (man)  nor 

'tis  not  very  well  :  nay,  I  think  it  isfcurvy  :  and  begin  to 
find  my  felf  fopc  in  it. 

lago.  Vc.y  well. 

Rodo.  I  tell  yen,  'tis  not  very  well:  I  will  make  my 

felf  known  to  <Defdemona.  If  (lie  will  return  me  my 

Jewels,  1  will  give  over  my  Suit,  and  repent  my  unlaw- 

ful folicitation.  Ifnot,aflurc  your  felf,  I  will  feck  fatis- 
faction  of  you. 

lago.  You  have  fa  id  now. 

Rod.  I,  and  faid  nothing  but  what  I  proteft  intend- 
ment of  doing. 

Iago.  Why,  now  I  fee  there's  mettle  in  thee  :  and  even 
from  this  inftant  doe  build  on  thee  a  better  opinion  then 

j  ever  before  :  give  me  thy  hand  Rodor'igo.  Thou  haft  taken 
1  againft  me  a  moft  juft  exception  :  but  yet  I  proteft  I  have 
dealt  moft  3irectly  in  thy  Affaire. 

Rod.  Ic  hath  not  appear'd. 

Iago,  I  grant  indeed  it  hath  not  appear'd  :  and  your 
fufpicion  is  not- without  wit  and  judgement.  But,  Rodo- 

rigo,  if  thou  haft  that  in  thee  indeed,which  I  have  greater 

reafon  to  believe  now  then  ever  (I  mean  purpofe,  Cou- 

rage,  and  Valour)  this  night  fhew  it.  If  thou  the  next 

night  following  enjoy  not  Def demona,  take  me  from  this 

world  with  Treachery,  and  devife  Engines  for  my  life. 

%*d.  Well  i  what  is  it  ?  Js  it  within  reafon  and  com 

paffe  ?  m 

Iago.  Sir,  there  is  cfpeciall  Commimon  come  from 

Venice  to  depute  Caffio  in  Othello's  place. 
Rod.  Is  tbac  true  ?  Why  then  Othello  and  Def  demo 

ntt,  return  again  to  V enlce. 

Iago.  Oh  no :  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and  taketh 

away  with  him  the  fair  Defdemona,  unlefle  his  abode  be 

lingred  here  by  fome  accident.  Wherein  none  can  be  fo 
determinate,  as  the  removing  of  CaJJio. 

Rod.  How  doe  you  mean  removing  him  ? 

lago.  Why,  by  making  him  uncapable  of  Othello's place  :  knocking  out  his  brains. 

Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  to  doe. 

lago.  I :  if  you  dare  doe  your  felf  a  profit,anda  right. 

He  fups  to  night  with  a  Harlotry  :  and  thither  will  I  go 

to  him.  He  knowes  not  yet  of  his  honourable  fortune,  if 

you  will  watch  his  going  thence  (which  I  will  fafhion 
to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one)  you  may  take  him 

at  your  pleawre.  I  will  be  near  to  fecond  your  Attempt, 

and  he  fhall  fall  betwen  us.  Come,  ftand  not  amaz'd  at 

it,  but  go  along  with  me :  I  will  fhew  you  fuch  a  nccef- 

fity  in  his  death,  that  you  fhall  think  your  felf  bound  to 

put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  flipper  time  :  and  the  night 
growes  to  wafte.  About  it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reafon  for  this. 

lago.  And  you  fhall  befatisfied. 

JixtfiKt. 

Scena  Tertia-j. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  T>efmona,  lALmilia 

and  zAttendats. 

Lod.  I  do  befeech  you,fir,  trouble  your  felf  no  further. 

Or  he.  Oh  pardon  :  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod.  Madam,  good  night.-I  humbly  thank  your  Ladi- 
Def  Your  honour  is  moft  welcome.  ('^"P 
Othe.  Will  you  walk  fir?  Oh  Defdemona. 
Def.  My  Lord. 

Othe.  Get  you  to  bed  on  th'inftant,  I  will  be  rcturn'd 
forthwith  :  difmiffe  your  Attendant  there:  look't  be done.  Exit. 

Def.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

(A  mi.  How  goes  it  now  ?  he  looks  gentler  then  he  did, 
Def.  He  fayes  he  will  return  incontinent, 

And  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bid  me  to  difmifle  you. 

t/f  mil.  Difmifle  me  > 

Def.  It  was  his  bidding :  therefore  good  zAmilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu. 
We  muft  not  now  difpleafe  him. 

nALmil.  I  would  you  had  never  feen  him. 
Def.  So  would  not  I :  my  love  doth  fo  approve  him, 

That  even  his  ftubbornefs,  his  checks,  his  frowns, 

(Prithee  un-pin  me)  have  grace  and  favour. 
(tA-mi.  I  have  laid  thofe  fheets  you  bad  me  on  the  bed. 

Def.  All's  one:  good  Father,how  foolifh  are  our  minds? If  I  do  die  before  thee,  prithee  ihrowd  me 
In  one  ot  thefe  fame  fheets. 

z/£mil.  Come,  come :  you  talk. 

Def  My  Mother  had  a  Maid  call'd  Barbara, 
She  was  in  love :  and  he  fhe  lov'd  prov'd  mad. 
And  did  foriake  her.  She  had  a  Song  of  Willow, 

An  old  thing  'twas :  but  it  exprefs'd  her  Forcune. 
And  fhe  dy'd  ringing  it.  That  fong  to  night, 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind :  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  fide 
And  fing  it  like  poor  Barbara :  prithee  difpatch. 

tAmil.  fhall  I  go  fetch  your  Nighc-gown  ? 

Def.  No,  unpin  me  here, 
This  Lodovico  u  a  pioper  man. 

i/Hmil.  A  very  handfome  man. 

Def.  He  fpeaks  well. 

nA.mil.  I  know  a  Lady  in  Venice  would  have  walk'd bare-foot  to  Palefline  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 

Def.  The  poor  Soul  fat finging,  by  a  Sicamore  tree. 
Sing  all  a  green  willough  : 
Her  hand  on  her  bo  fome,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  Wt  Hough,  Willo  ttgh,  Wi  Hough. 

The  frefh  fireams  ran  by  her,  and  murmur  d  her  mo'ans 
Sing  Willough,  &c. 
Her  fait  tears  fell  from  her,  and  f nftned  the  flones, 
Singwillow,  drc.  (Lady  by  thefe) 

willough,  Willough.  (Prithe  high  thee,  he' 11  come  anon) 
Sing  all  a  green  Willough  mufl  be  my  Garland. 

"Let  no  body  blame  him,  his  f corn  I  approve. 
(Nay  that's  not  next.  Hark  who  is't  that  knocks  ? 

ns£mil.  It's  the  wind. 

Def. I  call'd  my  Lovefalfe  Lovs:but  what  f  aid  he  then? 
Sing  Willough,  cjre. 

If  I  court  no  women,  you'll  couch  with  mo  me.n. Z  z  z  So 
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So  get  thec  gone,  good  night :  mine  eyes  do  itch  : 
Dj'h  th.it  bond  weeping  ? 

tSEm  'tl.  'Tis  neither  here,  nor  there, 
Def.  I  have  heard  it  faid  fo,  O  thefe  Men,  thefemen! 

Poftthou  in  confcicncc  think  (tell  m:  Emilia) 
That  there  be  women  do  abufe  their  husbands 

In  fuch  groflekind  ? 

ij£mtl.  There  be  fome  fuch,  no  queftion. 

Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  : 
eyf/»;7.  Why,  would  not  you  ? 
Def.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light. 
tAmil.    Nor  1  neither,  by  this  heavenly  light. 

I  might  do't  as  well  ith'dark. 
Def.  Would'ft  thou  do  fuch  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ? 

<tALm'U.  The  world's  a  huge  thing: 
It  is  a  great  price,  for  a  fmall  vice. 

Def.  In  tioth  I  think  thou  would'ft  not. 
tA.mil.  In  troth  I  think  I  fhould  ,  and  undo't  when 

I  had  done.  Marry  ,  I  would  not  do  fuch  a  thing  for  a 
joynt  Firing  ,  nor  for  meafurcs  of  Lawn,  nor  for  Gowns, 
Petticoats,  nor  Caps,  nor  any  petty  exhibition.  But  for 
all  the  whole  world  :  why,  who  would  not  make  her  hus- 

band a  Cuckold,  to  make  him  a  Monarch  ?  I  fhould  ven- 

ture Purgatory  for't. 
Def.  Befhrew  me,  if  I  would  do  fuch  a  wrong 

For  the  whole  world. 

<L&mil._  Why ,  the  wrong,  is  but  a  wrong  ith'world  ; 
and  having  the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in 
your  own  world,  and  you  might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Def.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  fuch  woman. 

zAlmil.  Yes,  a  dozen :  and  as  many  to  th' vantage,  as 
would  ftore  the  world  they  plaid  for. 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands  faults 

If  Wives  do  fall :  (Say,  that  they  flack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treafures  into  forraign  laps ; 
Or  elfe  break  out  in  peevifh  Jealoufies, 
Throwing  reftraint  upon  us :  Or  fay  they  ftrike  us, 
Or  fcant  our  former  having  in  defpight) 
Why  we  have  galls :  and  though  we  have  fome  Grace, 
Yet  have  we  fome  Revenge.  Let  husbands  know, 
Their  wives  have  fenfe  like  them :  They  fee  and  fmell, 
And  have  their  Palats  both  for  fweet  and  fowre, 
As  husbands  have.  What  is  it  that  they  do 

When  they  change  us  for  others  ?  Is  it  fport  ? 
I  think  it  is :  and  doth  affection  breed  it  ? 

I  think  it  doth :  Is't  frailty  that  thus  erres  ? 
It  is  fo  too.  And  have  not  we  affections  ? 

Defires  for  fport  ?  and  frailty  as  men  have? 
Then  let  them  ufe  us  well :  elfe  let  them  know, 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  inftracl:  us  to. 

Def.  Good  night,  good  night : 
Heaven  me  fuch  ufes  fend, 

Not  to  pick  bad,from  bad ;  but  by  bad,  mend.  Exeunt. 

<tAUus  Quintus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Iagoy  and  Tfedorigo, 

Iago.  Here,  ftand  behind  this  Bark, 
Straight  will  he  come : 

Wear  thy  good  Rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home : 
Quick,  quick,  fear  nothing ;  Tie  be  at  thy  Elbow, 
It  makes  us,  or  i:  marrs  us,  think  on  that, 
And  fix  moft  firm  thy  Refolufion  ; 

%od.  He  near  at  hand,  1  m;iy  milcany  in't. 
Iago,  Here,  at  thy  hand  :  Behold,  and  take  thy  Hand. 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed, 

And  yet  he  hath  given  me  fatisfying  Reaions  j 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone.  Forth  my  Sword:  he  dies. 

Ug9. 1  have  rub'd  this  young  Quae  almoft  to  the  frnfc; And  he  growes  angry.  Now,  whether  he  kill  Caffio, 
Or  Caffio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Everyway  makes  my  gain.  Lwe  %odorigoy 
He  calls  me  to  a  rcftitution  large 

Of  Gold,  and  Jewels,  that  I  bob'd  from  him, 
As  gifts  to  Defdemona. 
It  muft  not  be  :  if  Caffio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly  :  and  be/ides,  the  CMoor 
May  unfold  me  to  him :  there  ftand  I  in  much  perill : 
No,  he  muft  die.  But  fo,  I  hear  him  coming. Enter  Caffio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gate,  'tis  he  :  Villain  thou  dyeft. 
Caf  That  thruft  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 

But  that  my  Coat  is  better  then  thou  knovv'ft  : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

Rod.  Oh,  I  am  flain. 

Caf.  I  am  maim'd  for  ever: 
Help  hoa :  Murther,  murthrr. 

Enter  Othello. 

Othe.  The  voice  of  Caffio ,  Iago  keeps  his  word. 
Rod.  O  Villain  that  I  am. 
Oth.  It  is  even  fo. 

Caf.  Oh  help  hoa  :  Light,  a  Surgeon. 

Othe .  'Tis  he :  O  brave  Iago,  honeft,  and  juft, 
That  haft  fuch  Noble  fenfe  of  thy  friends  wrong, 
Thou  teacheft  me.  Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead, 
And  your  anbleft  Fate  highest  Strumpet  I  come: 
For  offmy  heart,  thofe  Charmes  thine  Eyes,a re  blotted. 

Thy  Bed-left-(tain'd,ftiall  with  Lulls  bloud  be  fpottcd. 
Exit  Othello. 

Ecter  Lodovico,  and  Gratiano. 

Caf.  What  hoa  ?  no  Watch  ?  no  paffage  ? 
Murther,  Murther. 

Gra.  'Tis  fome  mifchance,  the  voice  is  very  dircfull. Caf.  Oh  help. 
Lodo.  Hark. 

Rod.  Oh  wretched  Villain. 

Lod,  Two  or  three  groan.  'Tis  heavy  night ; 

Thefe  may  be  counterfeits :  Let's  think't  unfafe To  come  into  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod.  No  body  come :  then  fhalll  bleed  to  death. Enter  Iago. 

Lod.  Hark. 

Gra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  fhirt ,  with  Light,  and 
Weapons. 

Iago.  Who's  there  ? Whofe  noife  is  this  that  cryes  out  murther  ? 
Lodo.  We  do  not  know. 

Iago.  Do  not  you  hea  r  a  cry  ? 
Caf.  Here,  here :  for  heaven  fake  help  me. 

Iago.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Gra.  This  is  Othello's  Ancient  as  I  take  it. 
Lodo.  The  fame  indeed,  a  very  valiant  Fellow. 
Iago.  What  are  you  here,  that  cry  fo  grievoufly  ? 

Caf.  Iago  ?  Oh  I  am  fpoyl'd,  undone  by  Villains :  ! 
j  Give  me  fome  help. 

Iago .  O  me,  Lieutenant  ? 
What  Villains  have  done  this  ? 

Caf.  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 

And  | 
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And  cannot  make  away. 

lego.  Oh  trecherous  Villains: 
What  are  you  there  ?  Come  in,  and  give  fomehelp. 

Rod.  O  help  me  there. 

Caffi.  That's  one  of  them. 

Iago.  Oh  murderous  Slave  !  O  Villain  \ 
;     Rod.  O  damn'd  Iago !  O  iuhumane  Dog ! 
i     Iago.  Kill  men  ith'dark  ? 
i  Where  be  thefe  bloudy  Thieves  ? 
:  How  filent  is  this  Town  ?  Hoa,  murther  murther. 

What  may  you  be  ?  Are  you  of  good  or  evil  ? 
Led.  As  you  lliall  prove  us,  praife  us. 
Iago.  Signior  Lodovico. 
Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Iago.  I  cry  you  mercy  :  here's  CaJJlo  hurt  by  Villains. Gra.  Cajjio. 

Iago.  How  is't,  brother  ? 
Caf.  My  Leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Iago.  Marry  heaven  forbid  : 

Light  Gentlemen,  Tie  bind  it  with  my  fhirt. 
Enter  Bianea. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter  hoa  ?  Who  is't  that  cry'd  ? 
Iago.  Whois  t  that  cry'd? 
Bian,  Oh  my  dear  Cajjio, 

My  fweet  Cajjio  :  Oh  Cajfio^  Cajjio,  Cajfio. 

Iago.  O  notable  Strumpet.  Cajfio,  may  you  fufpe<5t 
Who  they  fhould  be,  that  have  thus  mangled  you  ? 

Caf.  No. 
Gra.  Iam  forry  to  find  you  thus ; 

I  have  been  to  feek  you. 

Iago.  Lend  me  a  Garter.  So :  Oh  for  a  Chair 
To  bear  him  cafily  hence. 

Bian.  Alas  he  faints.  Oh  CaJfioyCaffio,CaJfio. 

Iago.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  fuipecl:  this  Trafh 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. 
Patience  a  while,  good  Caffio.  Come,  come  ; 
Lend  me  a  Light :  know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? 
Alas  my  friend,  and  my  dear  Countryman 

Roderigo  ?  No :  Yes  fure  :  Yea,  'tis  Roderigo. 
Gra.    V'hat,  of  Venice  > 
Iago.  Even  he,  Sir :  did  you  know  him? 
Gra.  Know  him?  I. 

Iago.  Signior  Gratiano .?  I  cry  your  gentle  pardon : 
Thefe  bloudy  accidents  muft  excufe  my  Manners, 
That  fo  neglected  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

Iago.  How  do  you,  Cafiio  ?  Oh^  Chair,  a  Chair. 
Gra.  Roderigo} 

Iago.  He,  he,  'tis  he : 
Oh  that's  well  faid,the  Chair. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence, 

I'le  fetch  the  Generals  Surgeon.  For  you,Miftris, 
Save  you  your  labour.  He  that  lies  flain  here  (Cajjio) 
Was  my  dear  friend.  What  malice  was  between  you  ?  - 

Caf.  None  in  the  world  :  nor  do  I  know  the  man  ? 

Iago.  What  look  you  pale?  Oh  bear  him  out  oth'Aire. 
Stay  you  good  Gentlemen.  Look  you  pale  Miftris  ? 

Do  you  perceive  the  gaftneffe  of  her  eye? 
Nay,  if  you  ftare,  we  fhall  hear  more  anon. 
Behold  her  well :  I  pray  you  look  upon  her : 
Do  you  fe#,  Gentlemen  ?  Nay,  guiltinefle  will  fpeak 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  ule. 

tA^mil.  Alas,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
What  is  the  matter,  husband. 

Iago.  Cafio  hath  here  bin  fet  on  in  the  dark 

By  %odorigoy  and  Fellows  that  are  fcap'd  : 

He's  almoft  flain,and  Rodorigo  quite  dead, 

z/i'.mil.  Alas  good  Ucncleman  :  alas  good  Cafiio. 
Iago.  This  is  the  fruits  of  whoring..  Prithee  zs£miliay 

Go  know  of  Cajfto  where  he  fupt  to  night. 
What  do  you  fhakeat  that? 

Bian.  He  fnpt  at  my  houfe,  but  I  therefore  fhakenot. 
Iago.  O  did  he  fo  ?  I  charge  you  go  with  me. 
zA.mil.  Oh  fie  upon  thee,  Strumpet. 

Bian.  I  am  no  Strumpet,  but  of  life  as  honcft, 
As  you  that  thus  abufe  me. 

<iS£.mil.  As  I?  Fic  upon  thee. 
Iago.  Kind  Gentlemen: 

Let's  go  fee  poor  Cafio  dreft. 

Come  Miftris,  you  muft  cell's  another  Tale. 
lALmilia,  run  you  to  the  Cittadell, 

And  tell  my  Lord  and  Lady,  what  hath  hap'd: 
Will  you  go  on  afore  ?  This  is  the  night 
That  either  makes  me,  or  forcdoes  me  quite.  Sxennt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Othello^  and  Defdemona  in  her  bed. 

Oth.  It  is  the  Caufe,  it  is  the  Caufe  (my  foul) 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chafte  Starrs, 
It  is  the  Caufe.  Yet  Tie  not  fhed  herbloud, 
Nor  fear  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  then  Snow, 
And  fmooth  as  Monumental  Alablafter: 

Yet  fhe  muft  die,  elfe  fhe'll  betray  more  men  :  . 
Put  out  the  Light,  and  ;hen  put  out  the  Light: 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  Minifter, 

I  can  again  thy  former  light  reftore,  '  ! 
Should  I  repent  me.  But  once  put  out  thy  light, 

Thou  cunning'ft  Pattern  of  excelling  Nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heac 

That  can  thy  Light  re-Lume. 

When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  Rofe,  . 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again, 
It  needs  muft  wither.  I'le  fmell  the  on  the  tree  : 

Oh  Balmy  breath,  that  do'ftalmoft  peifwade 
Juftice  to  break  her  fword.  One  more,  one  more; 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee, 

And  love  thee  after.  One  more,  and  that's  the  laft. 
So  fweet,  was  ne'iefo  fatal.  I  muft  weep, 
But  they  are  cruel  tears :  this  forrows  heavenly, 
It  ftrikes,  where  it  doth  love.  She  wakes. 

Def  Who's  there  ?  Othello  ? 
Othe.  I,  Defdemona. 

Def.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  Lord  ? 

Othe,  Have  you  pray'd  to  night,  Defdemona  ? 
Def.  I,  my  Lord. 
Othe.  If  you  bethink  your  felf  of  any  Crime 

Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven,and  Grace, 
Solicit  for  itftraight. 

Def.  Alack,  my  Lord, 

What  may  you  mean  by  that  ? 
Othe.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief,  I  will  walk  by  ? 

I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  fpirit, 

No,  (Hen  vens fore-fend) I  would  notkill  thy  foul. 
Def.  Talk  you  of  killing  ? 

Othe.  I,  I  do.  • 
Def.  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  me. 

Z  z  z  2,  Othe} 
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Oihe.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart. 

Def.  If  you  fay  fo,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  rr.c. 
Oth.  Humh. 

Def.  And  yet  I  fear  you :  for  you're  fatal  then. 
When  your  eyes  rowl  fo. 
Why  1  iliould  fear  I  know  not, 

Since  gui'tineffe  I  know  not :  But  yet  I  feel  I  fear, 
Oth.  Think  on  thy  fins. 

Def.  They  are  love  I  bear  to  you. 

Oth.  I,  and  for  that  thou  dy'ft. 
'Def.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. 

Alas,  why  gnaw  you  fo  your  nether-lip? 
Some  bloudy  paffion  fhakes  your  very  frame: 
Thefe  are  portents :  but  yet  I  hope,  I  hope, 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

O  h.  Peace,  and  be  frill. 

Def.  I  will  fo :  What's  the  matter  ? 
Oth.  That  Handkerchief 

Which  I  fo  lov'd,and  gave  thee,  thou  gav'ft  CaJJlo. 
Def.  No  by  my  life,  and  foul :  fend  for  the  man, 

And  ."skhim. 

Oth.  Sweet  foul,  take  heed,  take  heed  of  Perjury, 
Tlv  art  on  thy  death-bed. 

Def.  I ,  but  not  yet  to  die. 
Oth.  Prefently. 

Therefore  confeffe  thee  fieely  of  thy  fin : 

For  to  deny  each  Article  with  Oath, 
Cannot  remove,  nor  choak  the  ftrong  Conception 
That  I  do  groan  withall.  Thou  art  to  die, 

Def.  Oh  heaven  have  mercy  on  me. 
Oth.  I  fay,  Amen. 
Def.  And  have  you  mercy  too,  I  never  did 

Offend  you  in  my  life :  never  lov'd  CaJJioy 
But  with  fuch  general  warranty  of  heaven, 
As  I  might  love.  I  never  gave  him  Token. 

Oth.  By  heaven  I  faw  my  Handkerchief  in's  hand. 
0  perjur'd  woman,  thou  do'lt  ftone  my  heart, 
And  makeft  me  call,what  I  intend  to  do 

A  Murther,  which  I  thought  a  Sacrifice. 
1  law  the  Handkerchief. 

Def.  He  found  it  then : 
I  never  gave  it  him :  Send  for  him  hither : 
Let  him  confeffe  a  truth. 

Oth.  He  hath  confeft : 

Def.  What,  my  Lord? 
Oth.  That  he  hath  us'd  thee. 
Def.  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 
OtL  I. 

,    Def.  Hp  will  not  fay  fo. 

Oth.  No :  his  mouth  is  ftopp'd : 
Hjneft  lago  hath  tar  e  order  for't. 

'Def.  Oh,  my  fear  interprets.  What  is  he  dead  ? 
Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  Revenge 

Had  ftomack  tor  rhem  all. 

Def.  Alas,  he  is  bervay'd,  and  I  undone. 
Oth.  Out  Sci  i-mpet :  weep'ft  thou  for  him  to  my  face? 
Def.  O  banifh  me,  my  Lord,  but  kill  me  not. 
Oth.  Down  Strumpet. 
Def.  Kill  me  to  morrow,  let  me  live  to  night. 
Oth.  Nay,  if  you  ftrive. 
Def  But  half  an  hour. 

Och.  Being  done,  there  is  no  paufe. 
Def  But  w  hile  I  fay  one  prayer. 
Oth.  It  is  too  late.  Smothers  her. 

tAmilia  at  the  door. 

zA.mll.  My  Lord,  my  Lord  ?  What  hoa  ? 

My  Lord ,  my  Lord. 
Oth.  What  noife  is  this?  not  dead ?  not  yet  quite  dead 

I  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  mercifull, 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain  ? So,  fo. 

tAmil.  within.  What  hoa  ?  my  Lord,  my  Lord  > 
Oth.  Who's  there? 
tA.mll.  Oh,  my  good  Lord  ,  I  would  fpeak  a  word with  you. 

Oth.  Yes:  'tis  tAmilia :  by  and  by.  She's  dead . 
'Tis  like  fhe  comes  to  fpeak  of  Cafiio's  death : 
The  noife  was  high.  Hah,  no  more  mooving  ? 
Still  as  the  Grave.  Shall  fhe  come  in  ?  wer't  cr0od  ? 

I  think  fhe  ftirs  again,  No,  what's  belt  to  do?° 
If  fhe  "come  in,  fhe*ll  fure  fpeak  to  my  wife : 
My  wife,  my  wife,  what  wife  ?  I  have  no  wife. 
Oh  infupportable !  O  heavy  hour  ] 
Me  thinks,  it  fhould  be  now  a  huge  Eclipfe 

Of  Sun  and  Moon  :  and  that  th'affrighted  Globe 
Did  yawn  at  Alteration. 

tAmil.  I  do  befeech  you 

That  I  may  fpeak  with  you.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 
Oth.  I  had  forgot  thee :  oh  come  in  tAmilia. 

Soft,  by  and  by,  let  me  the  Curtains  draw, 
Where  art  thou  ?  What's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? Enter  tAmilia. 

tA.mil.  Oh,  my  good  Lord ,  yonders  foule  Murthers done. 

Oth.  What  ?  now  ? 

tAmil.  But  now,  my  Lord, 

Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  Moon, 
She  comes  more  nearer  Earth  then  fhe. was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

tAmil.  Cajfioy  my  Lord,  hath  kilPd 
A  young  Venetian^  calf  d  Rodorigo. 

Oth.  Rodorigo  kill'd  ?  and  Caffio  kill'd  ? 

tAmil.  No,  Cafiio  is  not  kill'd. 
Oth.  Not  Cafiio  kill'd  ?  Then  Murthers  out  of  tune, 

And  fweet  Revenge  grows  harfh. 

Def.  O  falfely,  falfely  murder'd. tAmil.  Alas  J  what  cry  is  that? 
Oth.  That?  what? 

tAmil.  Out,  and  alas,  that  was  my  Ladies  voice, 

Help,  help  hoa,  help,  Oh  Lady  fpeak  again, 
Sweet  Defdemonay  oh  fweet  Miftris,  fpeak. 

Def.  A  guiltleffe  death  I  die. 
tAmil.  Oh  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

'Def  No  body  :  I  my  felf,  farewell : 
Commend  me  to  my  kind  Lord :  oh  farewell. 

Oth.  Why,  how  fhould  fhe  be  murd'red  ? tAmil.  Alas:  who  knows? 

Oth.  You  hear  her  fay  her  felf,  it  was  not  I. 
tAmil.  She  faid  fo :  I  muft  needs  report  the  truth. 

Oth.  She's  like  a  Lyar  gone  to  burning  hell, 
'Twas  I  that  kill'd  her. 

tAmil.  Oh  the  more  Angel  fhe,  and  you  the  blacker 
Devil. 

Oth.  She  turn'd  to  folly :  and  fhe  was  a  whore. 
tAmil.  Thou  do'ft  bely  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 
Oth.  She  was  falfe  as  Water. 

tAmil.  Thou  art  rafh  as  fire,  to  fay 
That  fhe  was  falfe.  Oh  fhe  was  heavenly  true. 

Oth.  Cafiio  did  top  her :  ask  thy  husband  elfe. 

O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell : 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  juft  grounds 

To  this  extremity.  Thy  husband  Knew  it  all. 

tAmil, 



the  zSMoor  of  Vertices 

*Amil.  My  husband  ? 
Otb.  Thy  husband. 
tAmil.  That  Hie  was  falfe  to  Wedlock  ; 

Oth.  I,  with  CaJJio  :  had  fhe  bin  true, 
If  heaven  would  maJte  me  fuch  another  world, 

Of  one  encire  and  perfect  Chrysolite, 

Il'd  not  have  fold  her  for  it. 
i     Amil.  My  husband  ? 

j     Oth.  I,  'twas  he  that  told  me  on  her  firft, 
j  An  honeft  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  flime 
j  That  (ticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

tAmil.  My  husband  ? 
Oth.  What  needs  this  iterance ,  woman  ? 

I  fay  thy  husband. 
lA.mil.  Oh  Miftris, 

Villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love: 

My  husband  fay  fhe  was  falfe  ? 
Ot he .  He,  woman ; 

I  fay  thy  husband :  do'ft  underftand  the  word? 
My  friend,  thy  husband  ;  honeft,  honeft  I  ago. 

tAmil  Xi  he  fay  fo,  may  his  pernicious  foul 

Rot  half  a  grain  a  day  :  he  liesto'dVheart, 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  moft  filthy  Bargain. 

Oth.  Hah? 

tAmil.  Do  thy  world  : 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Then  thou  waft  worthy  her. 

Oth.  Peace,  you  were  beft. 
tAmil.Thou  haft  not  halfe  that  power  to  do  me  harme 

As  1  have  to  be  hurt.  Oh  gull,  oh  dolt, 
As  ignorant  as  durt  :  thou  haft  done  a  deed 
(  I  care  not  for  thy  fword  )  Tie  make  thee  known, 
Though  I  loft  twenty  lives,  Help,  help,  hoa,  help  : 

The  Moor  hath  kill' d  my  Miftris.  Murther,  murther. 

Enter  Montanoy  Gratianoy  and  Iago. 

Man.  What  is  the  matter  ?  How  now  General  ? 

tAmil.  Oh,  are  you  come,  Iago :  you  have  done  well, 
That  men  muft  lay  their  Murthers  on  your  neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  > 

tAmil.  Difprove  this  Villain,  if  thou  be'ft  a  man, 
He  fayes,  thou  told' ft  him  that  his  wife  was  falfe : 
I  know  thou  did'ft  not :  thour't  not  fuch  a  Villain. 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

Iago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought, 
And  told  no  more 

Then  what  he  found  bimfelf  was  apt,  and  true. 

•iA.mil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him, 
She  was  falfe  ? 

Iago.  I  did. 
tAmil.  You  told  a  Lie,  an  odious  damned  Lie : 

Upon  my  foul,  a  Lye ;  a  wicked  Lie. 
She  falfe  with  CaJJio  ? 

Did  you  fay  with  CaJJio  > 
Iago.  With  Cajfie,  Miftris, 

Go  to,  charme  your  tongue. 
tAmil.  I  will  not  charme  my  tongue ; 

I  am  bound  to  fpeak, 
My  Miftris  here  lies  murthercd  in  her  bed. 

All.  Oh  heavens,  forefend. 
tAmil.  And  your  reports  have  fet  the  Murther  on. 
Oth.  Nay  ftare  not  Mafters, 

It  is  true  indeed. 

Gra,  'Tis  a  ftrange  Truth. 
Mont.  O  monftrous  A&.- 
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tAmil.  Villany,  villany,  villany  : 

I  think  upon't,  I  think  :  Ifmel't:  O  Villany; 
T  thought  fo  then  :  Tie  kill  my  felf  for  grief, 
0  villany  1  villany  ? 

Iago.  What,  are  you  mad  > 
1  charge  you  get  you  home, 

tA  mil.  Good  Gentlemen,let  me  have  leave  to  fpeak : 

'Tis  proper  I  obey  him ;  but  not  now: 
Perchance  Iago,  I  will  ne're  go  home. Oth.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

tAmil.  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar : 
For  thou  haft  ki  I'd  the  fweeteft  innocent, That  e're  did  lift  up  eye. 

Oth.  Oh  ftie  was  foul  | 

I  fcarce  did  know  you  Uncle,  there  lies  your  Niece, 

Whofe  breath  (indeed)  thefe  hands  have  newly  ftopp'd : I  know  this  ad  fhews  horrible  and  grim. 
Gra.  Poor  Defdemona  : 

I  am  glad  thy  father's  dead, 
Thy  Match  was  mortal  to  him;  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thred  in  twain.  Did  he  live  now, 
This  fight  would  make  him  do  a  defperate  turn: 
Yea,  curfe  his  better  Angel  from  his  fide, 
And  fall  to  Rcprobance. 

Oth.  'Tis  pittifull ;  but  yet  Iago  knows, That  fhe  with  CaJJio  hath  the  a6t  of  frame 
A  thoufand  times  committed.C^o  confeft  it, 
And  fhe  did  gratifie  his  amorous  works 
With  that  Recognizance  and  pledg  of  Love 
Which  I  firft  gave  her :  I  faw  it  in  his  hand : 
It  was  a  Handkerchief,  an  Antick  Token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

*Amil.  Oh  heaven!  oh  heavenly  Powers' 
Iago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

tAmil.  'Twill  out.  'Twill  out,  I  peace ; 
No,  I  wMl  fpeak  as  liberal  as  the  North, 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
All,  all,  cry  fhame  againft  me,  yet  Tie  fpeak. 

Iago.  Be  wife  and  get  you  home. 
tAmil.  I  will  not. 

Gra.  Fie,  your  fword  upon  a  woman. 
tAmil.  Oh  thou  dull  Moor, 

That  Handkerchief  thou  fpeak'ft  of 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband, 
For  often,  with  a  folclmne  earneftnefle, 

(  More  then  indeed  belong'd  to  fuch  a  Triflle  ) 
He  begg'd  of  me,  to  fteaft. 

Iago.  Villanous  Whore. 
tAmil.  She  give  it  CaJJio  ?  alas  I  found  it, 

And  1  did  'iv't  my  husband. 
Iago.  Filth  thou  lieft. 

tAmil.  By  heaven  I  do  not,  I  do  not  Gentlemen : 

Oh  murd'rous  Coxcomb,  what  fhould  fuch  a  fool 
Do  with  fo  good  a  wife  ? 

Oth.  Are  there  no  ftones  in  heaven , 
But  what  ferves  for  the  Thunder  ? 
Precious  Villain. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls : 

Sure  he  hath  kill'd  his  Wife. 
tAmil.  I,  I;  oh  lay  me  by  my  Miftris  fide, 

j     Gra.  He's  gone,  bnt  his  wife's  kill'd. 
I     Mont.  'Tis  a  notorious  Villain:  take  you  this  weapon 

J  Which  I  have  recover'd  from  the  Moor : 1  Come  guard  the  door  without,  let  him  not  pafle, 

But  kill  him  rather:  I'le  after  that  fame  villain, 
'  For  'tis  a  damned  Slave.  Sxit. 

Z  z  z  Z  Otb- 
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Oth.  1  am  not  valiant  nek  her  : 

B  it  every  Puny  whipfter  gets  iny  fword. 
Hoc  why  lliould  honour  out-live  hontfty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

zA'mil.  What  did  thy  Song  bond,  Lady  ? 
Hatk  canll  thou  hear  me  ?  I  will  play  the  Swan, 
And  die  in  Mufick  I  fvillow  pillow,  willow. 

Moor,  ("he  waschafte  :  (lie  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor  : So  come  my  foul  to  blilfe,  as  I  fpeak  true  : 
So  (peaking  as  I  think,  alas,  I  die. 

Oth.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  Chamber, 

ft  was  a  fword  of  Spain,  the  Ice  brooks  temper : 
Oh  here  it  is :  Uncle  I  muft  come  forth. 

Gra.  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  coft  thee  dear ; 
Thou  haft  no  weapon,  and  perforce  muft  fufTer. 

Oth.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  fpeak  with  me, 
Or  inked  as  I  am  I  will  aflault  thee. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  > 

Oth.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon : 
A  Dettei  never  did  itfelffuftain 

Upon  a  Souldieis  Thigh.  I  have  feen  the  day, 
That  with  this  little  A  i  me,  and  this  good  fwurd, 

I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Then  twentv  times  you  ftop.  But  (  oh  vainboaft) 

Who  can  con  toll  hisfate?  'tis  not  fo  now. 

Be  not  affraid ,  though  you  do  fee  me  weapon'd  : 
Here  is  my  journeys  end,  here  is  my  But, 
And  very  Sea-mark  of  my  utmoft  Sail. 

Do  you  go  back  drfmaid  ?  'Tis  a  loft  fear , 
Man  but  a  Rufh  againft  Othello's  breft, 
And  he  retires.  Where  fliould  Othello  go  ? 

Now :  how  do'ft  thou  look  now  ?  oh  ill-Starr'd  wench, 
Pale  as  thy  Smock :  when  we  fhall  meet  at  compt, 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurle  my  foul  from  Heaven, 
And  fiends  will  fnatch  at  it.  Cold,  cold,  my  G'rle  ? 
Even  like  thy  Chaftity.  O  cuifed,  curfed.  Slave ! 
Whip  me,  ye  Devils, 

prom  the  polfefllon  of  this  heavenly  fight : 
Blow  me  about  in  winds,  and  roaft  me  in  Sulphure, 
Wafh  me  in  fteep-down  gulfs  of  Liquid  Fire. 
Oh  Defdemona\  dead  Defdemona  :  dead,  dead.  Oh, oh! 

Enter  Lodovico,  CaJJio,  Montano,  and  Iago 
with  Officers. 

Lod.  Where  is  this  rafh,  and  moft  unfortunate  man  ? 

Oth.  That's  he  that  wasOj  hello  :  here  I  am. 
Lod.  Where  is  that  Viper  ? 

Bring  the  Villain  forth. 

Oth.  I  look  doyvn  towards  his  feet ;  but  that's  a  fable, 
If  that  thou  beeft  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

Lod.  Wrench  his  fwotd  from  him. 

Iago.  I  bleed, fir,  but  not  kill'd. 
Or h.  I  am  not  fori  y  neither,  Fid  have  thee  live  r 

For  in  my  fenfe,  'tis  happincfTe  to  die. 
Lod.  Oh  thou,  Othello,  tjiat  was  once  fo  good, 

Fain  in  the  praclife  of  a  curfed  Slave, 
What  fhall  be  fa  id  to  thee. 

Oth.  Why  any  thing : 
An  honorable  Murderer,  if  you  will : 

For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  •  ut  oil  in  Honor. 
Lod.  This  wretch  hath  part  confeft  his  Villany : 

Did  you  and  he  confene  in  Casio's  death. Oth.  I. 

Caf.  Dear  Genera),  I  nevr  gave  you  caufc, 

Oth.  I  do  "believe  it, and  I  ask  your  paidon: 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demy-Devil, 

/  Why  he  hath  thus  enlnar'd  my  foul  an  J  body. 
lag.  Demand  me  nothing:  what  you  know,you  know: 

Fiom  this  time  forth,  I  never  will  fpeak  word. 
Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 
Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oth.  Well,  thou  do'ft  beft. Lod.  Sir, 

You  fhall  underftand  what  hath  befaln, 

(  Which  as  I  think,  you  know  not )  here  is  a  Letter 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  flain  Roderigo, 
And  here  another,  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  CaJJio,  to  be  undertook 

By  Roderigo. Oth.  O  Villain  ! 

CaJJio.  moft  heathen ift>,  and  moft  grofTe. 

Lod.  Now,  here's  another  difcontented  paper 
Found  in  his  pocket  too  :  and  this  it  feems 

Roderigo  meant  t'have  lent  this  damned  villain : 
But  that  (belike)  Iago  in  the  intetim 

Came  in,  and  fatisn'd  him. 
Oth.  Oh  thou  pernicious  Caitiflfe; 

How  came  you  (  Cajfio  )  by  that  Handkerchief 
That  was  my  wives  ? 

CaJ,  I  found  it  in  my  Chamber  : 
And  he  himfelf  confeft  it  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropt  it  for  a  fpecial  purpofe, 

Which  wrought  to  his  defirc. 
Oth.  OfooJ, fool,  fool! 

Caf.  There  is  befides,  in  Roderigo" s  Letter, 
How  he  upbraids  Iago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  Watch :  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  caft  :  and  even  but  now  he  fpake 

(  After  long  feeming  dead  )  Iago  hurt  him, 

Iago  let  him  on. 
Lod.  You  muft  for  fake  this  room,  and  go  with  us: 

Your  power,  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  CaJJio  rules  in  Cyprus.  For  this  Slave, 
If  there  oe  any  cunning  Cruelty, 

That  can  tormfnt  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  fhall  be  his.  You  fhall  clofe  Prifoner  reft, 

Till  that  the  Nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  VcnetianSiztQ.  Come,  bring  away. 

Oth  Soft  you ;  a  word  or  two  before  you  go  r 

I  huvc  done  the  State  fome  fei  vice,  and  they  know't :  \ 
No  more  of  that.  I  pray  you  in  your  Letters, 
When  you  fhall  thefe  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Spck  of  me,  as  I  am.  Nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  fet  down  ought  in  malice. 

Thenjnuft  you  ipeak,  J 

Of  one  that  lov'd  not  wifely,  but  too  well : 
Of  one,  not  eafily  Jealous,  but  being  wroughr, 
Perplexed  in  the  excream  :  Of  one,  whofe  hand 
(Like  the  hak  Indian)  threw  a  Pearle  away 

Richer  then  ail  his  Tribe  :  Of  one,  whofe  fubdu'd  Eyes,  j 
Albeit  unufed  to  the  melting  mood, 

Drop  tears  as  faft  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  Medicinable  gumme.  Set  you  down  this : 

And  fay  befides,  tha  t  in  Aleppo  once, 

Where  a  malignant,  and  a  Turbond-Turk 

Beat  a  Venetian,zv\A  tradue'd  the  State, 
I  took  by  th'throat  the  circumcifed  Dog, 
And  fmote  him,  thus. 

Lod.  Oh  bloudy  period. 

Gra.  All  that  is  fpoke  ismarr'd. 
Oth.  I  kift  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee :  No  way  but  tbis, 

Killing  my  felf,  to  die  upon  a  kifs.  Dies.  \ 

Cajfio\ 



the  <t5\door  of  Venice, 
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Caf.  This  did  I  fear,  but  chough:  he  had  no  weapon : 
For  he  was  great  of  heart:. 

Lod.  Oh  Sparcan  Do£  : 

More  fell  then  Anguiftr,  Hunger,  or  the  S:a  : 
Look  on  the  Tra"ick  Loading  of  this  bed : 
This  is  thy  work  : 

The  Object  poyfons  fight, 

Let  it  be  hid.  Gratlano,  keep  the  houfe, 
And  feizeupon  the  Fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  fixceedon  you.  To  you, Lord  Governor, 
Remains  the  Cenfurc  of  this  hellilTi  villain  : 

The  time,  the  place,  the  torture,  oh  infofc.fl  ic. 
My  felf  will  ftraight  aboard,  and  to  the  State, 

This  heavy  Act,  with  heavy  heart  relate  'Exeunt. 

THE 

ACTORS 

A   <£M  E  S.  . 

OThello,  the  Moo
r. 

Brabantio,  father  to  Defdemona. 

Callio,  An  honorable  Lieutenant, 

Iago,  A  V tllaln. 

Rodovigo,  A  gull 'd  Gentleman. 
Duke  of  V entce. 
Senators. 

Montano,  Governor  of  Cyprus. 

Gentlemen  of  Cyprus. 

Lodovico,  and  Graiiano,  two  Noble  Venetians. 
Saylors. 
Clown. 

Defdemona,  wife  to  Othello. 
IEmiluyJp!fe  to  fago. 
Bianca,  A  Curtez,a». 

FINIS. 



SIS 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF 

Anthony  andC leop atra. 

(trfffus  Trimm.  Scena  Trzma* 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Thilo. 

Tkih. 

Ay,  but  this  dotage  of  our  General 
Ore-flows  the  meafure:  thofe  his  goodly  eyes 

That  o're  the  Files  and  Mufters  of  the  War, 

Haveglow'd  like  plated  Marsy 
Now  bend,  now  turn 
The  Office  and  Devotion  of  their  view 

Upon  a  Tawny  Front.  His  Captains  heart, 
Which  in  the  fcuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burft 
The  Buckles  on  his  breft  reneages  all  temper, 
And  is  become  the  Bellows  and  the  Fan 

To  eobl  a  Gypfies  Luft. 
Enter  Anthony,  and  Cleopatra,  her  Ladies ; 

the  Train,  with  Eunuchs  fan- 
ning her. 

Look  where  they  come  : 
Take  buc  good  note,  and  you  fhallfce  him 

The  tvipple  Pillar  of  the  world  transformed 
Into  a  Strumpets  Fool.  Behold  and  fee. 

Cleo.  If  it  be  Love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much  > 

Ant.  There's  beggery  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckoned. 
Cleo.  Fie  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 
Ant,  Then  muft  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven , 

new  earth. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  News  (my  good  Lord)  from  Rome. 
Ant.  Rate  me,  the  fumme. 

Cleo.  Nay  hear  them  Anthony. 
Ftilvia  perchance  is  angry :  or  who  knows, 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Cafar  have  not  fent 

His  powerfull  Mandate  to  you.  Do  this,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  Kingdome,  and  infranchife  that : 

Pcrform't,  or  elfe  we  damne  thee. 
Ant,  How,  my  Love  ? 
Cleo.  Perchance?  Nay,  and  moft  like  ; 

You  muft  not  ftay  here  longer,  your  difmiflion 
Iscomefrom  Cafar,  therefore  hear  it  Anthony. 

Where's  Ftilvia' s  Proceffe  ?  (Cafars  I  would  fay)  both  ? 
Call  in  the  Meffengers :  as  I  am  Egypt s  Queen, 
Thou  bhfheft  Anthony,  and  that  bloud  of  thine 
Is  Ctfars  homager :  elfe  fo  thy  cheeks  payes  fhame, 

When  fhvill-tongu'd  Fulvia  (colds.  The  Meffengers. 
Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  mch,  and  the  wide  Arch 

Of  the  raign'd  Empire  fall:  Here  is  my  fpace, 
Kingdomes  are  clay :  Our  dungy  earth  alike 

Feeds  beaft  as  Man  ;  the  Nobleneffe  of  life 

Is  to  do  thus:  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair, 

And  fuch  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  punifhment,  the  world  to  weet 
Weftand  up  Peerlefle. 

Cleo%  Excellent  falfhood : 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  ? 
Fie  feem  the  fool  I  am  not.  Anthony  will  be  himfclf, 

Ant .  But  ftirr'd  by  Cleopatra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  love,  and  her  foft  hours, 

Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  Conference  harfti; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  fhould  ftretch 
Without  fome  pleafure  now.  What  fport  to  night  ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  Ambafladors. 

Ant.  Fie  wrangling  Queen : 

Whom  every  thing  becomes, to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep  :  whofe  every  palfion  fully  ftrives 

To  make  it  felf(in  Thee)  fair,and  admir'd. 
No  MetTenger  but  thine,and  all  alone,  tonight 

We'll  wander  through  the  ftreets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.  Come  my  Qneen, 

Laft  night  you  did  defire  it.  Speak  not  to  us. 
Exeunt  with  the  Train. 

Dem.  h&efar  with  Anthonim  priz'd  fo  flight? 
Philo.  Sir,  fometimes  when  he  is  not  Anthony, 

He  comes  too  fhort  of  that  great  Property 
Which  ftill  fhould  go  with  Anthony. 

Dem.  I  am  full  forry  ,  that  he  approves  the  common 
Lyar,  who  thus  fpeaks  of  him  at  Rome  :  but  I  will  hope 
of  better  deeds  to  morrow.  Reft  you  happy.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Enobarbus,  Lamprius  ,  a  Southfayer  ,  Rannius, 
Liueillim,  Char  mi  an,  Iras,  Mardian 

the  Eunuch,  and  Alex  at, 

xas. 
Char.  L.  A  lex  as,  fweet  Alexm,  moft  any  thing  Ale- 

'4,  almoft  moft  abiblute  tyflexas,  where'sthe  South- 

fayer  that  you  prais'd  to  th'Queen?  Oh  that  I  knew 
this  Husband,  which  you  fay,  muft  change  his  horns  with Garlands. 

Alex.  Soothfayer. 
Sooth,  Your  will  ? 

Char.  Is  this  the  Man?  Is't  you,  fir,that  know  things? 
Sooth.  In  Natures  infinite  book  of  Secrecy,  a  little  I can  read. 

Jllex.  Shew  him  your  hand. 

Enob.  Bring  in  the  Banquet  quickly :  Wine  enough, 

Cleo) 
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Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 
Char.  Good  fir,  give  me  good  Fortune. 
Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forcfee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  forefce  me  one. 
Sooth.  You  (hall  be  yet  far  fairer  then  you  are. 
Char.  He  means  in  flefti. 

Iras.  No,  you  /hall  paint  when  you  are  old. 
Char.  Wrinkles  forbid. 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  patience,  be  attentive. 
Char.  Hufli. 

Sooth.  You  (hall  be  more  beloving,  then  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  Liver  with  drinking. 
Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 
Char.  Good  now  fome  excellent  Fortune.  Let  me 

be  married  to  three  Kings  in  a  forenoon ,  and  Widow 

them  all :  Let  me  have  a  Child  at  fifty  ,  to  whom  Herod 

of  Jewry  may  do  Homage.  Finde  me  to  marry  mc  with 

Ottavius  Cafar,  and  companion  me  with  my  Miftris. 
Sooth.  You  (hall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  you  ferve. 

Char.  Oh  excellent,  I  love  long  life  better  then  Figs. 

Sooth.  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  for- 
tune, then  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then  belike  my  Children  (hall  have  no  names: 

Prithee  how  many  Boyes  and  Wenches  mull  I  have. 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  withes  had  a  womb ,  and  fore- 
tell every  wi(h,a  Million. 
Char.  Out  Fool,  I  forgive  thee  for  a  Witch. 
Alex.  You  think  none  but  your  (heets  are  privy  to 

your  wifhes. 
Char.  Nay  come,  tell  Irat  hers. 
Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  Fortunes. 
Snob.  Mine,  and  molt  of  our  Fortunes  to  night ,  (hall 

be  drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  Pa!m  prefages  Chaftity ,if  nothing  elfe. 
Char.  E'ne  as  the  o're-flowing  Nyltts  prefageth  Fa- mine. 

Iras.  Go  you  wild  Bedfellow,  you  cannot  Soothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oyly  Palme  be  not  a  fruitfull  Prog- 
noftication  ,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  ear.  Prithee  tell  her 
but  a  workyday  Fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  Fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how,  give  me  particulars. 
Sooth.  I  have  faid. 
Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  Fortune  better  then  (he  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  Fortune  better 
then  I :  where  would  you  choofe  it. 

hat.  Not  in  my  husbands  Nofe. 
Char.  Our  worfer  thoughts  heavens  mend. 
Alex  as.  Come,  his  Fortune,  his  Fortune.  Oh  let  him 

marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,fweet//?j,  I  befecch  thee, 
and  let  her  dietoo ,  and  give  him  a  worfe ,  and  let  worfe 
follow  worfe  ,  till  the  worft  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to 
his  grave,  fifty-told  a  Cuckold.  Good  Ifis,  hear  me  this 
Prayer  ,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight: 
good  IJis,  I  befeech  thee. 

Char.  Amen,  dear  Goddeffe,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people.  For,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  handfome 

man  loofe-wiv'd ,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  forrow ,  to  behold  a 
foul  Knave  uncuckold'd  :  therefore,  dezrljis,  keep</?f*- 
runs,  and  Fortune  him  accordingly. 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Loe  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 
Cuckold  ,  they  would  make  themfelves  Whores  ,  but 

they'ld  do't. 
Enter  Cleopatra. 

Eno.  Hu(h,  Here  cm  es  Anthony, 

Char.  Not  he,  the  Q;ieen. 
Cleo.  Saw  you  my  Lord  } Eno.  No  Lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here? 
Char.  No  Madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  difpos'd  to  mirthi  but  on  the  fudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  ftruck  him. Enobarbus  ? 

Enob.  Madam. 

C/f.Seek  him, and  bring  him  hither :  wherc's  Alexas  ? Alex.  Here  at  your  fervice. 
Vfy  Lord  approaches. 

Enter  Anthony  -with  a  CMefenger. 
Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him : 

Go  with  us.  Exeunt. 

^  CMef  Fulvia  thy  Wife, Firft  came  into  the  Field. 

Ant.  Againft  my  Brother  Lucius. 
Mef.  I,  but  foon  that  War  had  end, 

And  the  times  ftate 

Made  friends  of  them,  joynting  their  force  'gainft  Cafar. 
Whofe  better  iflue  in  the  war  of  Italy, 
Upon  the  firft  encounter  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worft. 

Mef.  The  nature  of  bad  new8  infects  the  Teller. 
Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  Fool  or  Coward  :  On. 

Things  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me.  'Tis  thus, Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  Tale  lye  death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 
Mef  Labienns  ( this  isftifFe-news  ) 

Hath  with  his  Parthian  Force 

Extended  Afia :  from  Euphrates  his  conquering 
Banner  (hook,  from  Syria  to  Lydia9 
And  to  Ionia,  whilft  

Ant.  Anthony  thou  would'ft  fay. 
Mef.  Oh  my  Lord. 

tAnt.  Speak  to  me  home, 
Mince  not  the  general  tongue,  name 

Cleopatra  as  (he  is  calPd  in  Rome : 

Rail  thou  in  Fulvia* s  phrafe,  and  taunt  thy  faults 
With  fuch  full  Licenfe,  as  both  Truth  and  Malice 

Have  power  to  utter.  Oh  then  we  bring  forth  weeds, 
When  our  quick  winds  lye  ftill,  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  ear-ring :  fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mef.  At  your  Noble  pleafure.        Exit  Mtf'*£i>: Enter  another  Mefenger. 

lAnt.  From  Scicion  how  the  news  ?  fpeak  there. 
1  Mef,  The  man  from  Scicion, 

Is  there  fuch  an  one  ? 

2  Mef.  He  ftayes  upon  your  will. 
Ant .  Let  him  appear : 

Thefe  ftrong  Egyptian  Fetters  I  muft  break, 
Orloofe  my  fclfin  dotage. 

Enter  another  Mef  enger  with  a  Letter. 

What  are  you  > 

3  Mef  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 
Ant.  Where  died  (he. 

Mef.  In  Scicion,  her  length  of  fickneffe, 
With  what  elfe  more  ferious,  • 
Importe  to  thee  to  know,  this  bears, 

Ant.  Forbear  me 

There's  a  great  fpirit  gone,  thus  did  I  defire  it  • 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurlefrorn  tis, 

Wc 
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We  witli  ic  ours  a^am.  the  p relent  pleafure,. 
By  revolution  lowring,  db^s  become 

The  oppofite  of  it  fclf :  ihe's  good  being  gon, 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  lhov'd  heron. 
I  mull  from  this  Q^jcen  break  off, 
Ten  thoiifand  harmes,  more  then  the  ills  I  know 
My  idknclLvdoth  hatch. 

Enter  Snob ,\rb us. 

How  now  Enob.'rbns. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleafure,  fir  ? 
Ant.  I  mult  with  haft  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why  then  we  kill  all  our  Women.  We  fee  how 

mortall  an  imkindncfle  is  to  them  ,  if  they  fufFer  our  de- 

parture, death's  the  word. 
Anth.  I  muft  be  gone, 
Eno.  Under  a  compelling  an  occafion,  let  women  die. 

It  were  piety  tocaftthem  away  for  nothing,  though  be- 
tween them  and  a  great  caufe  ,  they  ihould  be  efteemed 

nothing.  Cleopatra  catching  but  the  lean1  noife  of  this, 
dies  inftantly:  I  have  feen  her,  die  twenty  times  upon 
far  poorer  moment :  I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death , 
which  commits  fome  loving  act  upon  her  ,  {he  hathfuch 
a  celerity  in  dying, 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  pad  mans  thought. 
Eno.  Alack,  fir,  no,  her  paiTions  are  made  of  nothing 

but  the. /inert  part  of  pure  love.  We  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters,  fighes  and  tears :  they  are  greater  ftormes 

and  Tempefts  then- Almanacks  can  report.  This  cannot 
be  cunning  in  her ;  ific  be,  ihe  makes  a  rtiowre  of  Rain 
as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her. 

Eno.  Oh  fir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderfull 
piece  of  work ,  which  not  to  have  bin  bleft  withall , 
would  have  difcrcdited  your  Travel. 

Ant.  Falvia  is  dead. 
Eno.  Sir. 
Ant.  Fulvla  is  dead. 

Eno,  Falvia? 
Ant.  Dead. 

Eno,  Why  fir,  give  the  gods  a  thankfull  Sacrifice: 
when  it  plcafeth  their  Deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
from  him,  it  fhews  to  man  the  Tailo  s  of  the  earth :  com- 

Till  his  deierts  are  part,  begin  to  throw 

l-'ompey  the  great,  and  ali  his  dignities 
Upon  his  Son,  who  high  in  Name  and  Power, 
Higher  then  both  in  bloud  and  life,  ftandsup 
For  the  main  Souldier.  Whofe  quality  goin^  on, 
The  fides  oth'world  may  danger.  Much  is  breeding, Which  like  the  Courfers  hare,  fcath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  Serpents  poifon.  Say  our  pleafure, 
To  fuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Eno.  Ifhalldo'r.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmiav,  Alexas,  and  bat. 

forting  therein,  that  when  old  Robes  are  worn  out, 
there  are  memoe  s  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more 
Women  but  Fulvla ,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the 

cafe  to  be  lamented  :  this  grief  is  crown'd  with  Confo- 
lation ,  your  old  Smock  brings  forth  a  new  Petticoat, 
and  indeed  the  tears  live  in  an  Onion,  that  ihould  water 
this  forrovv. 

zAnt.  The  bufinefle  fhe  hath  broached  in  the  State, 
Cannot  endure  my  abfencc. 

Eno.  And  the  bufinefle  you  have  broach'd  here  can- 

not be  without  you ,  efpecially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which 
wholly  depends  on  your  aboad. 

Ant.  No  more  like  Anfwers: 
Let  our  Office  is 

Have  notice  what  we  propofc.  Ilhall  break 
The  caufe  of  our  Expedience  to  the  Queen, 

And  get  her  love  to  part.  For  not  alone 

The  death  of  Fulvla,w';th  more  urgent  touches 
Do  (trongly  fpeak  to  us :  cut  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome, 

Petition  us  a;  home.  Sextus  Fompe  'ius 
Hath  given  thee  dare  to  C<tfar,and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.  Our  flippery  people 

Whofe  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  defcrver, 

Cleo.  Where  is  he  ? 
Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince. 
Cleo.  See  where  he  is, 

Who  s  with  him,  what  he  do's : 
I  did  not  fend  you.  If  you  find  him  fad, 
Say  I  am  dancing :  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  fudden  fick.  Quickly,  and  return. 

Char.  Madam,  me  thinks  if  you  did  love  him  dearly 
You  do  not  hold  the  method,  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  (hould  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Ch.  In  each  thing  g  ve  him  way'crofle  him  in  noth  ing Cleo.  Thou  teachert  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 
Char.  Tempt  him  not  fo  too  far.  I  wilh  forbear, 

In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. Enter  Anthony. 

But  here  comes  Anthony. 
Cleo.  I  am  fick,  and  fullen. 

Anth.  I  am  forry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpofe. 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Char  ml  an,  I  fhall  fall, 

ft  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  Nature Will  not  fuftain  it. 

Ant.  Now,  my  deareft  Queen. 
Cleo.  Pray  you  ftand  farther  from  me, 
Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know  by  that  fame  eye  there's  fome  good  news What  faies  the  married  woman  you  may  go  t 
Would  (he  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come, 
Let  her  not  fay  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you :  Hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  gods  beft  know. 
Cleo.  Oh  never  was  there  Queen 

So  mightily  betrayed  :  yet  at  the  firft 
I  law  the  treafons  planted. 

Ant.  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Why  {hould  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true 

(Though  you  fwearing  {hake  the  Throned  gods) 
Who  have  bin  falfe  to  Fulvla  > 
Riotous  madnefle, 

To  be  entangled  with  thofe  mouth-made  vows,- 
Which  break  themfelves  in  fwearing. 

Ant.  M  ft  fweet  Queen. 

Cleo.  Nay  pray  you  feek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go : 
When  you  fued  rtaying, 

Then  was  the  time  for  words 

Eternity  was  in  our  Lips,  and  Eyes. 
Blifle  in  our  brows  bent :  none  our  parts  fo  poor, 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven.  They  are  fo  ftill, 
Or  thou  the  greateft  Souldier  of  the  world, 

Art  ttirn'd  the  greater  Lyar. 
Ant.  How  now,  Lady  ? 

Cleo 

No  going  then, 
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Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  inches,  thou  ihoiild'ft  know There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 
Ant.  Hear  nie  Q^ieen  : 

The  ftroiig  needn't  y  of  time,  commands Our  Services  a  while  :  but  n.y  full  heave 

Remains  m  ufe  with  you.  Our  Italy, 

Shines  o'k  with  civil!  Swords  ;  Sextus  Tompeitu 

\  Makes  his  approaches  to  the  Port  of  Rome, 

\  Equality  of  two  Domeftick  powers, 

'  Breed  fcrupulous  fadYion  :  the  hated  grown  to  ftrength 

A' c  newly  grown  to  Love  :  the  condemn'd  Pompey, Rich  in  his  Fathers  honour, creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  fuch, as  have  not  thrived 

Upon  the  prefent  Hate,  whole  numbers  threaten, 

And  quietneife  grown  hck  of  reft,  would  purge 

By  any  defperate  change:  My  more  particular, 
And  that  which  moft  wah  you  ihould  fafe  my  going 

Is  Fnlvias  death.  '  > 

Cleo.7hov.fh  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom 
z  does  from  childiihnefle.  Can  Fttlvia  die  ? 

Ant.  She's  dead, my  Queen, 
Look  here, and  at  thy  Soveiaign  leifure  read 

The  Carboy  Is  (he  awak'd :  at  the  If  ft,  belt, 
See  when,  and  where  (lie  died. 

Cleo.  O  moft  falfe  love  ' 

Where  be  the  facred  Viols  thou  fhould'ft  fill 
Wich  forrowfull  water  ?  now  I  fee,  I  fee, 

In  Fttlvia' s  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  (hall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purpofes  I  bear :  which  are,  or  ceafe, 

As  you  (hall  give  th'advice.  By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus  (lime,  I  go  from  hence 

Thy  Souldier,  Servant,  making  Peace  or  War, 
As  thou  affecYft. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  Lace,  Charmain  come, 

But  let  it  be,  I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well, 
So  Anthony  loves. 

Ant.  My  precious  Queen  forbear, 
And  sive  trus  evidence  to  his  Love,  which  ftands 
An  honorable  Triall. 

Cleo.  So  Fttlvia  told  me. 

I  prithee  turn  afide,  and  weep  for  her, 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  fay  the  tears 

Belong  to  Sgypt.  Good  now,  play  one  Scene 
Of  exellent  diffembling,and  let  it  look 

Like  perfect  honour. 

\   Ant.  You'll  heat  ray  bloud  no  more  ? 
Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet :  but  this  is  meetly. 
Ant .  Now  by  my  Sword. 

,     Cleo.  And  Target.  Still  he  mends, 

j  But  this  is  not  the  heft.  Look  prithee  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 

The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 
Ant.  Tie  leave  you  Lady. 
Cleo.  Courteous  Lord,  one  word  : 

Sir, you  and  I  mutt  part,  but  that's  not  it: 

Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd,  but  there's  not  it : 
That  you  know  well,  fomething.it  is  I  would : 

Oh,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Anthony. 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  Royalty 
Holds  idleneffe  your  fubjeft,  I  ihould  take  you 
For  Idleneffe  it  felf. 

Cleo.  'Tis  fweating  labour, 
To  bear  fuch  idleneffe  fo  near  the  heart 

As  Cleopatra  this.  But,  Sir,  forgive  me, 

Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 

Eye  well  to  you.  Your  honour  calls  you  hence. 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitticd  Folly, 

And  all  the  gods  go  with  you.  Upon  your  Sword  j 

Sit  Lawrell'd  victory,  and  fmooth  fucceffe 
Be  llrew'd  before  your  feet. 

Ant.  Let  us  go. 

Come  :  Our  fepciarion  fo  abides  and  flics, 
That  thou  refiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me, 
And  I  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 

Away.  Extant 

Enter  OUavim  reading  a  Letter)Lepidtts, 

\  and  their  Train. 

3 1 1 1 CP". 

j    C<ef.  You  may  fee  Lepidtu,ar\(\  hencforth  know, 
It  is  not  Cafars  Natural  vice,  to  hate 

One  geeat  Competitor.  From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news  i  he  filhes,  drinks,  and  waftcs 

The  Lamps  of  night  in  revells :  Is  not  more  manlike 
Then  Cleopatra  :  nor  the  Queen  of  Ttolomy 

More  Womanly  then  he.  Hardly  gave  audience 
Or  did  vouchfafe  to  think  he  had  Partners.  You 

Shall  find  there  a  man,  who  is  the'abftract  of  all  faults That  all  men  follow. 

Lep.  I  muft  not  think 
There  are,  evils  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodneffe, 
His  faults  in  him,  feem  as  the  fpotsof  heaven, 

More  fiery  by  nights  blacknefle ;  Hereditary, 
Rather  then  purchafte :  what  he  cannot  change, 
Then  what  he  choofes. 

C&[.  You  are  too  indulgent.  Let's  grant  it  is Amifle  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy, 

To  give  a  Kingdome  for  a  Mirth,  to  fit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  Tipling  with  a  Slave, 
To  reel  the  ftreets  at  noon,  and  ftand  the  Buffet 

With  knaves  that  fmell  of  fwcat :  Say  this  becomes  him 
(As his  compofure  muft  be  rare  indeed, 
Whom  thele  things  cannot  blemifh)  yet  muft  Anthony 
Noway  excufe  his  toy  Is,  when  we  do  bear 

So  great  waight  in  his  Lightneffe.  If  he  fill'd His  vacancy  with  his  VoluptuoufnclTe, 
Full  furfets,  and  the  drineffe  of  his  bones, 

Call  on  him  for't.  But  to  confound  fuch  time,' 
That  drums  him  from  his  fport,  and  fpeaksas  loud 

As  his  own  State,  and  ours,  'tis  to  he  chid : 
As  we  rate  Boyes,  who  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  theit  experience  to  their  prefent  pleafure,. 
And  fo  rebell  to  judgement. Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 
Mef.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done,  and  every  hour 

Moft  Noble  Cafar,  fhalt  thou  have  report 

How 'tisabroad.  Pompey  is  ftrong  at  Sea, 

And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  thole 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cafar :  to  the  Ports 
The  difcontcnts  repair, and  mens  reporcs 

Give  him  much  wrong'd. 
C<ef.  I  ihould  have  known  no  leffe, 

It  hath  bin  taught  us  from  the  primal  ftate, 
I  That  he  which  is,  was  wifht,  umill  he  were : 

j  And  the  ebb'd  man, 
!  Ne're  lov'd,  till  ne're  worth  love, 

Comes  fear'd,  by  being  lack'd.  This  common  body 
Like  to  a  Vagabond  Flag  upon  the  ftrcain, 

1  Goes  too,  and  back,  lacking  the  varying  tyde 
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lo  rot  it  fe!f  with  motion. 

Chief.  Csftr  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menacrates  anil  Men  as,  famous  Py  rates 
Makes  the  Sea  fcrve  them,  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  kneels  of  every  kind.  Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  in  Italy ,  the  borders  Maritime 

Lack  blond  to  think  on't,  and  flefh  youth  to  revolt, 
No  VefTel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  fecn :  for  Pompeyes  name  ftrikes  more 
Then  could  his  War  refitted. 

Cafar.  Anthony. 
Leave  thy  lafcivious  Vaflails.  When  thou  once 

Wert  beaten  from  Medena,  where  thou  flew' ft. 
HirJttts^viA  Panfa  Confu!s,at  thy  heel 

Did  famine  follow,  whom  thou  faught'ft  againft, 
(Though  daintily  brought  up)  with  patience  more 
Then  Savages  could  fuffer.  Thoudidft  drink 

The  ftale  ofhorfes,  and  the  gilded  Puddle 
Which  Beafts  would  cough  at.  Thy  pallat  then  did  dain 
The  rougheft  Berry,  on  the  rudeft  Hedge. 
Yea,  like  the  Stag,  when  Snow  the  Pafture  ftieets, 

The  barks  of  trees  thou  browfed'ft.  On  the  Alpes, 
It  is  repoted  thou  did'ft  cat  Grange  flefh, Which  fomcdid  die  to  look  on  :  and  all  this 

(It  wounds  thine  honor  that  I  fpeak  it  now) 
Was  born  fo  like  a  Souldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  I  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  'Tispitty  of  him. 
C<ef.  Let  his  fhames  quickly 

Drive  him  to  Rome,  'tis  time  we  twain 
Did  fliew  our  felvcs  ith' Field,  and  to  that  end 
Affcmble  we  immediately -cornice],  Pompey Thrives  in  our  Idlcneffe, 

Lep.  To  morrow  Cafary 

I  fhall  be  furnifli'd  to  informc  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  Sea  and  Land  I  can  be  able 
To  front  this  prefent  time.  (well. 

Caf.  Till  which  encounter,  it  is  my  bufineffe  too.Fare- 
Lep.  Farewell  my  Lord ,  what  you  (hall  know  mean 

Of  ftirs  abroad,  I  fhall  befeech  you  fir,  (time 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Caf,  Doubt  not  fir,  I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  Exeunt. 
Enter  Cleopatra^  CbarmainyIrasy  and  Mardian, 

Cleo,  Char  main. 
Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha,  give  me  to  drink  Mandragoras. 
Char.  Why  Madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  flecp  out  this  great  gap  of  time  : 
My  Anthony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo.  O  'tis  treafon. 
Char.  Madam,  I  mi  ft  not  fo. 
Cleo.  Thou,  Eunuch  Mardian  ? 

Mar.  What's  your  highnefle  pleafure  ? 
Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fing.  I  take  no  pleafure 

In  ought  an  Eunuch  has :  "Tis  well  for  thee, 
That  being  unfeminaried,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  flye  forth  of  Egypt,  Hall  thou  Affections  > 

Mar.  Yes  gracious  Madam. 
Cleo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  indeed  Madam,  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honeft  to  be  done : 

Yet  have  I  fierce  Aflfe&ions,  and  think 
What  V tntu  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  Oh  Charmain  ; 

Where  think'ft  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands,  or  fits  he  ? 

Or  does  he  walk  ?  Or  is  he  on  his  horfc  ? 

Oh  happy  horfe  to  bear  the  weight  of  Anthony  J 
Do  bravely  horfe,  for  wot'ft  thou  whom  thou  moov'ft 
The  demy  Atlas  of  this  Earth,  the  Arme 

And  Burgonet  of  man.  He's  fpeaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  wheres  my  Serpent  of  old  Nyle, 

(For  fohe  call's  me:  Now  I  feed  my  felf 
With  moft  delicious  poyfon.  Think  on  me 
That  am  with  Phebus  amorous  pinches  black, 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time.  Broad-fronted  Cafart 
When  thou  waft  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morfel  of  a  Monark  ;  and  great  Pompey 
Would  ftand  and  make  his  eyes  grow  m  my  brow, 
There  would  he  anchor  his  afpecT,  and  die 

With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexasfrom  Caf  at. 

Alex.  Soveraign  of  Egypt,  hail. 
Cleo;  How  much  art  thou  like  Mark^Anthony} 

Yet  coming  from  him,  that  great  Med'cine  hath 
With  his  Tin£t  gilded  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Marh^  Anthony  ? 

Alex.  Laft  thing  he  did  (dear  Qiieen) 
He  kift  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kilfes, 
This  Orient  Pearl.  His  fpeech  flicks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo.  Mine  ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 
Alex.  Good  friend,  quoth  he : 

Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  fends 
Thistreafure  of  an  Oyfter  :  at  whofefoot 
To  mend  the  petty  prefent,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  Throne,  with  Kingdomes.  All  the  Eaft, 
(Say  thou)  fhall  call  her  Miftns.  So  he  nodded, 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  Arme-gaunt  Steed, 

Who  neigh'd  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  have  fpoke, Was  beaftly  dumb  by  him. 
Cleo.  What  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 

Ale.  Like  to  the  time  oth'year ,  between  the  cxtreams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  not  fad  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  Oh  well  divided  difpofition :  Note  him  : 

Note  him  good  Charmain,  'tis  the  n?an  ;  but  note  him. 
He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  fhine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his.  He  was  not  merry, 

Which  feem'd  to  tell  them,  his  renembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy,  but  between  both. 

Oh  heavenly  mingle  ?  Be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
The  violence  of  cither  thee  becomes, 

So  do's  it  no  man  elfe.  Met'ftthou  my  Pofts  ? 
Alex.  I  madam,  twenty  feveral  Meffengers, 

Why  do  you  fend  fo  thick  ?  f 

Cleo.  Who's  born  that  day ,  when  I  forget  to  fend  ! 
to  Anthony,  fhall  die  a  Beggar.  Ink  and  paper, Charmi~  \ 
\an.  Welcome  my  good  jilexas.  Did  I,  Charmian^zyzt  \ 
love  C&far  fo? 

Char.  Oh  that  brave  Cafar. 

Cleo.  Be  choak'd  with  fuch  another  Emphafis, 
Say  the  brave  Anthony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Cafar. 

Cleo.  By  IJis,  I  will  give  thee  bloudy  teeth, 
If  thou  wich  Cafar  Paragon  again  \ 
My  man  of  men.  | 

Char.  By  ynur  moft  gracious  pardon, 
I  fing  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  Sallad  dayes, 

When  I  was  green  in  judgement,  cold  in  bloud, 
To  fay,  as  I  faid  then.  But  come,  away, 
Get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 

He 
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nc  fhall  have  every  day  leveral  greeting ,  01  Tie  unpeople 
I  tA^gypt.  Exeunt . 

Enter  PompcYy  {JMenecrates,  AndMenai  in 
warlike  manner. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  juft,  they  fiiall  afTi£t 
The  deeds  of  juftcft  men. 

t_Mene.  Know  worthy  Pompey,  that  which  they  do  de- 

lay, they  not  deny. 
Tom.  While  we  are  fuitors  to  their  Throne  ,  decayes 

the  thmg  we  fue  for. 
Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  our  felves, 

Beg  often  our  own  harmes,  which  the  wife  Powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  :  fo  find  we  profit 

By  lofing  of  our  Prayers. 
Pom.  I  fhalldo  well : 

The  People  love  me,  and  the  Sea  is  mine  ; 
My  powers  are  Crefcent,  and  my  Auguring  hope 

Says  it  will  come  to  th'full.  Mark,  Anthony 
In  zA^gypt  fits  at  dinner  ,  and  will  make 
No  wanes  without  doors.  C<e/<*rgets  money  where 

I  He  loofes  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 

:  Of  both  is  flatrer'd  :  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Mene.  Cafar  and  Lepidus  are  in  the  field, 
A  mighty  ftrengch  they  carry. 

Tom.  Where  have  you  this  ?  'Tis  falfe. 
Mene.  From  Silvias,  Sir. 

Pom.  He  dreims  :  I  know  they  areMn  Rome  together 

Looking  for  ̂ Anthony  :  but  all  the  charmes  of 'Love, 
Salt  Cleopatra  foften  thy  wand  lip, 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty  :Luft  with  both, 
Tie  up  the  Libertine  in  a  field  of  Feafts, 
Keep  his  Brain  fuming.  Epicurean  Cooks, 
Sharpen  with  doylefs  fawce  his  Appetite. 
That  deep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  Honour, 
Even  'till  a  Lethied  dulnefs  

Enter Varriui. 
How  now  Varrius  ? 

Var.'XWxs  is  moft  certain,that  I  fhall  deliver:  ' 
UWark^Anthony  is  every  hour  in  %ome 

Expected.  Since  he  went  from  tAigypt,  'tis 
A  fpace  for  farther  travel. 

Pom.  I  couid  have  given  lefs  matter 

A  better  car.  Menas,  I  did  not  think 

This  amorous  Surfecter  would  have  donn'd  his  Helm; 
For  fuch  a  petty  War  :  HisSouldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 

The  higher  our  Opinion  ,  that  our  ftirring 

Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  Widdow  pluck 
The  near  Luft -wearied  Anthony. 

Mene.  I  cannot  hope, 

Cafar  and  ̂ Anthony  fhall  well  greet  together  ; 

His  Wife  that's  dead,  did  trefpa  fifes  to  Cafar, 
His  Brother  wan 'd  upon  him  ,  although  I  think 
Noc  mov'd  by  Anthony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas,  1  As. 

How  letter  Enmities  nt'V  give  way  to  greater,  h 

Wcre't  not  thac  we(t;<n.l  up  ngainftthem  all  i 
'Twere  pregnant  they  fhould  fquare  between  thfemfelves, 
For  they  have  cntercained  caufe  enough 
To  draw  their  fwords :  but  howthe  fear  of  us 

May  Cement  their  di  virions, and  bind  up 

The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know  & 

I  Be'tas  our  gods  will  have'e ;  it  Onely  (lands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  ufe  our  ft  rongeft ;  hands, 
Come  Men  as.  Exeunt. 
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Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

hep.  Good  Enobarbus,  tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  fhall  become  you  well  ,tointreat  your  Captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  fpeech.  : 

Enob.  1  fhall  intreat  him 

Toanfwerlike  himfelf :  if  Cafar  move  him, 

Let  Anthony  look  over  Caf  r:s  head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.  By  Jupiter^ 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Anthonio\  Beaid, 

I  would  not  fhave't  to  day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  ftoraackmg. 
Eno.  Every  time  ferves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born 

in't.  . 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  matters  mi' ft  give  way. 
Enob.  Not  if  the  fmali  come  firft. 

Lep.  Your  fpeech  is  paifion  :  but  pray  you  ftir 
No  Embeisup.  Here  wings  the  Noble  ̂ Anthony. 

Enter  Anthony  and  Ventid'tus. Enob.  And  yonder  Cafar. 
Enter  Cafar,  Mecanas,and  Agrippa. 

Ant.lt  viz  compofe  well  here,  to  Part  hi  a. 
Hark  Ventldlus. 

Cafar.  I  do  not  know,  Mec&nas,  ask  Agrippa. 
Lep.  Noble  Fiiends, 

That  which  combined  us  wss  moft  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.  What  s?mi's, 
May  it  be  gently  heard.  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 

Murther  in  healing  wounds.:  Then  noole  Partners, 
The  rather,  for  I  earhtftly  befeech, 

Touch  yotrthe  fowreft  points  with  fweetcft  terms , 

Nor  curftnefs  grow  to  th'matter. 
Ant.  'Tis  l'poken  well : 

Were  we  before  our  Armies 'and  to  fight, 
I  fhould  do  thus.  Elokrifh. 

Caf.  Welcome  to  rRome. 
Ant.  Thank  you. 

Caf.  Sit. 

lAnt.  Sit,  fir. 

Caf-^  Nay  then. 
Ant. I  learn  you  take  things  ill,  which  arenorfo:'; 

Or  being,  concern  you  ntrfj 
Caf. I  inuft be  laught  at,  if,  or  for  nothing ,  or  a  little, 

Should  fay  my  felf  offended,  and  with  you 

Chiefly  i'th'world.  More  laughtat,  that  I  fhould 
Once  name  you  derogately:  when  to.found  your  name 

It  not  concern'd  me. 
Ant.  My  being  in  eAgypt,  fafar,  wha<-  w?s  t  to  you  ? 
Caf.  No  more  then  my  refidsng  here  at  Rome 

Might  be  to  yon  in  tAtgypt :  yet  if  you  there 
Hid  pra&ife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  zAgypt 
vlight  be  my  queftion. 

Ant.  How  intend  you,practis'd  ? 
C^Youmay  bepleasM  tocitchat  mine  intent, 

iy  what'did  here  befall  me;  Your  Wife  and  Brother 
Made  wanes  upon  me,  and  their  conteftatnn 
\Vas  Themefar  yoa>  yfjia  werethe  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  miftakeyour  bttfinefs  ,  My  brother  never 
Oid  urge  , me  in  his  A6Y:  I  did;  inquire  ity 

And  have  my  learning  from  lome  tuie  reports  . 
That  drew  their  fwords  with  you.  Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  authority  wnhi  yours, 
And  make  the  warres alike  againft  my  ftomack, 

Having  alike  your  caufe  f  Of  this,  my  Letters 
Before  did  fatisfie  you.  If  you  patch  a  quarrel ; 
As  matter  whole. you  have  to  take  it  with, 

A  a  a  a  It 
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It  hi  It  not  be  with  this. 

C&f.  You  piaile  your  felf,  by  laying  defects  of  judge, 

mem  [  •  iiir  :  buc  you  patch  up  your  excufes. 
A  nth.  Not  f  >,  not  fo : 

I  kn>>w  yon  could  not  l'ck,  I  am  certain  on'c, 
V  yy  neccifitv  of  this  thought,  that  I 

Your  partner  in  the  caufe  'gairift  which  he  fought, 
Could  tint  v\kh  graccfail  eyes  attend  thofe  Warres 
vVnich  f.onced  mine  own  peace.  As  for  my  wife, 

i  a  uildyou  h.'d  her  Spirit,  in  fuch  another, 

The  ;hird  o'tn  wji  Id  is  yours,  which  with  a  Snaffle, 
Yor  may  pace  ealic,  but  not  fuch  a  wife. 

Enobar.  Would  we  had  all  fuch  wives,  that  the  men 

might  go  to  warres  with  the  women. 
Anth.  So  much  uncurbable,hcr  Garboiles  (C<efar) 

Made  out  of  her  impatience :  which  not  wanted 

Sh  ewdnefsof  policy  too  :  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  difquiet,for  that  you  muft, 
But  fay  1  could  not  help  it. 

C<ef.  I  wrote  to  you,  when  rioting  in  Alexandria  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  Letters :  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  Mimve  out  of  audience. 

Ant .  Sir,he  fell  upon  me,ere  admitted,then  : 
Three  Kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 

Of  what  1  wasi'th'morning  :  but  next  day 
1  told  him  of  my  felf,  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  askt  him  pardon.  Let  this  Fellow 
Be  nothing  of  oui  ft  rife :  if  we  contend 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

C<ef.   You  have  broken  the  Article  of  your  Oath, 

which  you  fhall  never  have  tongue  to  charge,  me  with. 
Lep.  Soft,  C<efar. 
Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  fpeak, 

The  Honour  is  Sao  ed  which  he  talks  on  now  , 

Snppohng  chat  I  lackt  it :  but  on,(  afar. 
The  A -tide  of  my  oath. 

C<ef.  To  lend  me  Armes,and  aid  when  I  requir'd  them, 
the  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected  rather. 
And  then  when  poifoned  houres  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge ,  as  nea  ly  as  I  may, , 
I  le  play  the  penitent  to  you.  But  mine  honefty,  f 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power  \ 
Wo<  k  without  it.  Truth  is,  that  fulvla, 

To  have  me  out  of  *Agypt,  made  Warres  here, 
For  which  my  felf,  the  ignorant  motive,  doe 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  ftoop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Lep.  'Tis  No  :ly  fpoken. 
Mece.  Jf  it  might  pleafe  you,  to  enforce  no  further 

The  grif  fs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember,  that  the  prefent  need, 

Speaks  to  attone  you. 
Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Mecenat. 
Enobar,  0>  if  you  borrow  one  anothersLovc  for  the 

inftanc ,  you  may  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of 
Pompey  return  it  again :  you  fhall  have  time  to  wrangle 
in,  when  you  have  nothing  elle  to  do. 

Ant .  Thou  art  a  Souldier,  only  fpeak  no  more. 

Enobar.  That  truth  fhould  befilent ,  I  had  almoft  for- 

got. Anth.  You  wrong  this  prefence ,  therefore  fpeak  no 

mo.  f'. Snob.  Co  to  then :  your  Confiderate  ftone. 
Cafar.  I  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 

The  manner  of  his  ipeech  :  for't  cannot  be,  '    ,  - 

We  fhall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 
Sr>  differing  in  their  acts.  Yet  if  I  knew, 
What  Hoop  fhould  hold  usftaunch  from  edge  tocd°c 
Ath'  world  ,  I  would  purfue  it. 

Agrl.  Give  me  leave,  Cafar. 
C<ef.  Speak ,  Agrippa. 

Agrl.  Thou  half  a  S  (terhythy  Mother's  fidc,adrnir'd Oclavta  *  Great  Mark^Anthony  is  now  a  widdower. 
C<tf.  Say  not  ,fay  Agrippa  ;  if  Cleopatra  heard  you 

your  proof  were  well  deferved  of  rafhnefs. 
Anth.  I  am  not  married,  Ctfar  ;  let  me  hear  Aarlppx 

further  fpeak.  
£  ™ Agrl,  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amitie, 

To  make  you  Brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  anun-flipping  knot,  take  Anthony 
Otl.iviato  his  wife  :  whofe  beauty  claims 
No  worfe  a  husband  then  the  belt  of  men  : 
Whofe  virtue,  and  whofe  general  graces  fpeak 
That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.  By  this  marriage, 
All  little  Jealoufies  which  now  feem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers,  j 
Would  then  be  nothing.  Truths  would  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both, 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.  Pardon  what  I  have  lpoke, 
For  'tis  a  ftudied,  not  a  prefent  thought, 

By  duty  ruminated. Anth.  Will  Ctfar  fpeak  ? 

Ce/.  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Anthony  is  toucht With  what  is  fpoken  aheady. 
Anth.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  I  would  fay  Agrippa ,  be  it  fo, 
To  make  this  good  ? 

C<ef.  The  power  of  C<tfary 
And  his  power  unto  OUavia. 

s/fnth.  May  1  never 
(To  this  good  purpofe%that  fo  fairly  fhews) 
Dream  of  impediment :  let  me  have  thy  tund 
Further  this  act  of  Grace  :  and  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  Brotheis  gov  rn  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  Defignes. 

C <tf.  There's  my  hand  : 
A  Sitter  I  bequeath  you  ,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.  Let  her  live 

I'o  join  our  Kingdomes,  and  our  heaits,  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again. 

Lep.  Hippily  Amen. 
Ant. I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  againft  Pompey 

For  he  hath  ftrange  courtefics,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.  I  muff  thank  him  onely, 

Left  my  remembrance,  luffer  ill  report : 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lepl,  Time  calls  upon '$, 
Of  us  muft  Pwwp^-piefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  feeks  out  us. 

Anth.  Where  lies  he  ? 

C*f-  About  the  Mount-Mefena. 
Anth.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  land  ? 

Caf.  ■  Great,  and  increafing  : 
But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  Matter. 

Anth.  So  is  the  Frame, 

W ould  we  had  fpoke  together.  Hafte  we  for  it, 

Yet  e're  we  put  our  felves  in  Armes,  difpatch  we 
The  bufinefs  we  have  talkt  of. 

C<tf.  With  moft  gladnefs , 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sillers  view, 

WThe- 
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VVhither'fuaight  Tie  lead  you. 
Anth.  Let  cs,  Lepidus,  not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Anthony,  noc  ficknefs  fhould  decain  me, 
Exeunt  omnes. 

Manent  S nobarbns ,  Agrippa,  Mecenas. 
Mec,  Welcome  from  tAlgypt,  Sir. 
Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Ctfar,  worthy  Mecenas.  My 

honourable  Friend  Agrippa.* 

Agr'i.  Good  Enobarbus. 
Mece.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad  ,  that  matters  are  fo 

well  digefted :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  tyEgypt. 
Enob.  I  Sir,  we  did  deep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 

made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mece.  Eight  wild-Boars  rofted  whole  at  a  breakfaft : 

and  but  twelve  perfons  there.  Is  this  true  ? 

Evab.  This  was  but  as  a  Fly  by  an  Eagle:  we  had  much 
more  monftrous  matter  of  Feaft,  which  worthily  deferved 
noting. 

Mecenas.  She's  a  moft  triumphant  Lady  ,  if  report  be 
fquare  to  her. 

Enob.  When  the  firft  met  Mark^  Anthony ,  fhepurfr 

up  his  heart  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

A  grip.  There  the  appeared  indeed  :  or  my  reporter  de- 
vis'd  well  for  her. 

Epoh.  I  will  tell  you, 

The  Bkr&fc  <hc  fat  in,  like  a  burnifht  Throne 
Burnt  on  the  water;the  Poop  was  beaten  Gold, 

Purple  the  Sails :  and  fo  perfumed  that 
The  Windes  were  Lovc-Gck. 
Wuh  them  the  Oares  were  Silver, 

Which  to  thetunc  cr  r  :;:s  kept  ftroke,  and  made 
The  water  which  they  beat,  to  follow  farter : 
As  amorous  of  her  ftrokes.  For  her  own  perfon, 

It  beggar'd  ail  description,  l"he  did  lye In  hfct  Pavillion,  cloth  ot  Cold, of  Tiffue, 

O're-pi&urtng  that  Venus,  where  we  fee 
The  fancie  out-work  Nature.  On  each  fide  her 

,  Stood  pretty  Dimpled  Boyes,  like  fmiling  Cupids, 
Wich  divcrs-colour'd'  Fanncs,  whofe  wind  did  feem 
To  glove  che  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid  did. 

Agrip.  Oh  rare  for  Anthony. 
Eno.  Her  Gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 

So  many  Mere-maids  tended  her  i'th'eyes, 
And  made  their  bends  adornings.  At  the  Helm, 
A  feeming  Mere-maid  fleers :  the  Silken  Tackles 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  thofe  Flower-foft  hands, 

That  yearly  frame  the  office.  From  the  Barge 
A  ftrange  invifible  perfume  hits  the  fenfe 
Of  the  adjacent  Wharfs.  The  City  caft 

Her  people  out  upon  her :  and  Anthony 

Enthron'd  i'th'  Market-place,  did  fit  alone, 

Whittling  to  th'air :  which  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  Nature. 

Agrip.  Rare  Egyptian. 
£»o.Upon  her  landing,  Anthony  fent  to  her, 

Invited  her  to  Supper :  me  replyed  , 
It  fhould  be  better,  he  became  her  gueft  : 
Which  fhe  entreated,  our  Courteous  Anthony, 
Whom  neie  the  word  of  no  woman  heard  fpeak, 

Being  barbci'd  ten  times  o're,  goes  to  the  Feaft; 
And  for  his  ordinary,  payes  his  heart, 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  onely. 
\    Agrip.  Royal  wench: 
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She  made  great  Cxfar  lay  his  Sword  to  bed;, 

He  ploughed  her,  and  fhecropr. 
Eno.  I  faw  her  once 

Hop  fourcy  Paces  through  the  publick  ftrcet, 
And  having  loft  her  breath,  fhe  fpoke,  and  panted^ 
That  fhe  did  make  defect,  perfection, 
And  breathlels  power  breathe  forth. 

CMece.  Now  Anthony,  muft  leave  her  utterly 
Eno .  Never ,  he  will  not : 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  cuftome  fteal 
Her  infinite  variety  :  other  women  cloy 

The  appetites  they  feed,  but  fhe  makes  hungry, 
Where  moft  fhe  iacisfies.  For  vildefi  things 
Become  themfdves  n  her,  that  the  holy  Pricfts 
Blefs  her,  when  (lie  is  Riggifh. 

Mece.  If  Beauty,  Wifedome,  Modefty,  can  fettle 

The  heart  of  Anthony  :  Ottavia's 
A  bleffed  Lottery  to  him. 

Agnp.  Let  us  go.  Good  Enobarbus,  make  your  felf 

my  gueft ,  whil'ft  you  abide  here. 
Lno.  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  Exemt. 

Enter  Anthony,  C<efar,0ftav'ta  between  them. 

Anth.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will 
Sometimes  divide  me  from  your  bofome. 

O&a.  All  which  time  ,  before  the  gods  my  knee  ihall 

bow  my  prayers  to  them  for  you. 
Anth.  Goodnight  Sir.  My  Ottavia 

Read  not  my  blcmifhes  in  the  world's  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare,  but  that  to  come 

Shall  all  be  done  by  th'Rule  :  good  night,  dear  Lady. OEia.  Good  night  ,fir. 

Cafar.  Goodnight.  Exit. 
Enter  Soothfayer. 

AHt.Now  firrahrdo ycuwifh  your  felf  \x\zA:gjpt  ? 
Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence  ,  nor 

you  thither. 

Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reafon  ? 
Sooth.l  fee  it  in  my  motion :  have  it  not  in  my  tongue, 

But  yet  hie  you  to  tsEgypt  again. 
Antbo.  Say  to  me ,  whofe  Fortunes  fhall  rife  higher, 

Ca/ar's  or  mine  ? 

Soot. C<cfar's.Thzre£ote(ob  Anthony)  ftay  not  by  his  fide. 

Thy  Damon  (that's  thy  fpirit  which  keeps  thee)  is 
Noble,  Couragious,  high,unmatchable, 
Where  C&far%  is  not.  But  near  him  thy  Angel 

Becomes  a  fear :  as  being  o're-powr'd ,  and  therefore 
Make  fpace  enough  between  you. 

Anth.  Speak  this  no  more. 
Sooth.  To  none  but  thee  no  more,  but  when  to  thee, 

If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  game, 
Thau  art  fure  to  lofe :  And  of  that  Natural  luck 

He  beats  thee  gainft  the  odds.  Thy  Lufter  thickens, 
When  he  fhines  by :  I  fay  again,  thy  fpirit 
[s  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him  : 
But  he  alway  is  Noble. 

csfnth.  Get  thee  gone: 

Say  co  V tntidias  I  woi  'A  fpeak  with  him.  Exit. 
He  (hall  to  Tart  hi  a,  be  it  ait  eft  hip, 

He  hath  fpoken  true.  Th°  very  Dice  obey  him,  j 
And  in  oui  1 ports  my  better  cunning  faints, 
Under  his  chance,  if  we  draw  lots,  he  fpeeds, 
His  Cocks  do  win  the  Battel,  trill  of  mine, 

When  it  is  all  co  naught :  and  his  Quailcs  ever 

Beat  mine  (in  hoopt)  at  odd's.  I  will  to  zAigypt : 
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And  though  I  make  this  imrriage  for  my  peace, 

l\h'i£r,lt  my  plea  Lure  lies.  Oh  come,  Venndlus. Enter  V entldius. 

You  muft  to  Parthla,  your  CommiiUon's  ready  : 
Follow  mc  and  receiv't.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Lepldus,  Mecenas,and  Agrippa. 

LepUtis.  Trouble  your  felt"  no  farther:  pray  you  haften 
vour  generals  afrer. 

Agr.  Sir  ,Mark^  Anthony  will  e'en  but  kifs  OUavla, 
and  we'll  follow. 

Lcp.  'Till  1  fliall  fee  you  in  your  Souldier's  drefs, 
Which  will  become  you  both  :  Farewell. 

Alece.  We  fhall ,  as  1  conceive  the  journey  ,  be  at  the 
Mount  before  you  Lepidus. 

Lcp.  Your  way  is  fnoiter ,  my  purpofes  do  draw  me 

i  much  about,  you'll  win  two  da  yes  upon  me. 
Bo'h.  Sir,  good  fucccls. 

;     hep.  Farewell.  Exeunt. 

j         Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian^lras  and  Alex  as. 
I     Cleo.  Give  me  foine  Mufick  :  Mufick  ,  moody  food  of 

|  us  thit  trade  in  love. 
j     Omnes.  The  Mufick,  hoa. 

Enter  MatiYan  the  Eunuch. 

j     Cleo.  Let  it  alone,  let's  to  Billiards :  come  C  harmlan. 
Char.  My  arm  is  foic,  bed  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleopa.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  Eunuch  play'd,as 
I  with  a  woman.  Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  Sir  ? 
j     Mardi.  As  well  as  I  can,  Madam. 
I     Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  fhewed, 

Though 't  come  too  fhort 
The  Actor  may  plead  pardon.  Tic  none  now, 

Give  me  mine  Angle,  we'll  to  th'River,  there 
My  Mufick  playing  far  off.  1  will  betray 

Tawny-fine  fifties,  my  bended  hook  lTiall  pierce: 
Their  flimie  jaws :  and,  as  I  draw  them  up, 
Tie  think  them  every  one  an  Anthony^ 

And/ay,  ah  ha  ;  y'are  caught. 
Char.  Tw3S  merry  when  you  wager'd  on  your  Ang- 

ling ,  when  y  our  diver  did  hang  a  falcfifh  on  his  hook, 
which  he  with  fervencie  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  ?  Oh  times  : 

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  nighc 
I  laught  him  into  patience,  and  next  morn, 

L're  the  ninth  hour  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed  : 

Then  put  my  Tires  and  Mantels  on  him,  whil'ft 
I  wore  his  Sword  Philippan.  Oh  from  Italic 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Ramme  thou  thy  fruitfull  tidingsin  mine  eares, 
That  Inns;  time  have  bin  barren.  v 

Mef.  Madam,  Madam. 
Cleo.  Anthonys  dead, 

If  thou  lay  fo,Villain,thou  kil'ft  thy  Mittrefs: 

But  well  and  free,  it"  thou  fo  yield  him. 
j  There  is  Gold  and  here 
My  bleweft  veins  to  kifs :  a  hand  that  Kings 

'  Hive  lipc,  and  trembled  killing. 
Mef.  Firft,  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Cleo.  Why  there's  more  Gold. 
But,firrah,  mark,  we  ufe 

To  fay,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  me  to  that, 
The  Gold  I  gi  ve  thec,  will  I  melt  and  powre 

Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 
Mrf.  .Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

;     Cleo.  Well,  go  to  I  will: 

But  there's  nogoodnefs  in  thy  face,  if  Anthony Be  free  and  hcalthfull ;  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  fuch  good  tidings.  If  not  well, 

Thou  fhould'ft  come  like  a  Furie  crown'd  with  Snakes, Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mef.  Wilt  pleafe  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  fluke  thee  e're  thou  fpeak'ft, 
Yet  if  thou  fay,  Anthony  lives,  'tis  well, 
Or  friends  with  C<sfar,  or  not  Captain  to  him., 

t'iq  fee  thee  in  a  fhower  of  Gold,  and  haile 
Rich  Pearls  upon  thee. 

Mef  Madam,  he's  well. Cleo.  Wellfaid. 

Mef  And  Friends  with  C&far. 
rleo,  Th'art  an  honeft  man.  . 

Mef.  C*fary  and  he,  arc  greater  Friends  then  ever. 
Cleo.  Mark  thee  a  Fortune  from  me. 

Mef  Butyet,Madam. 
C leo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 

The  good  ptecedence,  fie  upon  but  yet, 
But  yet  is  as  a  Jaylor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monftrous  Malefactor.  Prythee,  Friend, 
Powre  ou:  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 

The  good  and  bad  together :  he's  friends  with  Cafar, 
In  ftate  of  health  thou  fay'ft,  and  thou  fayed,  free. 

Me].  Frc,  Madam  !  no  :  I  made  no  fuch  fport, 
He's  bound  unto  Oclavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  belt  turn  i'th'bed. 
Cleo.  Iam  pale,  C harmlan. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  married  to  OBavia. 
Cleo.  The  moft  infectious  Pcff  ilence  upon  thee. 

Strikes  him  down. 
Mef,  Good  Madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  fay  you?  Strikes  him.  i 

Hence  horrible  Villain  ,  or  I'le  fpurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me  :  I'le  unhair  thy  head  : 

She  hates  him  tip  and  down. 

Thou  fhalt  be  whipt  with  Wyer,  and  ftew'd  in  brine, Smarting  in  lingring  pickle. 

Mef.  Gracious  Madam, 

I,  that  do  bring  the  newes,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say  'tis  not  fo,  a  Province  I  will  give  thee, 

And  make  thy  Fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  had'ft Shall  make  thy  peace ,  for  moving  me  to  rage, 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
Thy  modefty  can  beg. 

Mef.  He's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  haft  liv'd  too  long.  Draw  a  knife. 

MeJ.  Nay  then  I'le  run  : What  mean  you,  Madam,  I  have  made  no  fault.  Exit. 
Char.  Good  Madam,  keep  your  felf  within  your  felf, The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  Innocents  fcapenotthe  thunderbolt? 

Melt  nASgypt  into  Nile;  and  kindled  creatures 
Turn  all  to  Serpents.  Call  the  flave  again, 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him  :  Call. 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 
Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him, 

Thefe  hands  do  lack  Nobility,  that  they  ftrike 
\  meaner  then  my  felf :  fince  1  my  felf 

Have  given  my  felf  the  caufe.  Come  hither,  Sir. 
Enter  the  M<jfenger  again. 

Though  it  be  honeft,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  newes :  give  to  a  gracious  Mcffagc 

An 
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An  hoft  of  tongues,  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Therafelves  when  they  be  felt. 

Mef.  I  have  done  my  duty.  " Cleo.  Is  he  married? 

I  cannot  hate  thee  worfer  then  I  do, 

If  thou  again  fay  yes. 

Mef.  He's  married ,  Madam. 
Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee, 

Doft  thou  hold  there  ttjtl  ? 
Mef.  Should  1  lye,  Madam  ? 
Cleo.  Oh,  Would  thou  did  ft  : 

So  half  my  iSgypt  were  fubmerg'd  and  made A  Ciftetn  for  tcal  d  Sna  .es.  Go  get  thee  hence, 

Had'ft  thou  N draff us  in  thy  face,  to  me 

Thou  would'it  appear  moft  ugly  :  He  is  married  ? 
Mef.  I  crave  yourhighnefs  pardon. 
Cleo.  He  is  married  ? 

LMef.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  ybii  ; 

To  punifh  me  for  what  you  make  me  doe, 

Seems  much  unequal :  he's  married  to  OSavia.  - 
Cleo.  Oh  that  his  fault  fhould  make  a  knave  of  thee, 

That  art  not  what  thou  artTure  of.  Get  thee  hence, 

The  Merchandife  which  thou  haft  brought  (torn'Rom* Are  all  too  dear  for  me : 

Lie  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by'em. CW.Good  your  Highnefs  patience. 

Cleo,  In  praifing  Anthony,  I  have  difprais'd  Cafat. Char.  Many  times,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  fer't  now  :  lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint,  oh  Iras ,  Charmian  :  'tis  no  matter. 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexasyb\d  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Oftxvia,  her  yeares, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leav:  out 

The  colour  of  her  haii.  B.ing  me  word  quickly. 

Let  him  for  ever  go,  let  him  not,  Charmian, 

Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
The  other  waves  a  Mars.  Bid  you  Alexas 

Bring  me  word,  how  tall  fhe  is :  pity  me,  charmian, 

But  do  not  fpeakto  we.  Lead  me  to  my  Chamber. Exeunt. 

Enter  Pompey,  at  one  door  with  Drum  and  Trumpet  ir  at 
another  Cafar  ,  Lepidus .  Anthony,  Enobarbus,  Meet- 

not,  Agrippa,  Menas  with  Sotddiers  marching. 
Pom.  Youi  Hoftages  1  have,  fo  have  you  mine  : 

And  we  fhall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Caf.  Moft  meet  that  firft  we  come  to  words, 
And  therefore  have  we 

Our  written  pui  poles  before  us  fent, 
Which  if  thou  haft  confidered,  let  us  know, 

If't  will  tie  up  thy  difcontented  Sword 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth, 
That  elfe  muft  perifh  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three, 
The  Seiiftois  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  Factors  for  the  gods.  I  do  not  know, 
Wherefore  my  Father  fhould  revengers  want, 
Having  a  Son  and  Friends,  fince  Julius  Cafar, 
Who  ztPhilippi  the  good  Brutus  ghofted, 

There  faw  you  labouring  for  me.  What  was't 
That  mov'd  pale  Coffins  to  confpire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  all-honour  d,  honeft  Roman  Brutus, 

With  the  arm'd  reft ,  Courtiers  of  beauteous  freedbme, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man,  and  that  is  it 

Hath  made  me  rigge  my  Navie.  At  whofe  burthen, 

The  anger'd  Ocean  foams,  with  which  I  meant 

To  fcourge  th'ingratitude,  that  defpightfull  'B^me 
Caft  on  my  Noble  Father. 

Cafar.  Take  your  time. 
tAnt.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us,  Pompey.  with  thy  failes, 

We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  Sea.  At  land  thou  knoyv'ft 
How  much  we  do  o're-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  Land  indeed 

Thou  doft  o're-count  me  of  my  father's  houfe. 
But  fince  the  Cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf , 

Remain  in't  as  thou  may'ft. 
Lepi.  Be  pleasd  to  tell  us, 

(For  this  is  from  the  prefent  now  you  talk  ) 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you. 

Cafar .  There's  the  point. 
Ant.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to, 

But  weigh  what  it  is  worth  embrae'd. 
Cafar.  And  what  may  follaw  to  try  a  larger  Fortune. 
Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia  :  and  I  rnlift" 
Rid  all  the  Sea  of  Pirars  \  then,  to  fend 

Meafures  of  Wheat  to  IR&ne :  this  'greed  upon,' 
To  part  with  unhackt  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targes  undinted. 

Omnes.  That's  our  offer. 
Pom.  Know  then  I  came  before  you  here, 

A  man  prepar'd To  tafee  this  offer.  But  Mark^  Anthony, 

Put  me  to  fome  impatience :  though  1  lofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  telling.  You  muft  know 

When  fofarand  your  Brother  were  at  blowes, 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily  ,  and  did  find 
Her  wlcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey, 

And  am  wellftudied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom,  Let  me  have  your  hand : 

I  did  not  think,  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  oeds  i'th'Eaft  are  foft,  and  thanks  to  you, 
That  call'd  me  timelier  then  my  purpofe  hither  : 
For  1  have  gained  by't. 

Caf.  Since  I  faw  you  laft,  there*s  a  change  upon  you. Pom.  Well,  I  know  not, 

What  counts  hard  Fortune  cafts  upon  my  face, 

H  it  in  my  bofome  fhe  fhall  never  come, 
fomake  n.y  heart  a  vaffal. 

Lepi.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  fo,  Lepidus,  thus  we  are  agreed  : 
I  crave  our  compofition  may  bi  written 
\nd  feal'd  between  us. 

Caf.  That's  the  next  to  doe.  ■ 
'Pom.  We'll  feaft  each  other,  e're  we  part,  and  let's 

">  aw  lots  who  fhall  begin. 
A  nth.  That  will  1,  Pompey. 

Pompey. No,  Anthony,  take  the  lot  :  but  firft  or  laft, 

your  fine  tA'gyptiah  cookery  fhall  hnve  the  fame  ,  I  have 
'.eard  that  julius  Cafdr  grew  fat  with  feafting  there. 
Ant.  You  fc've  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meaning, Sir. 
Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them: 

Pom.  Then  fo  much  have  I  heard. 

And  I  have  heard  Apollodorus  carried  — - — 
Eno.  No  more  of  that :  he  did  fo. 
Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  A  certain  Queen  to  Cafar  in  a  Matcricev 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now,  how  far'ft  thou  Souldier  > 
Eno.  Well ,  and  well  am  like  to  do,  for  I  perceive 
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Foin  Fcafts  aie  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  fhake  thy  hand, 
I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  feen  thee  fight,, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Enob.  Sn,  I  never  lov'd  you  much  ,  but  Iha'prais'd  ye, 
When  you  have  well  deferv'd  ten  times  as  much, 
As  J  have  faidyou  did. 

Pom.  Injoy  thy  plainnefs, 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee  :  . 

Abooid  my  Gaily,  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead,  Lords  ? 

All.  Shew  s  the  way,  Sir. 
Pom,  Come.      Exeunt.    Manent  Enob.  &  Menas. 

Men.  Thy  Father ,  Pompey  ,  would  nc'ie  have  made 
Treaty.  You, and  I  have  known,  Sir. 

Eno.  At  Sea,  I  think. 
Men.  Wehave,Sir. 

Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  Water. 

I     Men.  And  you  by  Land. 
i  Eno ,  I  will  praife  any  man  that  will  praife  mc,though 
it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  Land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes ,  fome-thing  you  can  deny  for  your  own 
fafety  :  you  have  bin  a  good  Thief  by  Sea.  r 

Men.  And  you  by  Landi 
Eno.  There  I  deny  my  Land  fcrvice:  but  give  me 

your  hand  Menas ,  if  our  eyes  had  authority ,  here  they 
might  have  two  Thieves  killing. 

Men.  All  mens  faces  are  true  ,  whatfoe're  their  hands are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  ne're  a  fair  Woman,  ha's  a  true Face. 

Men.  No  flander,  they  fteal  hearts. 
Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  Drink- 
ing. Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  Fortune. 

Eno.  It  he  do,  furc  he  cannot  weep't  back  again. 
Men.  Y'have  fa  id,  Sir,  we  look'd  not  iovMark^  An- 

thony here,  pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.  C&far's  Sifter  is  call'd  OSiavla. 
Men.  True,  Sir,  (he  was  the  wife  of  Calm  Marcelltu. 
Eno.  But  now  (Tie  is  the  wife  of  Marcus  Anthonlm. 

Men.  Pray  ye,  Sir. 
Eno.  JTis  true. 
Men.  Then  is  Cxfar  and  he,  for  ever  knit  together. 
Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  Divine  of  this  unity  J  would 

not  Prophefie  fo. 
Men.  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe  ,  made  more 

in  the  Ma-.  riage  then  the  Love  of  the  parties. 
Eno.  I  think  fo  too.  But  you  lhall  find  the  band  that 

fcems  to  tie  th~ir  friendship  together,  will  be  the  very 

ft -anger  of  their  Amitie  :  Ottavla  is  of  a  holy,  cold ,  and 
ftill  conversation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have* his  wife  fo  ? 
Eno.  Not  he  that  himfelf  isnotfo  :  which  is  iJHark^ 

Anthony:  he  will  to  his  zAigyptlan  difh  again  :  then  ftiall 
the  fighes  o£OB*v!a  blow  the  fire  up  in  C<efar ,  and  (  as  I 
faid  before  )  that  which  is  the  ftrength  of  their  Amity, 
ftiall  prove  the  immediate  Author  of  their  variance.  An- 

thony will  ufe  his  affection  where  it  is.  He  married  but 
his  occallon  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  a-boord? 
I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Sno.  I  fhall  take  it ,  fir :  we  have  us'd  our  Throats  in 
*Agypt. 

Men.  Come,  lee's  away.  Exeunt. 

Mufcl^  playes.. 

Inter  two  or  three  Servants  with  a  Banquet. 

1.  Here  they'll  be ,  man :  fome  o'  their  Plants  are  ill 
rooted  already  *,  thelcaft  wind  uh' world  will  blow  them 
down. 

2.  Lepldtu  is  high-colour'd. 1 .  They  have  made  him  drink  Almes  drink. 
2.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  difpofition  he- 

cries  out,  no  more ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entrearie,and 
himfelfto  th'drink. 

1.  But  it  raifes  the  greater  war  between  him  and  his difcretidn. 

2.  Why  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's  Fcllow- 
fhip  :  I  had  as  lieve  have  a  Reed  that  will  do  me  no  fcr- 
vice,asaPartizanI  couldnot  heave. 

i.  To  be  call'd  into  a  huge  Sphere,  and  not  to  be  feen 
to  move  in't ,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  fhould  be ,  which 
pittifully  difafter  the  cheeks. 

A  Sonnet  founded. 

Enter  Ctfar,  Anthony y  Pompey,  Lep'idus,  Agrippa,  Me- 
cenaty  Enobarbus,  Menas,  with  other  Captains. 

Ant.  *Thus  do  they ,  Si*  :  .hey  take  the  flow  o\WNlle 
By  certain  icale,  i'cl  Py  -  amid :  they  know 
By  th'height,  the  iownels,or  the  mean  :  If  dearth 
Or  Foizon  follow.  The  higher  Ndsts  fwclls 
The  more  it  promifes  as  it  ebbs,  the  Seedlman 
Upon  the  lime  and  Ooxz  fcatters  his.giain, 
And  ihortly  coa^s  to  Harvcft. 

Lep.  Y'have  ft  ange  Serpents  there  ? 
Ant .  I,  Lepldus. 

Lep.  Your  Serpent  of  <AZgypt ,  is  bred  now  of  your 
mua  by  the  operation  of  the  San:  fo  is  your  Crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  ib. 

Pom.  Sir,  and  fome  Wine:  A  health  to  Lepldus. 
Lep.  I  am  not  fo  well  as  I  lhould  be  : 

But  l'le  ne're  out. 

£»o.Not  'till  you  have  flept.:  I  fear  me  you'll  be  in  'till then. 

Lep.  Nay  certainly ,  I  have  heard  the  PtolemWs  Py- 
ramids are  very  goodly  things:  without  contradiction  I 

have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear,  what  is'.t?. 
Men.  Forfake  thy  feat,  I  do  befeech  thee,  Captain, 

And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pom.  For  me  'till  anon.  ,  WhlfperlrisEar. 
This  Wine  for  Lepldus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  Crocodile  ? 
Ant.  It  is  fbap'd,(ir,  like  it  felf,and  it  is  as  broad  as  it 

hath  bredth  ;  It  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  it's 
own  organs.  It  lives  by  that  which  nourifheth  it,  and 
the  Elements  once  out  of  it,  it  Tranfmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of  ? 
Ant.  Of  it's  own  colour  too. 

Z-^.'Tis  a  ftrange  Serpent. 
Ant .  'Tis  fo,and  the  teares  of  it  are  wet, 
Caf.  Will  this defcription  fatistie  him  > 
Ant.  With  the  Health  that  Pompey  gives  him  ,  elfe  he 

is  a  very  Epicure. 

Pom.  Go  hang,  fir,  hang  :  tell  me  of  that  ?  Away : 

Do  as  I  bid  you.  Where's  the  Cup  I  call'd  for  ? 
Men.  If  for  the  fake  of  Merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 

Rife1 
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Rife  from  chy  Itool. 

Pom.  I  think  th'art  mad  :  the  matter  ? 

Men.  1  have  ever  held  my  cap  oft'  co  thy  Fortunes, 
Pom.  Thou  ha(t  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith :  what's 

elfe  to  fay  ?  Be  jolly,  Lords. 
Anth.  Thefe  Qm  cit-fands,  Lepidw, 

Keep  oft"  them,  for  you  link. Men.  Wik  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  world  ? 

Tom.  What  faift  thou? 
CMen.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  world  ? 

That's  twice. 
Pom.  How  fhould  that  be? 

Men.  But  entertain  it ,  and  though  thou  think  me 

poor,  I  am  the  man  will  give  thee  all  the  world. 
Pom.  HTlchou  drunkwdl  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup, 

That  if  thou  dar  It  je,  che  earthly  Jove': 
What  e're  the  Ocean  pales,  orskie  inclippes, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Men.  Thefe  three  wo, ld-Yharers ,  thefe  Competitors 
Are  in  thy  veffel.  Let  me  cut  the  Cable. 

And  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats  : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  fhould 'ft  have  done, 

And  not  havefpoken  on  t.  In  me  'tis  villanie, 
In  thee,  't  had  bin  good  fervice  :  chou  muft  know, 
Tisnot  my  profit  chat  docs  lead  mine  Honour: 
Mine  Honour  is,  Repent  that  eVethy  tongue, 

Hath  fo  betrai'd  thine  acT.  Being  done  unknown, 
I  fhould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done: 

But  mult  condemn  it  now :  defi(t,and  drink. 
Men.  For  this  Tie  never  follow 

Thy  pall'd  Fortunes  more, 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,  when  once  Ms  offer'd, Shall  never  find  it  more- 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lep'.dus. Ant.  Bear  him  a-fhoir, 

Tie  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Meneu. 
Men.  Enobarbtu ,  welcome, 

'Pom.  Fill 'till  the  cup  be  hid. 
Eno.  There's  a  ftiange  Fellow,  Menus. Men.  Why  ? 
Eno.  A  beares  the  third  part  of  the  world ,  man :  fecft 

not  ? 

tjtf.cn.  The  third  part,then  he  is  drunk :  would  it  were 
all}  that  it  might  go  on  wheels. 

Eno.  Drink  thou,  encreafe  the  Reels. 
Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  Feaft. 
Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it :  ftiikethe  VetTcls  hoa. 

Here's  to  Cttjar. 

Cafar.  I  could  well  forbear't,  it's  monftrous  labour 
when  I  wafh  my  brain,  and  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  Child  o'th'time. 
Cafar.  Poffefs  it ,  ITe  make  anfwer :  but  I  had  rather 

faftfrom  all,  four  day es, then  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha  ,  my  brave  Emperour ,  fhall  we  dance  now 
the  ftA-gyptian  Bacchanals,  and  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let's  ha'c,  good  Souldier. 
Ant.  Come, let's  all  take  hands, 

'Till  that  the  conquering  Wine  hath  ftcept  ourfenfe , 
In  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  Viands : 

Make  battery  to  our  eares  with  the  loud  Mufick, 

The  while,  I'le  place  you,  then  the  Boy  fhall  fing. 
The  holding  every  man  fhall  beat  as  loud,  • 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 

Mufck^Playes.  Enobarbus  places  them  hand  in  hand. The  Song. 

Come  thou  Monarch  of  the  Vine, 
P/umpie  Bacchus  withpink^eyne  : 
In  thy  Fattes  our  carts  be  drown  d. 

With  thy  Grapes  our  h<  'ires  be  crown  d. 
Cup  us  'tiff  the  wor/d go  round, 
Cup  us  'till  the  world  go  round. 

Caf.  What  would  you  more  ? 

Pompey,  goodnight.  Good  Brother 
Let  me  requeft  you  of  our  graver  bufinefs  . 
Frowns  at  this  levity.  Gentle  Lords  let's  part, 
You  fee  we  have  burnt  our  cheek.  Strong  Enobarbt 
Is  weaker  then  the  wind,  and  mine  own  tongue 
Spleecs  what  it  fpeaks :  the  w  Id  difguife  hachalmoft 
Anticktus  all.  What  needs  more  words  ?  goodnight. 
Good  Anthony,  your  hand. 

Pom.  lJle  try  you  on  che  fhoar. 
Ant.  And  fhall,  Sir, give's  your  hand. 

Pom.  Oh  ,  Anthony,  you  have  my  Father's  houflr. 
But  what,  wc  are  Friends  ? 
Come  down  into  che  Boar. 

Eno.lzVc  heed  you  fall  not,  Mcnat\  I'le  not  on  fhoar, 
No,  to  my  Cabin  :  thefe  Drummes 
Thefe  Trumpets,  Flutes :  what 
Let  Neptune  hear,  we  bid  aloud  farewell 

To  thefe  great  Fellows.  Sound  and  be  hang'd,  found  out Sound  a  Flourifh  with  Drummes. 
Eno.  Hoo  faies  a,  there  s  my  Cap. 

Men.  Hoa,  Noble  Captain,  come.  Exeunt. 

Enter  V tutidiw  as  it  were  in  a  triumph ,  the  dead  body 
of  Pacorus  borne  before  him. 

V m  Now  darting  Parthia  arr  thou  ftrook,  and  now 
Pleas'd  Fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crafus  death 
Make  me  revenger.  Beare  the  King's  Son's  body, 
Before  our  Army,  thy  Pacorus  Oradet, 
Payes  this  for  Marcus  Crafus. 

Roman.  Noble  V sntidius, 

vVhillt  yet  with  Parthian  blo^d  thy  Sword  is  warm, 
The  Fugidve  Parthians  follow.  Spu.n  through  Mediat 
Mefapotamia,2v\A  the  fhdters, whither 
The  routed  flie.  So  thy  grand  Captain  Anthony 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  Cha: riots,  ami 
'ut  Garlands  on  thy  head. 
Vt n.  Oh  Stilus ,  Silius, 

I  have  done  enough.  A  bwer  place,  note  well 
May  make  too  great  an  act.  For  learn  this,  Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  then  by  our  deed 

Acquire  too  high  a  Fame,  when  him  we  ferve's  away. 
Cdfar  and  Anthony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  then  perfon.  Sojfius 

One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  Lievtenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 

Which  atchiev'd  by  th'minute,loft  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'th'Warres  more  then  his  Captain  can, 

Becomes  his  Captain's  Captain:  and  Ambition 
(The  Souldier's  virtue) rather  makes  choice  of  lols 
Then  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  doe  Anthonius  good, 

But'twould  offend  him.  And  in  his  offence, 

Should 
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Enter  Cafar^  Anthony^  Lepidust  axdOtlavia. 
^Antho.  No  farther,  Sir. 

Cafar.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my  fclf : 

Ufe  me  well  in't.  Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  fartheft  Band 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof ;  moft  Noble  Anthonyy 
Let  not  the  p:ece  of  Virtue  which  is  fee 
Betwixt  us,  ss  the  Cement  of  our  love 
To  keep  it  nuilded,be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortune  of  it :  for  better  might  we  . 

Have  lov'd  without  this  mean ,  if  on  both  parts This  be  not  chenfht. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended  in  your  diftruft. 
taf  I  have  laid. 

;    Ant .  You  fhall  not  find, 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leaft  caufe 
!For  what  you  fcem  to  fear,  fo  the  gods  keep  you, 
Andnnkethe  hearts  of  %gmans  ferve  your  ends: 

we  wi'l  he' e  part. 
Caf  Farewell,  my  deareft  Sifter,  fare  thee  well, 

The  Elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  1  pi  its  all  of  comfort :  fare  thee  well. 
,   Otla.  My  Noble  Brother. 

osfnth.  T^e  April  s  in  her  eyes ,  it  is  Loves  fpring, 
Ana  thelc  thelhowers  to  bring  it  on  :  be  cheaifull 

Sbo "id  niy  pcifomiani-e  pc  villi. 

'R^m.  1  how  halt,  V entidiut,  that,  without  the  which  a 
Sou  Idler  and  his  Sword  grants  lcarce  diftinition  :  .thou 
wilt  write  to  Anthony. 

Ven.  Pie  humbly  lignifte  what  in  his  name, 
Thac  magical  wo  d  o£  War  we  have  effected, 

How  with  his  Banners, and  h's  well  p.ii'd  ianks, 
The  ne' re-yet  beaten  Hoffepf  ̂ rthiay 
We  have  jaded  out  o'th  Fiejd»: 

%°m.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Ven.  He  purpofeth  to  Athi>tsy\\Wahzr  with  what  haft 

The  weight  we  muft  convey  wkh's,  will  permit : 
We  ("hall  appear  before  him.  On  theie,pafs  along. Exeunt. 

Enter  Agrippa  at  one  door ,  Enobarbut  at  another. 
Agri.  What  are  the  Brother  s  parted  ? 
Eno.  They  have  dilpatcht  wich  Tompeyjnz  is  gone, 

The  other  three  are  Sealing.  Ottavia  weeps 
To  part  fivm  %ome  :  Cafar  is  fad,  and  Lepidtu 
Since  Pompefs  tcalt,  as  CMenat  fiyes,  is  troubled 
With  the  Gicen-Sicknefs, 

zAyi-  *Tis  a  Noble  Lepidm. 
Eno.  A  very  fine  one  :  oh,  how  he  loves  Cafar. 

Agri.  Nay  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark^  Anthony, 

Eno.  CefarJ  why  he's  the  jupiter  of  men. 
Ant.  What's  <>Anthony,  the  god  of  Jupiter  ? 
Eno.  Speak  you  of  Cafar  ?  Oh  ?  the  non-pareil  ? 
Agri.  Oh  ̂ Anthony,  oh  thou  Arabian  Bird  ! 
£/7o.Would  you  praife  ̂ f/dr,fay  Cafar  ̂ pno  further. 
Agr.lndeed  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praifes. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  fofar  beft,  yet  he  loves  ̂ Anthony  [.« 
Hoo,  Hearts,  Tongues,  Figure, 
Scribes,  Bards,  Poets,  cannot 

Think,  fpeak,  calt,  write,  fing,  number :  hoo, 
His  love  to  Anthony.  But  as  for  Cafar  t 
Kneel  down, kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agri.  Bothhe  loves. 
Eno.  They  are  his  Shards,  and  he  their  Beetle,  fo  r 

This  is  to  hoi  fe  •  Adieu,  Noble  Agrippa. 
Agri.  Good  Fortune  worthy  Souldier ,  and  farewell. 

Oft*.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  Husband's  houfe  :  and  afar.  What  Ottavia. 
Otta.  Tie  tell  you  in  your  ear. 
Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 

Her  heart  inform  her  tongue. 

The  Swan's  doun  feather 
That  ftands  upon  the  Swell  at  full  of  tide  r 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  Will  Cafar  weep  ? 

Agri.  He  ha's  a  cloud  in's  face. 
Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that  were  he  a  Horle,  fens 

he  being  a  man. 

Agri.  Why  Enobarbus  : 
When  Anthony  found  Julius  Cafar  dead, 
He  cryed  almoft  to  roaring :  And  he  wept, 
When  at  ̂ hilippi  he  found  Brutus  flain. 

Eno.  That  yeai  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum, 

What  Willingly  he  did.  confound,  he  waii'd, 
Beiievt  'tilll  weep  too. 

Caf.  No,  fweet  Ottavia^ 
You  thall  hear  from  me  ftiU :  the  time  fhall  not 

Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 
Ant.  Come  Sir,  come, 

1  le  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love : 
Look  here  I  have  you :  thus  I  let  you  go, 

And  give  you  to  the  gods.. 
Caf  Adieu,,  be  happy. 

hep.  Let  all  the  numoer  of  the  Scarres  give  light 
To  thy  fairway. 

Caf.  Faiewell,  farewell.  Kijfes  Ottavia. 
Ant.  Farewell.        Trumpets  found.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Cteopatray  Charmiantlrat,  and  Alex  at. 
Cleo.  Where  is  the  Fellow  ? 

A^x.  Half  afcard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to  :  Come  hither ,  Sir. 
Enter  the  Meffenger  as  before, 

Alex.  Good  Majeftie  ,  Herod  of  Jevrry  dare  not  look 

upon  you,  but  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 
Cleo.  That  Herod's  head  ,  Tie  have :  but  how  ?  When 

Anthony  is  gone,  through  whom  I  might  command  it: 
Come*  thou  near. 

CMef  Moft  gracious  Majefty. 

Cleo.  Did'ft  thou  behold  Ottavia  ? 
Mef,  I,  dread  Q/.een. Cleo.  Where  f 

Mef.  Madam,  in  Rome ,  I  lookt  her  in  the  face:  and 
faw  her  led  between  her  Brother,  and  Mark^Anthony. 

Cleo.  Is  fhe  as  tall  as  me? 

Ulief  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Did'ft  hear  hei  fpeak? 

Is  fhe  fhrill  tongu'dor  low  ? 

OHef  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak  ,  fhe  is  low  voie'd. 
Cleo.  That's  not  fo  good  :  he  cannot  like  her  long. 
Char.  Like  her  ?  OhIJis :  'tis  importable. 
Cleo.  I  think  fo  Charmian:du\lo( tongue,  &  dwarfifh. 

What  Majefty  is  in  her  gate,  remember 
If  e're  thou  look' ft  on  Majefty . 

Mef.  Shecrecps;her  motion  and  her  ftationareas  one : 
She  ihews  a  body,  rather  then  a  life, 
A  Statue,  then  a  Breather. 

Mef.  Is  this  certain  ? 
Cleo.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 

Cha.  Three  xntAgypt  cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing,  I  do  perceiv  t, 
There's  nothing  in  her  yet. 1  The1 
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The  Fellow  has  good  jurfgsrmttfi  ■ 
Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  yeates,  I  prythee. 
A/cf.  Madam,  fhe  was  a  widdow. 
(  let?.  VViddow  ?  C  barman ,  hark. 

Mef.  And  I  do  think  fhe's  thirty. 
C/f.B-  ai'ir  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is'tlohg  Or^ round  ? 
M([.  Round  even  to  faulcintfs. 

Cleo.  For  the  molt  part  too,they  are  foolifh  chdtare  fo. 
Her  hair  what  colour  ? 

Mef.  Brown,  Madam  :  and  her  forehead. 
As  low  as  (h:  would  wifh  ic. 

Cleo.  There's  Gold  for  thee, 
Thou  mult  no:  cake  my  former  fharpnefs  ill, 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again  r  I  find  thee 
Molt  fit  for  bufinefs.  Go,  make  thee  ready, 

Our  Letters  are  prepar'd. 
Char.  A  proper  man. 
Cleo.  Indeed  he  is  fo :  I  repent  me  much 

That  fo  I  harried  him.  Why  me  thinks  by  h;m, 
This  Creature  s  no  fuch  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  Madam. 

Cle.  The.  man  hath  feen  fomc  Majefty  ,  and  fhould 
know. 

Char.  Hath  he  fecn  Majeftte  ?  ffti  elfe  defend  :•  and 
fervmg  you  fo  long. 

Cleo.l  have  one  thing  more  co  ask  him  ycc,good  Char, 

mlan:  but  'tis  no  mattcr,thou  fhalt  bring  him  to  me  where 
I  will  write  ;  all  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  Madam.  'Extant. 
Enter  Anthony  and  OBavia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay  Otl^via,  not  oncly  that, 
That  were  excufable,  chat  and  thoufands  more 

Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  Warres  'gainft  Pompey,  Made  hiswill,and  read  it, 
To  publick  ear,  fpoke  fcantly  of  me, 
When  perforce  he  could  not 

But  pay  me  termes  of  Honour  :  cold  and  fickly 
He  vented  then  moft  narrow  meafure  :  lent  me, 

When  the  beft  hint  was  given  him  :  he  had  lookt , 
O:  did  ic  from  his  ceech. 

Ociavi.  Oh,  my  good  Lord, 
Believe  noc  all,  or  if  you  muft  believe, 
Stomack  not  all.  A  more  unhappy  Lady, 

If  this  divifion  chance,  ne're  ftood  between 
Praying  for  both  parts  : 
The  good  gods  will  mock  me  prefently, 
When  I  fhall  pray :  oh  blefs  my  Lord  and  husband, 
Undo  that  prayer  :  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
Oh  blefs  my  Brother.  Husband  winne,  winne  Brother, 
Prayes,  and  deftroyes  the  prayer,  no  midway 

'Twixt  thefe  extremes  at  all. 
Ant.  Gentle  Otlavia, 

Let  your  beft  love  draw  to  that  point  which  feeks 
Bift  to  prefervc  it :  if  I  lofe  mine  Honour , 
Ilofe  my  felf:  better  I  were  not  yours 
Then  yours  fo  branchlefs.  But  as  you  requefted, 

Your  felf  fhall  go  between's,the  mean  time,  Lady> 
Tie  raife  the  preparation  of  a  War 
Shall  ftain  your  Brother, make  your  fooneft  hafte 

So  your  d^fires  are  yours. 
Otla.  Thanks  to  my  Lord, 

The  Jove  of  Power  make  me  moft  weak,  moft  weak , 

Your  reconciler :  Warres 'cwixt  you  twain  would  be, 
As  if  the  world  fhould  cleave,  and  that  flain  men 
Should  fodder  up  the  Rift. 

Anth.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  difplcafme  that  way,  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  fo  ecpal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  chein.  Provide  your  going, 

Choofe  your  own  company,  and  command  what  coir 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  Exeunt. 

8 nter  Snobarbus,  and.  Eros. 
Enob,  How  now,  friend  Eros? 

Eros.  There's  ftiange  Newcs  come,  Sir. 
Eno.  What  man  ? 

Ero.Cafar  and  Lepidus  have  made  War  upon  Pompey 
Eno.  This  is  old,  what  is  the  fuccefs  ? 

Eros.  fafar  having  made  ufe  of  him  in  the  warres 

'gainft  Pompey :  prefently  denyed  him  rivality,woiild  not 
let  him  partake  of  the  glory  of  the  action,  and  not  refting 
here ,  accufts  him  of  Letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to 

Pompey.  Upon  his  own  appeal  feizes  him  ,  fo  the  poor 

third  is  up,  'till  death  enlarge  his  Confine. 
Eno.  Then  would  thou  hadft  a  pair  of  Chaps  no  more, 

and  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  haft,  they'll 

grind  the  other.  Where's  Anthony  ? 
Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden  thus,  and  fpurns 

The  rufh  that  lies  before  him.  Cries,  Fool  Lepidta, 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  Officer, 
That  mut  dred  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  Navie'srigg'd. 
Eros,  For  Italy  and  C<efar,  more  Domitius, 

My  Lord  defires  you  prefently  :  my  Newes 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno. 'Twill  be  naught, but  let  it  be:  bring  mc  to  Anthony. 
Eros.  Come,  fir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Agrlpp*,  Meccxas,  and  C&far. 
C<ef,  Contemning  Rome  he  has  done  all  this,  and  more 

In  Alexandria  :  here's  the  matter  of  it  : 

I'th'Market-place  on  a  a  Tribunal  filver'd 
Cleopatra  and  himfclf  in  Chairs  of  Gold 

Were  publickly  enthron'd  :  ac  the  feet  fat 
Cafarion  whom  they  call  my  father's  Son, 
And  all  the  unlawfull  iffue,  that  their  luft 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them. Unco  her, 
He  gave  the  ftablifhment  of  tAgypt ,  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia,  abfolute  Queen. 

LMece.  This  is  the  publick  eye  ? 

C&f.  I'th'common  fhew  place  where  they  cxercife, 
His  Sonns  hither  proclaim* d  the  Kin^of  Kinss. 
Great  Media,  Parthia,and  Armenia 

He  gave  to  Alexander.  To  Ptolemy  he  affign'd, 
Syria,  Sicilia,ar\d  Phoenicia:  fiie 
In  th'abiliments  of  the  goddefs  IJis 

That  day  appear'd,  and  oft  before  gave  audience, 
As 'tis  reported,  fo. 

Mece.  Let  %ome  be  thus  inform'd. 
Agrip.  Who  queafie  with  his  infolence  already, 

Will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 
C<ef.  The  people  know  it, 

And  have  now  rcceiv'd  his  accufations. 

Agri.  Whom  do's  heaccufc  > 
C&(.  Cafar,  and  that  having  in  Sicily 

Sextus  Pompelus  fpoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'thTfle.  Then  does  he  fay  ,  he  lent  me 
Somefhipping  unrcftored.  Laftly  he  frets 

That  Lepidm  of  the  Triumvirate  ,  fhould  be  depos'd, 
And  being  that  we  detain  all  his  Revenue. 

Agri.  Sir,  this  fhould  be  anfwered. 

C&far.  'Tis  done  already,  and  his  MelTnger  gene  : 
I  have  told  him  Lepidtts  wfea  g^o-vn  :oo  ciue', 

Tha- 
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That  his  high  Authority  abus'd, 
And  did  delerve  his  chance  for  what  I  have  conquer'd, 
1  p  ant  him  part :  but  then  in  his  Armenia, 

And  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdomes,I  demand  the  like 
tJMec.  Heil  never  yield  to  that. 
C<tf,  Nor  muft  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  OZiavia  with  her  Train. 

Oftrf.Hail  C&far,  and  my  Lord  5  hail,  moft  dear  fefar. 
C<tfar.  That  ever  I  fhould  call  thee  Cart-away. 

Otla.  You  have  not  call'd  me  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe. 
Crf/.Why  hart  thou  rtolne  upon  me  thusfyou  came  noi 

Like  Ctfars  Siller  ;  the  wife  of  Anthony 
Should  have  an  Army  for  an  Ufhcr,  and 
The  neighs  of  horfe  to-tell  of  her  approach, 

Longe  e're  fhe  did  appear.  The  trees  by  th'way 
Should  have  born  men,  and  expectation  fainted 

■  Longing  for  what  it  had  not.  Nay,  the  durt 
;  Should  have  afcended  to  the  Roof  of  Heaven  , 

Rais'dby  your  populous  Troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  Market-maid  to  Rome, and  have  prevented 
The  oltentation  of  our  love  ;  which  left  unfhewn, 

Is  often  left  unlov'd  :  we  fhould  have  met  you 
By  Sea,  and  Land,  fupplying  every  ftage 
With  an  alimented  greeting. 

Otta.  Gocd  my  Lord, 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  Conftrain  d,  but  did  it 

On  my  free-will.  My  Lord  CM  ark^  Anthony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepaid  for  War,  acquainted 

My  grieving  ear  withall :  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

C<ef.  Which  foon  he  granted, 

Being  an  abftract  'twten  his  Luft ,  and  him, 
Otta.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  Lord. 
Caf.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 

And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind:where  is  he  now  : 

OEla.  My  Lord,  in  Athens. 

C<ef.  No,  my  molt  wronged  Sifter,  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.  He  hath  given  his  Empire 
Up  to  a  Whore ,  who  now  are  levying 

The  Kings  o'th'earth  for  War.  He  hath  diffembled, 
Bychm  the  King  of  Lybia,  Archilaus 
Of  Cappadocia,  Thiladelphos  King 

Of  Paphlagonia:i\\t  ThraciaxK'mg  jidttllas, 
King  Mauchus  of  Arabia,  King  of  Tont, 
Herod  of  Jewry,  (Jfytithri dates  King 

j  Of  fcomageat,  Polemen  and  zAmintas. 
The  King  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia, 
With  a  more  larger  Lift  of  Scepters. 

Octa.  Aye  me  moft  wretched, 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  Friends, 
That  do  afflict  each  other.  (breaking  forth 

C<ef.  Welcome  hither ,  your  letters  did  with-hold  our 

'Till  we  perceived  both  how  you  were  wrong  led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger  :  cheer  your  heart. 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time  which  drives 

O'ic  your  content,  thefe  ftrong  necclfities, 
But  let  detei  min'd  things  to  deftinie 

Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.  Welcome  to  Rome  : 

Nothing  more  dear  to  me.  Yon  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods 
To  do  you  Juftice,  make  his  Minifters 

Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.  Bert  of  comfort, 
And  ever  welcome  to  us.  -Agrip.  Welcome  Lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  Madam, 
Each  heart  \Xi%ome  does  love  and  pity  you, 

Oncly  th'adultcrous  ̂ Anthony,  moft  large 

In  his  abhominations,  turns  you  off, 
And  gives  his  potent  Regiment  to  a  Trull 
That  noifes  it  againft  us, 
03a.  Is  itfo,fir  ? 

C<ef.  Moft  certain  :  Sifter  welcome  ;  pray  you 

Be  ever  known  to  patience.  My  dear'ft  Sifter.  Exeunt. Enter  Cleopatra,  and  Enobarbtts. 
Cleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee  :  doubt  it  hot. 
Eno.  But  why,  why,  why  ?  t 
Cleo.  Thou  haft  forefpoke  my  being  in  thefe  warres ; 

And  fay'ft  it  is  not  fit. 
Eno.  Well:  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cleo.  If  not,  denoune'd  againft  us ,  why  fhould  not  we be  there  in  perfon  > 

Eno.  Well ,  I  could  reply  :  if  we  fhould  ferve  with 
Horfe  and  Mares  together  ,  the  Horfe  were  merely  loft  : 
the  Mares  would  bear  a  Souldicr  and  his  Horfe. 

Cleo.  Whatis't  you  fay  ? 
Eno.  Your  prefence  needs  muft  puzzle  ̂ Anthony, 

Take  from  his  heart,take  from  his  brain,take  from's  time, 
What  fhould  not  then  be  fpar'd.  He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  Levity, and  'tis  faidin  Rome, 
That  Thotinus  an  Eunuch,  and  your  Maid? 
Mannagethis  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  %ome,  and  their  tongues  rot 

That  fpeak  againft  us.  A  Charge  we  bear  i'ch'War, 
And  as  the  prefident  of  my  Kingdome  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.  Speak  not  againft  it, 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Enter  ̂ Anthony  and  C  ami  dim. 
Eno.  Nay  I  have  done,  here  comes  the  Emperour. 
Ant.  Is  it  not  ft  range,  C  ami  dins, 

That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundfijium, 

He  could  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  Sea, 

And  take  in  Toryne.  You  have  heard  on't  (Sweet  >) 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd Then  by  the  negligent. 
Ant.  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  beft  of  men To  taunt  at  flacknefs.  Cumiditu,  we, 

Will  fight  with  him  by  Sea. 
Cleo.  By  Sea,  what  elfe  ? 

Cam.  Why  will  my  Lord  do  fo  ? 

Ant.  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 
Eno.  So  hath  my  Lord,dar'd  him  to  fingle  fight. 
Cam.  I,  and  to  wage  his  Battel  at  ̂ pharfaUa, 

VVheie  Cafar  fought  with  Pompey.  But  thefe  offers 
Which  fe-  ves  not  for  his  vantage,  he  fhakes  off, 
And  fo  fhould  you. 

Enob.  Your  Shippes  are  not  well  mann'd, Your  Mariners  are  Muliters,  Reapers,  people, 

Ingroft  by  fwift  Imprefs.  In  C&far's  Fleet, 
Are  thofe,  that  often  have  'ga;nft  Pompey  fought, 
Their  fhippes  are  yare,  yours  heavy :  no  difgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refufing  him  at  Sea, 

Being  prepar'd  for  Land. Ant .  By  Sea ,  by  Sea. 

Eno.  Moft  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  ablolute  Souldierfhip  you  have  by  Land  , 

Diftracl  your  Army ,  which  doth  moft  confift 
Of  war-markt-footmen,  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge,  quite  forgoe 

The  way  which  promifes  aflurance,  and 

Give  up  your  felf  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, From  firm  Security. 

Ant.  Tie  fi^ht  at  Sea. 

Cleo, 
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Cleo.  I  have  fixty  Sailes,  Cafar  none  better. 
Ant.  Our  over-plusof  (hipping  will  we  bum, 

And  with  the  reft  full-mann'd  ,from  th'heart  o{  Allium 

Beat  th'approaching  Cafar.  But  if  we  fail, 
We  then  can  do't  at  Land.       Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Thy  bufinefs  ? 

Cfttef.  The  newes  is  true,  my  Lord,  he  is  difcried, 
C£far  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  perfon  ?  'Tis  impofliblc 
Strange,  that  his  power  fhould  be  fo,  Camidius, 
Our  nineteen  Legions  thou  {halt  hold  by  Land, 
And  ou»  twelve  thoufand  Horfe.  We  ll  to  our  Ship, 
Away  my  Thetis. 

Enter  a  Souldier. 

How  now,  worthy  Souldier  ? 
S ouU.  Oh  Noble  Emperour ,  do  not  fight  by  Sea, 

Truft  not  to  rotten  planks :  Do  you  mifdoubt 

This  Sword,  and  thefemy  Wounds;  let thJ 'Egyptians And  the  Phoenicians  go  a  ducking :  we 

Have  us'd  to  conquer  ftanding  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant .  Weli,  well,away.       Exeunt  Ant. Cleo. & Snob. 

Soul.  By  Hercules  I  think  I  am  i'th'right. 
Cam.  Souldier  thou  art :  but  the  whole  action  grows 

Not  in  the  power  on't :  fo  our  Leadeis  lead, 
And  we  are  Womens  men. 

Soul.  You  keep  by  Land  the  Legions  and  the  Horfe 
whole,  do  you  not  ? 
V in.  Marcus  OSlavius,  Marcus  fufiius, 

Publicola,  and  Cf//«f,are  for  Sea  : 

But  we  keep  whole  by  Land.  This  fpeed  of  Cafar's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Soul.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome 
rlis  power  went  out  infuch  diftraclions, 

As  beguii'd  all  Spies. 
Cam.  Who's  his  Lievtenant,  hear  you  ? 
Soul.  They  fay ,  one  Towrus. 
Cam.  Well,  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger,  "  ■ 
Mef.  The  Emperour  calls  Camidius. 

Cam.  With  Newes  the  time's  with  Labour, 
And  throwes  forth  each  minute,  fome.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cajar  with  his  Army ,  marching. 

Caf.  Towrus  f 
Tow.  My  Lord. 

Caf  Strike  not  by  Land. 
Ceep  whole,  provoke  not  Battel 
Till  we  have  done  at  Sea.  Do  not  exceed 

The  Prefcript  of  this  Scroul :  Our  fortune  lyes 
Upon  this  jump.  Exit . 

Enter  Anthony ',  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  Squadrons  on  yond  fide  o'  th'  Hill, 
n  eye  of  Cafar's  battel ,  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  Ships  behold, 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  Exit. 

for  the  white 

Camidius  Marching  with  his  Land  army  one  way  over  ]  Reprove  the  brown  for  rafhnefs  ,and  chey  them 

the flage,andTowrus  thehievtenant  of  C afar  the  other    For  fe?r> and  boating.  Friends  De  gone,  you  (hall 

To  fee'r,  mine  eyes  are  blafted. Enter  Scar  us. 

Scar.  Gods,and  godde{fes,all  the  whole  fynod  of  then 
Em.  What's  thy  paflion  ? 
Scar.  The  greater  Cantle  of  the  world  is  loft 

With  very  ignorance,  we  have  kift  away 
Kingdomes,  and  Provinces. 

Enob.  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  On  our  fide  like  the  Token'd  Peftilence, 
Where  death  isfure.  Your  ribaudred  Naggeof  *Aigypt, 

(Whom  Leprofie  o're)  i'th'mid'ft  o'th'fight, 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  Twinnes  appear'd 
Both  of  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  elder ; 

(The  B.eeze  upon  her)  like  a  Cow  in  June, 
Hoifts Sails,  ardflyes. 

Enob.  That  I  beheld  : 

Mine  eyes  did  ficken  at  the  fight,  and  could  not 
Indure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  looft, 
The  Noble  ruirie  of  her  MagUk,  Anthony, 

Claps  on  his  Sea-wing,and  (like  adoating  Mallard) 
Leaving  the  Fight  in  hughth,flyes  after  her  : 
I  never faw  an  ?dtion  of  fuch  mame ; 

Experience,  Man-hood,  Honour  ne're  before, Did  violate  fo  it  felf . 

Enob.  Alack,  akek. 
Enter  Camidius 

Cam.   Our  Fortune  on  the  Sea  is  out  of  breath, 
Anu  links  moft  lamentably.  Had  our  General 
Bin  what  he  knew  himielf,  it  had  gone  well : 
Oh  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight; 
M<  'ft  gruffdy  by  his  own. 

Enob.  I ,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  Why  then  goodnight indeed. 

Cam.  Toward  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 
Scar.  'Tis  eafie  to't, 

^nd  there  1  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Camid.  To  Cafar  will  I  render 

My  Legions  and  my  horfe  ,  fix  Kings  already 
*>hew  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Snob.  I'le  yet  follow 
lie  wounded  chance  of  Anthony,  though  my  reafon 
ics  in  the  wind  againft  me. 

Enter  Anthony  with  attendants 

Ant.  Haik,  the  Land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon'c, 
rt  is  alham'd  to  bear  me.  Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  fo  Ined  in  the  world,  that  I 

H  ive  loft  my  way  for  ever.  I  have  a  fhip, 
Laden  with  Gold, take  that, divide  it  :flye, 
^nd  make  your  peace  with  Cafar. 
Omnes.  Fly  ?  Not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fl°ci  my  felf ,  and  have  inftru&ed  cowards 
To  run,  and  fhew  their  fhouldcrs.  Friends,begone, 

I  have  my  ielf,refolv'd  upon  a  courfe, 
;Vhich  has  no  need  of  you.  Be  gone, 

My  Treafure's  in  the  Harbour.  Take  it :  Oh, 
I  follow'd  that  I  blufh  to  look  upon, 
vly  very  hairs  do  mutiny 

way  :  after  their  going  iny  is  heard  the  noife  of  a 
Sea-fight.  Alarum.  Enter  Enobarbus  &  Scarus. 

£»0.Naught,naught,all  naught,  I  can  behold  no  longer: 
Thantoniad,  the  Egyptian  Admiral, 
With  all  their  fixty  flye,  and  turn  the  Rudder : 

iave  Letters  from  me  to  fome  Friends,  that  will 

Sweep  your  way  for  you.  Pray  you  look  not  fad  : 
Nor  make  replyes  of  loathnefs,  take  the  hint 

Which  my  defpair  proclaims.  Let  them  be  left 
Which  leaves  it  felf,  to  Sea-fide  ftraightway ; 
I  will  poffefs  you  of  that  fliip  and  Treafure. .cave 
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Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  pray  you  now, 
Nay  do  fo  :  for  indeed  I  have  loft  command  , 

Therefore  I  pray  you,  Fie  fee  you  by  and  by.  Sits  down. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  led  by  Charmian  and  Eros. 
Eros.  Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him, comfort  him. 
Iras.  Do,  molt  dear  Queen. 

Char,  Do,  why,  what  elfe  ? 
Cleo.  Let  me  At  down  :  Oh  Jm9. 
Ant.  No, no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros.  See  you  here,  Sir  ? 
Ant .  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Char.  Madam. 

Iras.  Madam ,  oh  good  Empvefs, 
Sros.  Sir,  fir. 

Ant.  Yes,  ray  Lord,  yes;  he  at  (jphi/ippl  kept 
His  lword  e'en  like  a  dancer,  while  1  ft  rook 

The  lean  and  wrindded  Cajfitu^  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brtttw  ended  :  he  alone 

Dealt  on  Lievtenantry,and  no  pra&ife  had 
In  the  brave  fquares  of  War :  yet  now  :  no  matter. 

Cleo.  Ah  ftand  by. 

Eros.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  the  Queen. 
Iras.  Go  to  him,  Madam,  fpeak  to  him, 

He  isunqualited  with  very  ihame. 
Cleo.  Well  then,fuftain  me  :  Oh. 
Eros.  Moft  Noble  Sir,  arife,  the  Queen  approaches, 

Her  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  feize  her,  but Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  Reputation ; 
A  moft  unnoble  fwe;  ving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  Queen. 

Ant.  O  whither  hart  thou  led  me  *Aigypt ,  fee 
How  I  convey  my  (Lame ,  out  of  thine  eyes , 
By  looking  back  what  I  have  left  behind 

Stroy'd  in  difhonour. 
Cleo.  Ob,  my  Lord,  my  Lord ; 

Forg;ve  my  fearfull fails,  I  little  thought 
You  would  have  followed, 

Ant.  <tAgypty  thou  knew'ft  too  well, 
My  heart  was  to  thy  Rudder  tyed  by  th  firings, 

And  thou  fhould'ft  ftowe  me  after.  O're  my  fpirit 
The  full  fupremacie  thou  knew'ft,  and  that 
Thy  beck,  mfght  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  Oh,  my  pardon. 
Ant .  Now  I  muft 

To  the  young  man  fend  humble  Treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  fhifts  of  lownefs,  who, 

With  half  the  bulk  o'th'woild  plai'd  as  I  pleas'dy 
Making,  and  marring  Fortunes.  You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  Conqueror,  and  that 
My  fword  ,made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  atlcaufe. 

Cleo.  Pardon,  pardon. 
Ant.  Fall  not  a  tear  I  fay  ,  one  of  them  rates 

All  that  is  won  and  loft  :  Give  me  a  kifs , 

Even  this  repay es. 
^We  fent  our  Schoolmafter,  is  a. come  back  ? 
Love  I  am  full  of  Lead :  fome  Wine 

Within  there,and  our  Viands:  Fortune  knowes, 
We  fcorn  her  moft,when  moft  fhe  offers  blows.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cafar,  Agrippa,  Dolabellayrvitb others. 

Caf.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  for  Anthony. Know  you  him  ? 

Dolla,  C<efar,  t'is  his  Schoolmafter, 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,  when  hither 
He  fends  fo  poora  Pinnion  of  his  Wing, 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  Meffengers, 
Not  many  Moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Ambajfador  from  Anthony. 

Cafar.  Approach,  and  fpeak. 
Amb.  Such  as  I  am ,  I  come  from  Anthony  : 

I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  ische  Morn-dew  on  the  Myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  Sea. 

Caf.  Be't  fo,  declare  thine  office. 
Amb.  Lord  of  his  Fortunes  he  falutes  thee,  and 

Requires  to  live  in  «Agypty  which  not  granted 
He  Leflens  his  requefts,  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  Heavens  and  Earth 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  this  for  him. 

Next,  Cleopatra  does  confeis  thy  greatnefs: 
Submits  hei  to  thy  might,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  Circle  of  the  Ptolomies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  Grace. 

Caf.  For  i^Arthony, 
I  have  no  eares  to  his  requeft.  The  Queen, 
Of  Audience,  nor  defire  fhall  fail,  fo  fhe 

F'om  sAgyft  drive  her  all-difgraced  Friend. 
Or  take  his  life  there.  Thisif  fhe  perform, 
She  fhall  not  fue  unheard.  So  to  them  both. 

Amb,  Fortune  pnrfue  thee. 

C<ef.  Bring  him  through  the  Bands: : 

To  try  thy  Eloquence,  now  'tis  cime,difpatch, 
From  Anthony  win  Cleopatra^  promife 
And  in  our  Name,  when  fhe  requires,  addc  more 
From  thine  invention,  offers.  Women  are  not 
In  their  beft  Fortunes  ftrong  ;  but  want  will  perjure 

The  ne're  touch'd  Veftal.  Try  thy  cunning,  Thldiasy 
Make  thine  own  Edirft  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  anfwer  as  a  Lawt 

Thid.  C<efaryI  go. 

C&f.  Obferve  how  Anthony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  thinkeft  his  very  Action  ipeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thid.  C<tfar  ,  I  fhifl.  .  Exeunt. 

Enter  >'■  leopatra,  Enobarbtts,  Charm  'is.n,  and  Iras, 
Cleo.  What  fhaii  ;ve  dc  ,  Enobarbks? 
£m.  Think  .and  dye.- 

Cleo.  Is  Anthony,  or  we  in  fault  for  this  ? 
Eno.  Anthony  onely,  that  would  mafce.his  will 

Lord  of  his  Realon.  What  though  you  fled, 

From  that  great  face  of  War,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  Why  fhould  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  Affection  fhould  not  then  . 

Have  nick  hisCaptain-flvip,  atfuch  a  point, 

When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 

The  meered  queftion. ?  "T'is  a  fhame  no  lets Then  was  his  lofs,  to  ennfe  your  flying  Flaggs, 
And  leave  his  Navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pry  thee  peace. 
Enter  the  Ambajfador^  with  Anthony. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  anfwer  ? 

Amb.  1,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  The  Queen  fhall  then  have  courtcfie, 
So  fhe  will  yield  us  up. 

Amb.  He  faysfo. 

sXntho.  Let  her  know't.  To  the  Boy Ctjar  fend  this; 

grizled  head  i  and  hsivyillfill  thy  willies- to' the  brimme, With  Principalities. 

Clet.  That  hea'd,rriy  Lord? Ant  A 



Anthony  and  Cleopatra. 

«3  s 

I     Ant.  io  him  again,  ceil  him  he  wearcs  the  Rofe 

j  Of  youth  upon  him  :  from  which,  the  world  fhould  note 

'  Something  particular  :  His  Coyn,  Ships,  Legions, 
May  be  a  Cowaids,  whole  M  nifteis  would  ptevaile 
•  Under  the  fcrviceof  a  Child,  as  foon 

As  ich' Command  of  C&far.  I  dare  him  therefore  : 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart 

And  anfwirme  declin'd,  fword  againft  fword, 
Our  felves  alone  ;  J'le  write  it,  Follow  me. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough  :  hye-battell'd  C&far  will 

[  Ungate  his  happinefle,  and  be  Scag'd  to  th'  l"hew 
j  Againft  a  Sworder.  I  fee  mens  judgements  are 
j  A  parcel!  of  their  Fortunes,  and  things  outward 
jDoe  drawthe  inward  quality  after  them 
|To  fuffer  all  al.ke, that  he  fhould  dreame, 
I  Knowing  all  meafures,  the  full  Cafar  will 

!  Anfwer  his  emptineffe  ;  C<e(ar  thou  haft  fubdu'd 
!  His  judgement  too. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  Meflenger  from  CAfar- 
Cleo.  What,  no  more  Ceremony  ?  See  my  women, 

Againlt  the  blown  Rofe  may  they  flop  their  Nofe, 
1  That  knecfd  unto  the  Buds.  Admit  him,  fir. 

•  Enob.  Mine  bonefty,  and  I,  begin  to  fquare, 
The  Loyalty  well  held  to  Fooles,  does  make 

i  Our  Faith  meer  Folly  :  yet  he  that  can  endure 
I  To  follow  with  Alleg  ance  a  fain  Lord, 

jDo's  conquer  him  that  did  his  Mafter  conquer, 
[  And  earns  a  place  ith'  Story. Enter  Thidias. 

Cleo.  Cafar's  will. 
Thid.  Here  it  a  parr. 
Cleo.  None  but  friends:  fay  boldly. 
Thid.  So  haply  are  they  friends  to  Anthony, 

Enob.  He  needs  rs  many  (fir)  as  C<efar  has.  ' 
O  needs  n<jf  us.  If  C<efar  pleafe,  our  Mafter  1 
Will  leap  to  be  his  f;i:nd  :  For  as  you  know, 
Whole  he  is,  we  are,  and  that  is  Cafars. 

Thid.So.Thus  then  thou  moft  renown'd,  Cafar  intreats 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  ftand'fi 
Further  than  he  isCafar. 

Cleo.  Goon,  vighc  Royall. 
Thid.  He  knowesthat  you  embrace  not  Anthony 

As  you  did  lovej  but  as  you  feared  him. 
Cleo.  Oh. 

Thid.  The  fcarres  upon  your  honour,  therefore  he 

Do's  pitty,  as  conftrained  blemifb.es, Not  as  defer  ved. 

•    Cleo.  He  is  a  god, 
And  knows  whac  is  moft  right.  Mine  honour 

Was  not  yielded,  but  conquei'd  meerly. 
Snob.  To  be  fure  of  that,  I  will  ask  Anthony. 

Sir,fir,  thou  art  fo  leaky 

That  wemuft  leave  thee  thy  finking,for 
Thy  deareft  quit  thee.  .  Exit  Enob. 

Thid.  Shall  I  fay  to  Cafar, 
What  you  require  of  him :  for  he  partly  begs 

To  be  defir'd  to  give.  It  much  would  pleafe  him, 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  fhould  make  a  ftaffe 
To  lean  upon.  But  it  would  wai  m  his.fpirits 

To  hear  from  me  you  had  lefc  Anthony , 
And  put  your  felf  under  his  fhrowd ,  the  univerfall 

Cleo.  What's  your  name  ?  Landlord. 
Thid.  My  name  is  Thidias. 
Cleo.  M^ft  kind  MefTenger, 

Say  to  great  Cafar  this  in  difputation, 

1  kifle  his  conqu'ring  hand  :  Tell  him,  I  am  promoc 

To  lay  my  Crown  at's  feet,  and  there  to  kneele. 
Tell  him  from  his  all-obeying  breath,  I  hear 
The  doom  of  zALgypt. 

Thid.  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe : 
Wifedomeand  Fortune  combating  together, 
Jf  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  fhake  it.  Give  me  grace  to  lay 

My  duty  on  your  hand. 
Cleo.  Your  Cafars  Father  ofc, 

(When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdomcs  in) 
Beftow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kifles. 

Enter  Anthony^  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Favours?  By  Jove  that  thunders.  What  art  thou, 
Thid.  One  that  buc  performs  (Fellow  ? 

The  bidding  of  the  fulleft  man,  and  worthieft 

To  have  command  obey'd. 
Enob.  You  will  be  whipt. 

ji#t.Approach  thererah  you  Kite.Now  gods  and  devils, 

Authority  melts  from  me  of  late.  When  I  cri'd  hoa, 
Like  Boyes  unto  a  rnuffe,  Kings  would  ftart  forth, 

And  cry  your  will.  Have  you  no  eares  ? 
I  am  Anthony  yet.  Take  hence  this  Ja  ck  and  whip  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Snob.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  Lyons  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  Starres, 

Whip  him :  were  twenty  of  the  greateft  Tributaries 
That  doe  acknowledge  Cafar ,  fhould  I  find  them 

So  fawcy  with  the  hand  of  fhe  here,  what's  her  name. 
Since  fhe  was  Cleopatra  ?  Wh'p  him,  Fellowes, 
Till  like  a  Boy  you  fee  him  crindge  his  face, 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy.  Take  him  hence. 

Thid.  Marke  Anthony. 

Ant.  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipt, 

Bring  him  again,  the  Jack  of  C<efars  fhall 
Bear  us  an  arrant  to  him.  Exeunt  with  Thidias* 
You  were  half  blafted  ere  I  knew  you  :  Ha  ? 

Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpreft  in  Romey 
Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawfull  Race, 

And  by  a  Jemme  of  Women,  to  be  abus'd By  one  that  looks  on  Feeders  ? 
Cleo.  Good  my  Lord. 

nAn*  You  have  been  a  boggeler  ever, 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufneffe  grew  hard 

(Oh  mifery  on't)  the  wife  gods  feale  our  eyes 
In  our  own  filth,  drop  our  clear  judgements,  make  us 

Adore  our  errours,  laugh  at's  while  we  fttut To  our  confufion. 

Cleo.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this  ? 
Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  Morfell,  cold  upon 

Dead  C*far\  Trencher:  Nay,  you  were  a  Fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompeyesy  befides  what  hotter  houres 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  Fame,  you  have 

Luxurioufly  pickt  out.  For  I  am  fure, 

Though  you  can  guefle  what  Temperance  fhould  be$ 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  > 
Ant.  To  let  a  Fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 

And  fay,  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with 
My  play-fellow,  your  hand  ;  this  Kingly  Seale, 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts.  O  that  I  were 
Upon  the  Hill  of  Bafan,  to  out-roare 
The  horned  Heard,  for  I  have  Savage  catife, 

And  toprodaime  it  civilly,  were  like 
Bbbb  A 
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A  halcer'd  neck,  which  co  s  the  Hangman  than*., 
Fo  r  being  yare  about  him.  1$  he  wbipt  ? 

Enter  a  Servant  with  Thldlas. 

Ser,  Soundly,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Cryed  he  >  and  begg'da  pardon  > Ser.  He  didaske  favour. 

■     If    iai  :hy  F^her  Jivr,  let  him  repent 
lh  •  vaft  11  >t     Be  his  Daughter,  ana  be  thou  forry 

1  ro  follow  fafar  i;i  his  triumph,  knee 
rh'ji  -v'4l  ten  wbipt.  Foi  flowing  him,  henceforth 
The  v.i-:-  hand  of;  Lao,  f-cver  thee, 

S  .uk :  to  l^ok  on't.  Get-thee  .^ack  to  C<efary 

Tell  ni:~  .'.y  :i  ret  :«-mmcnt :  look  thou  fay 
H  :  makes  n  .  ai  ,ry  with  him.  For  he  feems 
Pi  )iid  arid  di  i  ainftiil,  h?.rping  on  what  I  am, 
loi  what  i  knew!  was.  H:  makes  me  angry, 

■  v-.H  it  this  time  noft  :afie  'tistodo't : 

-  i  my  good  ftarresf,  that  were  my  former  guides 
r  lav  empty  Scfc  their  Oxbes,and  lliut  their  Fires 

tlx  A.  lifmc  of  Hell.  If  he  miflike, 

My  fpei  t  h,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
H  p>trchtuy  my  enfranched  Bondman,  whom 

i   m  y  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
le  iLiall  like  to  quit  me.  Urge  it  thou : 

.-knee  with  thy  ft.  ipes,  be  gone.  Exit  Thid. 
Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 
Ant.  Aiack,  our  Terene  Morn  is  now  Eclipft, 

And  it  portends  ulone  the  fail  of  Anthony. 
Cleo.  I  muft  ft^y  his  time. 
Ant .  To  flatter  Cafar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 

With  onethrt  ties  his  points. 
( leo.  Noc  know  mc  yet  ? 
A»t,  Cold-heai ted  toward  me  ?  * 
Cleo.  A  h  (Dear)  if  I  be  fo, 

From  my  cold  heart,  let  heaven  ingender  Haile, 
And  poyibn  it  in  the  iource,and  the  firftftone 

D^op  in  my  neck  :     it  determins^s  fo 
Diflblve  my  life,  thencx.  Ca?tanan  fmile, 
Tiil  By  degrees  the  memory  of  my  wombe, 

T  ig  *ther  wi  h  my  brave  t/f  gyftlans  all, 
By  ;he  dilcanderfrig  of  rhis  ̂ eiictted  ftorme, 
Lyc  gvavt  leffe,  ;ill  the  Fiies  and  Gnats  of  Njk 
Have  oi>  led  them  fo-prey. 

int.  I  am  latisfttd  : 

v  <tf*r  fets  down  m  Alexandria^  where 

1  vv;i.  ippofe  his  Fate.  Our  force  by. Land, 

Hath  nobly  held, and  fever'd  Navy  too 
T '  ve  knit  'gain,  and  Fleet,  threarning  raoft  Sea-like. 
Wb  »  hail  rhpu  oeen  my  heartfDoft  thou  hear,  Lady  ? 
If  from  the  Field  1  ihall*retuin  once  more 

To  kiffe  tl  £  re  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood, 
I,   id  m]  Sword*  Mlleatn  my  Chronicle, 

Tbei  's  bop<  in't  yet. 
Ceo.  That  s  my  brave  Lord. 

Ant,  T  w  i  be  trebble-finewed,  hearted,  brcath'd, 
And  sigh:  malicioutly :  for  when  mine  houres 

enice  'nd  lucky,  men  did  ranfome  lives 

'  >  me  for  jefts :  but  now,  Tie  fetmy  teeth, 
An   fend  to  darknefle  all  that  ftop  me.  Come, 

L-  i  have  one  other  gawdy  night:  Call  to  me 
!  A  ll  my  lad  Captains,  fill  our  Bowles  once  more  : 

'  Let's  mock  the  midnight  Bell. Cleo.  It  is  my  Birth-day, 

I  had  thought  t'have  held  it  poor.  But  fince  my  Lord 
Is  Anthony  igainyl  will  btCleopaira. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  doe  well. 

*  i  -- 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  Ca  pea  ins  to  my  L6i<J, 
Ant .  Doe  fo,  we'll  lpeak  to  them, 

And  to  night  I'le  force 

The  Wine  peep  throvgh'their  fcarres, Come  on  (my  Q^ieen) 

There's  fap  in't  yet.  The  next  time- 1  doe  fight 
I'le  make  death  love  me :  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  peflilcnt  Sythe.  Exeunt. 

Enob.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  Lightning,  to  be  furious 
Is  to  be  flighted  out  of  fear,  and  in  that  mood 
The  Dove  will  peck  the  Eftridge ;  and  1  fee  ftill 
A  diminution  in  our  Captains  brain, 
Reftores  his  heart ;  when  valour  piayes  in  reafon, 
It  eats  the  Sword  it  fights  with  :  I  will  feek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  Exeunt. 

Enter  C*fart  Agrlppa,  and  Mecenas  with  his  Army,  \ 
Cafar  reading  a  Letter. 

Caf.  He  calls  me  Boy,  and  chides  as  he  had  power 

To  beat  mc  out  of  tA^gypt.  My  Mcflcnger  ' 
He  hath  whipt  with  Rods,dares  me  to  perfonal!  Combat.  I 
Cafar  to  Anthony :  let  the  old  Rufhan  know, 

I  have  many  other  wayes  to  dye :  mean  time 
Laugh  at  this  Challenge. 

Mece.  Cafar  muft  think,  v 

When  one  fo  great  Hegins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.  Cive  him  no  b.eaih,  but  now 
Mske  boot  of  his  diltca&ion  :  Never  anger 

Made  good  guard  for  it  felf. 
Caf.  Let  our  beft  heads  know, 

That  to  morrow,  the  iaft  of  many  BmHs 
We  mean  to  fight.  Wi  hin  oil  Files  there  are, 

Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Marke  Anchony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.  S;e  n  done, 

And  feaft  the  Army,  we  hav<.  (tore  todo't, 

And  they  have  earn'd  the  walte.  Poor  Anthony.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Anthony  and  Cleopatra,  Enobarbui,  Charmlany 

frasy  AlexaSy  with  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitia*. Enob.  No  ? 

Ant.  Why  fhould  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune  , 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To  morrow,  Souldier, 

By  Sea  and  Land  I'le  fight :  or  I  will  live,  ; 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood, 

Shall  make  it  live  again.  Woo'tthou  fight  welt. 
Enob.  I'le  ftrike,  and  cry,  take  all. 
Ant.  Well  faid,  come  on: 

Call  forth  my  houlhold  fervants,  let's  to  nighr 
Enter  three  or  four  Ssrvltours.  : 

Bebountious  a  tour  Mcale.  Give  me  thy  hand, 

Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft,  fo  baft  thou, 

Thou,  and  thou,  and  thou :  you  have  ferv'd  me  we!', And  Kings  have  been  your  fellowes. 
Cleo.  What  meanes  this  ? 

En.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odde  tricks  which  follow  tiioms  ( Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honeft  too  : 
I  wifh  I  could  be  made  fo  many  men, 

And  all  of  you  clap?  up  together,  in 

An  Anthony :  that  J  might  doe  you  fcrvice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 2  Omr.es.  \ 
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Omnes.  The  Gods  forbid. 

Ant.  Well, my  good  Fellowes,  wait  on  me  tonight  : 
Scant  not  my  Cups,  and  make  as  mnch  of  me 
As  when  mine  Empire  was  your  Fellow  too, 
And  iufteied  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  docs  he  mean  ? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep; 
Ant.  Tend  me  to  night ; 

May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty, 
H;;ply  you  fhallnot  fee  mc  more,  or  if, 

1  A  mangled  fhadow.  Perchance  to  morrow, 

You'll  lerve  another  Mafter.  I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.  Mine  honeft  Friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away,  but  like  a  Maffcr 
\  Married  to  your  good  fervice,ftay  till  death  : 
T  nd  me  to  night  two  houres,  I  ask  no  more, 

And  the  gods  yield  you  for'r. 
Enob.  What  mean  you  (fir) 

To  give  them  this  difcomforc  ?  Look,  you  weep, 

And  T  m  Alf?,  am  Onion-ey'd  ;  for  fhame, T  ransforme  us  noc  to  women. 

itAnt\  Ho,  ho,  ho : 

Now  r.he  Witch  tske  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus. 
Gra.ce/grow  where  thofc  drops  fail  (my  hearty  Friends) 
You  cake  mca  too  dolorous  a  fence  ; 

For  I  fpake  to  you  fcr  your  comfort*  did  defiie  you 
To  oi:;n  this  night  with  Torches  :  know  (my  hearts) 
I  hope  well  of  to  monow,  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  Tie  expect  victorious  Life, 

Then  Dcach,  and  Honour.  Let's  to  Supper,  come, 
And  drown  confidcration.  Exeunt, 

SnteV  a  company  of  Souldlers. 

1 .  Sol.  Brother,  good  night :  to  morrow  is  the  day. 
2.  Sol.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  Fare  you  well. 

Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrangc  about  the  fireets. 

1.  *ST,  thing  :  what  newes > 

2.  Behke  'tis  but  a  Rumour,  good  night  to  you. 
1 .  Well  fir,  good  night. 

They  meet  with  other  Souldiers. 
2.  Souldiers,  have  carefull  Watch. 

z.  And  you  :  Good  night,  good  night. 
They  place  themselves  in  every  corner  of  the  Stage. 

2.  Here  we,  and  if  to  morrow 

Our  Navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  Landmen  will  ftand  up. 

1 .  'Tis  a  brave  Army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 
LMuJick,  of  the  Hoboyes  is  under  the  Stage. 

2.  Peace,  what  noyfe  ? 
1.  Lift, lift. 
2.  Harke. 

X,  Mufick  ith'  Aire. 
2.  Under  the  earth. 

It  finges  well,  do's  it  not  ? 
3.  No. 
1 .  Peace  I  fay  :  what  fhould  this  mean  ? 

2.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Anthony  loved, Now  leaves  him. 

1.  Waike,  let's  fee  if  other  Watchmen 
Doe  hear  what  we  doe  ? 

2.  How  r  ,  Mafters  ?  Speak^together. 
O nines.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  doe  you  hear  this  ? 

i.  Is'tnot  ftrange  ?  , 
3.  Doe  you  hear,  Mafters  ?  Doe  you  hear  ? 
1 .  Follow  the  noyfc  fo  farre  as  we  have  quarter. 

Let's  fee  how  it  will  »ivc  off. 

Omnes.  Content :  'Tis  ftrangc 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Cleopatra,  with  others. 

Ant.  Eros,  mine  Armour,  Eros. 

Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant,  No,  my  Chuck  •  £w,come,minc  Ar«iour,Era. Enter  Eros. 

Come,  good  fellow,  put  thine  Iron  on, 
If  Fortune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Becaufe  we  brave  her.  Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  I'le  help  too,  Aetloony. 
What's  this  for  ?  Ah,  let  be,  let  be,  thou  art 
The  Armourer  of  my  heart :  Falfe,  falfe  :  This,  this 

Sooth-law  I'Je  help  :  Thus  it  muft  be. 
Ant.  Well,  well,  we  fhall  thrive  now. 

Seeft  thou  my  good  Fellow.  Go  put  on  thy  defences. 
Eros.  Briefly,  fir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well? 
Ant.  Rarely}  rarely : 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  doe  pleafe 
To  doft  for  our  repofe,  fhall  hear  a  ftorme. 

Thou  fumbleft  Bros,  and  my  Qtiecn's  a  Squire 
More  tight  at  this :  Difpatch.  O  Love, 

That  thoucould'ft  fee  my  warres  to  day,  and  knew'ft 
The  Royall  Occupation,  thou  fhould'ft  fee 

A  workman  in't. Enter  an  armed  Souldier. 

Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcome, 

Thou  Jook'ft  like  him  that  knowes  a  warlike  charge  • 
To  bufineffe  that  we  love,  we  rife  betime, 

And  go  to't  with  delight. 
Soul.  A  thoufand,  Sir,  early  though't  be,  have  on  their 

Rivetted  trim,  and  at  the  Port  expect  you.  Shout. Trumpets  flourifh. 

Enter  Captains  and  Souldiers. 
Alex.  The  Morn  is  fair :  Good  morrow  General!. 
All,  Good  morrow  Generall. 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  Lad. 
This  morning  like  the  fpirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 

So,  fo :  Come  give  me  that,  what  ere  becomes  ofme> 
Fare  thee  well,  Dame,  what  ere  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  Souldiers  kifle  :  rebukeablc, 
And  worthy  fhamefull  check  it  were,  to  ftand 

On  more  Mechannick  Complement,  I'Je  leavethce. 
Now  like  a  man  of  Steele,  you  that  will  fight, 

Follow  me  clofe,  I'le  bring  you  to't :  Adieu.  Exeunt* 
Char.  Pleafe  you  retire  to  your  Chamber  ? Cleo.  Lead  me : 

Hegoes  forth  gallantly :  that  he  and  Cafar  might 
Determine  this  great  Warre  in  fingle  fight ; 

Then  Anthony ;  but  now.  Well  on.  Exeunt „' 

Trumpets  found.    Enter  Anthony  1  and  Eros. 

Eros.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Anthony. 

Ant.  Would  thou,  and  thofe  thy  fcarres  had  once  pre-  j 

To  make  me  fight  at  Land.  (vail'd^ Eros.  Hadft  thou  done  fo, 

The  Kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Souldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  full 
Followed  thy  heeles. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 
Eros.  Who  ?  one  ever  near  thee,  call  for  E*tobart>r:s . 

B  b  b  b  2  He 
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He  (hall  noc  hear  thee,  or  from  C«e/*r's  Camp, 
Say.  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  i'ayeft  chou  ? 
Sold.  Sir,  he  is  with  dtf  <ir. 
Sros.  Sir,  his  Chcfts  and  Treafure  he  has  not  with  him. 

Act.  Is  he  gone  ? 
Sol.  Moft  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  fend  his  Treafurc  after, doe  it, 
Detain  no  jot  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him, 

(I  will  fubfaibe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  will)  he  never  rind  more  caufe 
To  change  a  Mafter.  Oh  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honeft  men.  Difpatch,  Eros.  Exit. 

Enter  Agrlppa,  C<efar,  with  Enobarbus, 
and  Dolabella. 

O/.  Go  forth,  Agrlppa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
Our  will  is  Anthony  be  took  alive: 
Make  it  fo  known. 

Agr'ip.  Cafar,  I  {hall. C<cf.  The  time  of  univerfall  peace  is  near , 

Prove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  the  three-nook' d  world Shall  bear  the  Oiive  freely. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Anthony  is  come  into  the  field. 

Of/.  Go  charge  Agr'ippa, Plant  thofe  that  have  levolted  in  the  Van, 

That  Anthony  may  feem  to  fpend  his  Fury 

Upon  himfelf.  TLxeunt. 
Enob.  AlexA4  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Jewry  on 

Affaires  of  Anthony  •  there  did  diffwade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himfelf  to  fefary 
And  leave  his  Mafter  Anthony.  For  this  pains 

.C<e[ar  hath  hang'd  him  :  Camldlm  and  the  reft 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 

No  honourable  tri'ft  :  I  have  done  ill, 
Of  which  I  doe  accufe  my  felf  fo  forely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  Qafars, 
Sol.  EnobarbtfSy  Anthony 

Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  Treafure,  with 

His  bounty  over-plus.  The  Meflenger 
Came  on  my  guard,  and  at  thy  Tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  Mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 
Sol.  Mock  not,  EnobarbuSy 

I  tell  ycu  true  :  Beft  you  faft  the  bringcr 
Out  of  the  hoaft,  I  muft  attend  mine  Office, 

Or  would  have  done't  my  felf.  Your  Emperor 
Continues  ftill  a  Jove.  Exit. 

Enob.  I  am  alone  the  Villain  of  the  Earth, 
And  feele  I  am  fo  moft.  Oh  Anthony, 

[  Thou  Mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldft  thou  have  payed 
|  My  better  fervice,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  Crown  with  Gold.  This  blowes  my  heart 

If  fwift  thought  break  knot :  a  fwifted  mean 

Shall  out-ftrike  thought,  but  thought  will  do't.  I  feele 
I  fight  againft  thee :  No,  I  will  go  feek 

Some  Ditch,  where  to  dye :  thefoul'ft  beft  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  Exit 

Alarum.  Drummes  and  Trumpets. 
Enter  Agrlppa. 

■Agrlp.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  our  felves  too  farre 
C&far  himfelf  has  work,  and  our  opprefiion 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  Exit 

Alarums. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Scar  us  wounded. 
Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperour,  this  is  fought  indeed, 

Had  we  done  fo  at  firft,  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  Clouts  about  their  head.  Farre  of. 

Ant.  Tliou  blced'ft  apace. 
Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 

But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 
Ant.  They  doe  retire. 

Scar.  WeM  beat'em  into  Bench-holes,  I  have  yet Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  Sir,  and  our  advantage  ferves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  (core  their  backs, 

And  fnatch'em  up,as  we  take  Hares  behind, 
'Tis  a  fport  to  maule  a  "gunner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.  Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  Tie  halt  after. 
Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Anthony  again  In  a  March, 
Scarusy  with  others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  Camp :  Run  one 
Before, and  let  the  Queen  know  of  ourguefts :  tomorrow 

Before  the  Sun  fhall  lee's,  we'll  fpill  the  blood 
That  has  to  day  efcap'd.  I  thank  you  all, 
For  doughty  handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 

Not  as  you  ferv'd  the  Caufe,  but  as'r  had  been 
Each  mans  like  mine :  you  have  fhewn  all  Hetlors, 
Enter  the  Citty,  clip  your  Wives,  your  Friends, 

Tell  them  your  feats,  whil'ft  they  with  joyfull  teares 
Wafh  the  congealerwent  from  your  wounds,  and  kifte 

The  honour'd-gafhes  whole. Enter  Cleopatra. 

Give  me  thy  hand, 

To  this  great  Faicry,  I'le  commend  thy  acls, 
Make  her  thanks  bleflc  thee.  O  thou  day  oth'  world , 
Chain  minearm'd  neck,  leap  thou,  Attire  and  all 
Through  proof  of  Hirneflc  to  my  pait,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  paints  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  Lords, 

Oh  infinite  Virtue,  com'ft  thou  fmiling  from 
The  worlds  great  fnare  uncaught. 

Ant.  My  Nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  Beds. 
What,  Girl,  though  gray 

Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,yet  ha  we 
A  brain  that  nouriihes  our  Nerves,  and  can 

Get  gole  for  gole  of  youth.  Behold  this  man, 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand, 
KifTe  it  my  Warriour  :  He  hath  fought  to  day, 
As  if  a  god  in  hate  of  Mankind,  had 
Deftroyed  in  fuch  a  fhape. 

Cleo.  I'le  give  thee,  Friend, 
An  Armour  all  of  Gold  :  it  was  a  Kings. 

Ant.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  Carbunkled 
Like  holy  Phoebus  Carre.  Give  rne  thy  hand, 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  March, 
Bear  our  hackt  Targets,  like  the  men  that  owe  them. 
Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 

To  Camp  this  hoaft,  we  all  would  fup  together, 
And  drink  Carowfcs  to  the  next  dayes  Fate 

Wh 
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|  Which  promifes  Royall  perill.  Trumpeters 
With  brazen  dinne  blaft  you  the  Cities eare. 

i  Make  mingle  wich  our  ratling  Tabourines, 
I  That  heaven  and  earth  may  ftrike  their  founds  together, 
Applauding  our  reproach.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Century,  and  his  Company,  Enobarbus  followes. 

\     Cent.  If  we  be  not  relicv'd  within  this  houre, 
We  muft  return  to  th'  Court  of  Guard  :  the  night 
Is  fhiny,  and  they  fay,  we  fhall  embattle 

By  th'  fecond  houre  ith  Morn, 
1.  Watch.  Thislaft  day  was  a  fhrewde  one  to's. 
Snob.  Ob  bear  me  witneffc  night. 
2.  What  man  is  this  ? 

I .  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Enob.  Be  witnefTe  to  me  (O  thou  blefled  Moon) 
When  men  revolted  fhall  upon  Record 

Bear  hatefull  memory  :  poor  Snobarbtu  did 
Before  thy  face  repent. 

Cent.  Enobarbtu  ? 

5.  Peace :  ha  rke  further. 

Enob.  Oh  Soveraign  Miftris  of  true  MelanchoIIy, 
The  poyfonous  damp  of  night  difpunge  upon  me, 
That  life,  a  very  Rebel  to  my  will, 

May  hang  no  longer  on  me.  Throw  my  heart 
Againft  the  flint  and  hardneffe  of  my  fault, 
Which  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finifh  all  foule  thoughts  :  Oh  Anthony^ 
Nobler  then  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular^ 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  Regiftcr 
A  Mafter  leaver,  and  a  fugitive  i 
Oh  ̂ Anthony!  Oh  Anthony ! 

1 .  Let's  fpcak  to  him.  , 
Cent.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  hefpeaks 

May  concern  Cafar. 

2.  Let's  doe  fo,  but  he  fleeps. 
Cent.  Swoonds  rather,  for  fo  bad  a  Prayer  as  his 

Was  never  yet  for  deep. 
1 .  Go  we  to  him. 

2.  Awake,  fir,  awake,  fpeak  to  us. 
Is  Hear  you, fit  ? 
Cent.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him. 

Drttmmes  afarre  off". 
Harke  how  the  Drummes  demurely  wake  the  fleepers : 

Let  us  bear  him  to  th'  Court  of  Guard:  he  is  of  note  : 
Our  hour  is  fully  out. 

2.  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet.  Sxemt. 

Enter  Anthony,  and.  Scar  us,  with  their  tArmy. 

Ant,  Their  preparation  is  to  day  by  Sea, 

We  pleafe  them  not  by  Land. 
Scar,.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  I  would  they'ld  fight  ith*  Fire,  or  kW  Aire, 
We'ld  fight  there  too.  But  this  it  is,  our  Foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoyning  to  the  City 
Shall  ftay  with  us.  Order  for  Sea  is  given, 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven : 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  beft  difcover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Cafar,  and  his  Army. 

Caf.  But  being charg'd,  we  will  be  ftill  by  Land, 
Which  as  I  tak't  we  fhall,  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  Man  his  Galhes.  To  the  Vales, 

And  hold  our  beft  advantage.  Exeunt. 
Alarum  afarre  off,  as  at  a  Sea- fight. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Scarxs 

Ant.  Yet  they  are  not  joyn'd  : 
Where  yond  Pine  does  ftand,  I  fhall  difcover  all. 

I'le  bring  the  word  (traight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  Exit Scar.  Swallowes  have  built 

In  Cleopatraes  Sailes  their  nefts.  The  Auguries 
Say,  they  know  not,  they  cannot  tell,  look  s;i  imly, 
And  dare  not  fpeak  their  knowledge.  Anthony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected,  and  by  ftarts 
His  fretted  Fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

Snter  Anthony. 

Ant.  All  is  loft: 

This  foule  tAgyptian  hath  betrayed  me  : 
My  Fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  Foe,  and  yonder, 

1  hey  caft  their  Caps  up,  and  Carowfe  together 

Like  friends  long  ioft.  Tripple-turn'd  Whore,  'tis  thou 
Haft  fold  t»e  to  this  Novice,  and  my  heart 

Makes  onely  Warres  cn  thee.  B  d  them  all  flye: 

For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  Chatme, 
I  have  done  all.  Bid  them  all  flye,  begone. 

Oh  Sun,  thy  uprife  fhall  I  fee  no  more  ; 
Fortune  and  Anthony  part  here,  even  here 
Doe  we  fhake  hands  ?  All  come  to  this  ?  The  hearts 

That  pannelled  meat  heeles,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wifhes,doe  dis-Candy,  melt  their  (weets 

On  bloffoming  C*far '  and  this  Pine  is  barkt, 

That  over-topt  them  all.  Betray'd  I  am. 
Oh  this  falfe  foule  of  tAgypt !  this  grave  Charme, 

Whofe  eye  beck'd  forth  my  Wars, and  call'd  them  home  : 
Whofe  Bofomc  was  my  Crownet,  my  chief  end, 

Like  a  right  Gypfie,  hath  at  faft  and  loofe 

Beguil'd  me,  to  the  very  heart  of  lofTe. What  Eros,  Eros  ? 
Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  Spell !  A  van  t. 

L/eo.  Why  is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againk  his  Love  ? 

Ant.  Vanifh,or  I  fhall  give  thee  thy  defe'rving, 
And  blemifh  Cafars  Triumph.  Let  him  take  thee," 
And  hoift  thee  up  to  th'  fhouting  plebeians, 
Follow  his  Chariot,  like  the  greateft  fpot 

Of  all  thy  Sex.  Moft  Monfter-likc  be  fhewn 

For  poor'ft  Diminutives,  for  Dolts,  and  let Patient  OSlavia  plough  thy  vifage  up 

With  her  prepared  nailes.  Exit  Cleopatra. 
*Tis  well  th'art  gone, 

If  it  be  well  to  live.  But  better 'twere 
Thou  fell'ft  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many.  Eros,  hoa  f 
The  fhirt  of  Nejftie  is  upon  me,  teach  me 
Alcides,  thou  mine  Anceftor,  thy  rage. 

Let  me  lodge  Licason  the  horns  oth'  Moon, 
And  with  thofe  hands  thatgrafpt  the  heavieft  Club, 

Subdue  my  worthieft  felf :  the  Witch  fhall  dye : 
To  the  young  Roman  Boy  (he  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 

Under  his  plot:  fhe  dyes  fort.  Eros,  hoa  ?  Ea-/V. 

Snter  Cleopatra^  Charmian,  Iras,  Ultardiart. 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  Woman  :  Oh  he  is  more  mad 
Then  Telamoniox  his  Shield,  the  Boar  of  Thejfaly 
Was  never  fo  imboft. 

Char.  To  th' Monument,  there  lock  your  felf, 
And  fend  him  word  you  are  dead : 

Bbbb  3  Th 
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I  be  foule  ami  Dody  rive  not  more  in  part.ng 

Then  greatnelfc  going  off. 

Qco.  To  th'  Monument : 
Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  (kin  my  felf : 

Say,  thac  the  laft  1  fpoke  was  Anthony, 
And  word  it(prcthee)  pittioufly.  Hence,  Mardian, 

And  bring  mc  how  he  takes  my  death  to  th*  Monument. Exeunt. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold' ft  mjj  ? 
Eros.  J,  Noble  Lord. 

Ant .  Sometime  we  fee  a  cloud  that's  Dragonifh, 
A  vapour  fometime,  like  a  Bear,  or  Lyon,. 
A  toward  Cittadell,  a  pendant  Rock, 
A  forked  Mountain,  or  blew  Promontory 

With  Trees  upon't,  that  nodde  unto  the  world, 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  Aire. 
Thou  hail  feen  thefe  fignes, 

They  are  black  Vefper's  Pageants. 
Eros.  I,  my  Lord. 
Ant,  That  which  is  now. a  Horfe,even  with  a  thought 

The  Rack  diflimes,and  makes  it.  indiftin£t 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  do's,  my  Lord. 
Ant.  My  good  Knavej  Eros,  now  thy  Captain  is 

Even  fuch  a  body  :  here  I  am  Anthony, 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  vifible  fhape  (my  Knave) 
I  made  thefe  war  re  J  for  oigypt,  and  the  Queen, 
Whofe  heart  I  thought  1  had,  for  fhe  had  mine  r 

Which  whii'ft  it  was  mine,  had  annext  unto't 
A  Million  m:  e  (  now  loft : )  fhe,  Eros,  has 

Packt  Cards  \.\'r.h  fofars, an^  (alfe  plaid  my  Glory 
Unto  an  Enemy's  triumph. 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros,  there  is  left  us 
Oui  lelves  to  end  our  felves. 

Enter  Mardian. 

Oh  thy  vilde  Lady,  (he  has  robb'd  me  of  my  Sword. 
Mar.  No,  Anthony, 

'My  Miftiis  lov'd  thee,  and  her  Fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  intirely. 

Ant .  Hence,fawcy  Eunuch,pcace,fhe  hath  betraid  me, 
And  fhall  dye  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  perfon  can  be  paid  but  once» 

And  that  (Tie  has  difcharg'd.  What  thou  would'ftdoe 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand  :  the  laft  fhe  fpake 
Was  Anthony,n\o&  Noble  Anthony: 
Then  in  the  midft  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
.  The  name  of  Anthony  :  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips:  fhe  tendredlife 

Thy  name  fo  buried  in  her. 
Ant.  Dead  then  ? 
Mar.  Dead. 

I     Ant .  Unarme,  Eros,  the  long  dayes  taske  is  done, 

I  And  we  muft  deep  :  that  thou  depart'ft  hence  fafe 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly :  go.  Exit  Mardian. 

Oh,  pluck  off, 

The  feven-fold  fhield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.  Oh  cleave  my  fides. 
Heart,  once  be  ftronger  then  thy  Continent, 
Crack  thy  fraile  Cafe.  Apace,  Eros,  apace : 
No  more  a  Souldier :  bruifed  pieces  go, 
You  have  bin  Nobly  born.  From  me  awhile.  Exit  Eros 

I  will  o'  re-take  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.  So  it  muft  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  Torture:  fince  the  Torch  is  out, 

Lye  down  and  ftray  no  farther.  Now  all  labour 

Marres  wnae  it  does :  yea,  very  force  entangles 
It  felf  with  ftrength  :  Seale  then  and  all  is  done. 

Eros  ?  I  come,  my  Queen.  Eros  ?  Say  for  me, ' Where  Soules  doe  couch  on  Flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand 

And  with  our  fprightly  Port  make  the  Ghoftes  ga2e :  * Dido,  and  her  tAiveat  fhall  want  Troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours.  Come  Eros,  Eros. Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  Lord  ? 
Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  liv'd  in  fuch  difhonour,that  the  gods Deteft  my  bafeneffe.  I,  that  with  my  Sword, 
Qiiarter'd  the  World,  and  o're-green  Neptunes  back 
With  Ships,  made  Citties  ■  condemn  my  felf,  to  lack 
The  Courage  of  a  Woman,  leffe  Noble  minde 
Then  fhe  which  by  her  death,  our  Cafar  tells 
I  an*  Conqueror  of  my  felf.  Thou  art  fworn  Ew, 
Tha  t  when  the  exigent  fhould  come,  which  now 
Is  come  indeed:  when  I  fhould  fee  behind  me 

Th'inevitable  profecution  of  difgrace  and  horrour, 
That  on  my  command,  thou  then  would'ft  kill  me. 
Do't,  the  time  is  come :  thou  ftrik'ft  not  me, 
'Tis  Cafar  thou  defeat'ft.  Put  colour  in  my  cheek. Eros.  The  gods  with-hold  me, 
Shall  I  doe  that  which  all  the  Tarthian  Darts, 

(Though  Enemy)  loftayme,  and  could  not. Ant.  Eros, 

Would'ft  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  fee 
Thy  Mafter  thus  with  pleacht  Armes,  bending  down 

His  corrigible  neck,  his  facefubdu'd 
To  penetrative  fhame  ;  whil'ft  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Cafar  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefle  that  enfued. 

Eros.  I  would  not  fee't. 
Ant.  Come  then :  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd.. 

Draw  that  thy  honeft  Sword  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufefull  for  thy  Country. 

Eros.  Oh,  fir,  pardon  mc. 

^f.VVhen  1  did  make  thee  free,fwor*ft  thou  noc  then 
To  doe  this  when  I  bad  thee  ?  Doe  it  at  once,, 

Or  thy  precedent  Services  are  all 

But  accidents  unpurpos'd.  Draw,  and  come. 
Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  Noble  countenance, 

Wherein  the  worfhip  of  the  whole  world  lies. 
Ant .  Lot  thee. 

Sros.  My  Sword  is  drawn. 
Ant.  Then  let  it  doe  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it.. 
Eros.  My  dear  Matter, 

My  Captain,  and  my  Emperour.  Let  me  fay 
Before  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ttroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  Tis  faid  man,  and  farewell. 

Eros.  Farewell  great  Chief.  Shall  I  ftrike  now  > 
Ant.  Now,  Sros.  Kills  himfelf* 

Eros.  Why  there  then  .• 
Thus  I  doe  efcape  the  forrow  otAnthtnfs  death. 

Ant.  Thrice-Nobler  then  my  felf, 
Thou  teacheft  me  t  Oh  valiant  Eros,  what 

I  fhould,  and  could'ft  not,  my  Queen  and  Eros 
Have  by  their  brave  inftru£Hon  got  upon  mc 
A  Nobleneffe  in  Record.  But  I  will  be 

A  Bride-groom  in  my  death, and  run  into'c As  to  a  Lovers  bed.  Come  then,  and  Eros, 

Thy  Mafter  dies  thy  Schollar  :  to  doe  thus 

I  learnt  of  thee.  How,  not  dead?  not  dead?- 
The  Guard,  how  ?  oh  difpatch  me-. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Guard. 

1 .  Gutrd.  What's  che  noyfe  ? 
sSlni .  I  have  done  my  woik,  iil  fiiends : 

Oh  make  an  end  of  what  I  have  begun. 
2.  The  Scarrels fain. 
1.  And  cime  is  at  his  Period. 
All.  Alafs,  and  Woe. 
Ant .  Let  htm  that  loves  m:,  ftiike  me  dead. 
1.  Not  I. 
2.  Noi  l. 

3.  Nor  .-iny  one.  Exeunt. 
Deere.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  flye. 

This  Sword  lut  fhewn  to  C&far  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes, 

D'10.  Where's  Anthony} 
Deere.  There,.DiV»«^,there. 
Diom.  Lives  he  ?  wilt  thou  not  anfwer  man  t 

Ant,  Art  thou  there,  Diomed  > 

Draw  thy  fvvoid,  and  give  me 
Sufficing  ftrokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Moft  abfolute  Lord  , 

My  Miftris  Cleopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 
Ant .  When  did  fhe  fend  thee  ? 

Diom.  Now,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  fhe  ?  (feare 
D/ow.Lockt  in  her  Monumcnt:fhe  had  a  Prophelyirtg 

Of  what  hath  come  to  t-aflfe :  for  when  fhe  faw 
(Which  never  fhall  be  found)  you  did  fufpccl 

She  had  difpos'd  with  Cafar,  and  that  your , rags 

Would  not  be  purg'd,  ("he  fent  you  word  fhe  was  dead : 
But  fearing  fincc  how  it  might  work,  hath  fent 
Me  to  pi  oclaime  the  truth,  and  I  am  come 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.Too  late,good  Diomed :  call  my  Guard  I  prethee. 
Dio.  Whachoa  :  the  Emperours  Guard. 

The  Guard,  what  hoa  ?  Come,  your  Loid  calls. 
Enter  four  or  five  of  the  Guard  of  Anthony. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  Friends,  where  Cleopatra,  bides, 

'Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  fhall  command  you. 
1 .  Woe,  woe  are  we,  fir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 

All  your  true  Followers  out. 
All.  Moft  heavy  day. 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellowcs,  do  not  pleafe  fharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  forrowes.  Bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punifhus,  and  we  puniihic 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.  Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  oft,  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 

And  have  my  thanks  for  all.    Exeunt  bearing  Anthony. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  and  her  Maids  aloft,  with 
Char  mi  an,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  Oh  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

£*har.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madam. 
Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 

All  ftrange  and  terrible  events  are  welccme, 
But  comforts  we  defpife  ;  our  fize  of  forrow 

Proportion'd  to  our  caufe,  muft  be  as  great As  that  which  makes  it. 

Enter  Diomed.' 
How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Diom.  His  deaths  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 

Look  out  oth'  other  fide  your  Monument, 
His  Guard  have  brought  him  hither. 

Enter  Anthony,  and  the  Guard. 

Cleo.  O  Sun, 

Burn  the  great  Sphere  thou  mov'ft  in,  darkling  ftand 
The  varying  fhorcoth'  world.  O  Antony,  Antony, Antony, 
Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help :  help,  friends, 

Below,  let's  draw  him  hither. 
Ant.  Peace,  . 

Not  C<z[ars  Valour  fiath  o're-thrown  Anthony, 
But  Anthony  hath  Triumpht  on  it  felf. 

Cleo.  So  it  fliould  be, 

That  none  but  Anthony  fhould  conquer  Anthony, 

But  woe  'tis  fo. 
Ant.  I  am  dying,  aAgypt,  dying  :  onely 

I  here  importune  death  awhile,  untill 
Of  many  thoufand  kifles  the  poor  laft 

I  lay  upon  thy  lips. 
Cleo.  I  dare  not,  Dear, 

Dear  my  Lord  pardon  :  I  dare  not, 
Leaft  I  be  taken  :  not  thTmperious  rtiew 

Of  the  full-fortun'd  Cafar,  ever  dial  1 

Be  broach'd  with  me,  if  Knife,  Drugs,  Serpents  have 
Edge,  fting,  or  operation,  I  am  fafe  : 
Your  Wife  Ottavsa,  with  her  modeft  eyes, 
And  ftill  conduhon,  fhall  acquire  honour 
Demuring  upon  me :  but,  come,  come,  Anthony, 

Help  me,  my  women,  we  muft  draw  thee  up  : 
A(Tift,good  friends. 

Ant.  Oh  quick,  or  I  am  gone, 

Cleo.  Here's  fport  indeed  : 
How  heavy  weighs  my  Lord  ? 
Our  ftrengch  is  all  gone  into  heavinefle, 

That  makes  the  weight.  Had  I  great  Juno's  power, 

The  ftrong  wing'd  Mercury  fhould  fetch  thee  up, 
And  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.  Yet  come  a  little, 
Wifhers  were  ever  Fooles.  Oh  come,  come,  come. 

They  heave  Anthony  aloft  to  Cleopatra, 

And  welcome,  welcome.  Dye  when  thou  haft  liv'd, 
Quicken  with  killing  :  had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All.  A  heavy  fight. 
Ant.  I  am  dying,e4?<ypf,  dying. 

Give  me  fome  Wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  little. 
Cleo.  No,  let  me  fpeak,  and  let  me  raile  fo  high, 

That  the  falfe  Hufwife,  Fortune,  break,  her  Wheele, 

Provok'd  by  my  offence. 
Ant .  One  word  (fweet  Queen) 

Of  Cafar  feek  your  honour,  with  your  fafety.  Oh. 
Cleo.  They  doe  not  go  together. 
Ant .  Gentle,  hear  me, 

None  about  Cafar  truft,  but  froculeius. 
Cleo.  My  Refolution,  and  my  hands,  Tie  truft, 

None  about  Cafar. 

sAnt.  The  miferable  change  now  at  my  end, 
Lament  nor  forrow  at :  but  pleafe  your  thoughts 

In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  Fortunes 

Wherein  I  lived.  The  greateft  Prince  oth' world, 
The  Nobleft  :  and  doe  not  bafely  dye, 

Not  Cowardly  put  of  my  Helmet  to 
My  Countryman.  A  Roman,  by  a  Roman 

Valiantly  vanquifh'd.  Now  my  fpirit  is  going, I  can  no  more. 

Cleo.  Nobleft  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 
Haft  thou  no  care  of  me,  fhall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  then  a  Stye  ?  Oh  fee,  my  women  : 

The  Crown  oth' earth  doth  melt.  My  Lord  f 
Oh  wither'd  is  the  Garland  of  the  Warre. The 
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I  he  Souldias  poic  is  fain :  young  Boyes  and  Girles 
Arc  lcvell  now  with  men  :  The  oddcs  ;s  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 

Beneath  the  vifiting  Moon. 
Char.  Oh  quiecnclTe,  Lady. 

Iras.  She's  dead  too,  our  Sovereign. 
Char.  L.idy. 
Iras.  Madam. 
Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madam. 

Iras.  Royal!  %Agypt  :Empi%fle. 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 
Cleo.  No  more  but  in  a  Woman,  and  commanded 

3y  fuch  poor  pallion,  as  the  Maid  that  Milks, 
And  does  the  meaneft  chares.  It  were  foe  me 

To  throw  my  Scepter  at  the  injurious  gods, 
To  tell  them  that  this  World  did  equall  theirs, 

Till  they  had  ftoln  our  Jewel.  All's  but  naught : 
Patience  is  fottifh,  and  impatience  does 

Become  a  Dog  that's  mad  :  then  is  it  fin, 
To  rufh  into  the  fecret  houfc  of  death, 

Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  ?  How  doc  you,  Women  ? 

What,  what  good  cheer  ?  Why  how  now,Charmian  ? 

My  Noble  Givles  f  Ah  women,  women  !  Look, 

Our  Lamp  is  fpenr,  it's  out.  Good  firs,  take  heart, 
We'll  bury  him  :  And  then,  what's  brave,  what  Noble, 
Let's  do't  after  the  high  %gman  fafhion, 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us^  Come,  away, 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  Spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah  women,  women  1  Come,  we  have  no  friend 
But  Resolution,  and  the  briefe(tend. 

Exeunt^  bearing  of  Anthonies  Ifaffr. 

Enter  Ctfar,Agrlppa,  Dollabella,Menas,mth 
his  Connfel  of  fVarre. 

Ctfar.  Go  to  him  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield, 

Being  fo  fiuftrate,  tell  him, 
He  mocks  the  pawfes  that  he  makes. 

Do/.  Ctfar,  I  (Tiall. 
Enter  Deer  etas  with  the  fivord  of  Anthony. 

Ctf  Wherefore  is  that?  and  what  art  thou  that  dar'ft 
Appear  :husto  us? 

Dec.  Iam  cah'd  Deer  etas, 

Mark.  Anthony  I  ferv'd,  who  beft  was  worthy 
Beft  to  be  ferv'd  :  whil'tt  he'ftood  up,  and  fpoke 
H  was  my  Mafter,  and  I  wore  flay  life 

To  fpend  upon  his  haters.  If  thou  pleafe 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him, 

Tie  be  to  Ctfar :  if  thou  pleafeft  not,  I  yield  thee  up  my 

Ctf.  What  is't  thou  fay 'ft  ?  .  (life. 
Dee.  I  fay  (Oh  Ctfar)  Anthony  is  dead. 
Ctf.  The  breaking  of  fo  great  a  thing,  fhould  make 

A  greater  crack.  The  round  World 

ShoulcfTiave  (hook  Lyons* into  civil  ftreets, 
And  Citizens  to  their  dennes.  The  death  of  Anthony 

Is  not  a  Tingle  doome,  in  the  name  lay 
A  moity  of  the  world. 

Dec.  He  is  dead,  Ctfar, 

Not  by  a  publick  minifter  of  Juftice, 

Nor  by  a  hired  Knife,  but  that  felf-hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  Ads  it  did, 

Hath  with  the  Courage  which  the  heart  did  lender, 
Splitted  the  heart.  This  is  his  Sword, 
I  vobb'd  hiswoTind  of  it:  behold  it  ftain'd 
With  his  moft  Noble  blood. 

Caf  Look  you,  fad  friends, 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  Tidings 
To  wafh  the  eyes  of  Kings. 

Do/.  And  ftrange  it  is, 

That  Nature  muft  compell  us  to  lament 
Our  moft  perfifted  deeds. 

Men.  His  taints  and  honours  may  equall  with  him. 
Do/.  A  Rarer  fpirit  never 

Did  fteere  humanity :  but  you  gods  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.  Ctfar  is  rouch'd. 

Men.  When  fuch  a  fpacious  Mirror's  fet  before  him He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 
Caf.  Oh  Anthony, 

I  have  followed  thee  to  this,  but  we  do  launch 
Difeafes  in  our  Bodies.  I  muft  perforce 
Have  fhewn  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine  :  we  could  not  ftall  together, 
In  the  whole  world.  But  yet  let  me  lament 
With  teares  as  Sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou  my  brother,  my  Competitor, 
In  top  of  alldefign  ;  my  Mate  in  Empire, 
Friend  and  Companion  in  the  front  of  Warre, 
The  Arme  of  mine  own  Body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle  ;  that  our  Starres 
Unreconcilable,  fhould  divide  our  equalnelTe  to  this. 
Hear  me,  good  friends, 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  fome  meeter  Seafon, 
The  bufineffe  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him, 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  fayes. Enter  an  Egyptian. 

Whence  are  you  ? 

•  sAgyp.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet,  the  Queen  my  Miftris Confin'd  in  all,  fhe  has  her  Monument 
Of  thy  intents,  defiles,  inltruclion, 
That  fhe  preparedly  may  frame  her  felf 
To  th'  way  lhe's  fore'd  to. 

fef.  Bid  her  have  good  heart, 
She  foon  fhall  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours, 
How  honourable,  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.For  Ctfar  cannot  leave  to  be  ungentle 

<sAgyp.  So  the  gods  preferve  thee.  Exit. 
Ctf.  Come  hither  Proculeius,  go  and  Gay 

We  purpofeherno  fhame.-give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  paffion  fhall  require  ; 
Leaft  in  her  greatnefle,  by  fome  mortall  ftroke 
She  doe  defeat  us.  For  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternall  in  our  triumph :  go, 

And  with  your  fpeedieft  bring  us  what  (he  fayes, 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

fro.  Crf/*r,  I  {hall.  Ixlr  Procuteim.] 

C<tf.  Galltu,  go  you  along  :  where's  Dolabella,  to  fe-| 
Cond  Procule'iHt  ? A//.  DolabelU. 

Ctf.  Let  him  alone  :  for  I  remember  now 

How  he's  cmploy'd :  he  fhall  in  time  be  ready, 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  fhall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  Warre, 

How  calme  and  gentle  I  proceeded  ftill 
In  all  my  Writings.  Go  with  me,  and  fee 
What  I  can  fhew  in  this.  Exeunt.  I 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmlan ,  Iras,  and  MArdia::. 

Cleo.  My  defolation  does  begin  to  make 

A  better  "life :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Ctfar : 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortunes  knave, A  minifter  of  her  will 

and  it  is  great 
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pallats  more  the  dung, 

To  doc  chat  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds, 

Which  lhackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change  ; 
Which  llccps,  and  never  p; 

j  The  Beggar's  Nuife,  and  Cafars. Enter  Proculeius. 

Pro.  Cxf tr  fends  greeting  to  the  Queen  of  zAlgypt, 

'  And  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 

Thou  mcan'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee, 

j    Cleo.  What's  thy  name  ? 
;     Pro.  My  name  is  Procnle'im. 
\     Cleo.  Anthony 
j  Did  tell  me  of  you,  bad  me  truft  you,  but 

j  I  doc  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'd 
J  That  have  no  i:fc  for  trufting.  IfyourMafter 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  Beggar,  you  muft  tell  him,  • 
ThatMajcfty,  rokecp  decorum,  muft 
No  leffe  be  gge  then  a  Kingdomc  :  if  he  pleafe 

To  give  me  conquer'd  <ts£gypt  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  cwn,  as  I 
Will  kneelc  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  cf  «'ood  cheer  : 

Y'are  fain  into  a  Princely  hand,  fear  nothing, 
•  Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  Lord, 
j  Who  is  full  of  Grace,  that  it  flowes  over 
On  all  that  need.  Let  me  report  to  him 

I  Your  fweet  dependency,  and  you  fhall  find 

j  A  Conq"eror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindneffe, 
Where  he  for  Grace  is  knecl'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you  tell  him, 
I  am  his  Fortunes  Vaflall,  and  I  fend  him 

The  greatnefle  he  has  get.  I  hourely  learn 
A  Doctrine  of  Obedience.  And  would  gladly 
Look  himith'  Face. 

Pio.  This  Pie  report  (dear  Lady) 
Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pittied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

Char.  You  fee  how  eafily  fhe  may  be  furpris'd : 
Guard  her  till  C&far  come. 

Iras.  Royall  Queen. 
Char.  Oh  Cleopatra,  thou  art  taken  Queen. 
Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

*Pro.  Hold,  worthy  Lady,  hold  : 
Doe  not  your  felf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 

Reliev'd,  but  not  betraid. 
CYf  o.What  of  death  too  that  rids  our  dogs  of  languifh? 
Pto.  Cleopatra,  doe  not  abufe  my  Mafters  bounty,  by 

Th'undoing  of  your  felf :  Let  the  world  fee 
His  Noblenefle  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo .  Where  art  thou,  Death  .? 
Come  hither,  come :  Come, and  take  a  Queen 

VVorth  many  Babes  and  Beggars. 
Pro.  Oh  temperance, Lady. 
Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  Pie  not  drink,  fir ; 

If  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceffary 

Pie  not  fleep  neither.  This  mortall  houfe  I'le  ruine, 
Doe  Cafar  what  he  can.  Know,  fir,  that  I 

Will  not  wait  pinnion'd  at  your  Mafters  Court, 
Not  once  to  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fobereye 
Of  dull  Ottavia.  Shall  they  hoift  me  up, 
And  fhew  me  to  the  fhouting  Var lotry 
Of  cenfuring  Rome  ?  rather  a  ditch  in  zAgypt. 
Be  gentle,  grave,  unto  me :  rather  on  Nylus  mudde 

TLay  me  ftark  nak'd,  and  let  the  water-Flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  ;  rather  make 

My  Countreys  high  Pyramids  my  Gibbet, 

And  hang  me  up  in  Chains. 
Pro.  You  doe  extend 

Thefe  thoughts  of  horrour  further  then  you  fhall 
Findecaufe  in  Cafar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dal.  Proculeiw, 

What  thou  haft  done,  thy  Mafter  Cafar  knowes, 
And  he  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  Queen, 
Pletake  her  to  my  Guard. 

Pro.  So  Dolabella 

It  fhall  content  me  beft :  be  gentle  to  her  : 

To  Cafar  I  will  fpeak  wha*t  you  fhall  pleafe, 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him.  Exit  cProculeius. 

Cleo.  Say.  1  would  dye. 
Dol.  Moft  Noble  EmprefTe,you  have  heard  of  me. 
Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Dol.  Affuredly  you  know  me. 
Cleo.  No  matter,  fir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known  : 

You  laugh  when  Boyes  or  Women  tell  their  Dreames, 
Is'tnot  your  trick  f 

Dol.  I  undcrftand  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  dreamt  there  was  an  Emperour  Anthony, 
Oh  fuch  another  fleep,  that  I  might  fee 
But  fuch  another  man. 

Dol.  If  it  might  pleafe  ye. 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens,  and  therein  ftuck 

A  Sun  and  Moon,  which  kept  their  courfe,and  lighted 

The  little  oth'  Earth. 
Dol.  Moft  Soveraign  Creature. 

Cleo.  His  Legs  beftrid  the  Ocean,  his  rear'd  Anne 
Crefted  the  world :  his  voyce  was  propertied  . 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres,  and  that  to  friends  : 
But  when  he  meant  to  quaile,  and  fhake  the  Orbc, 
He  was  as  ratling  Thunder.  For  his  bounty, 

There  was  no  winter  in't.  An  Anthony  it  was, 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  his  delights 
Were  Dolphin-like,  they  fhewjd  his  back  above 

The  Element  they  liv'd  in  ;  In  his  Livery 
Walk'd  Crowns  and  Crownets :  Realmes  and  Iflands 
As  plates  dropt  from  his  pocket. 

Dol.  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be  fuch  a  man 
As  this  I  dreamt  of  ? 

Dol.  Gentle  Madam,  no. 

Cleo.  You  Lye  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods : 
But  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  fuch 

Its  paft  the  fize  of  drearmng :  Nature  wants  ftuffe 

To  vye  ftrange  formes  vvrro  fancy,  yet  t'imagine 
An  Anthony  with  Natures  piece,  'gainft  Fancy, 
Condemning  fhadowes  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  Madam  : 
Your  lofle  is  as  you  felf,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  anfweririg  to  the  weight,  would  I  might  never 

O're-take  purfu'd  fuccefle :  but  I  doe  feel 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  fuits  ;. 

My  very  heart  at  root. Cleo.  I  thank  you,  fir  : 

Know  you  what  fa[ar  meanes  to  doe  with  me  > 
Dol.  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what,  I  would  you  knew. 
Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  fir. 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable. 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph. 

Dol.,  Madam,  he  will, I  know't. 
E*tfr  Proculeius,  Q<efar,  Gallus,  Alecenas, 

and  others  of  his  Train. 
All.  Make  way  there,  C<sfar, 

Cafar 
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C«f.  Which  is  the  Qjeen  of  tAgypt. 
Dol.  It  is  the  Empgror,  Madam.  Qles.  kjieeles. 

C<rf.  Arife,  you  fhall  notkncclc  : 

I  piny  you  rife, rife  zAgypt. 
Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods  will  have  it  thus, 

My  Matter  and  my  Lord  I  much  obey, 
Cef.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts, 

The  Record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 

Though  written  in  ourflefh,  we  fhall  remember 

As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  oth*  world, 
I  cannot  project  mine  own  caufc  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear,  but  doe  confefle  1  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 

Ha\   often  {hana'dour  Sex. 
Caef.  Cleopatra,  know, 

Wc  will  extenuate  rather  then  infoi  ce  : 

If  you  apply  your  fclf  to  our  in  cents, 
Which  towards  you  are  molt  gentle,  you  fhall  finde 
A  benefit  in  this  change,  but  if  you  fcek 

To  lay  on  me  a  Cruelty,  by  taking 
Anthony  s  couifc,you  fhall  bereave  yourfelf 
Of  my  »ood  purpofes,  and  put  your  Child"  en 
To  that  dcfhu&ion  which  Tic  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  rclye.  Tie  take  my  leave. 

f/^.Atufmay  through  all  the  world:'tis yours,and  wc 
Your  Scutcheons,  and  j  on  t  figns  of  Conqucft  fhall 

Hang  in  what  place  you  plcafc.  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
Cif.  You  fhall  advifc  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  This  is' the  brief:  of  Money,  Plate,  and  Jewels 
I  am  poffeft  of,  'cis  exactly  valued, 
Not  petty  things  admitted.  Whereas  Seleuctts} 

Selett.  Here,  Madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  Treafurer,  let  him  fpeak  (my  Lord) 

Upon  his  peril!,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  my  felf  nothing.  Speak  the  truth,  Seleucm. 

Seleu.  Madam,  I  had  rather  feale  my  lips, 

Then  to  my  pcrill  fpeak  that  which  is  not. 
Cleo.  WhathaveT  kept  back? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchafe  what  you  have  made  known. 

Gc/.  Nay,  blufh  not,  Cleopatra,  I  approve 
Your  wifedome  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See  Cafar :  Oh  behold, 

How  pomp  is  followed  :  mine  will  now  be  yours, 
And  fhould  we  fhift  Eftates,  yours  would  be  mine, 

The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus,  do's 
Even  make  me  wilde.  Oh  Slave,  of  no  more  truft 

Then  love  that's  hir'd  ?  What,goeft  thou  back,thou  fhah 
Go  back  I  warrant  thee  :  but  Tie  catch  thine  eyes 

Though  they  had  wings.  Slave,  foule-leffe,  Villain,  Dog, 
O  rarely  bafe ! 

Caf.  Good  Queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 
Cleo.  O  C<t/ar,  what  a  wounding  fhamc  is  this, 

That  thou  vouchfaflng  here  to  vifit  mc, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  Lordlineffe 
To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  Servant  fhould 
Parcel  thefumme  of  my  difgraces,  by 

Addition  of  his  Envy  !  Say  (good  Cafar) 

That  I  feme  Lady-ti  i^es  have  referv'd, 
Immoment  toyes,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 

As  wc  greet  modern  friends  withall,  and  fay- 
Some  Nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia  and  OElavia,  to  induce  . 

Their  meditation,  nvft  I  be  unfolded  * 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  :  the  gods !  it  fmitcs  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.  Prctheego  hence, 

Or  1  lhalllhewtheCynders  of  my  fpirits 
Throughth'alhes  of  my  chance :  Wer't  thou  a  man 1  hou  would'tt  have  mercy  on  me. 

Caf.  ForDcar,  Selencus. 
Cleo.  Be  it  known,thatwe  the  greaccft  are  mif-thou<>ht 

For  things  that  others  doe :  and  when  we  fall,  ° We  anfwer  others  merits,  in  our  name 
Are  therefore  to  be  pittied. 

Caf.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  what  acknowledge! 

Put  we  ith'  Roll  of  Concert  :  ftill  be't  yours  ° Btttow  itat  your  pleafurc,  and  believe 
C*far\  no  Merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  Merchants  fold.  Therefore  be  cheer'd 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prifons  :  No,  dear  Queen For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you,  as 
Your  felf  ihall  give  us  counfell :  Feed,  and  fleep : Our  care  and  pitty  is  fo  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  friend,  and  fo  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  Matter,  and  my  Lord. 
Caf.  Not  fo:  Adieu. 

Exeunt  Cafar,  and  his  train. 
K^leo.  He  words  me,  Girles,  he  words  me, 

That  I  fhouid  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  haike  thee,  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finifh,  good  Lady,  the  bright  day  is  done, And  we  are  for  the  darke. 
Cleo.  Hye  thee  again. 

I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided  , 
Go  put  it  to  the  hattc. 

Charm,  Madam,  I  will. 
Enter  Dolabella, 

Dol.  Where's  the  Queen  ? Char.  Behold,  fir. 
Cleo.  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  command 
(Which  my  love  makes  Religion  to  obey) 
I  tell  you  this  :  fafar  chrough  Syria 
•mends  his  journey,  and  within  three  dayes, 
You  with  your  Children  will  he  fend  before, 

Make  your  bett  ufe  of  this.  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 

Clo.  Dolabella,  I  fhall  remain  your  debtor. 
Dol.  I  your  Servant : 

Adieu,  good  Q^een,  1  mutt  attend  on  Cafar.  Exit. 
Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks. 

Mow,  Iras,  what  think'tt  thou  ? 
Thou,  an  Agyptian  Puppet,  flialt  be  fhewn 
'n  "Rome  as  well  as  I:  Mechanick  Slaves 
With  greafie  Aprons,  Rules,  and  Hammers  (hall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.  In  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  ofgtofle  Diet,  fhall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  foic'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  g<~>ds  forbid. 

Cleo*  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,  Iras  :  fawcy  Lienors 

Will  c^tch  nc  us  like  Strumpets,  and  fcall'd  Rimers 
Ballad  us  out  a  tune.  The  quick  Comedians 
bxtemporally  will  ftageus,and  prefent 
Our  Alexandria  Revels  :  Anthony 

Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  fhall  fee 
Somefpeaking-C/<?0prf/rrf-Boy  my  greatneffe 
Ith'  pofture  of  a  Whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  sods ! 

Cleo.  Nay  that's  certain. 
Iras.  Tie  never  fee't ;  for  lam  fure  my  Nailes 

Are  ftrongerthan  mine  eyes. 

Cleo- 
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Cleo.  Why  that's  cue  way  co  took  their  p.e^arauun, 
j  And  conquer  their  melt  ablUrd  intents. 

Enter  Charmian. 

Now  Charmian. 

I  Shew  me  my  Women  like  a  Qneen  :  Go  fetch 

i  My  heft  Attires.    I  am  again  for  Cidrut 

j  To  meet  Markj  Anthony,  Sirrah  Iras,  go, 

•;  (Now,  nolle  Charmian,  we'll  difpatch  indeed,)  .. 
i  And  when  thou  halt  done  this  chare.  Tie  give  thee  leave 

j  To  play  till  Doomes-day  :  bring  our  Crown,  and  all. 
A  noyje  within. 

j  Wherefore  this  noyfe  ? 
Enter  a  G  aardfman. 

Guard/,  Here  is  a  rural!  F  ilow, 

I  That  will  not  be  deni'd  your  HighnefTe  prefence, 
I  He  brings  you  Figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.  Exit  Guard fman. 
How  poor  an  Inftrument 

May  doe  a  noble  deed  :  he  brings  me  liberty  : 

My  refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  f-  om  head  to  foot 

I  am  Marble  conlta'nt :  now  the  fleeting  Moon No  Planet  is  of  mine. 

Enter  Guardfman  and  Clown. 
Guardf.  This  is  the  Man. 
Cleo.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  Exit  Guar dfman. 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  worme  of  Nylus  theie,  . 
That  kills  and  pains  not  ? 

Clow.  Truly  I  have  him  :but  I  would  not  be  the  par- 
ty that  fhould  defire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is 

immortall :  thofc  that  doe  dye  of  it,  doe  feldome  or  ne- 
ver recover. 

Cleo.  Remember'ft  thou  any  that  have  di'd  on't  ? 
Clo.  Very  many  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of 

one  of  them  no  longer  than  yeftetday,  a  very  honett  wo- 
man, but  fomethin.  g  ven  to  lye,  as  a  woman  fhould  not 

doe,  but  in  the  way  of  honcfty  ,  how  (Tic  died  of  tMe  bi- 
ting of  itf  what  pain  fine  felt :  Truly,  fhe  makes  a  very 

good  report  oth'worme  :  but  he  that  will  beiieve  all  that 
they  fay,  fhall  never  be  fav^d  by  half  that  rhev  doe  :  buc 

this  is  moft  fallible,  the  Wo  me's  an  odde  Wo-  me. 
fie*.  Get  thee  hence,  farewell. 

Clow.  I  wifh  you  all  joy  of  the  Wo.  m*. 
Cleo,  Farewell. 

Clow.  You  muft  think  this  (look  you;  that  the  Worm 
will  doe  his  kinde. 

Cleo.  1,1,  farewell. 

Clo.  Look  you,  the  Worme  is  not  to  be  tri'fted,  but 
in  the  keeping  of  wife  people  :  for  indeed,  there  is  no 
goodnefle  in  the  Worme.  . 
„  Cleo.  Take  no  car?,  it  fhall  be  heeded. 

Clo.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing  I  ptay  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  rht.  feeding. 

Cleo.  Will  tt  eat  me? 

Clo.  You  nr-ft  not  think  I  am  fo  fimple,  but  I  know 
the  devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  woman  :  I  know,  that  a 
woman  is  a  diih  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dreffe  her  not. 
But  truly,  thefe  fame  v  horfon  devils  doe  the  gods  great 
harmc  in  their  women :  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make, 
the  devils  marre  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  farewell. 

Clo.  Yes  forfooth,  I  wifh  you  joy  oth*  worme.  Exit. 
.Cleo.  Give  me  my  Robe,  put  on  my  Crown,  I  have 

Immortall  longings  in  me.  Now  no  more 

The  juice  of  tALgyps  Grape  fhall  moift  his  lip. 

Yare,  yare,  good  Iras,  quick  :  me  thinks  I  hear 

ixHihouy  call  .•  1  lee  him  row..  hiuildi 
To  praile  my  NoDle  A6t.  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  C<tfar,  which  the  godsg<ve  men 
To  excufe  their  after  wrath.  Husband,  I  come  : 
Now  to  that  name,  my  courage  prove  my  Title, 

i  am  Fire,  and  Aire  ;  my  other  Elements 
1  £iv^  no  bafer  life.  So,  have  you  done  ? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell  kinde  C  harmlan,  Iras,  long  farewell. 

Havel  the  Afpick  in  my  lips  ?  Doft  fall  ? 
If  thou  and  Nature  can  fo  gently  part, 
The  ftrokeof  death  is  as  a  Lovers  pinch, 

Which  hu.  t$,  and  is  deft 'd.  D  ft  thou  lie  ftill  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanifheft,  thou  teil'ft  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave  taking. 

Char.  Diffolve  thick  Cloud  and  Rain,  that  I  may  fay, 

Th.  gods  themfelves  doe  weep. 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  bafe : 
If  fhe  proves  the  curled  Anthoyj, 

VL  'M  make  demand  of  her,  and  tpend  that  kifle 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.  Come  thou  mortal  wretch, 

With  thy  fharp  teeth  this  knotintiinficate, 
Of  life  at  once  untie  :  Poor  yenemous  Foole, 

Be  angry  and  difpatch.  Oh  could'ft  thou  tpeak, 
That  1  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cafar  Afle,  unpolicied. 

Char.  Oh  E  ftern  ftarrc. 

Cleo  Peace, peace: 
Doft  thou  not  lee  my  Baby  at  my  brcaft, 
That  fucks  che  Nu.  te  afleep. 

Char.  O  break  I  O  break  J 

Cleo.  As  fweet  as  Balme,  as  foft  as  Aire,  as  gentle. 
O  Anthony  \  Nay  I  will  take  thee  too. 

What  fhould  I  ftay   Dies, 
Char.  In  this  wild  world  /  So  fare  thee  well : 

Now  boaft  thee  death,  m  thy  prvTefTion  lies 

A  Lafle  unparalell'd.  Downy  Windows  cloze, 
And  golden  phxbus  never  be  beheid 
Of  eyes  again  fo  Royall :  your  Crownsaway, 
Tie  mend  it,  and  then  play  

Enter  the  Guard  rufilin^  in,  and,  Dolabella. 

I.  Guard.  Whe  t's  tht  Q^een  ? 
Char.  Speak  fof  ly,  wake  her  not. 

I .  Cafar  hath  lent. 
Char.  Too  flow  a  Meflenger. 

Oh  come  apace,  difpatch,  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1.  Approach  hoa, 
ATsnot  well :  C^yV's  beguil'd. 

2.  There's  Dolabella  fent  fiom  C.&far :  call  him. 
i .  What  work  is  here,  Charmian  ? 

Is  this  well  done  ? 

Char.  Its  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Princeffe 
Defcended  of  fo  many  Royall  Kings. 

Ah  Souldier,  Charmian  dyes* 

Enter  DolabellaQ 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here? 
a.  Guard.  All  dead. 

Dol.  Cafar,  thy  thoughts 
Touch  their  effedts  in  this :  thy  felf  art  comming 

To  fee  perform'd  the  dreaded  Ad  which  thou 
So  fought'ft  to  hinder. 

Inter  Cafar  and  all  his  train,  marching, 

Alt.  Make  way  there,  make  way  for  C*far. D»l. 
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Dol.  Oh,  Sir,  you  arc  coo  lure  an  Augmcr  : 
Tnitt  you  did  fearj  is  done. 

Cxfar.  Bravclt  at  che  lair, 
She  levelled  at  our  purpefes,  and  being  Royall 
Took  her  own  way  :  the  manner  of  their  deaths, 
I  doe  not  fee  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  Ia(t  with  them  ? 

i  .Guard.  A  fimplc  Country man,that  brought  her  Figs: 
This  -ivns  his  Basket. 

Caf.  Poyfon'd  then. 
i.  Guard.  OUCafar: 

This  Clurtnian\\y\\  but  now,  Hie  flood  and  fpake: 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  Diadem, 
On  her  dead  Mifhis,  tremblingly  lire  Hood, 
And  on  the  Hidden  dropr. 

Ctfar.  Oh  noble  weaknefle  : 

If  they  had  fwallowed  poyfon, 'twould  appeare. 
By  cxternall  fyvetling  :  bii.t  flic  looks  like  tlcep, 
As  flic  would  catch  another  <±Ar,thonj 

In  her  ibong  toyieof  G;ace. 

Dol.  Heie  on  her  bulr, 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  fomething  blown, 
The  like  is  on  her  Anne. 

I.  Guard.  This  an  Afpccb  traile 

And  thel'c  Fig-leaves  have  flimeupon  them  fuch 
As  th'Afpick  leaves  upon  the  Caves  of  Nyle. 

C<ef.  Molt  probable 
That  to  fhe dyed  :  for  her  Phyfician  tells  mc 
She  hath  puiiVd  Conclusions  mhnrc 
Of  cafie  waves  to  dye.  Take  up  her  Bed, 
And  bear  her  Women  from  the  Monument, 

She  fhall  be  buried  by  her  Anthony. 
No  Grave  upon  the  earth  fhall  clip  in  i: 
A  pair  fo  famous  :  high  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  them  :  and  their  ftory  i» 

No  leffe  in  piety,  than  his  glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.  Our  Army  fhall 
In  folemn  Anew,  attend  this  Funcrall, 
And  then  to  Rome.  Come  Dolabdla^  fee 

High  Order  in  this  great  Solemnity.      Exeunt  otr,nes. 

FINIS 
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The  Tragedy  of  Cymbeline, 

<tABm  Trimm.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1.  Gent. 
Ou  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns. 

Our  bloudsno  more  obey  the  heavens 
Then  our  Courtiers : 

Still  feem  as  do's  the  Kings. 
2.  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of 's  Kingdome  (whom 
He  purpos'd  to  his  wives  fole  (on,  a  Widow 
That  late  he  married)  hath  referr'd  her  felf 

Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy  Gentleman.  She's  wedded. 
Her  husband  baniih'd  ;  fhe  impiifon'd,  all 
Is  outward  forrow,  though  I  think  the  King 

Be  touch'dat  very  heart. 
2 .  None  but  the  King  ? 
1 .  He  that  hath  loft  her  too :  fo  is  the  Queen, 

That  moft  defir'd  the  Match.  But  not  a  Courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  Kings  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  the  thing  they  fcoule  at. 

2.  And  why  fo? 

1 .  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princeffe,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad,  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(  I  mean,  that  married  her,  alack  good  man, 

And  therefore  baniih'd  )  is  a  Creature,  fuch, 
As  to  feek  through  the  Regions  of  the  earth 
For  one,  he  like ;  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him,  that  fhonld  compare.  I  do  not  think, 
So  fair  an  Outward,  and  fuch  ftuffe  within 
Endows  a  man,  but  he. 

2.  You  fpeak  him  fair. 
1.  I  do  extend  him  (  Sir  )  which  himfelf, 

Crufli  him  together,  rather  then  unfold 
His  meafure  dully. 

2.  What's  his  name  and  Birth  ? 
1.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  his  father 

Wascall'd5/V/7//«f,  who  did  joyn  his  honour 
Againft  the  Romans,  with  CaffibeUny 
But  had  his  Titles  by  Tenantitts,  whom 

j  He  ferv'd  with  Glory  and  admir'd  Succefie : 
!  So  gain'd  the  Sur-addition,  heonnttu. 

'  And  had  (  befidesthis  Gentleman  in  qu  ftion  ) 
Two  other  Sons,  who  in  the  Warrs  o'th'tirae 
Dy'd  with  their  fwords  in  hand.  For  which  their  father 
Then  old,  and  fond  of  iffue,  took  fuch  forrow 

That  he  quit  Being ;  and  his  gentle  Lady 

3ig  of  this  Gentleman  (our  Theam  )  deccaft 
Ashe  was  born.  The  King  he  takes  the  Babe 
To  his  protection,  calls  him  Tofthamns  Leonattu^ 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  Btd-chamoer, 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  took 

As  we  do  aire,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred, 

And  in  s  Sp.  ing,  became  a  Harveft:  Liv'd  in  Court 

(  Which  rare  it  is  to  do  )  moft  prais'd,  moft  lov'd, 
A  lample  to  the  youngeft :  to  th  more  Mature, 
A  glafle  that  feated  them  :  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  Dotards.  To  his  Miftds, 

(For  whom  he  now  is  banifh'd)  her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  fhc  efteem'd  him ;  and  his  Vertue 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read,what  kind  of  man  he  is, 

2.  I  honor  him,  even  out  of  your  report. 

But  pray  you  tell  me,  is  fhe  fole  child  to'th'King  ? 1.  His  only  child  ? 
He  had  two  Sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it )  the  eld  eft  or  them,  at  three  years  old 
I'th'iwathingcloathes,  the  other  from  their  Nurfery Were  ftoln,  and  to  this  hour,  no  guefle  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2.  How  long  is  this  agoe  ? 
1.  Some  twenty  years. 

2.  That  a  Kings  Child' en  fhould  be  foconvey'd, 
So  flackly  guarded,  and  the  fearch  fo  flow 
That  could  not  trace  them. 

1.  Howfoere 'tis  ft  range, 

Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'dat: 
Yet  is  it  true  fir. 

2.  I  do  well  believe  you, 

1 .  We  muft  forbear.  Here  comes  the  Gentleman, 
The  Queen,  and  Princeffe.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  the  Quseny  Pofthumus,  and  Imogen 

Que.  No,be  affur'd  you  fhall  not  find  me  (Daughter) 
After  the  (lander  of  moft  Step-Mothers, 

Evil-ey'd  unto  you.  You're  my  Prifoner,  but 
Your  Goaler  fhall  deliver  you  the  keys 

C  c  c  c  That 
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That  lockl  p  your  rcftraint.  For  you  Pofihumus, 

So  loon  as  I  can  win  th'offended  King, 
I  will  be  known  your  Advocate :  man  y  yet 

Tlx-  tire  of  Rage  is  in  him,and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  Sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wifdome  may  inform  yot\ 

Post.  Pleafe  your  HighncflV, 
I  w;U  from  hence  to  day. 

Qne.  You  know  the  periil : 
Tie  fetch  a  turn  about  the  Garden;  obeying 

The  pangs  of  barr'd  Afteilions,  though  the  King 
Hath  chai g'd  you  fhould  not  Xpeak  together.  Exit 

Imo.  O  d.ffembling  Cuitene  !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  fhe  wounds  ?  My  dearelt  Husband, 
I  fomething  fear  my  fatlieis  wrath,  but  nothing 

(  Alwaycs  referv'd  my  holy  duty  )  what 
H  s  rage  can  do  on  me.  "You  mu(t  be  gone, 
And  1  lhall  here  abide  the  hourly  (hot 
Of  angry  eyes :  not  comforted  to  live, 
bVt  that  there  is  this  Jewell  in  the  world, 
That  T  may  fee  again. 

Pofi,  My  Queen,  my  Miftris  : 
0  Lady,  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  iufpe£txd  of  more  tendemeffe 
Then  doth  become  a  man.  I  will  remain 

The  loyalist  husband,  that  did  ere  plight  troth. 

My  refidencein  Rome,  at  one  florid1  sy 
Who,  to  my  Father  was  a  friend,  to  me 

Known  but  by  Letter ;  thither  write  (my  Queen) 
And  with  mine  eyes,  Tie  di  ink  the  words  you  fend^ 
Though  Ink  be  made  of  Gall. 

Eater  Queen. 

Que,  Be  brief,  I  pray  you  : 
If  the  King  come,  I  fhall  incur,  1  know  not 
How  much  of  his  difpleafure  :  yet  Tie  move  him 
To  walk  this  way  :  I  never  do  him  wrong, 

But  he  do's  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends, 
Payes  dear  for  my  offences. 

Pofi.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long- a  termeas  yet  we  have  to  Hve, 
The  loathnclTe  to  depart,  would  grow :  Adieu. 

Imo.  Nay,  ftay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  aire  your  felf, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.  Look  here  (Love) 
This  Diamond  was  my  Mothers ;  take  it  (Haart) 
But  keep  it  till  you  wooe  another  Wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pofi.  How,  how  ?  Another  ? 
You  gentle  geds,  give  me  but  this  I  have, 
And  fearc  up  my  embracemcnts  from  a  next, 
With  bonds  of  death.  Remain,  remain  thou  here% 

While  fenfe  can  keep  it  on :  And  fv\eeteft,  faireft, 
As  I  (my  poor  felf)  did  exchange  for  you 
To  your  fo  infinite  lofle:  fo  in  our  trifles 
1  ftiJI  win  of  you.  For  my  fake  wear  this , 
It  is  a  Manacle  of  Love,  Tie  place  it 

Upon  this  faii-eft  Prifoner. 
Imo.  O  the  gods  J 

When  lhall  we  fee  again  I 
Enter  Cymbcllne,  and  Lords. 

Pofi-.  Alack,  the  King, 
Cym.  Thou  bafeft  thing,  avoid  hence,  from  my  fight : 

If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  unworthynefie,  thou  dyeft.  Away, 

Tbou'rt  poifon  to  my  bloud. 
Pofi.  The  gods  protect  you, 

And  bkiie  the  good  Remainder  uf  the  Court : 

I  am  gone. 

Exit. 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  fharp  tlvn  this  is. 

Cym.  O  difloyal  thing, 

That  fhould'ft  repair  my  youth,  thou  heap'fl 
A  yeais  age  on  me. Imo.  I  befeech  you,  fir, 

Harme  not  your  felf  with  your  vexation, 
I  am  fenfelclle  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Paft  Grace  ?  Obedience  ? 

Imo.  Paft  hope,  and  in  difpair,  that  way  paft  Grace. 

Cym.  That  might'ft  have  had The  fole  Son  of  my  Queen. 

Imo.  O  blefTed  that  1  might  not:  I  chofe  an  Eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  Puttock. 

Cym.  Thou  took'ft  a  Beggar,  would  ft  have  made  my Throne,  a  Seat  for  bafeneiTe. 
Imo.  No,  I  ratheradded  a  luftie  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vild  one  • 
Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  IhaVe  lov'd  Pofihumta  : 
You  bred  him  as  my  Play-fellow,  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman :  Over-buyes  me 
Almoft  thefum  he  payes. 

Cym.  What  ?  art  thou  rrfld  ? 
Imo.  Almoft,  Sir  :  hcavenreftore  me:  would  I  were 

A  Neat-heards  Daughter,  and  x^rLecnatm 
Our  Neighbour-Shepheards  Sony Enter  Queen. 

Cym.  Thou  fookfh  thing ; 
They  were  again  together :  you  have  done 

■  No:  afterour  command.  Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up.  ■ 

Que.  Befeech  your  patience :  Peace 
Dear  Lady  daughter,  peace.  Sweet  Sovcraign, 
Leave  us  to  our  felves ,  and  make  your  felf  fome  comfort  1 
Out  of  your  beft  advice. 

Cym.  Nay  let  her  languish 
A  drop  of  blond  aday,  and  being  aged 
Dye  of  this  Folly.  Exit,  \ 

Enter  P'ifanio. 
Que.  Fie,  you  muft  give  away : 

Here  is  your  Servant.  How  now,  Sir }  What  news  f 

Plf.  My  Lord  your  Son,  drew  on  my  Mafter. 

Que.  Hah  ? 
No  harme  I  tiuft  is  done? 

7  If  a.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  Mafter  rather  plaid,  then  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  Anger :  they  were  parted 

By  Gentlemen,  at  hand. 

Que.  I  am  very  glad  on't, 
Imo.  Your  Son's  my  fathers  friend,  he  takes  his  part 

To  draw  upon  an  Exile,  O  brave  Sir, 
I  would  they  were  in  Ajfr /V£_both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  Needle,  that  !  might  prick 

The  goer  back .  Why  came  you  from  your  Mafter  > 
Pifa.  On  his  command  :  he  would  not  fufrer  me 

To  bring  him  to  the  haven  :  left  thefe  Notes 
Of  what  commands  I  fhould  be  fubjeft  to, 

When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 
Que.  This  hath  been 

Yourfaithfull  Servant:  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pifa.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highneffe. 
Out 
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Qtt.  Pray  walk  a  while. 
Imo.  About  Corns  half  hour  hence, 

Pray  you  fpeak  with  me  ; 
You  ili a  11  (  at  kail )  £o  fee  my  Lord  aboard. 
For  this  time  leave  me. Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertia-j. 

Enter  Clotten,  and  two  Lords. 

1.  Sir,  I  would  advife  you  to  fliift  a  rhirt  ;  the  Vio- 
lence of  Action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  Sacrifice:  where 

aire  comes  out  ,  aire  comes  in  :  there's  none  abroad  fo 
wholfome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot,  If  my  Shirt  were  bloudy,  then  to  fhifc  it. 
Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2.  No  faith :  not  fo  much  as  his  patience. 

1 .  Hurt  him  ?  His  bodie's  a  paflable  Carkaffe  if  he  be 
not  hurt.  It  is  a  thorough-fare  for  Steel  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2.  His  Steel  was  in  debt,  it  went  oth' Back-fide  the Town. 

Clot.  The  Villain  would  not  ftand  me. 

2.  No,  but  he  fled  forward  ftill,  toward  your  face. 
1.  Stand  you?  you  have  Land  enough  of  your  own: 

But  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground. 
2.  As  mmy  Inches,  as  you  have  Oceans  (  Puppies.) 
Clot.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  mcafur'd  how  long  a  fool 
you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clot.  And  ihat  fhe  fhould  love  this  fellow,  and  re- 
fufe  me. 

2.  If  it  be  a  fin  to  make  a  true  ele£tion,(hc  is  damn'd. 
1 .  Sir,  as  I  cold  you  alwayesrher  Beauty  and  her  Brain 

go  not  together.  She's  a  good  figne,  but  I  have  feen fmall  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2.  She  (nines  not  upon  Fools,  left  the  reflection 
Should  hurt  her. 

Clot.  Come  ,  I'le  to  my  Chamber :  would  there  had been  fome  hurt  done. 

2.  I  wifh  not  fo,  unleffe  it  had  bin  the  fall  of  an  Afs, 
which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clot.  You'll  go  with  us? 
1.  Tie  attend  vour  Lordfhip. 

Clot.  Nay  come,  let's  go  together. 
2.  Well,  my  Lord. 

Scena  Quartz. 

As  he  could  make  me  with  his  eye,  or  car, 
Diftinguifh  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  Deck,  with  Glove,  or  Hat,  or  Handkerchief, 
Sail  -waving,  as  the  fitsand  ftiirs  of's  mind 
Could  Deft  exprciTe  how  flow  his  foul  fail'd  on, How  fwift  his  Ship. 

Imo.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  Crow,  or  leffe,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pifa.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 
Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-ftrings ; 

Crack'd  them,  but  to  look  upon  him,  till  the  diminution 
Of  fpace,  had  pointed  him  fharp  as  my  Needle  : 
Nay,  followed  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmallneffe  of  a  Gnat,  to  aire :  and  then 

Have  turn'd  mine  eye,and  wept.  But,  good  Pifanio, When  (hall  we  hear  from  him. 

Pifa.  Be  affurM,  Madam, 
With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Molt  pretty  things  to  fay  J  Ere  I  could  tell  him 
Howl  would  think  on  him  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts,  and  fuch  :  Or  I  could  make  him  fwear, 
The  She's  of  Italy  fhould  not  betray 
Mine  Intereft,-  and  his  Honour :  or  haye  charg'd  him 
At  the  fixe  hour  of  Morn,  at  Noon,  at  Midnight, 
T'encounter  me  with  Orifons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  :  Or  ere  I  could, 

Give  him  that  parting  kiffe,  which  I  had  fet 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. Enter  a  Lady. 

Lad.  The  Qsieen  (Madam) 
Defires  your  highneffe  Company. 

Imo.  Thole  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd, 
I  will  attend  the  Q;'een. 

Pifa.  Madam,  I  fhall.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  fhores  oth'haven, 
And  queftioned'ft  every  Sail:  if  he  fhould  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  Paper  loft 
As  ofTer'd  mercy  is :  What  was  the  laft 
That  he  ipake  to  thee  ? 

Pifa.  It  was  his  Qiieen,  his  Queen. 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  Handkerchief? 
^pifa.  And  kift  ir,  Madam. 

Imo.  Scnfeleflt  Linnen,  happier"  therein  then  I : And  that  was  all  ? 

Pifa,  No,  Madam :  for  fo  long 

Scena  Qmntn* 

Enter  Philarioy  Iachimo,  Frenchman,  Dutch- 
man, and  a  Spaniard. 

Iach.  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  Britain  \  he 
was  then  of  a  CrefTent  none,  expected  to  prove  fo  wor- 

thy ,  as  fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of.  But  I 

could  then  have  look'd  on  him  ,  without  the  help  of  Ad- 
miration ,  though  the  Catalogue  of  his  endowments  had 

bin  tabled  by  his  fide,  and  I  to  perufe  him  by  Items. 
Phil.  You  fpeak  of  him  when  he  was  leiTe  furnifh'd, then  now  he  is ,  with  that  which  makes  him  both*with- 

outand  within, 

French.  I  have  feen  him  in  France :  we  had  very  ma- 
ny there ,  could  behold  the  Sun  ,  with  as  fivm  eyes  as 

he. 

Iach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  Kings  Daughter, 

wherein  he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  hcr\alue  ̂ then his  own,  words  him  ( I  doubt  not )  a  great  deal  from  the matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifhment. 

Iach.  I,  and  the  approbation  of  thofc  th?t  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce  under  her  colours,,  are  wonderfully 

C  c  c  c  2  to 
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to  extend  him,  be  ic  but  to  torcihe  her  judgement,  which 

elfean  eafic  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  Beggar 
without  lefle  quality.  But  how  comes  it ,  he  is  to  fo- 
journ  with  you?  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phil.  His  father  and  I  were  Souldiers  together ,  to 
whom  I  have  bin  often  bound  for  no  lefle  then  my  life. 

Enter  Poflhumw* 

Here  comes  the  Britain,  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  a- 

mongft  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  of  your  knowing , 
to  a  ftranger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all  be  better 
known  to  this  Gentleman  ,  whom  I  commend  to  you  , 
as  a  Noble  Friend  of  mine.  How  Worthy  he  is ,  I  will 

leave  to  appear  hereafter ,  rather  then  ftory  him  in  his 
own  hearing. 

Fren.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleance. 
Poft.  Since  when  I  have  bin  debtef  to  you  for  courte- 

hes,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 
Fren.  Sir,  you  ore-rate  my  poorkindelfe  ,  I  was  glad 

I  did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  bin  piety 
you  fhould  have  been  put  together ,  with  fo  mortal  a  pur- 
pofe,as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  fo  flight  and 
trivial  a  nature. 

Poft.  By  your  pardon,  fir,  I  was  then  a  young  Travel- 

er, rather,  fhunn'd  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard, then  in 

Poft.  Which  by  their  Graces  1  will  keep. 
Iach.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours:  but  you 

know  ftrange  Fowle  light  upon  neighbouring  Ponds. 
Your  Ring  may  be  ttolne  too ,  fo  your  brace  of  unprizea- 
ble  Eftimations,  the  one  is  but  frail ,  and  the  other  Cafu- 

al.  A  cunning  Thief,  or  a  (that  way)  accompliflVd 
Courtier,  would  hazzard  the  winning  both  of  firft  and 

laft, 

Poft.  Your  Italy,  contains  none  fo  accomplifh'd  a 
Courtier  to  convince  the  honour  of  my  Miftris :  it  in  the 

holding  orbfle  of  that,  you  terme  her  frail,  I  do  no- 
thing doubt  yon  have  ftore  of  Thieves,  notwithstanding I  fear  not  my  Rmg. 

Phil.  Let  us  leave  here  Gentlemen. 

Poft.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  Signior  I 
thank  him  ,  makes  no  ftranger  of  me,  we  are  familiar  at 
firft. 

Iach.  With  five  times  fo  much  converfation ,  I  fliould 

get  ground  of  your  fait  Miftris;  make  her  go  back,  e- 
ven  to  the  yielding,  had  I  admittance  ,  and  opportunity to  friend. 

Pott.  No,  no. 

Iach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moyty  of  my  E- 

ftate ,  to  your  Ring ,  which  in  my  opinion  ore- values  it 
fometbing:  but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your 

my  very  action  to  be  guided  by  others  experiences:  but  j  Confidence,  then  her  Reputation.  And  to  bar  your  of. 
upon  my  mended  judgement  (  if  I  offend  to  fay  it  is  men-  \  fence  herein  too,  I  durft  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in 
ded)  my  Quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  Faith  yes  ,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of 
Swords,  and  by  fuch  two, that  would  by  all  likelyhood 
have  confounded  one  the  other,  or  have  fain  both. 

Iach.  Can  we  with  manners  ,  ask  what  was  the  diffe- 
rence > 

Fren.  Safely,  I  think  ,  'twas  a  contention  in  publick, 
which  may  ( without  contradiction  )  fuffer  the  report. 
It  was  much  alike  an  argument  that  fell  out  laft  night, 

You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a 

per- 

the  world 

Poft. 

fwafion ,  and  I  doubt  not  you  fuftain  what  y'are  worthy 
of,  by  your  Attempt. 

Iach.  What's  that  ? 
Poft.  A  Repulfe  though  your  Attempt  (  as  you  call  it ) 

defer ve  more  ;  a  punifhmenc  too. 

Phi.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this ,  it  came  in  too  fud- 

denly ,  let  it  dye  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
where  each  of  us  fell  in  praife  of  our  Country-Miftrefles.  acquainted. 
This  Gentleman,  at  that  time  vouching  (  and  upon  war-      Iach.  Would  I  had  put  my  Eftate,and  my  Neighbours 

rant  of  bloudy  affirmation)  his  to  be  more  Fair,Vertuous,  on  th'approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 
Wife,  Chafte,  Conftant,  Qualified,  and  lefle  attemptible      ?°ft-  What  Lady  would  you  choofe  to  aflail? 
then  any,  the  rateft  of  our  Ladies  in  France.  I     Iach.  Yours,  whom  in  conftancy  you  think  ftands 

Iach. 

Iach.  That  Lady  is  not  now  living  :  this  Gentlemans  fo  frfe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufand  Duckets  to  your 
opinion  by  this  worn  out.  R'ng  >  that  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  La-  | 

Poft.  She  holds  her  Vertue  ftill, and  I  my  mind.  dy  is,  with  no  more  advantage  then  the  opportunity  of  I 

Iach.  You  muft  not  fo  far  prefcrre  her ,  'fore  ours  of  a  fecond  conference,  and  I  will  bring  from  thence  ,  that' 
Italy.  honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  fo  refei  v'd.  I 

Post.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France  .*  I  Pos~thnmtts.  I  will  wage  again  t  your  Gold,  Gold  I 
would  abate  her  nothing,  though  I  profefle  my  felf  her  to  it :  My  Ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger,  'tis  part! 

of  it. 

Iach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wifer :  if  you 
buy  Ladies  flefh  at  a  Million  a  Dram ,  you  cannot  pre-  | 

ferve  it  from  tainting ;  but  I  fee  you  have  fome  Religion  • 
in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Poft.  This  is  but  a  cuttome  in  your  tongue :  you  bear  | 
a  graver  purpofe  I  hope. 

Iach.  Iam  the  Matter  of  my  fpeeches ,  and  would  un- 1 

der-go  what's  fpoken,  I  fwear. 
Potthu.  Will  you  >  I  fhall  but  lend  my  Diamond  til!  ■ 

your  return  :  let  there  be  Covenants  drawn  between's. 
My  Mittris  exceeds  in  goodnefle ,  the  hugenefleof  your 

unworthy  things.  I  dare  you  to  this  match  :  here's  mv 

Ring. 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

Iach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one :  if  I  bring  you  nofuffi- 

cient  teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy 'd  the  dcareft  bodily 

part  of  your  Miftris :  my  ten  thoufand  Duckets  are  yours  • 

Adorer,  not  her  friend. 

Iach.  As  fair,  and  as  good  :  a  kind  of  hand  in  hand 
comparison  ,  had  been  lomething  too  fair  ,  and  too 
good  for  any  Lady  in  Britany :  if  (lie  went  before  others. 

I  have  feen ,  as  that  Diamond  of  yours  out-lutters  many 
I  have  beheld.  I  could  not  believe  fhe  excelled  many  : 
but  I  have  not  feen  themoft  precious  Diamond  that  is, 
nor  you  the  Lady. 

Poft.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her:  fo  do  I  my  Stone. 
Iach.  What  do  you  efteem  it  at  ? 

Poft.  More  then  the  world  enjoys. 

Iach.  Either  your  unparagon'd  Miftris  is  dead  ,  or 
e's  out-priz'd  by  a  trifle. 
Poft.  You  are  miftaken :  the  one  may  be  fold  or  given, 

or  if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchafes ,  or  me- 
rit for  the  gift.  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  fale  ,  and 

only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 
Iach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 
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fo  is  your  Diamond  too:  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in 

facH  honour  as  you  have  nuft  in  :  She  your  Jewell ,  this 

your  Jewell  ,  and  my  Gold  are  yours:  provided  I  have 
your  commendation,  for  my  more  entertainment. 

Pott.  I  embrace  thefe  Conditions,  let  us  have  Articles 

betwixt  us  :  onely  thus  far  you  fhall  anfwer  ,  if  you 

make  your  voyage  upon  her ,  and  give  me  directly  to  un- 

derhand, you  have  prevail'd  ,  I  am  no  further  your  Ene- 

my, ("he  is  not  worth  our  debate.  If  fhe  remain  unfe- 
due'd ,  you  not  making  it  appear  otherwife :  for  your  ill 
opinion,  and  th'affault  you  have  made  to  her  chaftuy,you 
fhall  anfwer  me  with  your  Sword. 

Iacb.  Your  hand ,  a  Covenant  :  we  will  have  thefe 

things  let  down  by  lawfull  Counfell ,  and  ftraight  away 
for  Britain  ,  left  the  Bargain  fhould  caich  cold ,  and 
ftarve  :  I  will  fetch  my  Gold,  and  have  our  two  Wagers 
recorded. 

Pofl,  Agreed. 
Trench.  Will  this  hold,  think  you. 

Phil.  Sigmor  Iachlmo  will  not  from  it. 

5ray  let  us  follow  'em.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Sexta. 

Enter  Queen^  Ladies^  anil  Cornelius. 

Que.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground 
Gather  thofe  Flowers, 
Make  haftc.  Who  has  the  note  of  them? 

Lad.  I  Madam. 

Que.  Difpatch.  Exeunt  Ladles. 
Now  Mafter  Doctor,  have  you  brought  thofe  drugs : 

Cor.  Plcafcth  your  highnefs,  I :  here  they  are,Madam: 
But  1  befeech  your  Grace,  without  offence 
(  My  Confcience  bids  me  ask  )  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  mod  poifonous  Compounds, 
Which  are  the  moovers  of  a  languifhing  death : 

But  though  flow,  deadly. 
Que.  I  wonder,  Doftor, 

Thou  ask'ft  me  fuch  a  Queltion ;  have  I  not  been 

Thy  Pupill  long?  haft  thou  notlearn'd  me  how To  make  Perfumes?  Diftill?  Prefcrve?  Yea  fo, 

That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  wooe  me  oft 
For  my  Confections  ?  having  thus  far  proceeded, 

(  Unlelfe  thou  think'ft  me  devclifh  )  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplificmy  judgement  in 
Other  Conclufions  ?  I  will  try  the  forces 

Of  thefe  thy  Compounds,  on  fuch  Creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging  (  but  none  humane  ) 

To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  A&,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  feveral  vermes,  and  effects. 

Corn.  Your  highneffe 
Shall  from  this  pracWe,  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  effects  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infectious. 

Que.  O  content  thee. 
Enter  Plfanlo. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  Rafcal,  upon  him 

Will  I  firltwork:  He's  for  his  Mafter, 
And  enemy  to  my  Son.  HowncwPz/Wo? 
Doctor,  your  fervice  for  this  time  is  ended, 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  fufpect.  you,  Madam. 

But  you  fhall  do  no  harme. 
Que .  Hark  thee  a  word. 
Cor.  I  do  not  like  her.  She  doth  think  fhe  has 

Strange  ling'ring  poifons :  I  do  know  her  fpiric, And  will  not  truft  one  of  her  malice,  with 

A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  Nature.  Thofe  fhe  has, 
Will  ftupefie  and  dull  the  Senfea  while, 

Which  firft  (  perchance  )  fhe'll  prove  on  Cats  and  Do°s, 
Then  afterward  up  higher:  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  fhew  of  death  it  makes, 
More  then  the  locking  up  the  Spirits  a  cirne, 

To  be  more  frefh,  reviving.  She  is  tool'd 
With  a  mod  falfe  effect :  and  I  the  truer, 
So  to  be  falfewith  her. 

Que.  No  further  fervice,  Dodtor, 
Untill  I  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  Exit 

JQhc.  Weeps  the  ftill  (  faitt  thou  >  ) 
Do  ft  thou  think  in  time 

She  will  not  quench,  and  let  inftruftions  enter 

Where  folly  now  poffeffes  ?  do  thou  work  : 
When  thou  (halt  bring  me  word  fhe  loves  my  Son, 
Tie  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 

As  great  as  is  thy  Mafter :  Greater,  for 
His  Fortunes  all  lye  fpeechleffe,  and  his  name 

Is  at  laft  gafpe.  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  wheie  he  is:  tofhift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  mifery  with  another, 

And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  dayes  work  in  him.  What  fhalt  thou  expect 
To  be  depender  of  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  friends 

So  much,  as  but  to  prop  him  ?  Thou  tak'ft  up 
Thou  know' ft  not  what :  But  take  it  for  thy  labour, 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 

Five  times  redeem'd  from  death.  1  do  not  kuow 
What  is  more  Cordial.    Nay  I  prethee  take  ir, 

It  is  an  earneft  of  a  farther  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.  Tell  thy  Miftris  how 

The  cafe  ftands  with  her :  do't,  as  from  thy  felf: 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changeft  on,  but  think 

Thou  haft  thy  Miftris  ftill,  too  boot,'  my  Son, 
Who  fhall  take  notice  of  thee.  Pie  move  the  King 
To  any  lhape  of  thy  Preferment,  fuch 
As  thouMt  defire :  and  then  my  felf,  I  chiefly, 
That  fet  thee  on  to  this  defert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.  Call  my  women.  Exit  Plfanlo, 
Think  on  my  words.  A  flye,  and  con  fin  nt  knave, 

Not  to  be  fhak'd :  the  Agent  for  his  Mafter, 
And  the  Remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  faft  to  her  Lord.  I  have  given  him  that, 
Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  Leidgers  for  her  Sweet:  and  which  fhe  after, 

Except  fhe  bend  her  humor,  fhall  beaffur'd To  tafteof  too. 

Snter  Pifanloy  and  Ladies. 

So,  fo :  well  done,  well  done : 

The  Violets,  Cowflips,  and  thePrime-Rofes 
Bear  to  my  Cloffet :  Fare  thee  well,  Plfanlot 
Think  on  niy  words.  Exit  Queen ,  and  Ladles. 

Pi  fa.  And  fhall  doer 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord,  I  prove  untrue, 

I'le  choak  my  felf :  there's  all  Pie  do  for  you.  Exit, 
C  c  cc  3  Seen a 
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Seen  a  Septima, 

•  Enter  Imogen  a/one. 

Into.  A  Father  cruel,  and  a  Stcpdame  falfc, 
A  foolifh  Suicer  to  a  Wedded  Lady, 

That  hath  her  Husband  banifh'd  :  O,  that  Husband, 
My  fupream  Crown  of  grief,  and  thofe  repeated 
Vexations  of  it.  Had  I  bin  Thief-ftoln, 

As  my  two  Brothers,  happy :  but  mod  miferable 

Is  the  defire  that's  glorious.  Blefled  be  thofe 
How  mean  foere,  that  have  their  honed  wills, 

Which  feafons  comfort.  Who  may  this  be  ?  Fie. 

Enter  Pifanio^  and  Iachimo. 

P'tf.t.  Madam,  a  Noble  Gentleman  of  Rome, 
Coir.es  from  my  Lord  with  Letters. 

Inch,  Change  you,  Madam  ! 

The' Worthy  Leonatus  is  in  fafety,  ' 
And  greets  your  Hh'hneiTe  dearly. 

Into.  Th,mks,gor>d  S;r, 

You're  kindly  welcome. 
h:ch.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  moft  rich  • 

If  fhe  be  funvfh'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  alcne  th'Arabian-Bird  ;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  wager.  Boldneffe  be  my  Friend : 
Arme  me  Audacity  from  head  to  foot, 
Or  like  che  Parthian  I  ihall  flying  fight, 
Rather  direftiy  flye. 

Imogen  reads. 
He  is  one  of  the  Noblefl  note ,  to  whofe  kjndnejfes  I  am 

mofl  infinitely  tyed.  Refletl  upon  him  accordingly^  as  you 
value  your trufb.  heonatus. 
So  far  I  read  aloud. 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm'd  by  th'reft,  and  take  it  thankfully. 
You  are  as  welcome  (  worthy  Sir)  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  ihall  find  it  fo 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

Iach.  Thanks  faireft Lady : 

What  are  men  mad  ?  hath  Nature  given  them  eyes 
To  fee  this  valuted  Arch,  and  the  rich  Crop 

Of  Sea,  and  Land,  which  can  diftinguilh  'twixt 
The  fney  Orbes  above,  and  the  twinn'd  Stones 
Upon  the  numbei'd  Beach,  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  Spectacles  fo  pretious 

'Twixt  fair,  and  foul  ? 
Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

Iach.  It  cannot  be  ith'eye :  for  Apes,  and  Monkeys 
'Twixt  two  fuch  She's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemne  with  mowes  the  other.  Nor  ith' judgement : 
For  Ideots  in  this  cafe  of  favour,  would 

Be  wifely  definit :  Nor  in  the  Appetite. 

Sluttery  to  fuch  neat  Excellence, oppos'd 
Should  make  defire  vomit  emptinefle, 
Notfoallur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter  trow  ? 

Iach.  The.Cloyed  will , 

That  fatiate  yet  unfatisfi'c!  defire,  that  Tub 
Both  fill  d  and  running:  Ravening  firft  the  Lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  Garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  fir, 

jThus  rap's  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

Iach  .  i  hanks,Madam.  well:  Bcleech  you,fir, 

Defire  my  Man's  abode,  where  I  did  leave  him  : 
H:'s  ftiange  and  pecvifh. 

Pifa,  1  was  going,Sir, 

To  give  him  welcome. 
Imo.  Continues  well  my  Lord  ? 

His  health  befeech  you  ? 

Iach.  Well,  Madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  ?  I  hope  he  is. 
Iach.  Exceeding  plcafant :  none  a  Granger  there, 

So  merry, and  fo  gamefome  :  he  is  call'd The  Britain  Reveller. 
Imo.  When  he  was  here 

He  did  incline  to  fadnetfe,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

Iach.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  Companion,  one 
An  eminent  Monfieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 
A  Gallian-Guk  at  home.  He  furnaces 
The  thick  fides  from  him  ;  whiles  the  jolly  Britain^ 

(  Your  Lord  I  mean  )  laughs  from's  free,  lungs :  cries  oh, 
Can  my  fides  hold,  to  think  that  man  who  knows 

By  Hiirory,  Report,  or  his  own  proof 
What  woman  is,  yea  what  fhe  cannot  choofe 

But  mult  be :  will's  free  hours  languirh, 
For  allured  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  > 
Iach.  I  Madam ,  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter, 

It  is  a  Recreation  to  be  by 
And  hear  him  mock  the  frenchman  : 
But  heavens  know  lome  m:n  are  much  too  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he  I  hope. 
Iach.  Not  he: 

But  yet  heavens  bounty  towards  him,  might 

Be  us'd  more  thankfully.  In  himfelf  'tis  much ; 
In  you  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  Talents, 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 

To  piety  too. 
Imo.  What  do  you  pitty,  fir  ? 
Iach.  Two  Creatures  heartily. 
Imo.  Am  I  one,  fir  ? 

You  look  on  me :  what  wrack  difcern  you  in  me 
Defervcs  your  pitty  ? 

Iach.  Lamentable :  what 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  Sun,  and  folace 

I'th'Dungeon  by  a  SnufF? 
Imo.  I  pray  you,  fir, 

Deliver  with  more  opennefle  your  anfwers 
To  my  demands.  Why  do  you  pitty  me? 

Iach.  That  others  do 

(  I  was  about  to  fay  )  enjoy  your  but 
It  is  an  ofT.ce  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 

Not  mine  to  fpeak  on't. Imo.  You  do  feem  to. know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me ;  pray  you 
Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 

Then  to  be  fure  they  do.  For  Certainties 
Either  are  paft  remedies ;  or  timely  knowing, 

The  remedy  then  born.  Difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 

Iach.  Had  I  this  check 

To  bath  my  lips  upon  :  this  hand,  whofe  touch, 
(  Whofe  very  touch  )  would  force  the  feelers  foul 

To  th'oath  of  Loyalty.  This  objecT,  which 
Takes  Prifoner,  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 

Fixing  it  only  here,  (hould  I  (  damn'd  then  ) Slaver  ( 
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Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  ftaires 
That  moun:  the  Capitol:  joyn  grypes,  with  hancs 
Midc  hard  with  houily  falihood  (fa^hood  as 

With  labour »  )  then  by  peeping  in  an  eve 
Bafe  and  illufti  ions  as  the  Imoaky  light 

That's  fed  with  ftinking  Tallow  •  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  lhould  at  one  time 
Encounter  Inch  revolt. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

lack.  And  himfelf,  not  I 

Indin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 

The  Beggery  of  his  change :  but 'tis  your  Graces 
That  from  my  mutcft  Confcience,  to  my  tongue, 
Ch.3r1r.es  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lack.  O  deareft  foul :  your  Caufe  doth  ftrike  my  heart 
Wich  piety,  that  doth  make  me  lick.  A  Lady 
S  i  fair,  an  i  fiftned  to  an  Empery 

Id  make  the  grcat'ft  King  double,  to  be  partner'd 
-wes  hyr'd, with  that  fclf-exhihition 

own  Coffers  yield  :  with  diteas'd  ventures with  all  infirmities  for  Gold, 

c    .ouenneffe  can  lend  Nature,  Such  boyl'd  fluff 

As  v  i  might  poifon  Poifon.  Be  rcveng'd, 
Oi  (lie  chat  bore  you,  was  no  Queen,  and  you 
Rcco.  1  from  your  greac  Stock. 

Imo.  Rcveng'd  : 
How  fhou'.d  I  be  reveng'd  ?  if  this  be  true, 
(      [have  Inch  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Muft  not  in  hafteabufe  )  if  it  be  true, 

How  ("hall  I  be  reveng'd  ? Iacb.  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana  s  Prieft,  betwixt  cold  fheets; 

Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  Ramps 

In  your  defpighc,upon  your  purfe :  revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  my  felf  to  your  fweet  pleafure, 
More  Noble  then  that  runnagate  to  your  bed, 
And  will  continue  faft  to  your  Affection, 
S:ill  clofe,  as  fure. 

Imo.  What  hoa,  Pifanio  > 
Iacb.  Let  my  fervicc  tender  on  your  lips 
Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemne  mine  ears,  that  have 

So  long  attended  thee.  If  thou  wert  honorable 
Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  tale  for  Vertue,not 

For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe,as  ftrange : 
Thou  wrong' ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honor :  and 
Solicitft  here  a  Lady,  thatdifdains 
Thee,  and  the  Devil  alike.  What  hoa,  yifanio? 

The  King  my  father  (hall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  Affault:  if  he  (hall  think  it  fit, 

A  fawcy  Stranger  in  his  Court,  to  Marc 
As  is  a  Romifh  Stew,  and  to  expound 

His  bcaftly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  Court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  Daughter,  whom 
He  not  refpecls  at  all.  What  hoa,  Pifanio  ? 

lack.  O  happy  LeonatusJL  may  fay, 
The  credit  that  thy  Lady  hath  of  thee 
Deferves  thy  truft,  and  thy  moft  perfect  goodnefle 

Her  affur'd  credit,  bleffed  live  you  long, 

A  Lady  to  the  worthieft  fir,  that  ever  ' 
Country  call'dhis:  and  you  his  Miftris,  only 
For  the  moil  worthieft  fit.  Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  fpoke  this  to  know  if  your  Affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted,  and  lhall  make  your  Lord, 

That  which  he  is,  new  ore  ;  and  he  is  one 

Thetrueft  manner'd  :  fuch  a  holy  Wi:ch, 
That,  he  mchants  Societies  into  him  : 
Half  all  mens  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

Iacb.  He  fits  amongft  men,  like  a  defcended  god  • 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  fcts  him  off, 
More  then  a  mortal  fecming.  Be  not  angry 

(Moft  mighty  Princeffe)  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  report,  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgemenr, 
In  the  election  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare, 
Which  you  know,  cannot  erre.  The  Love  I  bear  him, 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus,  buc  the  gods  made  you 
(  Unlike  all  others)  chaffeleffe.  Pray  your  Pardon. 

Imo.  All's  well,  fir  : 

Take  my  power  ith'Court  for  yours. 
Iacb.  My  humble  thanks :  I  had  almoft  forgot 

T'intreat  your  Grace,  but  in  a  fmall  rcqueft, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns, 
Your  Lord,  my  fclf,  and  other  Noble  friends 
Are  partners  in  the  bufineffe. 

]j  Imo.  Pray  what  is't  ? 
Iacb.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  Lord 

(  The  beft  feather  of  our  wing  )  have  mingled  fums 
To  buy  a  Prefent  for  the  Emperor  : 
Which  I  (  the  factor  for  the  reft  )  have  done 

In  France :  'tis  Place  of  rare  device,  and  Jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquifite  forme,  their  values  great, 
And  I  am  fomething curious,  being  ftrange, 
To  have  them  in  fafe  ftowage :  May  it  pleafe  you 
To  take  them  in  protection. Imo.  Wiljingly: 

And  pawn  mine  honor  for  their  fafety,  fince 
My  Lord  hath  intereft  in  them,  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  Bed  chamber. 

Iacb.  They  are  in  a  Trunk 

Attended  by  my  men  :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night  : 
I  muft  aboard  to  morrow, 

Imo.  Ono,no.  > 
Iacb.  Yes  I  befeech  you:  or  I  fliall  fhort  my  word 

By  length'ning  my  return.  From  Gallia, 
I, croft  the  Seas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your'pains: 
But  not  away  to  morrow. 

Iacb.  O  I  muft  Madam. 

Therefore  I  fhall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 

To  greet  your  Lord  with  writing,  do't  to  night, 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time,  which  is  material 
To  th'tender  of  our  Prefent. 

Imo.  I  will  write : 

Send  your  Trunk  to  me,  it  fhall  be  fafe  kept, 

And  truly  yielded  you  :  you're  very  welcome.  Exeunt. 

(lABus  Secunclus.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Clotten,  and  the  two  Lords. 

Clot.  Was  there  ever  man  had  fuch  luck  >  when  I  kift 

the  j  Jack  upon  an  up-caft,  to  be  hit  away  ?  I  had  an  hun- 

dred pound  on'c ;  and  then  a  whorfon  Jack-an-Apcs, 

muft 
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mutt  take  me  up  tbv  fwearing*-,  as  if  I  borrowed  mine 
oaths  of  him ,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  pleafure. 

1 .  What  got  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  his  pate  with 
you  Bowl. 

2 .  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it :  it  would 
have  run  all  our. 

Clot.  When  a  Gentleman  is  difpos'd  tofwear.-it  is 
not  for  any  (landers  by  to  curtal  his  oaths.  Ha  ? 

2.  No  my  Lord ;  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 
Clot,  Whorfon  dog :  I  give  him  fatisfadtion  ?  would 

he  had  bin  one  of  my  Rank. 
2.  To  have  fmelt  like  a  fool. 

Clot.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth  :  a 

pox  on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  Noble  as  I  am  :  they  dare 
not  fight  with  me,becaufe  of  the  Queen  my  Mother:  every 

Jack-Have  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  mu(tgo 
up  and  down  like  a  Cock,  that  no  body  can  match. 

3.  You  are  a  Cock  and  a  Capon  too  ,  and  you  crow 
Cock,  with  your  combe  on. 

Clot.  Sayeft  thou  ? 

2.  It  is  noc  fit  your  LordlTiip  ftiould  undertake  every 
Companion,  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clot.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  fhould  commie 
offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2.  I,  it  is  fit  for  your  Lordfliip  only. 
Clot.  Why  folfay. 

1.  Did  you  hear  of  a  Stranger  that's  come  to  Court  to 
night  ? 

Clot.  A  Stranger,  and  I  not  know  on't? 
2 .  He's  a  Strange  fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 
i .  There's  an  Italian  come, and 'tis  thought  one  of Leonatus  friends. 

Clot.  Leonatns  >  A  banifh'd  Rafcal ;  and  he's  ano- 
ther, wherefoever  he  be.  Who  told  you  of  this  Stranger  ? 

1 .  One  of  your  Lordfhips  Pages. 
Clot.  It  is  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  no 

derogation  in't  ? 
2.  You  cannot  derogate  my  Lord. 
Clot.  Not  eafily  I  think. 

2.  You  are  a  fool  granted ,  therefore  your  Iflues  being 
foolifh,  do  not  derogate. 

Clot.  Come,  I'le  go  fee  this  Italian  i  what  I  have  loft 

to  day  at  Bowls,  I'le  win  to  night  of  him.  Come :  go. 
2.  I'le  attend  your  Lordfhip.  Exit 

That  fuch  a  crafty  Devil  as  is  his  Mother. 
Should  yield  the  world  this  Arte:  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  Brain,  and  this  her  Son, 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.  Alas  poorPrincefle, 

Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'ft, 
Betwixt  a  Father  by  thy  Step-dame  govern'd, 
A  Mother  hourly  coyning  plots :  A  Wooer, 
More  hateful  then  the  foul  expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  then  that  horrid  Ail 

Of  the  divorce,  he'Id  make  the  heavens  hold  firme 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honor.  Keep  unfhak'd 
That  Temple  thy  fair  mind,  that  thou  mailt  ftand 

T'enjoy  thy.  banifh'd  Lordrand  this  great  Land.  Sxeu»t. 

Lad.  Almoft  midnight,  Madam. 
Into.  I  have  read  three  hoius  then : 

Mine  eyes  are  weak, 
Fold  down  the  Leaf  where  I  have  left:  to  bed 
Take  not  away  the  Taper,  leave  it  burning : 

And  if  thoucanft  awake  by  four  o'th'Clock, 
I  prithee  call  me:  Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  mc,  gods, 
From  Fairies,  and  the  Temptersof  the  night, 
Guard  me  befeech  ye.  Sleeps. Iachimo  from  the  Trunks 

lach.  The  Crickets  ling  ,  and  mans  oie-labour'd  fenfe 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft  :  Our  Tarqmn  thus 

Did  foftly  preffe  the  Rufhes,  ere  he  waken'd 
The  Chaftity  he  wounded.  Cytherea, 

How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  Bed ;  frefh  Lilly, 
And  whiter  then  the  Sheets :  that  I  might  touch, 

But  kiffe,  one  kifle.  Rubies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  do't :  'Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  Chamber  thus:  the  flame  oth'Taper 
Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  lids. 
To  fee  th'inclofed  Lights,  now  Canopied 
Under  the  windows,  White  and  Azure  lae'd 
With  Blew  of  heavens  own  tin£t,but  my  defigne's 
To  note  the  Chamber,  I  will  write  all  down, 
Such,  and  fuch  pictures :  there  the  window,  fuch 
Th 'adornment  of  her  Bed ;  the  Arras,  Figures, 
Why  fuch,  and  fuch  :  and  the  Contents  oth'Story. 
Ah,  but  fomc  natural  notes  about  her  Body, 
Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  Moveables 

Would  teftifie,  t'enrich  mine  Inventory. 
O  fleep,  thou  Ape  of  death,  lye  dull  upon  her, 
And  be  her  fenfe  but  as  a  Monument, 

Thus  in  a  Chappel  lying.  Come  off,  come  off; 
As  flippery  as  theGord;an-knot  was  hard. 
'Tis  mine,  and  this  witneffe  outwardly, 
As  ftrongly  as  the  Confcience  do's  within : 
To  th' madding  of  her  Lord.  On  her  left  breft: 
A  mole  Cinque-fpottcd :  Like  the  Crimfon  drops  * 
I'th'bottome  of  a  Cowflip.  Heres  a  Voucher, 
Stronger  then  ever  Law  could  make :  this  Secret 

Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock,  and  t'ane 
The  treafure  of  her  honour.  No  more:  to  what  end  f 

Why  fhould  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivitted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory.  She  hath  bin  reading  late, 
The  Tale  of  Terns,  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down 
Where  Philomele  gave  up.  I  have  enough, 
To  df  Trunk  aga  n,  and  fhutthe  fpring  of  it. 

Swift,  fwift,  you  Dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 
May  bear  the  Ravens  eye :  I  lodge  in  fear, 

Though  this  a  heavenly  Angel:  hell  is  here, 
Clock^Jlrikes. 

One,  two,  three :  time,  time.  Exit. 

Enter  Imogen,  in  her  bed,  and  a  Lady, 

Imo.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen* 
Lad.  Pleafe  you  Madam. 
Imo*  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Scena  Tenia. 

Enter  Clotten,  and  Lords. 

I.  Your  Lordfhip  is  the  moft  patient  man  in  loffe^he  j 

moft  coldeft  that  turn'd  up  Ace. 
Clot .  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  loofe. 
I  ArBut  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble  temper  J 

of  your  Lordfhip ;  You  are  moft   hot  ,  and  furious 
when  you  win. 

ClotA 
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Win  ing  will  put  any  man  inco  coinage  :  if  I  could  gee 

this  foohih  Imogen,  I  fhould  ha  ve  Gold  enough :  it's  al- 
moft  morning,  is' c  not  ? 

I .  Day,  my  Lord, 
Clot.  I  would  this  Mufick  would  come:  lam  advifed. 

to  gi Vw  her  Mufick  a  mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate 
Enter  Mufnians. 

Come  on,  tune:  if  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your  fin- 

gering, fo  :  we'll  try  wi:h  tongue  too:  if  none  will  do,  let 
her  remain  :  but  Tie  never  give  o'ie.  Firft,  a  very  excel- 
lent  good  conceited  thing  ;  after  a  wnndeifull  fweet  aire, 
with  admirable  rich  words  to  it ,  and  then  let  her  con- 
fid  er. Song. 

Hark^y  bark..,  the  Larl^  at  Heavens  gate  Jings, 

and  Phoebus  'gins  arife. 
His  Steeds  to  water  at  thofe  Springs 

on  challc'd  Flowers  that  lies  : 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin  to  ope  their  Golden  eyes 

With  every  thing  that  yretty  U,  my  Lady  f xveet  arife  : 
Arife,  arife. 

So,  get  you  gone :  if  this  penetrate.,  I  will  confider  your 
Mufick  the  better :  if  it  do  no: ,  it  is  a  voice  in  her  ears 

which  Horfe- hairs ,  and  Calves-guts,  nor  the  voice  of 
unpayed  Eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

Enter  Queen  and  Cymbelme. 
2.  Here  comes  the  King. 

Clot.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  the  rcafon 
I  was  up  fo  early  :  he  cannot  choofe  but  take  this  Ser- 

vice I  have  done  ,  fatherly.  Good  morrow  to  your  Ma- 
jefty,  and  gracious  Mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  ftem  daughter. 
Will  Ihe  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  have  affail'd  her  with  Muficks,  but  fhe  vouch- 
fafes  no  notice. 

Cym.  The  Exile  of  her  Minion  is  too  new. 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him,  fome  more  time 

Muft  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  ou't, 
And  then  fhe's  yours. 

Que.  You  are  moft  bound  to  th'King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Preferre  you  to  his  daughter  :  frame  your  felf 
To  orderly  folicits,  and  befriended 
With  aptneffe  of  the  feafon  :  make  denials 
Encreale  your  fervices :  fo  feem,  as  if 

You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her  :  that  you  in  all  obey  her- 
Save  when  command  to  your  difmiflion  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  fenfeleffe. 

Clot.  Senfelefle  .?  Not  fo. 

Mef.  So  like  you  (  Sir )  Ambafladours  from  Rome ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  Fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  we  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  Sender, 

|  And  towards  himfelf,  his  goodneffe  fore-fpent  on  us 
I  We  muft  extend  our  notice :  Our  dear  Son, 

I  When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  Miftris, 
Attend  the  Queen,  and  us,  we  have  need 

T'employ  you  towards  this  Roman. 
Come  our  Q^ieen.  Exeunt 

Clot.  If  (lie  be  up,I'lcfpeak  with  her:  if  not, 
Let  her  lye  ftill,  and  dream  :  by  your  leave  hoa, 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her :  what 

If  I  doline'oneof  their  hands: 'tis  gold 
Which  buyes admittance  (oft  itdoth)yea  and  makes 
Diana's  Rangers  falfe  themfelvcs,  yield  up 
Their  Deer  to'th'ftand  o'th  Stealer  :  and  'tii  gold  j 
Which  makes  the  True-man  kill'd  ,  and  faves  the  Thief  :f 
Nay,fomecime  hangs  both  Thief,  and  True-man  :  what; 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo :  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  Lawyer  to  me,  for 

I  yet  not  underftand  the  cafe  my  felf. 

By  your  leave.  Knockj. Enter  a  Lady. 

Lad.  Who's  there  that  knocks  ? 
Clot.  A  Gentleman. 
Lad.  No  more. 

Clot.  Yes, and  a  GcntlewomansSon. 

Lad.  That's  more 
Then  fome  whofe  Taylors  are  as  deer  as  yours, 

Can  juftly  boaft  of :  what's  your  Lordfhips  plcafure  ? 
Clot.  Your  Ladies  perfon,  is  fhe  ready  ? 

Lad.  I,  to  keep  her  Chamber. 
Cht.  There  is  gold  for  you, 

Sell  me  your  good  report. 

Lad.  How,  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  fhall  think  is  good.  The  Princefle. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clot.  Good  morrow  faireft,  Sifter  your  fweet  hand. 
Im9 .  Good  morrow,  fir,  you  lay  out  too  much  pains 

For  purchafing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  giye, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  fcarcecan  fpare  them. 

Clot.  Still  I  fwear  I  love  you.  > 

Imo.  If  you'd  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  fwear  ftill,  your  recompence  is  ftill 
That  I  regard  it  no:. 

Clot.  Thisisnoanfwer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  fhall  not  fay, I  yield  being  filent, 
I  would  not  fpeak.  I  pray  you  fpare  me,  faith 
I  fhall  unfold  equall  difcourtefie 

To  your  beft  kindneffe:  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn  (  being  taught )  forbearance. 

Clot.  To  leave  you  in  your  madnefle,  'twere  my  fin, I  willnot. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clot.  Do  you  call  me  fool  ? ' Imo.  As  I  am  mad  I  do: 

If  you'll  be  patient,  I'le  no  more  be  mad, 
That  cures  us  both.  I  am  much  forry  (Sir) 

You  put  me  to  forget  a  Ladies  manners 
By  being  fo  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce 

By  th'very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you, 
And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  Charity 

To  accufemy  felf,  I  hate  you :  which  I  had  vather 

You  felt,  then  make't  my  boaft. 
Clot.  You  fin  againft 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father,  for 
The  Contract  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  Wretch^ 

One,  bred  of  Almes,and  fofter'd  with  cold  difhes 
With  fcraps  oth'Court:  It  is  no  Contract, none  ; 
And  though  it  be  allowed  in  meaner  parties 
( Yet  who  then  he  more  mean  )  to  knit  their  fouls 
(  On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependancy 

But  Brats  and  Beggery  )  in  fcif  figur'd  knot, 
Ye:  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement,  by 

The' 
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The  confequenccoth'Crown,  and  muft  notfoyle 
The  precious  note  of  it ;  with  a  bafe  Slave, 
A  Hilding  for  a  Livory,  a  Squires  Cloth, 
A  Pantler ;  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Piophane  Fellow : 
W ert  thou  the  Son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more, 

But  what  thou  art  befides :  thou  wer'c  too  bafe, 
To  be  his  Groom :  thou  wer't  dignified  enough 

Even  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  Verurs,to  be  ftii'd 
The  undv;r  Hangman  of  his  Kingdome;  and  hated 

For  being  prcferr'd  fo  well. 
Clot,  The  South-Fog  rot  him. 
Imo,  He  never  can  meet  more  mifchance,  then  come 

To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.  His  meaneft  Garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  body,  is  dearer 

Tn  my  refpec~t,  then  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  men :  How  now  Pifanio  > 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Clot,  H  s  Garment  ?  Now  the  devill. 

Imo.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hye  the  prefently. 
Clot.  His  Garment? 

Imo.  I  am  tp'i^hted  with  a  fool, 
Frighted,  and  angrcd  worfe:  Go  bid  my  woman 
Seaich  for  a  Jewell,  that  too  cafually 
Hath  left  mine  Anne :  it  was  thy  Mailers.  Shrew  me 
If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  Revcnew, 

Of  any  Kings  in  Europe.  I  do  think, 

L  faw't  thismonvng:  Confident  I  am. 
Laft  night  'cwas  on  my  Anne  :  Ikifs'd  it, 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  Lord 
That  I  kiffe  ought  but  him. 

Plfa.  'Twill  not  be  loll. 
Imo,  I  hope  forgo  and  fearch. 
Clot.  You  have  abus'd  me : 

His  meaneft  Garment  ? 

Imo,  I,  I  faid  fo,  fir, 

if  you  willmake'tan  Action,  call  wknefsto't. 
Clot.  I  will  enforme  your  Father. 
Imo.  Your  Mother  too  : 

She's  my  good  Lady  ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope 
But  the  worft  of  me.  So  I  leave  you,  fir, 
To  th' worft  of  difcontent.  Exit. 

Clot.  Pie  be  reveng'd  ; 
His  meaneft  Garment  ?  Well.  Exit. 

Scena  Quart  a. 

;  He'll  'rant  the  Tribute :  fend  th'Arrerages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remembrance 
I  s  yet  frefh  in  their  grief. 

Pofi.  I  do  believe 
(  Statift  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be) 
That  this  will  prove  a  War ;  and  you  (hall  hear 
TheL  egion  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
In  ournot-fearing-2?r/7/n»,  then  have  tidings 

Of  any  penny  Tribute  paid.  Our  Count-,  imen 
Are  men  more  ordei'd  then  when  julius  Cafar 
Smii'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.  Their  d;fcipline, 

(  Now  mingled  with  their  courages )  will  make  known 

To  ihci"  Approvers,  they  are  People,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  rhe  world.         Enter  lachimo, 

Phil.  S  e  lachimo. 

'Post.  The  fwifteft  hearts,  have  pofted  you  by  land  ; 
And  Winds  of  all  the  Corners  kifs'd  your  Sails. 
To  m^ke  your  veffel  nimble. 

Phil.  Welcome,  fir. 

Pofi.  I  hope  the  brkfneffe  of  your  anfwer,  made 
The  fpeedineffe  of  your  return. Iach.  Your  Lady, 

Is  one  of  the  faireft  that  I  have  look'd  upon 
Pofi.  And  therewithall  the  beft,or  kc  her  beauty 

Look  thorough  a  Ca  feme  nt  to  allure  falfc  hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 

Iach.  Here  ate  Letters  for  you. 

Pofi.  Their  tenure  good  I  truft. 
Iach.  'Tis  very  like. 

Pofi.  Was  Cains  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  ? 

Iach.  He  was  expecl:e3  then, 

But  not  approach'd. 
Pofi.  AH  is  well  yet, 

Sparkles  this  Stone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is*tnot Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 
Iach.  If  I  have  loft  it, 

I  fhould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  Gold, 

Tie  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  t'enjoy 
A  fecond  night  of  fuch  fweet  fhortneffe,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain,  for  the  Ring  s  won. 

'Pofi.  Th«  Stones  too  hard  to  come  by. Iach.  Not  a  whit, 

Your  Lady  being  lo  eafie. 

Pofi.  Make  not,  fir, 

Your  loffe,  your  Sp  >rt :  T  hope  you  know  that  we 
M:;ft  not  continue  friends. 

Itch  Gooo  (T-,      rr  ft 

Ifyo'-kfp  Covenant:  I  dl  not  brought 
The  (  i<  iw  -  V. :  f  vour  MM  is  h  >tne,  I  grant 
Wr  were  to  q  father ;  but  I  new 
P  ofeffe  mj  (         winner  of  her  honour, 

Together  mth  youi  Ring;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  pioceeded  but 

b     ,  Our  v:'v\s% 
Pft   If  you  can  make't  apparant That  you  have  tafted  her  in  Bed  ;  my  hand, 

And  R<ng  ii  yours.  If  not  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  het  poor  honour :  gains,  or  ioofes, 
Your  Sword  ov  mine,  or  Malterleffe  leave  both 
To  who  fhali  find  hem. 

Iach.  Sir,  my  Circumftances 
Being  fo  nere  .he  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  fhft  induce  you  to  believe :  whofe  ftrength 
I  will  confirme  with  oath,  which  I  doubt  not 

You'll 

Enter  Pofihumm,  andPhllario. 

Pofi.  Fear  it  not,  fii  :  I  would  I  wpre  fofure 
To  win  the  King,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers, 

Phil.  Wl  iat  means  do  you  make  to  him  ? 

Pofi.  Not  any :  but  abide  the  change  of  T;me, 
Qjake  in  the  pvefent  winters  ftate,and  wifh 

That  warmer  day  es  would  come:  In  thefe  feared  hopes 
I  barely  gratifieyour  love ;  they  failing 
I  muft  die  much  your  debtor. 

Ph:l.  Your  very  goodneffe,and  your  company, 

O'/e  paves  all  I  can  do.  By  this  your  King, 
iHath  heard  of  Great  Augufius:  Calm,  Lucius, 

jWill  do's  Commiffion  throughly.  And  I  think 
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Yoif  II  give  rue  leave  to  fpaic,  when  you  lhall  find 
You  need  u  not. 

!     Poft.  Pioceed. 
[*ch+  Fi  ft,  her  Bed-chamber 

(  Where  I  conftfle  I  ilepe  nor,  but  profeffe 

Had  chac  was  well  worth  watching)  it  was  hang'd 
VVith  Tapiftry  of  Silk,  and  Silver,  the  Story 
Pioud  Cleopatra,  when  fhe  met  her  Roaian, 

And  Cidnus  fwell'd  above  the  Banks,  or  for 
The  prclTe  of  Boats,  or  Pride  :  A  piece  of  Woik 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,,  that  it  did  ftrive 

In  YVorkmanfhip,  and  Value,  which  !  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely,  and  exactly  wrought 
Since  the  true  lifeon'c  was  - 

Poft.  This  is  true  : 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here;  by  fne,- 
Or  by  fome  other. 

Inch.  More  particulars 
Muft  juftifie  my  knowledge 

Poft .  So  they  muft, 
Or  do  your  Honor  injury. 

lack.  The  Chimney 
Is  South  the  Chamber,  and  the  Chimney-piece 
Chaft  Diatiy  bathing  :  never  faw  1  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themfelves;  the  Cutter 
Was  as  another  Nature  dumb,  out-went  her, Mo :ion,  and  Breath  left  out. 

Poft.  This  is  a  thing  1 
Which  you  might  from  Relation  likewife  read, 
Being,  as  it  is,  muck  fpoke  of. 

Iach.  The  Roofe  o'th'Cbamber, 
With  golden  Chenilins  is  fretted.  Her  Andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them  )  were  two  winking  Cupids  • 
Of  Silver,  each  on  one  foot  Handing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  Brands. 

Toft.  This  is  her  honour: 

Let  it  be  granted  you  have  fecn  all  this  (  and  praifer  - 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance  )  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  Chamber,  nothing  faves 
The  wager  you  have  kid. 

Iach.  Then  if  you  can 
Be  pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  aire  this  Jewel :  See, 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  it  muft  be  married 
To  that  your  Diamond,  Pie  keep  them. 

Poft.  Jove  
Once  more  let  mc  behold  it:  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  wiih  her  > 

Iach.  Sir  ( I  thank  her  )  that 
She  ftript  it  from  her  Arme :  I  fee  her  yet 
Her  pretty  A&ion,  did  out-fell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  fhe  gave  it  me, 
And  (aid  fhe  priz'd  it  once. 

Poft.  May  be,  fhe  pluck'd  it  off To  fend  it  me. 

lac h.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  fhe  ?  , 

Poft.  O  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.  Here  take  this  too, It  is  a  Bafilisk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't :  Let  there  be  no  Honour, 
Where  there  is  beauty:  Truth,  where  femblance:  Love, 
Where  there'sanother  man.  The  Vows  of  Women, 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made,  ? Then  they  are  to  their  Vermes,  which  is  nothin* : 
O,  above  meafure  falfe. 

Phil.  Have  patience, fir, 

And  take  your  Ring  again,  'tisnot  yet  won  ; It  may  be  probable  fhe  loft  it :  or 

Who  knows.if  one  of  her  women,  bein*  corrupted 
Hath  (loin  it  from  her.  ' 

Poft.  Very  true, 

And  fo  I  hope  he  came  by 'c  •  back  my  Rin^} Render  to  me  lome  corporal  figne  about  her 
More  evident  then  this :  for  this  was  ftole. 

Iach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  Arme. 

Poft.  Hark  you,  he  fwcars:  by  Jupitqr  he  f wears'. 1  is  true,  nay  ke.cp  the  Ring ;  'tis  true :  I  am  furc She  (hould  not  loofe  it  \  her  Attendants  are 
Allfwoin,and  honorable:  they  indue'd to  (teal it? 
And  by  a  Stranger  ?  No,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her, 
1  he  Cognizance  of  her  irtcontinency 
Is  this:  fhe  hath  bought  the  name  of  Whore,  thus  dearly. There  take  thy  hyre,  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell Divide  themfelves  between  you. 

Phil.  Sir,  be  patient : 

This  is  not  Wrong  enough  to  be  beliey'd Of  one  perfwaded  well  of. 

Poft.  Never  talk  on't :'" 
She  hath  been  coked  by  him. 

I^ch.  Ifyoufeek 
For  further  fatisfying ;  under  her  Breaft 
(Worthy  her  pre(fing)  lies  a  Mole,  right  proud Of  that  moft  delicate  Lodging.  By  my  Ufe 
1  kilt  it ,  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunoer 
To  feed  again,  though  full.  You  do  remember This  ftaih  upon  her  } 

Poft.  I,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  (lain,  as  big  as  Hell  can  hold, Were  there  no  more  but  it, 

Iach.  Wil!  you  hear  more  ? 

?0fi-  Spare  your  Arithmetick, 
Never  count  the  Turns:  Once, and  a  Million'. Iach.  ricbefworn. 

Poft.  No  fwearing  : 
If  you  will  fwear  you  have  not  don't,  you  lye 
And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  do'ft  deny Thou'ft  made  me  Cuckold. Iach.  Pie  deny  nothing. 

rJf'  ?  Chat  1  !w.d  her 'lcre>  t0  tcar  bcr  Limb-mcal; 1  will  go  there  and  do't  ith 'Court,  before 
Her  father.  1'Je  do  fomethine.  p'vl, 

Phil.  Q-ntc  brides',     .  ' The  Government  of  Patience.  You  have  won  • 

}f!  f?,low .  h™>  and  Pervert  the  prefent  wrath He  hathagainfthimfelf. 
Iach.  With  all  my  heart. 

Exvu»t. 

Enter  Pofthumus, 

U?fu  .TS,trhere  ?° W3y  f°r  Men  co  be> but  W^en Muft  be  half-workers  ?  We  are  all  Baftards, 
And  that  moft  venerable  man,  which  I 

SiS  "l1  m-V  £ther>  W3S>  1  ̂ow  not  where When  I  was  ftampt.  Some  Coyner  with  his  Tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit:  yet  my  Mother  feem'd 

\£.  £ta"    t,iat  nme:  fo  doth  mY  Wife The  Non-pareill  of  this.  Oh  Vengeance,  Ven^anCe 
Me  of  my  lawfull  pleafure  fhe  reftJain'd  ° 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance:  did  it  wittf' A  pudency  fo  Rofie,  the  fwect  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old' Saturn  : That  I  thought  her 

!  As  Chaftc,asun-Sunn'd  Snow.  OValichcdcv, f  I  his  ye!ia,v  Uclnmo  m  an  hour,  was't  rf&  ? 

Or 
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O  IcH'c;  at  dill  ?  Perchance  lpoke  not,  but 
Like  a  full  Acorn'd  Boar, a  Jaimen  on, 
Cry'd  oh,  and  mounted,  found  no  oppoficion 
But  what  he  look'dfor,  lhould  oppofc,  am)  (lie 
Should  from  encounter  guard.  Could  I  find  out 

The  Womans  part  in  me,  for  there's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  a  [firm 

It  is  the  Womans  part:  be  it  Lying,  note  it, 

T  he  Womans  :  Flattering,  hers:  deceiving,  hers  : 
Luft,  and  iank  thoughes,  hers,  hers  j  Revenges  hers: 
Ambitions,  Coverings,  change  of  Prides,  Dildain, 
Nice-longing,  Slanders,  MiitaL  iliry : 
All  faults  that  may  be  named,  nay,  that  Hell  knows, 
Why  hcrs,in  part,  or  all :  but  rather  all.  For  even  to  Vice 
They  are  not  conftmt,  but  are  changing  (till ; 
One  Vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that.  Pie  write  againft  them, 

Deteft  them,  curfc  them  :  yet  'cis  greater  Skill 
'n  a  true  Hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 
The  very  Devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  Exit. 

<lABus  Tertius.  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  in  State,  Cymbel'me,  Queen, Clotten,  and  Lords  at 
one  door,  and  at  another,  Cains,  Lucius, 

and  Attendants* 

Cym.  Now  fay,  what  would  Auguftus  Cafar  with  us? 
hue.  When  juhtss  C&f tr  (whofe  remembrance  yet 

Lives  in  mens  eyes,  and  will  to  Ears  and  Tongues 
Be  Theam,  and  heai  ing  ever)  was  in  this  Brittai»t 

And  Conque  'd  it,  CaJJibelan  thine  Unkle 
(  Famous  in  C<efars  prailes,  no  whit  lefle 
Then  in  his  Feats  deferving  it )  for  him, 
And  his  fuccclTion,  granted  Rome  a  Tribute, 
Yearly  three  thoufand  pounds ;  which  (by  thee)  lately 

Js  left,  'mtendei'd. 
Que.  And  to  kill  the  mervail, 

Shall  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Cafars, 

Ere  fnch  another  Julius  t  Britain's*,  world 
By  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 

i  For  wearing  our  own  Nofes. 
Queen.  That  opportunity 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 
We  have  aga  n.  Remember,  fir,  my  Liege, 
The  Kings  your  Anceftors,  together  with 
The  Natural  bravery  of  your  Ifle,  which  ftands 

J  s  Nef  tunes  Park,  ribb'd,  and  pal'd  in 
With  Oaks  unskaleable,  and  roaring  Waters, 

W;rh  Sands  that  will  not  bear  your  Enemies  Boats 

But  fuck  them  up  to'th'Top-maft.  A  kind  of  Conqueft 
Ccefar  imdt  here,  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of  came, and  Saw,  and  Overcame :  with  fhaine 

( The  fi  i  ft  that  ever  touch'd  him  )  he  was  carried 
F:  om  off  our  Coaft,  ̂ wicc  beaten;  and  his  fhipping  r 

j  (  Poor  ignorant  B?ubies)  on  our  terrible  Seas 

Like  Esg-l"hels,  mov'd  upon  their  Surges  crack'd 
As  <  a:ily  'gain,  ou,  Rocks.  For  joy  whereof, 
The  fym'd  C^ffibeUn,  who  was  once  at  point 
{  Oh  giglet  Fortune )  tomafter  C<t[ars  iword, 

Made  Lads-Town  with  rejoycing- Fires  bright,  * 

And  Britains  ft  rut  with  Courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid.'Our 
Kingdome  is  ftronger  then  it  was  at  that  time  :  and  (as  I 
faid)  there  is  no  more  fuch  Cafars,  other  of  them  may 
havecrook'd  Nofes,  but  to  owe  fuch  (trait  Amies,  none'. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  Mother  end. 
Clot.  We  have  yet  many  among  us ,  can  gripe  as  hard  j 

as  CaJJibelan,  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one :  but  I  have  a  hand,  j 
Why  Tribute  ?  Why  lhould  we  pay  Tribute  ?  If  Cafar  , 
can  hide  the  Sun  from  us  with  a  Blanket,  or  put  the  Moon  j 
in  his  pocket :  we  will  pay  him  Tribute  for  IHk  :  elfe 
fir,  no  more  Tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  muft  know, 
Till  the  injurious  Romans,  did  extort 
This  Tribute  from  us,  we  were  free.  Cafars  Ambition, 
Which  fwell'd  fo  much,  that  ic  did  almoft  ftretch 
The  fides  o'th'world,  againft  all  colour  here, 

Did  put  the  yoak  upon's:  which  to  fhake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be,  we  do.  Say  then  to  C&far, 
Our  Ancefter  was  that  Mulmutiui,  which 

Ordain'd  our  Laws,  whofe  ufe  thefword  of  Cafar 
Hath  too  much  mangled :  whofe  repair,  and  fianchife, 
Shall  (by  the  power  we  hold)  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  ang!  y.  Mulmutins  made  our. 

Who  was  the  firft  of  Britain,  which  did  put  laws' 
His  brows  within  a  golden  Crown,  and  call'd Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc .  I  am  forry  Cymbeline, 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Auguftns  C<tfar 

(  C<tfar  that  hath  more  Kin£s  his  Servants,  then 
Thy  felf  Domeftick  Officers)  thine  Enemy  . 
Receive  it  from  me  then.  War,  and  Confufion 

In  Cafars  Rzmt  pronounce  I  'gainft  thee :  Look 
For  fury,  not  to  be  refifted.  Thusdefi'd. I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome  Cains, 

Thy  Cafar  Knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  fpent 

Much  under  him :  of  him,  I  gather'd  Honour, 
Which  he,  to  feek  of  me  again ,  perforce, 

Behooves  me  keep  at  utterance.  I  am  perfect, 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  Liberties  are  now  in  Armes :  a  Prefident  \ 

Which  not  to  read,  would  fhew  the  Britains  cold : 

So  Ctfar  fhall  not  find  them. 
Luc.  Let  proof  fpeak. 

Clot .  His  Majefty  bids  you  welcome.   Make  paftime  J 

with  us  a*  day ,  or  two ,  or  longer  :  if  you  feek  us  after-  i 
wards  in  other  tearmes,you  fhall  find  us  in  our  Sa4t-vva-  i 

ter-Girdle:  it' you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours :  if  you  fall 
in  the  adventure,  our  Crows  fhall  fare  the  better  for  you: 

and  there's  an  end. 
Luef  So,  fir. 
Cym.  I  know  your  Mafters  pleafure,  and  he  mine  r 

All  the  Remain,  is  welcome. 
Exeunt.  I 

Scena  S ecunda. 

Enter  Pifattia  reading  of  a  Letter. 

Pif.  How  ?  of  Adultery  ?  Wherefore  write  you  not  ! 
What  Monfters  her  accufe  ?  Leonattu  ; 

Oh  Mafter,  what  a  ftrange  infection 
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On  thy  too  ready  heaiing  ?  Difloyal  ?  No. 

She's  punifh  d  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes 
More  Goddefs-hke,  then  Wife- like  ;  Inch  Aflaults 

t  As  would  take  in  fome  Vii  tue.  Oh  my  Matter, 
Thy  mind  to  her,  is  now  as  low,  ;\s  were 
Thy  Fortunes.  How?  that  I  (hould  number  her, 
Upon  the  Love,  and  truth,  an  i  vowes ;  which  i 
Have  made  to  thy  command  ?  I  hei  ?  Her  bloud  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  to  do  good  fei  vie.  ,  nc  ver 
Let  me  be  counted  fe^.viceablc.  How  look  I, 
That  1  (hould  leem  to  lac<c  humanitie, 

So  nr-ch  as  this  F^ct.  comes  to  ?  D  >'t ;  the  Letter. 
That  I  have  f(nt  her,  by  her  own  command  y 

Shall  give  thee  oppuriunitie.  Oh  damn'd  paper, 
Black  as  the  Ink  that's  on  thee  :  fenfelefs  bauble, 
Ait  thou  a  Fjcd'arte  tor  this  a&  ;  thou  look'ft 
So  Virgin-like  without  ?  Loe  here  The  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 

I  am  ignorant  in  whit  lam  commanded. 

fmo.  How  noiepifamo  f 
Plf,  Madam,  here  is  a  Letter  from  my  Lord. 
Imo.  Wno!  thy  Lord  ?  that  is  my  Lord  Ltonatm  ? 

Oh,  ie.^rn'd  indeed  were  chat  Aftronomer 
That  knew  the  Starres,  as  I  his  Characters, 

Hci'd  lay  the  Futu.e  open.  You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd,  rellifh  of  Love, 

Of  my  Lord's  health  :  of  his  content :  yet  not 
That  we  two  are  a-funder,  let  that  grieve  him  ; 
Some  griefs  are  medcinable,  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phyhek  Love,  of  his  content, 
All  but  in  that.  Good  Wax,  thy  leave :  blefr  be 
You  Bees  that  make  thefe  Locks  of  counfel.  Lovers, 

And  men  in  dangerous  Bonds  p:ay  not  alike. 

Though' Forfeicoiirs  you  cad  in  pnfon,  yet 
You  clalp  young  Cupid\  tables:  good  Newes  gods. 

IUftice,  and  your  Father's  wrath  (  (hould  he  take  me  in 
his  Dominion)  could  not  be  fo  cruel  to  me,  as  yon  ,  [oh 

the  dcareft  of  Creature;  )  would  wen  renew  me  with  your 

eyes.  Take  notice  that  I  am  in  C  mona^r  Miifo.d-H.t 

ven  :  vhat  your  oven  Love,  mil  out  of  this  adv'fe  you,  fol- 
low. So  he  wifhes  youall  happinef?  ,  that  remains  loyal  to 

his  Vow,  and  your  increajing  in  Love. 
Ltonacus  Pifthi-mus. 

Oh  for  a  Horfe  with  wings  r  Hear'ft  tho'i,  Pifanio  ? 
He  is  at  (JMilford-Haven  :  Read,  and  tell  me 

How  far  'cis  chither.  If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  T 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then  true  ̂ pifanio^ 

Who  long'ft  like  me,  to  fee  thy  Lord  ;  who  lona'ft 
j  (Oh  let  n  e  bate)  but  not  like  me 
|  But  in  a  fainter  kind.  Oh  not  like  me 

|  For  mine's  beyond,  beyond  :  fay,  and  fpeak  thick 
!  (Love's  Counfellor  fhould  fill  the  bores  of  hearing, 
To  th'fmothering  of  the  Senfe)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  bleffed  Milford.  And  by  th'way 

j  Tell  me  how  tValeswus  made  fo  happy  ,as 

[T'inheritfi'.ch  a  Haven.  But  firft  of  all, 
{ How  may  we  Meal  from  hence  :  and  for  the  gap 

j  That  we  (hall  make  in  time ,  from  our  hence-going, 

'( And  our.  return,  to  excufe :  but  firft,  how  get  hence. 
Why  fhould  excufe  be  borne  or  eJre  begot  ? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.  Prythee  fpeak, 
How  many  fcore  of  Miles  may  we  well  ride 

'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pif.  One  fcore  'twixt  Sun,  and  Sun, 
Madam's  enough  for  you  :  and  too  much  too. 

^  Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  Execution,  Man, 
Could  never  go  fo  flow  :  I  have  heard  of  Rid  ng  wafers 
Where  Horle>  have  been  nimbler  then  the  Sands 

That  run  i'th'Clocks  behalf.  But  this  is  Foolric, 
Go,  bid  my  Woman  feign  a  fickneft,  fay 

She'll  home  to  her  Father,  and  provide  me  prefcntly 
A  Riding  Suit :  No  coftlier  then  would  fie 
A  Franklins  Hulwife. 

Pif.  Madam,  you're  belt  confider. 
Imo.  I  fee  before  me  (Man)  noi  here,  nor  here, 

Nor  what  enfues  but  have  a  Fog  in  them. 
Tuat  I  cannot  look  through.  Away,  I  prythee,. 

Do  as  I  bid  thee  :  there's  no  more  to  fay  : 
Acceifible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertian. 

yet  long'ft 

Enter  Belaritts7  Guideritts^  and  Arviragttt. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day,  not  to  keep  houfe  with  fuch, 
Whole  Roofe's  as  low  as  ours :  Sleep  Bo)  ts,  this  gate 
Inrtrudts  you  how  t'adoie  the  Heavens  ;  and  bows  vou 
To  a  mornings  holy  office.  The  Gates  of  Monaichs 
Are  Ard/d  to  high,  that  G  iants  may  jsc  throuoh 
And  keep  their  imp  oi'.s  Turbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  Sun.  Ha  l  thou  fair  Heaven, 

We  houfe  I'ch  Rock,  yet  ujfe  thee  not  io  hardly, 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Guid.  Hail  Heaven. 

sArvir.  Hail  Heaven. 

Bel*.  Now  for  our  Mountain  fport,  up  to  yond  hill 
Your  leggs are  young:  l  ie  tread  thefe  Fiats.  Confider,! 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  Crow, 
That  it  is  Place,  which  leffens  and  fcts  off 

^nd  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you, 
)f  Courts  of  Princes ;  of  the  tiicks  in  War. 
This  fervice,  is  not  Service  ;  fo  being  done, 
But  being  fo  allowed.  To  apprehend  thus, 

Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  fee  : 
A  nd  often  to  our  comfort,  (hall  we  find 
i  he  fharded  Beetle,  in  a  fafer  hold 

Then  is  the  full-wing'd  Eagle.  Oh  this  life, 
»s  Nobler,  then  attending  for  a  check  : 
Richer,  then  doing  nothing  for  a  Ba  e  : 
Prouder  then  ruftling  in  un-paid-for  Silk  : 
Such  gain  the  Cap  of  him,  chat  makes  him  fine, 

Yet  keeps  his  Book  uncrofs'd,  no  life  to  ours. 

Gui,  Out  of  your  proof  you  fpeak :  we  poor  unfledg'd, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'th'neft  ;  nor  know  noe 
What  Air's  from  home.  Hap'ly  this  life  is  belt, 
If  quiet  life  be  beft)  fweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  (harper  known ;  Well  correfponding 
With  your  (tiff  Age  ;  but  unco  us,  it  is 
A  Cell  of  Ignoiance :  travailing  a  bed, 
A  Prifon  or  a  Debtor,  that  not  dares 
Toftridc  a  limit. 

<tA rvi.  What  fhould  we  fpeak  of 

When  we  are  old  as  yo',i  ?  when  we  (hall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  d&  k  December  ?  Ho\S 

In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  (hall  we  difcourfe 
D  ddd The 
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The  freezing  homes  away  ?  We  nave  feen  nothing: 
We  arc  bealfly  ;  fubtle  as  chc  Fox  for  piey, 
Like  warlike  as  che  Wolf,  for  what  vvc  cat- : 
Our  Valour  is  to  chale  what  flics :  our  Caoc 

Wc  make  a  Qyire,  as  doth  the  piifon'd  Bird  , 
And  fmg  our  Bondage  freely. 

Bil,  How  you  fpenk  > 

Did  you\>ut  know  the  Ci  tie's  Ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly  :  the  Art  o'th'Court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep :  whofc  top  to  climb 

Is  certain  falling :  or  fo  flipp'ry,  that 
The  feai 's  as  bad  as  falling.  The  toil  o'th' War 
A  pain  that  oncly  feems  to  feek  our  danger 

I  th'name  of  Famc,and  Honour,  which  dyes  i'ch'fearch, 
And  hath  as  oft  a  fland'rous  Epitaph, 
As  Record  of  fair  AcT.  Nay,  many  times 

Doth  ill  dcfei  ve,'by  doing  well :  what's  worfe 
Muftciut'fie  at  the  Cenfure.  Oh  Boyes,  this  Storie 
The  world  may  read  in  me  :  My  bodie's  mark'd 
With  Roman  Swords  ;  and  my  report  was  once 

Firlt  Afith  the  beft -of  Note.  Cymbeline  lov'd  me, 
And  when  a  Souldier  was  the  Theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off :  then  wasT  as  a  Tree 

Whole  boughes  did  bend  with  fruit.  But  in  one  night, 
A  Storm,  or  Robbery  (call  it  what  you  will) 

Shook  down  my  meliow  hangings :  nay  my  Leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gui.  Uncertain  favour. 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft) 

But  that  two  Villains,  whofefalfe  Oathes  prevaii'd 
Before  my  pcrfccT  Honour,  fwore  to  Cymbeline , 
I  was  Confederate  with  the  %ynans :  fo 

Followed  my  Banifhmenc,  and  this  twenty  yeares, 
This  Rock,  and  thefe  Dcmefnes,  have  been  my  World, 
Where  I  have  livd  athoneft  frcedomc  , payed 
More  pious  debts  to  Heaven  ,  then  in  all 

The  fore-end  of  my  time.  But,  up  to  th'Mountains, 
This  is  not  Hunter's  Language  ;  he  thatftrikes 
The  Vcnilonfirft,  fhall  be  the  Lord  o'th'Fealt, 
To  him  the  other  two  fhall  minifter, 
And  we  will  fear  no  poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  State  : 
Fie  meet  you  jn  the  Vallyes.  Exeunt. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of.Nature  ? 

T  iefe  Boyes  know  li  ttle  they  are  Sonncs  to  th'King, 
Nor  Cymbeline  dieams  that  they  aie  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine, 

And  though  t  ain'd  up  th» is  meanly 
I  th'Cave,  whereon  the  Bow  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  Roofcs  of  Palaces,  and  Nature  prompts  them 
InGmpleand  low  things,  to  Prince,  it,  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  ochers.  This Paladour, 
The  heir  of  Qyi»btH»e  and  Britain,  whom 

The  Kin    lis  Fa  the  i  call'd  Gulderltu.  Jove, 
Wl-^n  on  my  three-foot  ftool  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  1  have  done,  his  fp  kits  fly  out 

Into  my  ftory  :  fay  thus  mine  Enemy  fell, 

And  thus  I  let  my  foot  on's  neck,  even  then 
The  Princely  bloud  flows  in  his  Cheek,  hefweats, 
St  a  ns  his  young  Nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pofture 
That  acTs  my  words.  The  younger  Brother  Cadwall, 
Once  Arvlragns,  m  as  like  a  figure 
.Strikes  life  into  my  fpeech,  and  (liews  much  more 

His  own  conceiving.  Heark,  the  Game  isrouz'd, 
Oh  Cymbeline.  Heaven  and  my  Confcience  knows  • 

Thou  did'tt  unjuftly  banifli  me  :  whereon 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  ftole  thefe  Babes, 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  Succeffion,  as 
Thou  rcfts  me  of  my  Lands.  Eurlphlle, 
Thou  waft  their  Nurfe,  they  took  thee  for  their  mother 
And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  Grave : 

My  felf  Belarius,  that  am  LMorgan  call'd 
They  take  for  Natural  Father.  The  Game  is  up.  Exit. 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Plfanio  and  Imogen. 

Imo.  Thou  told'ft  me  when  weeamcfrom  horfe,the  place 
Was  near  at  hand  :  Ne're  long'd  my  Mother  fo To  feem  firft,  as  I  have  now :  Plfanio,  Man : 
Where  is  Pofihumw  ?  What  is  in  thy  mind 
That  makes  thee  (fare  thus  ?  Wherefore  breaks  that  fi»h 

From  th'inward  of  thee  ?  One,  One,  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  felf-explication.  Put  thy  felf 
Into  a  haviouroflcfsfear,  e're  wildnefs 
Vanquifli  my  ftaider  Senfes.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Why  tender'ft  thou  that  Paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untendcr  ?  If't  be  Summer  News 

Smile  to't  before :  if  Winterly ,  thou  need'ft 
But  keep  that  count'nance  ftill.  My  Husband's  hand  ? 
That  Drug-damn'd  /r*//,hath  out-ciaftied  him, 
And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.  Speak  man,  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  fome  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Plf.  Plcafe  you  read, 

And  you  fhall  find  me  (wretched  man),  a  thing 

The  moft  difdain'd  of  Fortune. 
Imogen  reads, 

THy  M'tftrefi  ( Plfanio)  hath  plafd  the  S  trumpet  in my  Bed :  the  Teflimontes  whereof,  lye  bleeding  in  j 

me.  I  fpeak^not  out  of  '  weak^Surmlfes  ,  but  from  proof  as  j 
flrong  Of  my  grief,  and  at  cert,  In  at  I  ex  pell  my  Revenge.  I 
That  part,  thou  (P:f  anlo  muft  il  for  me,  If  thy  faith  be  ! 
not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers  ;  let  'hlne  own  hands 

take  aw  iy  her  life  :  I  (h  11  %>ve  thee  opportunity  at  Mil- 
ford  Haven.  She  hath  my  Letter  ̂ or  the  pu  pofe;  where. 
If  thou  fear  to  strike  ,  and  to  mukj  me  cer  aw  It  is  done, 
thou  art  the  Pander  to  her  dlfbonour ,  an.d  equally  to  me 

dijloyal. 

P'if.  What  fhall  I  need  to  draw  my  Sword,  the  Paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.  No, 'tis  flander, 
Whofe  edge  is  (harper  then  the  Sword,  whofe  tongue. 
Out- venoms  all  the  Worms  of  Nile,  whofe  breath. 
Rides  on  the  porting  winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  coiners  of  the  World.  Kings,  Queens,  and  States, 
Maids,  Matrons,  nay  the  fecrets  of  the  Grave 
This  viperousflander  enters.  What  chcar,,Madam  ? 

Imo.  Falfe  to  his  Bed  ?  What  is. it  to  be  falfe  I 

To  lye  in  watch  there ,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 

To  weep'  twixt  clock  and  clock  ?  If  flcep  charge  Nature,  j 
To  break  it  with  a  fearfull  dream  of  him, 

And  cry  my  felf  awake  .?  that's  falfe  to's  bed  ?  is  it  ? PI  fa.  Alas ,  good  Lady. 

Imo.  I  falfe?  thy  Confcience  witnefs :  Iachlmo, 

Thou  did'ft  accufe  him  of  Incontinencie, 

Thou  then  look'dft  like  a  Villain  :  now,  me  thinks 

Thy 
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Thy  favours  good  enough.  Some  Jay  of  Italy 
(Whole  Mother  was  her  painting)  hath  betraid  him  : 
Poor  I  am  ftcle,a  Garment  out  of  fafhion, 

And  fori  am  richer  then  to  hang  by  th'  walks, 
;  I  muii  be  rip: :  To  pieces  with  me :  Oh  ! 
Mens  Vowes are  womens  Tiaitors.  All  good  feeming 

By  thy  revolt  (oh  Husband)  (Via  11  be  thought 

Put  on  for  Villany  ;  not  bo;  n  wher't  growes, 
j  But  worn  a  bait  for  Ladies. 

^pifa.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 
Imo.  True  honeft  men  being  heard,  like  falfe  ̂ ALneas^ 

i  Were  in  his  time  thought  falle  :  and  Synons  weeping 

J  Did  fcandall  many  a  holy  teare  :  took  pitty 
J  From  moft  true  wrctchedneffe.  So  thou,  PofthumttSy 

|  Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  men  ; 

\  Goodly,  and  gallant,  fhall  oe  falfe  and  perjut'd 
j  From  thy  great  faile  :  Come,  Fellow,  be  thou  honeft, 
Doe  thou  thy  Mafters  bidding.  When  thou  feeft  him, 
A  litth  witneffc  my  obedience.  Look, 
I  draw  the  Sword  my  felf,  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  Manfion  of  my  Love  (  my  Heart: ) 

Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  Grief: 
i  Thy  Mafter  is  not  there,  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it.  Do  his  bidding,  ftrike, 

Thou  may'ft  be  v?hant  in  a  better  caufc ; 
But  now  thou  feem'lt  a  Coward. 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  Inftrument, 
Thou  fhalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  dye:  > 
And  if  1  doe  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 

No  Servant  of  thy  Mafters.  Againft  Self-flaUghtcr, 
There  is  a  prohibition  fo  Divine 

That  aavensrny  weak  hand  :  Come,  here's  my  heart : 
Something's  afoot :  Soft,  foft,  we'll  no  defence, 
Obedient  as  the  Scabbard.  What  is  here, 

The  Scriptures  of  the  Loyall  Lednattuy 

All  turn'd  to  Herefie?  Away,  away, 
Corrupters  of  my  Faith,  you  fhall  no  more 
Be  Stomachers  to  my  heart :  thus  may  poor  Fooles 
Believe  falfe  Teachers :  Though  thofethat  ate  betraid 
Doe  feele  the  Treafon  iTiarpIy,  yet  the  Traitor 
Stands  in  worfe  cafe  of  woe.  And  thou,  Poflhum$tiy 

That  didd'ft  fet  up  my  difobedience  'gainlt  the  King 
My  Father,  and  makes  me  put  into  contempt  the  tuits 
Of  Princely  Fellowes,  fhalt  hereafter  finde 
It  is  no  a£t  of  common  paffage,  but 
A  ftrain  of  Rareneffe  :  and  I  grieve  my  felf, 

To  think,  when  thou  fhalt  be  difedg'd  by  her^ 
That  now  thou  tireft  cn,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.  Prethee  difpatch, 
The  Lamb  entreats  the  Butcher.  Where's  thy  Knife  ? 
Thou  art  too  flow  to  doe  thy  Mafters  bidding 
When  I  defire  it  too. 

Plf.  Oh  gracious  Lady  : 

Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  doe  this  bufincfle, 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 

Imo.  Dot,  and  to  bed  then. 
Pif.  Pie  wake  mine  eye-balles  firft. 
Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Didd'ft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd 
So  many  Miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  This  place  > 
Mine  Action  ?  and  thine  own  ?  Our  Horfes  labour  ? 

The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  abfent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpofe  return.  Why  haft  thou  gone  fofarre 
To  be  un-bent  ?  when  thou  haft  tane  thy  ftand, 

Th'  elected  Deer  before  thee  > 
Pif.  But  to  win  time 

To  loofefo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 

I  have  confider'd  of  a  courfe:  good  Lady^ 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  Tongue  weary,  fpeak : 
I  have  heard  I  am  a  Strumpet,  and  mine  eare 
Therein  falfe  ft  rook,  can  take  no  greater  wound* 
Nor  tent,  to  bottome  that.  But  fpeak. 

Plf.  Then,  Madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 
Imo.  Moft  like, 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 
Pif.  Notfo  neither: 

But  if  I  were  ?s  wife,  as  honeft,  then 

My  purpofe  would  prove  well  r  it  cannot  he, 

But  that  my  Mafter  is  abus'd.  Some  Villain, 
I,  and  fingular  in  his  Art,  hath  done  you  both 
This  curfed  injury. 

Imo.  Some  Roman  Curtezan  ? 

Plf.  No,  on  my  life: 

I'legive  him  not;ce  you  are  dead,  and  fend  Wm 

Some  bloody  fign  of  it.  For  'tis  con  manded 
I  fhould  doe  fo  :  you  fhall  be  mitt  at  Court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it, 

Imo.  Why,  good  Fellow, 
What  fhall  I  doe  the  while  ?  Whore  bide  ?  Ho*  live/ 

Or  in  my  life,  what  comfoit,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  Husband  ? 

Plf.  If  you'll  back  to  th*  Court. 
Imo.  No  Court,  no  Father :  nor  no  more  adoc 

With  that  ha rfh, noble,  fimplc  nothing  ? 
That  Clotteny  whofe  Love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearfull  as  a  Siege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  Court, 

Then  not  in  Britain  muft  you  bide. 
Imo.  Where  then  ? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  Sun  that  fhines?  t)*y  t  Night  ? 

Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  >  Ith'  worlds  Volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't : 
In  a  great  Poole  a  Swannes  neft,  prethee  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pif.  J  am  moft  glad 

You  think  of  other  Place :  Th'  Ambaffidor 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  MllforA  Ff  tzieti 

To  morrow.  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mindc 
Dark, as  your  Fortune  is,  and  but  difguife 

That  which  t'appcar  it  felf,  muft  not  yet  be, 
But  by  felf-danger,  you  fhould  tread  a  courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  :  yea,  happily,  near 
The  refidence  of  ToSthnmus ;  fo  nigh  (at  laft) 
That  though  his  Actions  were  not  vifible,  yet 
Report  fhould  render  him  hourely  to  your  care. 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo.  Oh  for  fuch  meanes, 

Though  perill  to  my  modefty,not  death  on5 1 I  would  adventure,  i 

Pif.  Well  then,  here's ;  the  point: 
You  muft  forget  to  be  a  Woman  :  change 
Command  into  Obedience.  Fear  and  Niceneffe 

(The  Handmaids  of  al)  Women,  or  more  truly 
Woman  it  pretty  felf)  into  a  waggifh  courage, 

Ready  in  gybes,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy, and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  Wea2ell :  Nay,  you  muft 
Forget  that  rareft  treafure  of  your  Cheek, 

Expofing  it(but  oh  the  harder  heart, 
Dddd  z  Ahrtk 



862 
The  Tragedy  of  Cymbeline. 

Ai:ick  no  .one  y)  to  chc  greedy  touch 
Of  common- killing  Tif*i»  r  and  forget 

You:  taboui  kOciic  ana*  dainty  trimmes,  wherein 
You  made  great  -jitno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  he  i>r;ef: 
I  fee  into  thy  eBd,and  am  almoft 
A  man  already. 

Plf.  5fli  It,,  mnke  your  felf  but  like  one, 

Fore-thinking  this.  I  have  already  fit 

('  Tis  in  my  Cloak-boggc)  Doublet,  Hit,  H)fe,  all 
I  hat  anfwer  to  them:  Would  you  in  their  fciving, 
(And.  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 

From  youth  of  fuch  a  fcafon)  'fore  Noble  Lucius 
p  efent  your  felf,  defire  1  is  fervice  :  tell  him 

Wherein  you're  happy, 'which  will  make  him  know, 
•f  that  his  head  have  eare  in  Mufick,  dou'.nlelTe 

With  joy  he  will  embrace  you  :  for  he's  Honourable, 
And  doubling. dm,  moft  holy.  Your  means  abroad : 
You  have  me  rich,  and  I  will  never  faile 

Beginning,  nor  fupplymcnt. 
Imo.  TJyou  art  all  the  cemfort 

The  GodifivriH diet  me  with.  Prethecaway, 

There's  m<Jrc;ta.be  confidei'd :  but  we'll  even 
All  that  goqd  time  will  give  us.  This  attempt, 
I  amSouldier  too,  and  wilUbide  itwitk 

A  Princes  Courage.  Away,  I  prcthee. 
Pif  WeH,Madam,we  muft  take  a  fhort  farewell, 

Left  being  mirr,  I  beUufpecTcd  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  Court.  My  Noble  Miftris, 
Here  is  a  box,  I  had  it.  from  the  Queen,  •  ■ 

What's  j n't  is  precious  :  If  you' are  lick  at  Sea, 
Or  Stomnck-qi^lm'd  at  Land,  a  Drammc  of  this 
Will  drive  awa.y-diftempcr.  Tofohie  fhade, 
And  fit  you  to  your  Manhood  :  may  the  Gods 
Direct  you  to  the  heft. 

Into.  Amen  :  I  thank  thee,  Exeunt. 

Scena  Quint  a. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius, 
and  Lords. 

C ym.  Thus  farre,  and  lo  faiewelL 

Luc.  Thanks,  Royall  Sir : 

My  Emperor  hath  wrote,  I  muft  from  hence, 
And  am  right  lorry,  that  I  mult  report  ye 
My  Maftcrs  Enemy. 

Cym.  Our.  Subjects  (Sir) 
Will  not  endure  his  yoake  ;  and  for  our  felf 

To  fhew  letle  Soveraignty  then  they,muft  needs 

Apn'ar  un-K.nglikc. 
Luc.  ̂ o,  Sii  :  1  defire  of  you 

A  Conduct  over  Land,  to  Mi  I  ford-Haven. 
Madrm,  all  j^y  befall  your  Grace,and  you. 

Cym.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  Office : 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  omit : 
Sofaiewell  Noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  Lord. 
C lot.  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 

I  wear  it  as  votlr  Enemy. 
Luc.  Sir,  the  Event 

Is  yet  to  name  she  winner.  Fare  you  well. 
Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lords, 

Till  he  have  croft  Severn.  HappinelTe.  Exit  Lucius,  &e. 

Qh.  He  goes  hence  frowning  :  but  it  honouis  us 1  bar  w:  have  given  !  im  caufe. 
clot.  'Tis  all  the  better, 

Your  valiant  Britain  have  their  wifiics  in  it 
Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor 

How  it  goes  here.  It  fits  us  therefore  ripely, 
Our  Chariots,  and  our  Horfcmen  be  in  readineffe  • 
The  Powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  foon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  warre  for  Britain. 

Qu.  'Tis  not  fleepy  bufinelTe, 
But  muft  be  look'd  to  fpecdily,  and  ftrongly. Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  ihould  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.  But  my  gentle  Qireen 
Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appear 'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day.  She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  then  of  duty, 
W e  have  noted  it.  Ca-ll  her  before  us,  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fufferancc. 

Qh.  Royall  Sir, 
Since  the  exile  of  'Poflhumus,  moft  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  bin  :  the  Cure  whereof,  my  Lord, 
'Tis  time  muft  doe.  'Beleech  your  Majefty, 
Forbear  fharp  fpeeches  to  her.  She's  a  Lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  arc  ftrokes, 
And  ftrokes  death  to  her. 

Enter  a  Meffen^er. 

Cym.  Where  is  the,  Sir  .?  Hjw 

Can  her  contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? Mef  Pleafe  you,  Sir, 

Her  Chambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwer 
That  will  be  given  to  th'  loud  of  noife  we  make. 

Qh.  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 
She  piay'd  metoexcufe  her  keeping  cbfe, 
Whereto  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
She  fhould  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
Which  daily  Hie  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 

She  with'd  me  to  make  known  :  but  our  great  Court Made  me  too  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doorcs  lock'd  ? Not  feen  of  late  ?  Grant  Heavens,  that  which  I 

Fea  r,  p  ro  ve  falfe.  Exit 

Qh.  Son,  I  fay,  follow  the  King. 
Clot.  That  man  of  hers,  Vifanio,  her  old  Setvant 

I  have  not  feen  thefe  two  dayes.  Exit, 

Qu.  Go, look  after; 
Pifanio,  thou  that  fland'ft  fofor  VoHhumut, 
He  hath  a  Drugge  of  mine :  I  pray,  bis  afofencc  ; 
Proceed  by  f wallowing  that.  For  he  believes 

It  isa  e-hingmoft  precious.  But  for  her,  i 

Where  is  flic  gone  ?  Haply  defpaire  hath  (cvt'd  her  *  * 
Or  wing'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  flic's  flown  ■ 
To  her  defired  Tofthumus  :  gone  ihe  is, 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour,  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  ufe  of  either.  She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of the  Brittifb  Crown  , 

Enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  Son  ? 

Clot.  'Tis  certain  fhe  is  fled. 
Go  in  and  cheer  the  King,  he  rage:,  none 
Dare  come  about  hiiw. 

Qu.  All  the  better :  may 

This  night  fore-ftall  him  of  the  comming  day.  Exit  Q*. 
Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her  ;  for  (lie's  fair  and  Royall, 

And  that  flie'bath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquifice 

Then 
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Then  Lady,  Ladies,  Woman,  from  every  one 

The  beft  fhe  bach,  and  (lie  of  all  compounded 

:  Out-fells  them  all.  I  love  her  therefore,  buc 

:  Difdaining  me,  and  throwing  Favours  on 
The  low  Poflhttmuii  flanders  fo  her  judgement, 

That  what's  eifc  rare,  is  choak'd  :  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed, 

To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.  For,  when  Fooles-  . 
Enter  Pljanlo. 

Who  is  here  ?  What,  are  you  packing,  firrah  ? 
Come  hither :  Ah  you  precious  Pander,  Villain, 

j  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  In  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou  art  ftraight  way  with  the  Fiends* 

Plf.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 
Clo.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  Or,  by  Jupiter, 

I  will  not  aske  again.  Clofe  Villain, 
Fie  have  this  fecret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.  Is  fhe  with  Pofthumtu  ? 
From  whofefo  many  weights  of  bafenefle,  cannot 
A  drammc  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Plf.  Alafs,  my  Lord, 

How  can  fhe  be  with  him  ?  When  was  fhe  mifs'd  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  (he,  Sir  ?  Come  nearer  : 
No  farther  halting  :  fatisfie  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her : 

*pif.  Oh,  my  all-worthy  Lord. 
Clo.  All-worthy  Villain, 

Difcover  where  thy  Mift:  is  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word  :  no  more  of  worthy  Lord  :  V 
Speak,  or  thy  filence  on  the  inftant,  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Plf.  Then,  fir, 
This  Paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Clo.  Let's  fee'e ;  I  will  purfue  her 
Even  to  AHguftus  Throne. 

Plf.  Or  this,  or  perifh. 

She's  farre  enough,  and  what  he  learns  by  this, 
May  prove  his  travell,  not  her  danger. 

Clo.  Humh. 

Plf.  Tie  write  to  my  Lord  fhe  is  dead :  Oh,  Imogen 

Safe  may'ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  agen. 
Clot.  Sirrah,  is  this  Letter  true  ? 
Plf.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clot.  It  is  PoSthttmut's  hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah ,  if 
thou  would'ft  not  be  a  Villain,  but  doe  me  true  fervice  : 
undergo  thole  employments  wherein  I  (hould  have  caufe 
to  ufe  thee  with  a  ferious  induftry,  that  is,  what  villainy 

foe're  I  bid  thee  doe  to  perform  it,  directly  and  truly,  I 
would  think  thee  an  honeft  man  :  thou  fhould'ft  nei 
ther  want  my  meanes  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voyce  for  thy 

preferment. 
Plf.  Well,  my  good  Lord. 
Clot.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  ?  For  flnce  patiently  and 

conftantly  thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  Fortune  of  thai 

Beggar  Pofthumns,  thou  canft  not  in  the  courfe  of  grati- 
tude, but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou  ferve 

me  > 
Plf.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  Purfe.  Haft  any 
of  thy  late  Maflers  Garments  in  thy  poffeflion  ? 

Plf  an.  I  have  (  my  Lord  )  at  my  Lodging,  the  fame 
Suit  he  wore,  when  he  took  leave  of  my  Lady  and  Mi- 
ftreffe. 

Clo.  The  fiift  fervice  thou  do'ft  me,  fetch  that  Suit 

hither  ;  let  it  be  thy  firft  fervicc,g0. 

<plf  I  fhall,  my  Lord.  Exeunt^ 
Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Mllford-Haven:  (  I  forgot  to  aske 

him  one  thing,  Tie  remembet,'t  anon :  )  even  there,  thou 
villain,  Pofihumus,  will  I  kill  thee.  I  would  thele  Gar- 

ments were  come.  She  faid  upon  a  time  (the  bitternefTe 
of  it,  I  now  belch  from  my  heart)  that  fhe  held  the  very 
Garment  of  Po  ft  humus,  in  more  refpedr,  then  my  Noolc 
and  naturall  perfon  ;  together  with  the  adornment  of 

my  Qualities.  With  that  Suit  upon  my  back  will  I  ra-*1 
vifh  her :  firft  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes :  there  fhall  fhe 
lee  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  con- 
rempt.  He  on  the  Ground,  my  fpeech  of  ihfultment  end- 
don  his  dead  body,and  when  my  luft  hath  dined(which, 

as  I  fay,  to  vex  her ,  I  will  execute  in  the  Cloaches  that 

flie  fo  prais'd:)  to  the  Court  Pie  knock  her  back,  foot  her 
home  again.  She  hath  defpis'd  me  rejoycingly,and  I'le 
be  merry  in  my  Revenge. 

Enter  Plfanlo, 

Be  thofe  the  Garments  ? 

Plf.  I,  my  Noble  Lord.  * 

Clo.  How  long  is't  fince  fhe  went  to  Mnford-Haven  ? 
Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 
Clo.  Bring  this  Apparell  to  my  Chamber,  that  is  the 

fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  my  defign.  Be  but 
dutious,and  true  preferment  (hall  tender  it  felf  to  thee. 

My  Revenge  is  now  at  Mllford,  would  I  had  wings  to 

foilow  it.  Come  and  be  true.  .  '  Exit. 
Plf.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  loffe :  for  true  to  thee, 

Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be 
To  him  that  is  raoft  true.  To  Mllford^o, 

•^nd  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfueft.  Flow,  flow 

You  heavenly  bleflings  on  her  :  This  Fool's  fpeed Be  croft  with  flownefle  ;  Labour  be  his  meed.  Exit. 

Seem  Sexta. 

Enter  Imogen  alone. 

Imo.  I  fee  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one, 

I  have  tired  my  felf :  and  for  two  nights  together1 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.  1  fhou'.d  be  flick, 
But  that  my  refolucion  helps  me  :  Milford, 

When  from  the  Mountain  top 'plfanio  ftiew'd  thee, 
Thou  was't  within  a  kenne.  Oh,  Jove,  I  think 
Foundations  flye  the  wretched,  fuch  1  mean, 

Where  they  fhould  be  rehev'd.  Two  Beg°ai  s  told  me, 
I  could  not  mifle  my  way.  Will  poor  Folks  lye 

That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  :>unifhment,  or  tnall  ?  Yes  ;  xio  wonder, 
When  Rich-ones  fcarce  tell  true.  To  lapfe  in  Fulheffe 
Is  forer,  then  to  lye  for  Need  :  and  Falfhbod 
Is  worfe  in  Kings,  then  Beggars.  My  dear  Lord, 

Thou  art  one  oth*  falfe  Ones:  now  I  think  on  thee, 

My  hunger's  gone ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  fink  for  Food.  Buc  what  is  this  ? 

Here  is  a  path  to't :  'tis  fome  favage  hold  : 
I  were  belt  noc  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  Famine 

Ere  it  clean  o're-throw  Nature,  make  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breeds  Cowards,  Hardncfle  ever 

Of  Hardineffc  is  Mother.  Hoa  ?  who's  here  ? 

If  any  that's  civil,  fpeak,  if  favage, 
Dddd  ?  Take 
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Take,  or  lend.  Hoa  ?  no  anfwer  ?  then  lie  enter, 
Bdt  diaw  my  Sword  ;  and  if  mine  Emmy 

But  fear  the  Sword  like  me,  he'll  fcaicely  look  on't. 
Such  a  Foe,  good  Heavens.  Exit. 

Scena  Septima. 

Enter  Bel  Art  us,  Cjuideriui,  And  Arviragus. 

Bel.  You  Polidore  have  piov'dbeft  Woodman,  and 
Are  Matter  of  the  fcaft  :  Cadwall  and  I 

Will  play  the  Cook,  and  Servant,  'tis  our  match : 
Thefweat  of  induftry  would  dry,  and  dye 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.  Come,  our  ftomacks 

Will  make  what's  homely, fa voury  ;  Wearincffe 
Can  lh ore  upon  the  Flint,  when  refty  Sloth 
Findes  the  Down-pillow  hard.  No  peace  be  here, 

Poor  houfe,that  keep'ft  thy  felf. 
Gut.  I  ar^througly  weary, 
Arvi.  I  am  weak  with  toyle,  yet  ftrong  in  appetite. 

Gui.  There  is  cold  meat  ith'  Cave,  we'll  brouz  on  that 
Wl.ii'it  what  we  have  kill'd  be Cook'd. 

Bel.  Stay,  come  not  in  :  ' 
But  that  it  eats  our  victualls,  I  fhould  think 
Here  were  a  Faiery. 

Gut.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 
Bel.  By  Jupiter  an  Angel :  or  if  not, 

An  earthly  Paragon.  Behold  Divineneffe 
No  elder  then  a  Boy. 

Enter  Imogen, 

lata.  Good  Ma  fter ,  harme  me  not : 

Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  calPd,  and  thought 

To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took  :  good  troth 
I  have  ftoln  nought,  nor  would  not,  though  1  had  found 

Gold  ftrew'd  ith'Floore.  Here's  money  for  my  Meat, 
1  would  have  left  it  on  the  Boprd  fo  foon 

As  1  had  made  my  Mcale  :  and  parted 
With  Prayers  for  the  Provider. 

Gm.  Money  ?  Youth. 
Arvi.  All  Gold  and  Silver  rather  turn  doe  durt, 

As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfhip  durty  gods. 

Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  fhould 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whether  bound  ? 

Imo.  ToMilford-Haven. 

Bel.  What's  your  name  ? 
Imo.  Fidele,  Sir ;  I  have  a  Kinfman,  who 

Is  bound  for  Italy  :  he  embaik'd  at  Milford, 
To  whom  being  going,  almolt  fpent  with  hunger, 
1  am  fain  in  thisoftlnce. 

Bel.  Prethee  (fair  youth) 
I  hink  us  no  Churles :  nor  meafure  our  good  mindes 

Hy  this  rude  place  we  live  in.  Well  encounter'd, 
Tis  almoft  night,  you  fhall  have  better  cheere 
Ere  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it: 
Boyes,  bid  him  welcome. 

G ui.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 
I  fhould  wooe  hard,  but  be  your  Groom  in  honefty  ; 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  doe  buy. 

Arvi.  Tie  make't  my  comfort 
He  is  a  man,  Tie  loye  him  as  my  Brother: 
And  ftich  a  welcome  as  Fid  give  to  him 

(After  long  aTence)fuch  is  yours.  Molt  welcome: 

Ce  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  friends* Imo.  'Mongft  friends. 
If  Brothers :  would  it  had  bin  fo,  that  they 
Had  bin  my  Father's  Sons,  then  had  my  prize Bin  leffe,  and  fo  more  equall  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofthamus. 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  fome  diftrefle. 

Gui.  Would  I  could  free'e. 
Arvi.  Or  I,  what  ere  it  be, 

What  pain  it  coft,  what  danger :  gods ! 
Bel.  Ha  ke,  Boyes. 
Imo.  Great  men 

That  had  a  Court  no  bigger  then  this  Cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,and  had  theviitue 

Which  their  own  Gonfcience  feal'd  them :  laying  by 
That  nothing-gift  of  differing  Multitudes 
Could  not  out-piece  thefe  twain.  Pardon  me  gods, 
I'ld  change  my  lex  to  be  Companion  with  them, Since  Leonatus  falfe. 

Bel.  It  fhall  be  fo; 

Boyes,  we'll  go  dreflfe  our  Hunt.  Fair,  you  come  in; 
Difcourfe  is  heavy,  fafting :  when  we  have  fupp'd 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  Story. So  farre  as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it, 

Gui.  Pray  draw  near. 

Arvi.  The  night  to  th'  Owle, 
And  Morn  to  th'  Larke  lefle  welcome. 

Imo.  Thanks,  Sir. 

Arvi.  I  pray  draw  near.  Exeunt. 

Scena  O&ava. 

Enter  two  Roman  Senators,  and  Tribunes. 
1 .  Sen.  This  is  the  tenour  of  the  Emperors  Writ ; 

That  fince  the  common  men  arc  now  in  Action 

'Gainft  the  Pannoniansy  and  Dalmatians^ 
And  that  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia^zxz 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  Warrcs  againift 
The  faln-off  Britains^thu  we  doe  incite 
The  Gentry 'o  this  bufirieffe.  He  creates 
Luciui  P.o-Confull:  and  to  you  the  Tribunes 
Foi  this  immediate  Le-vy,  he  commands 
Hisa^folute  CommilTion.  Long  live  Cafar. 

Tn.  Is  Lucius  Generall  of  the  Forces  ? 
.    a.  Sen.  I. 

Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  ? 
I.  Sen.  With  thofe  Legions 

Which  I  have  fpokc  of,  whereunto  your  levy 

VI  It  befuppliant  :  the  words  of  your  Commirtion 
Will  tye  you  to  the  Numbers  and  the  time 
Of  their  difpatch. 

Tri.  We  will  difcharge  our  duty.  Exeunt. 

<tAUu$  Quartm.  Scena  Tritna* 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

Clot.  I  am  near  to  th'  place  where  they  fhould  meet, 
if  Pifanio  have  mapp'd  it  truly.  How  fit  his  Garments 
ferve  mc  ?  Why  fhould  hisMUtris  who  was  made  by  him that 
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;  thac  made  che  Taylor,  hoc  be  fit  too  ?  The  rather  (laving 
reverence  of  the  Word)  for  'tis  faid  a  Womansritnefle 

j  comes  by  fits :  therein  I  mult  play  the  Woikman,T  dare 

I  fpeak  it  to  ray  felf,  for  it  is  not  Vain-glory  for  a  man, 
and  his  Glaife,  to  conferre  in  his  own  Chamber  ;  I  mean, 

the  Lines  of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  IcfTe 

youns,  more  ftrong,  not  beneath  him  in  Fortunes,  be- 
yond birr,  in  the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in 

Birth,  alike  converfant  in  generall  fervices,  and  more  re- 
markable in  fingle  oppofitions :  yet  this  imperfeverant 

■  Thing  loves  him  in  my  defpight.  What  Mortality  is  ? 
I  Pofthumus,  thy  head  (which  now  is  growing  upon  thy 
i  (houlders)  ihall  within  this  houre  be  oft,  thy  Miftris  in- 
forced,  thy  Garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face :  and 
all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  Father,  who  may 

(happily)  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage :  but  my 
Mother  having  power  of  his  teftinelTe,  (hall  turn  all  in- 

to my  commendations.  My  Horfe  is  tyed  up  fafe,  out 
Sword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe :  Fortune  put  them  into  my 
hand  :  This  is  the  very  description  of  their  meeting  place 
and  the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  Exit, 

Scena  Secunda, 

Enter  Belarlwy  GmAerltts,  Arvlragtu^  and 
Imogen  from  the  Cave. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well :  Remain  here  in  che  Cave, 

We'll  come  to  you  after  hunting. 
Arvl.  Brother,  (tay  here  : 

Are  we  not  Brothers ? 

Into,  So  man  and  man  fhould  be, 

But  Clay  and  Clay  differs  in  dignity,  - 
Whofe  duff,  is  both  alike.  Iam  very  fick, 

Gul.  Go  you  to  hunting,  Tie  abide  with  him. 
Imo.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet.  I  am  not  well : 

But  not  fo  Citizen  a  wanton,  as 

To  leem  to  dye,  ere  fick  :  So  pleafe  you,  leave  me, 
Stick  to  your  Journall  courfe :  the  breach  of  Cuftome, 
Is  breach  of  all.  I  am  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  lociablc :  Iam  not  very  fick, 
Since  I  can  rcafon  of  it :  pray  you  truft  me  here, 

1'le  rob  none  but  my  felf,  and  let  me  dye 
Stealing  fo  poorly. 

Gtii.  I  love  thee  :  I  have  fpoke  it, 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  doe  love  my  Father. 

Bel.  What  ?  how  ?  how  ? 

Arvl.  If  it  be  fin  to  fay  fo  (Sir)  I  yoak  rue 
In  my  good  Brothers  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay, 

Love's  reafons  wichout  reafon.  The  Beer  at  door, 

And  a  demand  who  is't  fhall  dye,  I'ld  fay 
My  Father,  not  this  Youth. 

Bel.  Oh  noble  (train  \ 

O  worthineffe  of  Nature,  breed  of  greatneffe ! 

"  Cowards,Father,Cowards,  and  bafe  things,  Sire,bafe 
"  Nature  hath  Meale  and  Bran ;  Contempt  and  Grace. 
Pme  not  their  Father,yet  who  this  fhould  be, 

Doth  miracle  it  felf,  lov'd  before  me. 
'Tis  the  ninth  hour  oth'  Morn. 

Arvl.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.  I  wi(h  ye  fport. 

Arvl.  You  health.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  Creatures. 

Gods,  what  lyes  I  have  heard  :  .  • 
Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's  favagc,  but  at  Court : 
Experience,  oh  thou  difprov'ft  Report. 
Th'imperious  Seas  breed  Monfters ;  for  the  Difh, Poor  Tributary  Rivers,  as  fweet  fi(h : 
I  am  fick  ftill,  heart-fick  :  Tlfanio, 
Pie  now  tafte  of  thy  Dtugge. 

Gul.  I  could  not  ftirre  him  : 

He  faid  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate  ; 
Difhonettly  afflicted,  but  yet  honeft. 

Arvl.  Thus  did  he  anfwer  me  :  yet  faid  hereafter 

I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  Toth'  field,  to  th'  field  : 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time,  go  in,  and  reft. 

Arvl.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 
Bel.  Pray  be  not  fick, 

For  you  mult  be  our  Hufwife. 
Imo.  Well  or  ill,  « 

I  am  bound  to  you.  Exit. 
Bel.  And  Inalt  be  ever. 

This  youth?how  e're  diltieft,appeares  he  hath  had 
Good  Anceftors. 

Arvl.  How  Angel-like  he  fings  ? 
Gul.  But  his  neat  Cookery  ? 

Arvl.  He  cut  our  Roots  in  Characters, 

And  fawe't  our  Broths,  as  Juno  had  been  fick, 
And  he  her  Dieter. 

Arvl.  Nobly  heyoaks 
A  fmiling  with  a  figh :  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile: 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  flye 
From  fo  divine  a  Temple,  to  commix 
With  windes  that  Sailors  raile  at. 

GhI.  I  doe  note, 

That  grief  and  patience  rooted  in  them  both, 
Mingle  their  fpurres  together, 

Arvl,  Grow  patient, 

And  let  the  (linking  Elder  (Grief)  untwine 

His  perifhing  root,  with  the  encreafing  Vine. 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.  Come  away :  who's  there  ? Enter  £lottcn. 

Clot.  I  cannot  find  thole  Runagates,  that  Villain 

Hath  mock'd  me.  Iam  faint. 
Bel.  Thofe  Runagates  ? 

Means  he  not  us?  I  partly  know  him, 'tis 
Cloten,  the  Son  oth'  Queen.  I  fear  fome  Ambufh : 
I  faw  him  not  thefe  many  yeares,  and  yet 

I  know  'tis  he :  we  are  hHd  3i  Out-la wes ;  henc. 

GhI.  He  is  but  one :  ync,  and  my  brother  l'earch What  Companies  are  near:  piay  you  away, 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

Clot.  Soft}  what  are  you 

That  flye  me  thus?  Some  Villain  Mountaineis  ? 
I  have  heard  of  fuch.  What  Slave  art  thou  ? Gul.  A  thing, 

Moreflaviih  did  I  ne're,  then  anfwer ing A  Slave  without  a  knock. 
Clot.  Thou  art  a  Robber, 

A  Law-breakcr,  a  Villain :  yield  thee,  Thief. 
Gul.  To  whom?  to  thee  ?  what  art  thou  ?  Have  not  I 

An  Arme  as  big  as  thine  fa  Heart  as  big : 
Thy  words  I  grant  are  bigger  :  for  I  wear  not 

My  Dagger  in  my  mouth.  Say  what  thou  art : 

Why 



866 
The  Tragedy  ofCymbeline. 

Why  I  ihould  yield  to  chec  > 
Clo.  Thou  Villain  bafe, 

Know'ft  mc  not  by  my  Cloathes  ? 
Gtti.  No,  nor  thy  Taylor,  Rafcall, 

Who  is  thy  Grandfather  :  He  made  thofe  Cloathcs, 

Which  (.is  it  {"corns)  make  thee. 
Clo.  Thou  piecious  Varlet , 

My  Taylot  made  them  not. 
Gm.  H:ncc  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  fome  Foole, 
I  am  loth  ro  beat  thee. 

(  /at.  Thou  injurious  Thief, 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gtl.  What's  thy  name? 
<  h.  Cloten,  thou  Villain. 

Gui.  Cloten^  thou  double  Vi'lain  be  thy  name, 
T  cannot  tremble  at  it,  were  it  Toad,  or  Adder,  Spider, 
'  r  vould  move  fooncr. 

Clot.  To  thy  further  fear, 

Nay,  to  thy  meer  Confufion,  thou  fhalt  know 

I  am  Son  td^h'  Q^ieen. 
Gui  lam fony  foi't : not  feeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  Birth. 
Clot.  A  t  not  afeard  ? 

Gui.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  I  fear,  the  Wife : 
At  Fooles  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

c  lot.  Dye  the  death  : 
When  I  have  ffelin  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
Tie  follow  thole  that  even  now  fled  hence  : 

And  on  the  Gates  of  Luds-Torvn  fct  your  heads : 
Yield  Ruftid  Mountaineer.  Fight and  Exeunt . 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragns. 

Bel.  No  Company's  abioad  ? 

Arv'i,  None  in  the  world  :  you  did  miftakc  him  fure. 
Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him, 

But  Time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  lines  of  Favour 
Which  then  he  wore  :  the  fnatches  in  his  voyce, 

And  burft  of  fpeaking  were  as  his :  I  am  abfolute 

'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv'i.  In  this  place  we  left  them  ; 
1  willi  my  Brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
m  an  to  man  ;  he  had  not  apprehenfion 

Of  roaring  terrors  f  For  defect  of  judgement 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  Fear. 

Enter  Guiderine, 

But  fee  thy  Brother. 
Gui.  This  Cloten  was  a  Fool,  an  empty  purfe, 

There  was  no  mony  in't :  Not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  Brains,  for  he  had  none: 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  Foole  had  born 
My  head,  as  I  doe  his. 

Bel.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

G»i  I  am  perfect  what  ;  cut  off  one  Cloten\  head, 
Son  to  the  Q^'cen  (after  his  own  report) 

Wh«  call'd  mc  Traitor,  Mountaineer, and  fwore 
With  his  own  hand  he'ld  take  us  in, 

Difplace  our  heads,where  (thanks  to  th'  gods)  they  grow 
And  fet  them  on  Luds-Torvn. 

Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 

Gui.  Why,  worthy  Father,  what  have  we  to  Ioofe, 
But  chat  he  fwore  to  take  our  Lives?  the  Law 

P  ocetts  not  us,  then  why  rtiould  we  be  tender, 
To  let  an  arrrgant  piece  of  flefh  threat  us? 
Play  Judge^and  Executioner  >  all  himfelf  ? 

What  company 

For  we  doe  fear  no  Law 
Difcover  you  abioad  ? 

Bel.  No  fingle  foule 
Can  we  fet  eye  on :  but  in  all  fafc  rcafon 
He  mult  have  fome  Attendants.  Though  his  Honour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation  ;  I,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worfc  :  Not  Frenzy, 
Not  abfolute  madneffe  could  fo  farre  have  rav'd 
To  bring  him  here  alone,  a Ithoirgh  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  Court,  that  fuch  as  we 
Cave  here,  haunt  here,  are  Out-lawes,  and  in  time 
May  make  fome  ftronger  head,  the  which  he  hearing 
(As  it  is  like  him)  might  break  out,  and  fwear 
Hc'ld  fetch  us  in,  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  fo  undertaking 
Or  they  fo  fuffering  :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear 
If  we  doe  fear  this  body  hath  a  taile 
More  perilous  then  the  head. 

Arvi.  Let  O.d'nance 
Come,  as  the  gods  fo  e-fay  it,  howfoe're 
My  Brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  minde 

To  hunt  this  day  :  The  Boy  Fideles  ficknefle 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Gui.  With  his  own  Sword, 
Which  he  did  wave  agamft  my  throat,  I  have  tane 
His  head  from  him  r  Tie  throw't  into  the  Creek 
Behinde  our  Rock,  and  let  ir  to  the  Sea, 
And  tell  the  Fifties,  he's  the  Queens  Son,  Cloten, 
That's  all  I  reake.  jrx;t 

Bel.  I  fear 'twill  he  revene'd: 
Would  (Polidore)  thou  hadft  not  done't :  though  valour Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv'i.  Would  I  haa  done't : 

So  the  Revenge  alone  purfu'd  me  :  Polidorey 
I  love  thee  brotherly,  but  envy  much 

j'Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  :  I  would  Revenges 
}  That  poffible  ftrength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  through 
'  And  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Wei  I, 'tis  done: 
We'll  hunt  no  moie  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  piofit.  I  prethee  to  our  Rock, 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  Cooks ;  Tie  ftay 
Till  hafty  Polidote  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  prefently. 

Arvi.  poor  fick  Fidele. 

Tie  willingly  to  him,  to  sa  in  his  colour, 
Fid  let  a  Parilli  of  fuch  Clotens  blood, 

And  praife  my  felf  for  chai  i:y,  Exit. 
Bel.  Oh  thou  Goddeffe, 

Thou  divineNature  ;  thy  felf  thou  blazon'ft 
In  thefe  two  Piincely  Boyes:  they  3 re  as  gentle 
As  Zephircs  blowing  below  the  Violet, 
Not  wagging  his  lweet  head  ;  and  yet,  as  rough 

(Their  Royall  blood  enchaf  d)  as  the  rtid'ft  winde, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  Mountain  Pine, 

And  make  him  ftoop  toth'  Vaile.  'Tis  wonder That  an  invifible  inftincl  fhould  frame  them 

To  Royalty  unlearn'd,  Honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  leen  from  other:  Valour, 

That  wildly  growes  in  them ,  but  yields  a  crop 

l  As  if  it  had  been  fow'd  :  yet  ft  ill  it'sftrangc 
What  Clotens  being  here  to  us  portends , 

Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. Enter  Guiderius, 

Gui.  Where's  my  Brother  ? I 



I  have  lenc  CUtem  Clot-pole  down  the  ftreame  • 
!  In  Embaffie  to  his  Mother ;  lus  Bodies  hofta^e 
!  For  h  s  return.  c/?.^  is  r  i 

d  i  u  •  ,  „  solemn  Mujick. 
Bel.  My  ingenuous  Inftrumenc, 

(Harkc  folldtre)  jc  founds  :  but  what  occafion 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  ic  motion  ?  Hark. 

■  f  Gu'i.  Is  he  at  home  ? Bel.  He  went  hence  even  now. 
Gui.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Since  death  of  my  dear'ft  Mother 
It  did  not  fpeak  before.  Ail  folemn  things 
|  Should  anfwer  folemn  Accidents.  The  nutter  > 
:  Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toyes, 
Is  jollity  for  Apes,  and  grief  for  Boyes.  '. Is  Cadwall  mad  > 

Inter  Arviragus,  with  Imogen  dead,  betting her  in  his  Armes. 
Bel.  Look,  here  he  comes  , 

i  And  brings  the  dire  occafion  in  his  Armes 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for. 

Arvi.  The  Bird  is  dead 
That  wc  have  made  fo  much  on.  I  had  rather 
Have  skipt  from  fixteen  yeares  of  Age,  to  fixty  - 
|  To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  Crutch, j  1  hen  have  feen  this, 
i     Gui.  Oh  fweeteft,  faireft  Lilly  « 
My  Brother  weares  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  well, 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thy  felf. Bel.  Oh  mejancholly, 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottome?  Finde 
The  Ooze  to  fhew  that  Coaft  thy  fluggifh  care Might  cafileft  harbour  in.  Thou  blefled  thin* 
jove  knowes  what  man  thou  might'ft  have  made :  but  L 
Thou  dyed'ft  a  more  rare  Boy,  of  MelanchoIIy. Hew  found  you  him  ? 

Arvi.  Scarke,  as  you  fee  : 
Thus  failing  as  fome  Flye  had  tickled  (lumber, 
Not  as  deaths  dart  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  Cheek 
Repo/  ng  on  a  Cufhion.  ° Gui.  Where? 

Arvi.  O'ch*  ifloore  : 

H?s  3  vmes thus  Ieagu'd,  I  thought  he  flept,  and  put 

AnflTw       F"  ft°T  °?  my  feCt
>  *hofe Anlwer  d  my  fteps  too  loud. 

Gui.  Why,  hebutfleeps! 
If  he  be  gone  he'll  make  his  Grave  a  Bed  • 
With  Female  Faieries  will  his  Tombe  be  "haunted, And  Wormes  will  not  come  to  thee 

iArvi.  With  faireft  Flowers 

Whil'ft  Sommer  Iafts,and  I  live  here,  Tidele, lie  fweeten  thy  fad  grave :  thou  fhalt  not  lack 
The  Flower  that's  like  thy  face.  Pale-/W*/>,  nor The  azur  d  Hare-bell,  like  thy  Veins  ■  no  nor 
I  he  leaf  of  Eglantine,  whom  not  toflander, 
S?  I 7?  ̂  n0t       breath  :  the  Ruddock  would 
With  Charitable  bill  (Oh  bill  fore  framing 
Thofe  nch-Ieft-hcires,  that  let  their  Fathers  lye 
Without  a  Monument)  bring  thee  all  this, 
Yea,  and  furr'd  Moffe  beftdes.  When  Flowers  arc  none  1 I  o  winter-ground  thy  Coarfe  Gni.  Prethee  have  done, 
And  doe  not  play  in  Wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.  Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration,  what  I Is  now  due  debt.  To  th*  <*rave. 
Arvi.  Say, wherc's (hall's lay  him? 
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Gni.  By  good  Eur  i phi  It,  our  Mother  '  ~ <sArvi.  Be'tfo; 
;  And  let  us  (PoUdore)  chough  now  our  voyecs 
|  Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  ling  him  to  th' around 

i  t  °"f  'T*™,0^  ■  *  hke  n°otc,  and  words j  Save  that  Eunplnle  muft  be  Fidcle.  * 

j     Ghi.  Cad ' vp all ', ;  I  cannot  fing  :  I'lc  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee For  Notes  of  forrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
1  hen  Pnefts,  and  Vanes  that  lye 
4rvi.  We'll  fpeak  it  then. 
Bel.  Great  griefs  I  fee  med'eine  the  lefle.  For  Cloten 

inT?    Tu  HC  W3S  a  ̂cens  *».  BoJeT 
And  though  he  came  our  Enemy,  remember 

He  was  paid  for  that:  thou  mean,  and  mighty  rottW  ' 
Together  have  one  duft,  yet  Reverence        7  g (That  Angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  twm  high  and  low.  Our  Foe  was  Princely 
And  though  you  tookhis  life,  as  being  our  Foe  h 

Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince.  '  ' Gui.  Pray  thee  fetch  him  hither, 
Therjites  body  is  as  good  as  Ajaxt 
VVhen  neither  are  alive. 

Arvi.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
VVe'll  fay  our  Song  the  whil'ft ;  Brother  be-in Gui  Nay  Cadwall,  we  muft  lay  his  head  to  th*  Baft 
My  Father  hath  a  reafon  for't.  ' Arvi.  'Tis  true. 

Gui.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. Arvi,  So,  begin. Song. 

Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  otW  Sun  \ Nor  thi  fur  torn  winters  rages, 
Thou  thy  worldly  tasl^hafi  done, 
Home  art  gone,  and  take  thy  wages. 

Golden  Lads  and  Girles  all  muft  ' As  Chimney-Sweepers  come  to  dufl. 
Arvi .  Fear  no  more  the  frown  otfr  Great 

Thou  art  p«ft  the  Tirants ftroakj, 

Care  no  more  to  cloathe  and  eate  * To  thee  the  Reed  is  as  the  Oake  : 
The  Scepter,  Learning,  Phyfc^muit. 

I'M0*  this  *»d  come  to  dust. 

Guid.  Fear  no  more  the  Lightninv  fia'fh Arvi.  Nor  tK  all-dreaded  Thunder -fi  one. 
Gui.    Fear  no  ftander,  Cenfure  rafh 
Arvi.  Thou  haft  fi„ifh>d  Joy  and  Moan. 
Both.  All  L  overs  young,  all  Lovers  muft, 

.    Corfg»  to  thee,  and  come  to  duft  ' Guid.  No  Exorci/er  harme  thee, 
Arvi.  Nor  no  witch-craft  c harme  thee. 
Guid.  Ghoft  unlaid  forbear  thee. 
Arvi.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee, 
Uotb.  Quiet  confummation  have, And  renowned  be  thy  grave. 

-  .  xrxr  ,E*ter 'Btl'riia  with  the  body  of 'Cloten 
VVc  have  done  our  obfequies  : 

I  Come  lay  him  down. 

!  ThX\  UUTeu  flW  F]0Wer,S>  but  aboUt  midni^  ™re  :  I The  hearbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  oth'  n,oht  ' Are  ftrewings  fitt'ft  for  Graves:  upon  their  races You  were  as  Flowers,  now  wkher'a  :  even  fo 
Thefe  Herbelets  fhall,  which  we  upon  youftrew 
^.ome  on  away,  apart  upon  our  knees : 
The  ground  that  gave  them  fi.ft,  has  them  again : 
Their  pleafures  here  are  paft,  fo  are  their  pam.  Exeunt. 

Imogen^ 
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Imogen  awakjs. 

Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-H*veny  which  is  the  way  ? 
I  th  nk  you  :  :>y  yond  bulli  ?  pray  how  farre  thither  ? 

'Ods  pittikins :  can  it  be  fix  mile  yet  ? 

I  have  gone  all  night : 'faith,  I'le  lye  down  and  deep. 
But  foft :  no  Bedfellow  ?  Oh  Gods,  and  GoddeiTes  • 
Thete  Flowers  are  like  the  pleafures  of  the  World  ; 

This  bloody  man  the  care  on't.  I  hope  I  dieame : 
For  fo  1  thought  1  was  a  Cave-keeper, 
And  Cook  to  honett  Creatures.  But  'cis  not  fo  : 

'T was  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  (hot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  Brain  makes  of  Fumes.  Our  very  eyes, 
Arc  fometimes  like  our  Judgements,  blinde.  Good  faith 
I  tremble  (till  with  fear  :  but  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  heaven,  as  fmalla  drop  of  piety 

Asa  Wrens  eye;  feat'd  Gods,  apart  of  it. 
The  Dreame's  here  ftill :  even  when  I  wake  it  is 

Without  me,  as  within  me  :  not  imoejn'd,  felt. 
A  headleffe  man  ?  The  Garments  of  cPofthumtu? 

1  know  the  Oiape  of's  Leg:  this  is  his  Hand  : 
His  Foot  Merc  lisllrhis  Martiall Thigh 
The  Biawnsof  Hercules:  but  his  Joviallface  — 

Murther  in  heavn  ?  How  ?  'tis  gene.  Pifanioy 
Allcurfcs  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greekj^ 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  da;  ted  on  thee  :  thou 

Conlpir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil  Clotten^ 
Hach  here  cut  off  my  Loid.  To  write,  and  read, 

Be  henceforth  tieacherous.  Damn'd  Pifanio 

Hath  with  his  forg'd  Letters  (damn'd  Pifanio) From  this  melt  brave  ft  vefTell  of  rhe  world 

St  rook  the  main  top  J  Oh  Pojthumus^shk, 

Where  is  thy  head  ?  where's  that  ?  Aye  me »  where'sthat 
Pifanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 
And  left  his  head  on.  How  fhould  this  be,  Pifamo  > 
Tis  he  and  Qlotten.  Malice  and  Lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  Woe  here.  Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 
The  Dn;oge  he  gave  me,  which  he  faid  was  precious 
And  Coidiall  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

MuidV-rs  to  th'  Senfes  >  that  confirmes  it  home : 

This  is  Tijanlo's  deed,  and  Clotten  :  Oh  » 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
T  hat  we  the  horridcr  may  feem  to  tbofe 
Which  chece  to;finde  us,  Oh,  my  Lord  !  my  Lord ! 

Enter  Luciu*,Captains,  and  a  Soothfayer. 

fop.  To  them, the  Li^ions gavrifon'd  in  Cail'tA After  your  will,  have  croft  the  Sea,  attending 
You  here  at  M'lford  Havr », with  youi  Ships : 

They  are  in  rcadineffe. 
Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

C sp.  The  Senate  hath  ftirr  d  up  the  Confiners, 
And  Gentlemen  of  /f«j/;,moft  willing  Spirits, 

That  p.omile  Noble  Service  :  and  they  corwe 
Under  the  Conduct  of  bold  Iachimo, 

Syer>na'sB- other. 
Luc.  When  exp^cT  you  them  ? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  oth'  winde. Luc.  This  foi  wa  i  dnefle 

Makes  our  hopes  f  ir.  Command  our  prefent  numbers 

Be  muttered,  bid  the  Captains  look  to't.  Now,  Sir, 
Whar,  h?ve  you  oreanVd  of  late  of  this  warres  purpofe. 

Sooth.  La  ft  night  the  very  gods  fhew'd  me  a  vinon 

(T  fea(i,and  pray'd  for  their  Intelligence)  thus  : 

I  faw  "joves  Bird,  the  Roman  Eagle  wing'd 
F-^m  th'.  Sprngy  South,  to  this  part  ot  the  Weft, 
Tl  ere  vamfh'd  in  the  Sun-beames,  which  portends 
Unlefle  my  Sins  abufe  my  Divination) 

Succcile  to  th'  Roman  hoaft. 
Luc.  Dreame  often  fo, 

And  never  falfc.  Soft  hoa,  what  Trunk  is  here  ? 
Without  his  top?  the  mine  fpeaks,  that  fomctime 
It  wasa  worthy  building.  How  ?  a  Page  ? 
Or  dead,  or  fleeping  on  him  ?  but  dead  rather : 
For  Nature  doth  abhorre  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defuncT,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead. 
Let's  fee  the  Boyes  face. 

fop.  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 
Luc.  He'll  then  inftruit,  us  of  his  body.  Youn^onc 

Infoim  us  of  thy  Fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  who  is  this 

Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  Pillow  ?  Or  who  was  he 
That  (otherwife  then  ndble  Nature  did) 

Hathalter'd  that  good  picture  ?  What's  thy  intcreft 
In  this  fad  wrack  ?  How  cam't  ?  Who  is't  > What  art  thou  ? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not, 
Nothing  to  be  were  bettei  :  This  was  my  Mafter, 
A  very  valiant  Britain,  and  a  good, 
That  here  by  Mountainers  lies  (lain  :  Alafs, 

There  are  no  more  fuch  Mattus  •  1  may  wander 
From  Eaft  to  Occident,  ay  our  for  Service, 

Try  many,  all  good :  fei  ve  truly :  never 
Finde  fuch  another  Mafter. 

Luc.  'Lack,  good  youth  : 
Thou  mov'ft  nolclfewuh  thy  complaining,  then 
Thy  Matter  in  bleeding  :  fay  his  name,  good  Friend, 
Imo.  Richer d  dti  Camp  :  If  I  doc  lye  and  doe, 

No  har'me  by  it,  though  che  Gods  hear,l  hope 
i  hey '11  pardon  it.  Say  you,  Sir  ? 
Luc.  Thy  name  ? 
Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Luc.  Thou  do'ft  approve  thy  felf  the  very  fame : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  Faith,  thy  Faith,  thy  Name: 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay 

Thou  fhalt  be  fo  well  mafter'd,  but  befure 

Nolefle  belov'd.  The  Roman  Emperors  Letters 
Sent  by  a  Confull  to  me,  fhould  no  fooner 
Then  thine  own  worth  prefcrre  thee  :  Go  with  me. 

Imo.  I'le  follow,  Sir.  But  firft,  an't  pleafe  the  gods, 
I'le  hide  my  Mafttr  from  the  Flycs  as  deep 
As  thefepoor  Pickaxes  can  dig  :and  when 

With  wild  wood-leaves  &  weeds  1  ha'  ftrew'd  his  grate, 
And  on  it  faid  a  Century  of  prayeis, 

(Such  as  I  can)  twice  o're,  I'le  weep,  and  fi^h, 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice,  follow  you, 

So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 
Luc.  I,  good  youth, 

And  rather  Father  thee,  then  Mafter  thee :  My  Friends, 

The  Boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 

Finde  out  the  prettieft  D?zied-Plot  we  can, 
And  make  him  with  oui  Pikes  and  Partizans 

A  Grave :  Come,  A  i me  him  :  Boy  he  is  preferr'd 

By  thee,  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  interr'd As  Souldiers  can.  Be  cheerfull,  wipe  thines  eyes, 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  Exeunt, 

Scena  Tertia. 

Enter  Cymbeline^  Lordst  And  Pifanio, 

Cym.  Again :  and  bring  we  word  how  'tis  with  her, A  Feavcr  with  the  abfence  of  her  Son  j 
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AmaduefSjof  which  her  life'sin  danger  :  Heavens, ;  How  deeply  yon  at  once  do  touch  me.  Imogen , 

J'Ik  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone;  My  C^icen Upon  a  defperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearfull  Wanes  point  at  me  :  Her  Son  °one 

So  needfull  for  his  prefent  ?  It  ftrikes  me,  me,  naff  ' The  hope  of  comfort.  But  for  thee,  Fellow, 
Wno  needs  mutt  know  of  her  departure,  and 
DMt  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'd  inforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  fharp  torture. 

Ptf.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  will :  But  for  my  Miftrefs, 

I  nothing  know  where  fhe  remains:  why  gone,  ' Nor  when  the  purpofes  return.  Befeech  your  Hi°hnefs, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  Servant. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  day  that  fhe  was  milling,  fhe  was  here ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  fhall  perform All  parts  of  his  fubje&ion  loyally.  For  Qhteny 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  feeking  him; And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublefome-  : 

We'd  flip  you  for  a  teafon,  but  with  j'ealoufie 
Di's  ycc  depend. 

Lord.  So  plcafe  your  Maj'efty, The  Roman  Legions  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  Coaft ,  with  fupply 
Of  Roman  Gentlemen,  by  the  Senate  fent. 

Cjm.  Now  for  the  Counfel  of  my  Son  and  Queen. 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

Lord.  Good  my  Liege, 

Your  preparation  can  affront  no  lefs  (  ready  : 
Then  what  you  hear  of.    Come  more  ,  for  more  you're 
The  wane  is,  but  to  put  theie  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cym.  1  thank  you :  let's  withdraw 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us,  We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here.  Away.  Exeunt. 

Pif.  I  heard  no  Letter  from  my  Mafter,  fince 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  (lain.  Tis  ftrange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  Miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
To  yield  me  often  tidings.  Neither  know  I 
What  is  betide  to  Qloteny  but  remain 
Perplext  in  all.  The  Heavens  ftill  muft  work  : 
Wherein  I  am  falfe,  lam  honeft  :  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thefe  prefent  warrcs  fhall  find  I  love  my  Countrey, 
Even  to  the  note  o'th'King  ,  or  I'le  fall  in  them : 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  cleer'd, 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  Boats,  that  are  not  fteer'd.  Exit 

Scena  Quarta. 

Enter  Belar'tHs^  Cj  alder  iusy  and  Arvlragus. Gat.  I  he  noife  is  round  about  us. 
Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

^  Arvl.  What  pleafure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
,-rom  Action,  and  Adventure  f 

Gal.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Romans 
Muft,  or  for  Brltalns  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  Revolts 
During  their  ufe,and  flay  us  after. 

Pel.  Sonnes, 

We'll  higher  to  the  Mountains ,  there  feeure  us 
I  1  o  the  King's  party  there's  no  going :  newnefs      -  • Ur  Clot  en  s  death  (we  being  .not  known,  not  muftcr'd Among  trie  Bands;  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  Hv'd  ;  and  fo  extort  from's  that-  , Wnich  we  have  done,  whole  anlwer  would  be  death Drawn  on  his  torture. 

Gut.  This  is  (Sir)  a  doubt 

In  fuch  a  time ,  nothing  becoming;  y0u  ' 

Norfatisfyingus.      °  dV  ' 
Arvl.  It  is  not  likely, 

That  when  they  hear  their  Roman  horfes  neioh, 
&hold  their  quarrer'd  Fi.es  ;  haveboth  thelreyes And  eares  fo  cloyd  importantly  as'  now, That  they  will  waftc  their  time  upon  our  note, 1  o  know  from  whence  we  are 

Pel.  Oh,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  Army  :  Many  ycares 
(Though  Clotten  then  but  young )  you  fee,  not  wore  hi 
worn  my  remembrance.  And  befides,  the  Kin* 
Hath  not  deferv'd  my  fervice,  nor  your  loves  ° Who  find  in  my  Exile,  the  want  of  Breedin°  • 
I  he  certainty  of  this  hard  life,  aye  hopelels  ° I  o  have  thecoutefie  your  Cradle  promis'd, 
But  to  be  (till  hot  Summer's  tanlings,  and The  flij  inking  Slaves  of  Winter. Gal.  Then  be  fo, 

Better  to  ceafe  to  be.  Pray,  Sir,  to  th'Army : 
I,  and  my  Brother  are  not  known ;  your  felf 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  fo  o're-<n-own, Cannot  be  queftioji'tj. 

;  ArVl-  By  this  Sun  that  fhines He  thither :  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  fee  man  dye,  fcarce  ever  iook'd  on  bloud, But  that  of  Coward  Hares,  hot  Goats,and  Venifon  > Never  beftrid  a  Horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  Rider  like  my  felf,  who  ne're  wore  Rowel, Nor  Iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  afham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bleft  Beams,  remaining So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gal.  By  heavens  I'le  go, 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
He  take  the  better  care  •  but  if  you  will  no't, The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by The  hands  of  Romans. 

Arvl.  So  fay  I,  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reafon  I  (fince  of  your  lives  you  fet 
s°  flight  a  valuation  )  fbould  refcrve 

My  crack'd  one  to  morecarc.  Have  with  you  Boyes  ; if  in  your  Countrey  warres  you  chance  to  dye, 
i  hat  is  my  B:d  too  (Lads)  and  there  I'le  lye. 
Lead, lead;  the  time  feemslong,  their  bloud  thinks  fcorn 
1  HI  it  Hie  out,  and  fhew  them  P,  inces  born.  Exeant 

m 

AUm  Qmntus.  Scena  Trima. 

u 

Enter  Poflhamus  alon\ 

ruP0^  Y1ef,/b11°udycIo^>  I'le  keep  thee:  for  I  am  wifl Thou  fhould  ft  be  colour'd  thus.  You  married  ones, If  eachof  you  would  take  this  courfe,  how  many Muftmurther  Wives  much  better  then  themfelves 

  For/ 
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For  wi  ying  uc  a  little  ?  Oh  cpifamo, 
Every  good  S.ivant  does  not  allCommands  : 
N  )  Bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones.  Gods,  it  you 

Shield  ha  ye  ta'ne  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 

Had  liv'd  co  put  on  this :  fohad  you  faved 
[  he  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  flrook 
Me  (wictch)  more  w  >rth  yom  Vengeance.  But  alack  , 
You  (natch  from  hence  for  little  faults ;  that  s  love 

To  have  them  fall  no  more  :  yoi:  fome  permit 

To  iccond  ills  withi'is,  each  Elder  woife, 

And  make  the  n  dread  ir,to  the  doers  th.'ift 
But  Imogen  is  your  own, do  your  befit  wills, 
And  make  me  blcft  to  obey.  I  am  bro;'gh:  hither 

Among  .h  It,  I'm  Gentry,  and  to  fight 
Aga  mi  m,  LadieS  Kingd.nne  :  'cis  enough 
That  (Britain)  I  have  knl'd  thy  Miftrcis  :  Peace, 
I  le  give  no  wound  to  thee:  therefore  good  Heavens, 
Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.  Tie  diftobeme 
Of  thefc  Italian  weeds,  and  fuit  my  felf 

As  do's  a  Britain  Pczmt  :  fo  l'le  fight 
Aginft  the  put  1  come  with  :  fo  l'le  die 
For  thee  (O  Imogen)  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is  eveiy  bteach,  a  death  :  and  thus  unknown,. 
Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

My  felf  He  dedicate.  Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me,  then  my  habits  fhow. 

Clods,  put  the  ftrength  o'th' Leonati  in  me : 
To  flume  the  guile  o'th' world,  1  will  begin, 
The  fafhion  lets  without,  and  more  within.  Exit 

Scena  Secunda. 

Enter  Lucius  ,  laclnmo  ,  and.  the  Roman  Army  *t  one 
door  :  and  the  Britain  Army  at  another  :  Leonatm 

Poft  humus  follow 'ng  likj  a  poor  Souldier.  They  march 
over,  and  go  out.  Then  enter  again  in  Skjrml(h  lacbi- 
mo  and  Poft  humus:  he  v.  nquifheth  and  difarmeth  I#- 
chimo,ana  then  leaves  him. 

lac.  Theheavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  bofome, 
Takes  ̂   ft  my  manhood  :  I  have  belyed  a  Lady, 

The  Pi  inccl'sof  this  Countiey  ;  and  the  air  on't 
Rcvenginely  enfeebles  me,  or  could  this  Carle, 

A  very  drudge  of  Natures , have  fubdu'd  me 
In  my  profeifion  ?  Knighthoods,  and  Honours  borne 
(Asf  wear  mine)  are  titles  but  of  fcorn. 
If  th  it  thy  Gentry  (Britain)  go  before 
Th  s  Lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  Lords,  the  odds 

Is,  char  we  fcarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.  Sxit. 

The  Battel  continues  ,the  Britains  flye  ,  Cymbeline  is 
taken  i  then  enter  to  his  refeuet  Bellarius  ,  Guide, 

rius,  and  zyfrv tragus. 

Z?e/.Stand,ftand,  we  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground, 
The  Lane  is  guarded  :  Nothing  routs  us,  but 
1  he  \  dlany  of  our  fears. 

Gui.Arvi.  Scand,  ftand  and  fight. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  f  tconds  the  Britains.  They  refcue 

Cymbeline,  and  Exeunt, 

Then  enter  Lucius,  Iachlmo,  and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Away  boy  from  tne  troops,  and  fave  thy  felf : 

For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  difordei's  luch 

As  War  were  hood-wink  d. 

lac.  1  Lis  their  frefh  fupplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  (hangely  :  or  betimes 
Let's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  Exeunt. 

Scena  Tertta^*. 

Enter  Pojlhumus,  and  a  Britain  Lord. 

Lor.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  (land  > 

Pojf.  I  did. 
Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the  Fliers. 

Lo.  1  did. 

Poll.  No  blame  to  you,  Sir,  for  all  was  loft, 
But  that  the  Heavens  fought :  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  wings  defticute,  the  Army  broken, 
And  but  the  bacKS  of  Britains  feen  ;  all  flying 

Through  a  ftraighc  Lane,  the  Enemy  fuli-heaited, 

Lolling  the  tongue  with  flaught'ring  :  having  work 
More  plentifull, then  tools  todo't:  11  rook  down 
Some  mortally,  fome  (lightly  touch'd,  fome  falling 

Merely  through  fear,  thac  the  ftiait  pafs  was  danun'd  . 
With  dead-men,  h'irt  behind,  and  Cowaids  living 

To  dye  with  length'ned  fhame. Lo.  Where  was  this  Lane? 

Pofi  Clofe  by  the  battel,  dicch'd,  and  waif  d  with  turfe, 
Which  g^ve  advantage  to  an  ."naent  Souldier 

(An  honeft  one  I  wan  ant)  who  defes  v*d So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 

In  doing  this  for's  Counrrey.  A.hwa.t  the  Lane, 
He,  with  two  ftnpiings  (Lids  more  like  to  urn 
The  Countiey  bale,  then  to  commit  fuch  (laughter, 
With  faces  fit  for  Masks,  or  rather  fairer 

Then  thofe  fo>  p  e>ervuion  c.is'1,  or  fhame) 
Made  good  the  paffjg/,  ctyed  to  thofe  that  fl?d, 
Our  Britains  hea  its  die  flying,  not  our  men, 

To  darknefs  fl  ct  foules  that  fly  backwards ;  ftand, 
Or  we  are  %+tnanst  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beafls,  which  you  fhun  benftly,  and  may  fave 
But  to  look  back  in  fiown  :  Stand,  ftand.  Thele  three, 
Thtee  thiufand  confident,  in  a6t  as  many  : 

For  th.ee  performers  are  the  Pde,  when  all 
The  reft  do  nothing.  With  this  word  ftand,  ftand, 
Accommodated  by  the  Place  \  more  Charming 

With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  Diftarftoa  Lance,  guilded  pale  looks ; 

Part  fhame,  partfpirit  rcnew'd,that  fome  Earn  d  toward  J 
Rut  by  example  (Oh  a  fin  in  War, 

Damn'dinthe  firft  beg'nncrs  )  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  thev  did,  and  to  grinlike  Lyon  i 

Upon  the  Pikes  o'ch'Hunters.  Then  began 
A  ftop  i'th' Chafer ;  a  Retire :  Anon 
A  Rout,confufion  thick  :  forthwith  they  (lie 

Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftopt  Eagles :  Slaves 
The  fti  ides  the  Victors  made :  and  now  our  Cowards 

Like  Fragments  th  hard  Voyages  became 

The  life  o'th'need  :  having  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts :  heavens,  how  they  wound, 
Some  (lain  before,fome  dying  ;  fome  their  Friends 
O're-boin  i'thTormer  wave,  ten  chae'd  by  one, 
Are  now  each  one  the  (laughter-man  of  twenty  : 

Thofe  that  would  dye,  or  t'rerefift,  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'th'Ficld. 
&  Lor: 
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Lord.  This  was  a  (trange  chance  : 
A  narrow  Lane,  an  old  man,  and  two  Boyes. 

e?ofi.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  ac  it :  you  are  made 
Racher  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear, 

Then  to  work  any.  Will  you  Rimeupon't, 
And  vent  it  for  a  Mock'ry  ?  here  is  one: 
*«  Two  BojtSy  an  Old-man  (twice  a  Boy)  a  Laney 

"  Preferv'dthe  B.  i tains,  was  the  Konam  bane, 
I     Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 
!    Fofl.  Lack,  to  what  end? 

j  Who  dares  not  ftand  his  Foe ,  Fie  be  his  Friend  : 

For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 

I  know  he'll  .quickly  flye  my  friendfhip  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  Rime. 

Lord.  Farewell,  you're  angry.  Exit.  \ 

Pefi.  Still  going.?  this  is  a~ Lord  :  Oh  Noble  mifery 
To  be  i'th'field,  and  ask  what  newes  of  me  : 
To  day,  how  many  wonld  have  given  their  Honours 

To  have  fav'd  their  Carkafles  ?.  took  heel  to  do't, 

And  yet  dyed  too.  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 

Nor  feel  him  where  he  ftrook.  Being  an  ugly  Monfter, 

'Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefti  Cups,  foft  Beds, 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  minifters  then  we 

That  draw  his  knives  i'th'war.  Well,  T  will  find  him  j 
-For  being  now  a  Favourer  to  the  Britain, 

No  more  a  Britain ,  I  have  refum'd  again  ■.  Mtf-~ 
The  part  I  came  in.  Fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  venelf  Hind,  that  fhall  . 

Once  touch  my  fhoulder.  G  reat  the  (laughter  is 
Here  made  by  iW  Roman  ;  great  the  aril wer  be, 

Britains  muft  cake.  For  me,  my  Ranfom's  death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  Fie  keep,  nor  bear  agen, 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen.  i 

Enter  t  wo  Capta  ins  ,and  Souldiers.   |  u 

1.  Great  Jupiter  beprais'd,  Lueim  is  taken,. 
'Tis  thought  the  old  man ,  and  his  Sonnes,  were  Angels. 

2.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  filly  habit, 

That  gave  th'Affront  wkh  them. 
1.  So  'tis  reported  : 

But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.  Stand,  who'*  thc<c  ? 
Pofi.  A  Roman, 

Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  fecond*  , 

Had  anfwei'd  him. 
2.  Lay  hands  on  him  :  a  Dog, 

A  leg  of  %ome  fhall  not  return  to  tell 

What  Crowes  havepeckt  them  he*e  ;  he  bags  hUfcrvice 

As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  th'King.  - 

Enter  C-fmbelim ,  Belarlui^Gdderius,  Arvhragns^i- 

fanio,and  'Roman  Captives  The  Captaintfrefent  Pofi 
humus  toCymbeHne,who  delivers  him  aver  to  a  Gaoler, 

- — r 
 f  j  

.1  US.ii  i 
Scena  Quarts 

.  >  )Ti 

')  r.  itl'Jii  .    > . 

>~!;i3on  llr-v  - 

i  rtc  zv'.ll  .t>..v> 
 1  1  ■    ' ; !  . 
Enter  Pofthftmuty  and  Gaoler* 

Gao.  You  fhall  not  nowbeftoha, 
You  have  locks  upon  you:    .  lAz\d!\  ibofi3§  ̂ YK 
So  graze,  as  you  find  Pafture. 

2.  Gao.  T,oraftomack. 

Tofi.  Moft  welcome  Bondage  :  for  thou  art  a  way 
(I  think)  to  liberty  :  yet  ami] Utter  :  I 

I  Then  one  that's  fick  o'th'Gout,  fince  he  had  rather 

Groan  fo  in  perpetuity,  then  be  cur'd 
By  th'fure  Phyfitian,  Death  ;  who  is  the  key 
T'unbarre  thefe  Locks.  My  confeience,  thou  art  Fetter'd More  then  my  fhanks,  and  wrifts :  you  good  gods  give  me 
Tfie  penitent  Inftrumcnt  to  pick  that  Bolt, 
Then  free  for  ever.  Is't  enough  I  am  forry  * So  Children  temporal  fathers  doappeafe  ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.  Mult  I  repent, 
I  cannot  do  it  better  then  in  Gyves, 

DefiYd,morc  then  conftrain'd,  toiatisfie 
If  of  my  freedome  'cisthe  main  part,  take 
No  ftridter  render  of  me,  then  my  All. 

I  know  you  are  more  clement  then  vild  men,' 
Who  of  their  broken  Debtors  take  a  third, 
A.  fixe,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  defite. 
Fot  Imogens  dear  life,  take  mine, and  though 
'Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life,  you  coyn'd  it, 
Tween  man,  and  man,  they  waigh  not  every  ftamp  : 

Though  light,  take  Pieces  for  the  figure's  fake, 
(You  rather)  mine  being  yours :  and  fo  great  Powres, 
If  you  will  cake  this  Audit ,  take  this  life, 
And  cancel  thole  cold  Bonds.  Oh  Imogen, 
Fie  fpeak  to  thee  in  fiience. 

Solemn  OWufck^  Enter  (as  in  an  Apparition  )  Sieilius 
LeonaTns,F ither  to  Pofihumn,,an old  man,attirei tithe 
a  w<nrriourJe<  ding  in  his  hand  an  ancient  Matron  \  his 
wife  ,  and  mo  her  to  Pofihumus  )  with  Mufick^before 
them  Then  after  other  Mnfick^, follows  the  two  young 
Leonati(  Brothers  to  Pofihumus)  with  wounds  as  they 

dyed  la  the  warres  ,  They  circle  Pofihumus  round  as 

he  lyes  Jleeping.  ' 
Sidl.  No  more  thou  thunder- Matter 

fhew  thy  fpite,  on  Mortal  flyes : 

With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  Adulteries 
Rates,  and  Revenges. 

Hath  my  poor  Boy  done  ought  but  well, 
whofe  face  I  never  fa w : 

I  dy'd  whil'lt  in  the  womb  heftai'd, 
attending  Natures  Law. 

Whole  Father  then  (as  men  report, 
thou  Orphans  father  art) 

Thou  fhould'tt  have  Jain,  and  fhielded  him, 
from  rtvs  e.aFfih- vexing  fmart. 

(JWoth.  Luc  jna  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
but  took  me  in  my  throwes, 

That  from  me  was  Pofihumus  ipt, 

carne  ,ci  y  ing  mongft  his  Foes. 

A  thing  of  pity.  • Sid.  Great  Nature  like  his  Anceftry, 
moulded  the  fluff  fo  fair  : 

That  hye  defeiv'd  the  praife  o'th' World, 
as  great  Sieilius  heir, 

i .  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 
in  Britain  where  was  he 

That  could  ftand  up  hjsparallel  ? 
or  fruitfull  object  be  ? 

Tn  eye  of  Imogen,  that  beft could  deem  his  dignity.  | 

Moth.  With  Marriage  therefore  was  hemoefce 

to  be  exiled,  and  thrown 
From  Leouati Seat,  and  caft 

fiom  her  h»s  dearest  one: 

i  Sweyfmogen  ? 
S id.  Why  did  you  fuffer  Iachimo,  flight  thing  of  Italy, 

E  e  e  e  To 
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To  taint  his  nobler  heart  &  brain,  with  ncedlefs  jcaloufie, 

And  to  become  the  gc  kand  koin  o  tb'odieis  vi'.Iany  ? 
2.  Bro.  For  this,  from  flillcr  feats  we  came, 

our  Parents,  and  us  twain,  g 
That  (triking  in  our  Countries  caufe, 

fell  bravely ,  and  were  (lain, 
Our  Fealty,  8c  Tenantitu  right,with  honour  to  maintain. 

I.  2?r<>.  Like  hardiment  Tofthumtu  hath 

to  Cymbeltne  pcrform'd  :  (journ'd 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  King  of  gods,  why  haft  thou  thus  ad- 

The  Graces  for  her  Merits  due,being  all  to  dolors  turn'd? 
Sici.  Thy  Chryftal  window  ope ;  look  out 

no  longer  exercife 

Upon  a  valiant  Race,  thy  harfh,  and  potent  injuries : 
Moth.  Since  (  Jupiter  )  our  Son  is  good, 

take  off  his  miletics. 

Sicili  Peep  through  thy  Marble  Manfion,  help, 
or  we  poorGhofts  will  cry 

Toth  Alining  Syncd  of  the  reft,  agalnft  thy  Deity* 
Bre.  Help  (  Jupiter  )  or  we  appeal, 

andfi^mthy  jrftice  flye. 

Jupuer  defcends  in  Thunder  and  Lightnings  fitting  upon 
an  Eagle:  he  throrvet  a  Thunder-bolt.  The  Ghofts 
fallen  their  knees. 

Jup.  No  moie  you  petty  Spirits  of  Region  low 
Offend  our  hearing  :  hufh.  How  dare  you  Ghofts 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofc  Bolt  (you  know) 
Sky-planted  ,  battels  ail  rebelling  Coafts. 
Poor  fhadows  of  Elluum,  hence,  and  reft 

Upon  your  never- withering  banks  of  Flowres. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft. 

No  care  of  yours  .t  is  ,you  know 'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love,  1  ciofs:  to  mzfce  my  gift 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.  B  content, 
Your  low-laid  Son,  ou>  godhead  will  uplift : 
His  comforts  thrive,  his  Tryals  well  arefpent : 

Our  Jovial  Star  reign'd  at  his  Birth,  and  in 
Our  Umple  was  he  married  :  R  ifc,  and  fadtf,       i;  • 
He  (hall  ■  e  Loid  of  Lady  Imogen, 
And  happier  much  by  his  AffLction  made 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  brcaft,  wherein 

Our  pleaiure,  his  full  Fortune,  doth  confine,    -  ' 
And  foaway :  no  farther  with  youf^dinnc 

Exprefs  Impatience,  left  you  ftir  uprninc  :  ' 1  uc 
Mount  EsgIe,to  my  Palace  CbryftaWme.     •  Afcends.t 

Sicil.  He  came  in  thunder,  hisCeMtial  breath 

Was  fulphurous  to  fmell:  the  holy  Eagle 

Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  Afcenfion  is 
More  fweet  then  our  bleft  fields :  his  Royal  Bird 

Prunes  the  immortal  wing ,  and  cloyes  his  Beak, 

As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 
%A"U.  Thanks  Jupiter. 
Sici.  The  Marble  Pavement  clozes,  he  is  enter'd 

His  radiant  Roof :  Away,  and  to  be  bleft, 

Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  Vanifh. 
toft.  Sleep,  thou  haft  bin  a  Grandfire,  and  begot 

A  Father  to  me :  and  thou  haft  Created 

A  Mother,  and  two  Brothers.  But  (oh  fcorrt) 

Gone ,  they  went  from  hence  (6  foon  asthey  were  born  j 
And  io  I  am  aw?ke.  P  >o:  W  etches:,  trtat  depend 
On  Grcatnefs, Favour  ;D>eam.isl  bavedone, 
Wrke,and  find  nothing.  But  (al?$)  I  Iwcrve : 
Many  Dream  not  to  find,  neither  deferve, 

And  yet  are  ftcep'd  in  Favours  ;  fo  am  I 
Thar  have  this  Golden  chance,  and  know  not  why  : 
What  Fairies  haunt  this  ground  ?  a  book  ?  Oh  rare  One, 

Be  nor,  as  is  ourfanglcd  world,  a  Garment 
Nobler  then  that  it  covcis.  Let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers, 
As  good,  as  promifc. Keads. 

W Hen  as  a  Lyon's  whelp  ,  fhall  to  him f elf  unknown 
without  feekjng  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  tf 

tender  Air  :  And  when  from  a  ftately  Cedar  fhall  be  I  opt 
branches  ,  which  being  dead  many  yeares ,  (hall  after  re- 

vive, be  joynted  to  the  old  Stocky,  and  frefhlj grow  ,  then 
fhall  P  oft  humus  end  his  miferies  ,  Britain  be  fortunate 
andflourifh  in  'Peace  and  Plenty. 
'Tisftill  a  D:eam  :  or  elfe  fuch  fluff  as  Mad-men 
Tongue,  and  brain  not :  cither  both,  or  nothing, 
Or  fenfeJefs  tpeaking,  or  a  fpcaking  fuch 
As  fer.fe  cannot  untie.  But  what  ir  is, 
The  Action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which  Tic  keep 
Ifc  cut  for  lympaihy. 

Enter  Gaoler. 

Gao.  Come  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
P  ft.  Over-ioaftcd  rather :  ready  long  agoe. 
Gao.  Hanging  \s  the  word  ,  Sir ,  if  you  be  ready  for 

that,  you  are  well  Cook'd. 
Poft.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  rcpaft  to  the  Spectators,  the 

difli  payes  the  fhot. 

Gao.  A  heavy  recr  on'rgfor  you,  Sir:  but  the  comfort 1 
is,  you  fhall  be  called  to  n<>  moic  payments,  fear  no  more 
Tavern  Bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of  parting ,  as 
the  procuring  of  miith  :  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of ; 

meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  rweh  drink  :  forry  that  j 
you  have  payed  too  much ,  and  lorry  that  you  are  payed  \ 
too  much  :  Purfeand  Brain ,  both  empty :  the  brain  the 
heavier,  for  being  too  light;  thePurfe  too  light,  being 
drawn  of  heavinefs.  Oh,  of  this  contradiction  you  fhall 
now  be  quit  :  Oh  the  charity  of  a  penny  Cord,it  fummes 
up  thoufands  in  a  trice:  you  have  no  true  Debtor  r  and 

Creditor  but  it:  of  what's  paft  ,  is, and  to  come  ,  thedif- 
ch'arge^  your  neck  (Si.)  is  Pen,  Book,  and  Counters:  fo 
the  Acquittance  follows. 

Poft.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  then  thou  art  to  live. 
Gao.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  flecps ,  feels  not  the  Tooth- 

Ache1:  but  a  man  that  were  to  fleep  your  fleep>  and  a 
Hangmn  to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  wouldchange 
places  with  his  Officer :  for  loi  k  you  ,  Sir ,  you  know  not 

which  way  you  fhall  go. 
Pefl.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Gao.  Your  death  has  eyes  in'shead  then  :  I  haye  not 
feen  him  fo  pictur'd  :  you  muft  either  be  directed  by  I 
fome  that  take  upon  them  to  know ,  or  to  take  upon  your ! 
felf that  which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know:  or  Jump| 

the  after^enquiry  on  your  own  peril :  and  how  you  fhall ' 
fpeed  in  your  joumics  end,  I  think  you'll  never  return to  tell  one. 

Poft.  I  tell  thee  ,  Feitow~,  there  are  none  want  eyes ,  to 
direct  them  the  way  I  am  gPApg  >  tut  fuch  as  wink ,  and  j 
and  will  not  ufe  them.  V 

Gao.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  fhould  1 
have  the  beft  ufe  cf  eyes  ,to  fee  the  way  of  blindnef$:: 

I  am  fure  fuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winkine . Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef  Knock  offhis  Manacles ,  bring  your  Prifoner  to  | •he  K  n<>. 

Poftjhou  bring  ft  good  newes,  I  am  call'd  to  be  made ' 
f.evvr.,!*  :d^:    :  V 

Gao.  I'lc  be  hang'd  theri. 

Poft.  fhou  fhalt  be  then  freer  then  a  Gaoler  j  no  bokS 

forf 
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tor  die  dead.  •  Sxeunt. 

Gao.  Unleffe  a  man  would  marry  a  Gallows,  and  be- 

get young  Gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone:  yet  on  my 

Conicience,  there  are  verier  Knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all 
he  be  a  Roman  :  and  there  be  fome  or  them  too  that  die 

againrt  their  wills:  fo  fhould  I ,  if  I  were  one.  I  would 
we  were  all  of  one  mind ,  and  one  mind  good :  O  there 

were  defolation  of  Gaolers  and  Galowfes  :  I  fpeak  a- 

oainli  my  prefent  profit,  but  my  wifhhatha  preferment 

fn't. 

Sceva  Quintzi* 

Enter  Cymbellne,  Bellaritu,  Guideriusy  Arvl- 
ragus,  Plfattioy  and  Lords. 

Cjjw.Stand  by  my  fide  you,  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Prefervers  of  my  Throne :  wo  is  my  heart, 
That  the  poor  Souldier  thatfo  richly  fought, 

Whofe  rags,  fham'd  gilded  Amies,  whofe  naked  breft 
Scept  before  Targes  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 

He  ("hall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if Our  Grace  can  make  him  fo. 
Bel.  I  never  faw 

Such  Noble  fury  in  fo  poor  a  Thing ; 

Such  precious  deeds,  in  one  that  promis'd  nought 
But  be^gery  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him? 

Pifa.  He  hath  bin  fearch'd  among  the  dead,and  living, But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  willadde 

To  you  ( the  Liver,  Heart,  and  Brain  of  Britain  ) 

By  whom  (I  grant)  fhe  lives.  'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.  Report  it. 

Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  Gentlemen : 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true,  nor  modeft, 
Unleffe  I  adde,  we  are  honeft. 

Cym.  Bow  your  knees: 

Arife  my  Knights  oth' Battle,  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  Dignities  becoming  your  eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  bufineffe  in  thefe  faces :  why  fo  fadly 

Greet  you  our  Victory  ?  you  look  like  the  Romans,' 
And  not  oth'Court  of  Britain. 

Corn.  Hail  great  King, 

To  fowre  your  happineffe,  I  mult  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  then  a  Phyfitian 
Would  this  report  become ;  but  I  confider, 

By  Med'cine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  feize  the  Doctor  too.  How  ended  fhe  ? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life, 
Which  (  being  cruel  to  the  world  )  concluded 
Moft  cruell  to  her  felf.  What  fhe  confeft, 

I  will  report  fo  pleafe  you.  Thefe  her  Women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  erre,  who  with  wet  cheeks 

Wereprefent  when  fhe  finifh'd. 
Cym.  Prithee  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  fhe  confeft  fhe  never  lov'd  you :  only 
AfFe&ed  Greatneffe  got  by  you :  not  you : 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place : 

Abhorr'd  your  perfon. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 
And  but  fhefpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed. 

Com.  Your  daughter ,  whom  fhe  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  fuch  integrity,  fhe  did  confeffe 

Was  a  Scorpion  to  her  fight,  whofe  life 
(  But  that  her  flight  prevented  it )  fhe  had 
Tane  off  by  poifon. 

Cym.  O  moft  delicate  fiend  ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  Woman  ?  is  there  more  ? 

Corn.  More,fir,  and  worfc.  She  did  confeffe  fhe  had 
For  you  a  mortal  Mineral,  which  being  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,andlingring, 

By  inches  wafteyou.  In  which  time,  fhe  purpos'd 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  killing,  to 

O'recome  you  with  her  fhew:  yes  and  in  time 
(  When  fhe  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 

Her  Son  into  th'adoption  of  the  Crown : 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  hisftrangc  abfence, 

Grew  fhameleffe  defperate,  opened  ( in  defpight 
Of  heaven,  and  men)  her  purpofes :  repented 

The  evils  fhe  hatch'd,  were  not  effected :  fo 
Difpairing,died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this, her  Women  ? 
Lad.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  highneffe, 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  fhe  was  beautifull : 
Mine  ears  that  heard  her  flattery,  nor  my  heart, 

That  thought  her  like  herfeeming.  It  had  been  vitious 
To  have  miftrufted  her :  yet  (Oh  my  Daughter) 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  maift  fay, 

And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.  Heaven  mend  all. 
Enter  Lucius  yIachimo, and  other  Romanfrlfoncrs, 

Leonatus  behind^  and  Imogen. 

Thou  com'ft  not  Calus  now  for  Tribute,  that 

The  Britalns  have  rac'd  out,  though  with  the  loffe 
Of  many  a  bold  one:  whofe  Kinfmen  have  made  fuit 

That  their  good  fouls  may  be  appeas'd,  with  (laughter 
Of  you  their  Captives,  which  our  felf  have  granted, 
So  think  of  your  eftate. 

Luc.  Confider,  fir,  the  chance  of  War  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us, 
We  fhould  not  when  the  bloud  was  cool,  have  threatned 
Our  Prifoners  with  the  Sword.  But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 

May  be  call'd  ranfome,  let  it  come.-  fufficeth,' 
A  Roman,  with  a  Romans  heart  can  fuffer : 

Augujlus  lives  to  think  on't :  and  fo  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.  This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat,  my  Boy  (  a  Britain  born) 
Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  Mafter  had 
A  page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occafions,tiue, 

So  feat,  fo  Nurfe-like  :  let  his  vertue  joyn 
With  my  requeft,  which  Tie  make  bold,  your  highneffe 
Cannot  deny :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harmc, 

Though  he  have  ferv'd  a  Roman.  Save  him  ( Sir  ) 
And  fpare  no  bloud  befide. 

Cym.  I  have  furely  fcen  him : 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me :  Boy,  , 

Thou  haft  look'd  thy  ,  felf  into  my  graceV 
And  art  mine  own.  I  know  not  why, wherefore, 
To  fay,  live  boy :  nere  thank  chy  Mafter,  live  ; 
And  ask  of  Cymbellne  what  Boon  thou  wilt, 

Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  ftate,Tle  give  it  .* 

,  - .  .|.       E  e  e  e  z  Y( 
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Yea  ,  chough  thou  do  demand  a  Prifoner, 
The  jffobleft  tane. 

Imo.  1  humbly  chank  your  Highneffe. 
Luc.  I  do  not  bid  cbee  beg  my  life,  good  Lad, 

And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 
Imo.  No,  no,  alack, 

There's  ocher  work  in  hand :  I  fee  a  thing 
Bicce:  co  mc  as  death  :  your  life,  good  Mailer, 
Muft  fhufflefor  it  felf. 

Lhc.  The  Boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me:  briefly  dye  their  joyes, 
Thac  place  then)  on  the  truth  of  Girls,  and  Boyes. 
Vhy  (lands  he  fo  perplcxt .? 

Cym.  What  would'ft  chou  Boy  ? 
I  love  thee  more,  and  more :  think  more  and  more 

What's  bcrt  to  ask.  Know'ft  him  thou  look'ft  on  ?  fpeak 
Wilt  have  him  live  ?  Is  he  thy  Kin  ?  thy  friend  ? 

Imo..  He  is  a  Roman,  no  more  kin  to  me, 

Then  I  to  your  Highnefte /who  being  born  your  vaffail 
Am  fomething  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  e'y  Yt  thou  him  fo  ?  • 
Imo.  Tie  tell  you  (Sir)  inprivats,  if  you  pleafe 

To  give  me  hearing. 
Cym.  I,  with  all  my  heart, 

And  lend  my  belt  attention!  What's  thy  flame  ? 
Imo.  F'tdeley  fir. 
Cym.  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  Page, 

I'le  be  thy  Matter :  walk  wkli-me.*  fpeak  freely. 
Bel.  Js  noc  this  Boy  rcviv'd  from  death  ? 
zArvi.  One  fand  another 

Not  more  jefembles  that  fwect  Rofie  Lad : 

Who  dyed,  and  was  Fldele  i  what  think  you  ? 
Gui.  The  fame  dead  thing  alive. 

^  Bel.  Peace,  peace,fee  further;  he  eyes  us  not,  forbear, 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  wer't  he,  I  am  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 

Gul.  But  we  fee  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  filent:  let's  fee  further. 
Pifa.  It  is  my  Miftris  I 

Since  fhe  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cym.  Come,  fhnd  thou  by  our  fide. 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.  Sir,  ftep  you  forth, 
Give  anfwer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely, 
Or  by  your  Gieatncfle,  and  the  grace  of  it 
(  Which  is  our  honour  )  bitter  torture  fhall 

J  Winnow  the  truth  from  falfhood.  On,  fpeak  to  him. 
Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  Gentleman  may  tender 

Of  whom  he  had  this  Ring. 

Poft.  What's  that  to  him:  ' 
Cym.  That  Diamond  upon  your  finger,  fay 

How  came  it  yours  ? 

lach.  Thou'ic  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 
Which  to  be  fpoke  wou'd  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How  ?  me  ? 

Iach.  I  am  glad  to  be  conflrain'd  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.  By  Villany 

I  got  this  Ring  :  'twas  Leonatm  Jewel,  . 
Whom  thou  did'ft  banifh:  and,  which  moie  may  grieve 
As  ic  doth  me ,  a  Nobler  Sir  ne're  liv'd  (thee, 

'Twixt  sky  and  ground.  Wilt  thou  hear  more  my  Lord  ? 
Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  Paragon,  thy  daughter,  ••• 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  bloud,  and  my  falfefpirits 
Quail  to  remember.  Give  me  leave,  I  faint. 

Cym.  My  daughter  what  of  her  ?  Renew  thy  ftrength 

I  had  rather  chou  Ihoul'tt  live,  while  Nature  will 
Then  die  ere  I  hear  more  :  ftrivc  man,  and  fpeak.* lach.  Upon  a  time,  unhappy  was  the  dock 
That  ftrook  the  hour  j  it  was  in  Rome,  accurft 
The  Manfion  where  :  'twas  at  a  feaft,  oh  would 
Our  Viands  had  bin  poifon'd  (or at  leaft 
Thole  which  I  heav'd  to  head :  )  the  good  Pofthumus (  What  Ihould  I  fey  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were,  and  was  the  belt  of  all 

Among'ft  the  rar'ft  of  good  ones ).  fitting  fadly, 

Hearing  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy  ° For  beauty,  that  made  barren  the  fwell'd  boaft 
Of  him  that  heft  could  fpeak :  for  Feature,  lamin* 
TheSh  l  ine  of  V inns,  or  ftnight-pight  Minerva^ 
Poftures,  beyond  brief  Nature.  For  Condition, 
A  fhopof  the  qualities,  that  man 
Loves  woman  fo-,  befides  that  hook  of  Wivin 
Fairneffe,  which  ftnkes  the  eye. 

Cym.  I  ftand  on  fire.  Come  to  the  matter. 
lach.  All  too  foon  I  fhall, 

Unlefle  thou  would'ft  grieve  quickly.  This  Pofthumusy 
Moft  like  a  Noble  Lord,  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  Royal  Lover,  took  his  hint, 

And  (not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd,  therein He  was  as  calme  as  vertue  )  he  began 
His  Miftris  piiture,  which  by  his  tongue,  being  made, 

And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Werecrack'd  of  Kitchin-Trulls,  or  his  description 
Prov'd  us  unfpeaking  fots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  th'purpofe. lach.  Your  daughters  Chattity , (there  it  begins) 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hoc  dreams, 
And  fhe  alone  were  cold  :  Whereat,  I  wretch 

Made  fcruple  of  his  praife,  and  wag'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  Gold,  'gainft  this,  which  then  he  wore 

Upon  his  honor'd  finger;  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of's  bed,  and  win  this  Ring 
By  hers, and  mine  Adultery:  he  (true  Knight ) 
No  leffer  of  her  honour  confident 

Then  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  Ring, 
And  would  fo,  had  it  been  a  Carbuncle 
Of  Phoebm  Wheel ;  and  might  fo  fafely,  had  it 

Bin  all  the  worth  of's  Car.  Away  to  Britain 
Poft  I  in  this  defigne :  well  may  you  (  Sir  ) 

Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 

Of  your  chaft  Daughter,  the  wide  difference 

'Twixt  Amorous,  and  Villanous,  Being  thus  quench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing ;  mine  Italian  brain, 

'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Moft  vildly  :  for  my  vantage  excellent. 

And  to  be  brief,  my  pradtife  fo  prevail'd 
That  I  return'd  with  fimular  proof  enough, 
To  make  the  Noble  Leonatus  mad, 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  Renown, 
With  Tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 

Of  Chamber  hanging,  Pictures,  this  her  Bracelet 
(  Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it )  nay  fome  marks 
Of  fecret  on  her  perfon,  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  Chaftity  quite  crack'd, I  having  tane  the  forfeit,  whereupon, 
Me  thinks  I  fee  him  now. 

Poft.  I,fothoudo'ft, Italian  Rend.  Aye  me,  moft  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murtherer,  Thief,  any  thing 

That's  due  to  all  the  Villains  paft,  in  being 
To  come.  Oh  give  me  Cord,  Knife,  or  poifon, 

Some 
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I  Some  upright  Jjifticcr.  Thou  King,  fend  out 
|  For  toicurcs  irgen;ous :  ic  is  I 

j  That  all  th'abhoncd  things  oth'earth  amepd 
i  By  being  worfe  then  they.  Iam  Poflhumus, 

\  That  kill'd  thy  Daughter :  Villain-Lkc,  I  lie, 
j  That  caus'd  a  lelTcr  villain  then  my  felf,  . 

'.  A  facrilegious  Thief  to  do't.  The  Temple 
|  Of  Vertue  was  fhe :  yea,  and  (he  her  felf. 
Spet,  and  throw  (tones,  call  myre  upon  me,fet 

The  dogs oth'ftreet  to  baitme  :  every  villain 
Be  call'd  Pojlhnmus  LeonatHsyand 
Be  villany  kffe  then  'twas.  Oh  Imogen  I 
My  Q^ieen,  my  life,  my  wife :  oh  Imogen^ 
Imog en,  Imogen. 

Imo.  Pea^e,  my  Lord,  hear,  hear. 

Tfli?.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ? 
Thou  fcomfull  Page,  there  lie  thy  part, 

Pifa.  Oh  Gentleman, help, 
Mine  and  your  Miftris :  Oh,  my  Lord  PofihnmuSy 

'You  ne're  kill'd  Imogen  till  now  :  help,  help, 
vline  honor'd  Lady. 
Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round? 
Pofl.  How  comes  thefe  (taggers  on  me  ? 

*pifa.  Wake  my  Miftris. 
Cym.  If  this  be  fo,  the  gods  do  mean  to  (trike  me 

To  death  with  mortal  joy. 
Pifa.  How  fares  my  Miftris. 
Imp,  Oh  get  tkee  from  my  fight, 

Thou  gav'ft  me  poifon :  dangerous  Fellow  hence, Breath  not  where  Princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen.    .  * 
PZ/^Xacly,  the  gods  throw  (tones  of  fulphurc  on  me,  if 

That  box  I  gave  you,  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  pretious  thing,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  (till. 

Imo.  Itpoyfon'd  me. 
Corn.  Oh  gods  / 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confeft, 
Which  mult  approve  theshoneft.  If  Pifanio 
Have  ( fa;d  fhe )  given  his  Mifttis  chat  Confection 

Which  I  gave  him  for  Cordial,  fhe  is  ferv'd, 
As  I  would  ferve  a  Rat. 

Cym.  What's  this, Cornelius} 
Corn.  The  Queen  (  Sir  )  very  oft  importun'd  me 

To  temper  poifons  for  her,  (till  pretending 
The  (acisfa&ion  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  Creatures  vild,  as  Cats  and  Dogs 
Of  no  efteem,  I  dreading,  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  (tuff,  which  being  tane,  would  feize 

The  prefent  power  of  life,  but  in  (hort  time, 
All  Offices  of  Nature, fhould  again 
-Do  their  due  Functions.  Have  you  tane  of  it? 

Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  Boyes,  there  was  our  error. 
(jhi.  This  is  fure  Fidele. 
Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  Lady  fro  you? 

Think  that  you  are  upon  a  Rock,  and  now 
Throw  me  agjain. 

Pofl.  Hang  there  like  fruit,"  my  foul, Till  the  tree  die. 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flefh  ?  my  child  ? 

What,  inak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  Act? 
Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  blefling,  fir. 

B el.  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye  not, 

You  had  a  motive  for'r. 

Cjlfl,  Mj  tcats  that  fall Prove  holy-water  on  thee ;  Imogen^ 

Thy  Mother's  dead. 
Imo%  I  am  forry  for't>  my  Lord. 
Cym.  Oh,  (he  was  nought ;  and  long  of  her  it  was 

That  we  meet  here  fo  (tiangely  :  but  her  Son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pifa.  My  Lord, 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'le  fpeak  troth.  Lord  Clotten 
Upon  my  Ladies  milling,  came  tome 
With  hisfword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  mouth ,  and  fvvore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  (he  was  gone, 
It  was  my  inftant  death.  By  accident, 
I  had  a  feigned  Letter  of  my  Mailers 
Then  in  my  pocket,  which  directed  him 
To  feek  her  on  the  Mountains  n ere  to  Milfordy 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  Mafiers  Garmenrs 

(  Which  he  infote'd  from  me  )«away  he  ports With  unchaft  purpofe,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  Ladies  honour,  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  rjpt. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  Story  :  I  flew  him  there. 
Cymb.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend. 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds,  (huuld  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  fentence :  prithee  valiant  youch 
Deny't  again. 

Qui.  1  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 
Cym.  Hi.-  was  a  Prince,  jr. 
Gui.  A  moft  incivil  one.  The  wrongs  he  did  me 

Were  nothing  Prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  Language  that  would  make  mc  fpurn  the  Sea, 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me.  I  cut  off's  head, 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  itanding  here 
To  tell  this  talc  of  mine, 

Cym.  I  am  forry  for  thee  : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  muft 
Endure  our  Law :  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo.  That  headleffe  man  I  thought  had  bin  my  Lord 
Cym.  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  ourprefence, 
Bel.  Stay,  Sir  King. 

This  man  is  better  then  the  man  he  flew, 

As  well  defcended  as  thy  felf,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  mer  ited,  then  a  band  of  Clottens 
Had  ever  fear  for.  Let  his  Armes  alone, 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why  old  Souldier : 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for 

By  tafting  of  our  wrath  ?  how  of  defcent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arvi.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  (halt  die  for't. Bel.  We  will  die  all  three,  > 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.  My  Sons,  I  muft 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  fpeech, 

Though  haply  well  for  you. 

Arvi.  Your  danger's  ours.  . 
Gmi.  And  our  good,  his. 
Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave 

Thou  had'ft  (  great  King  )  a  Subject,  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is  a  banifh'd  traitor, 
Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 

Affum'd  this  age :  indeed  a  banifh'd  man, 
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I  know  how,  a  Traitor. 

Cym.  Take  hitn  hence, 
The  whole  world  (hall  not  fave  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot ; 

Firft  pay  me  for  the  Nurfing  of  thy  Sons, 
And  let  it  be  confifcate  all,  fo  foon 

As  I. have  receiy'd  it. 
Cym.  Ninfing  of  my  Sons  ? 

Bel.  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fawcy :  here's  my  knee: 
Ere  I  arife,  1  will  prcferre  my  Sons, 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  Father.  Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  Gentlemen  that  call  me  father, 

And  think  they  are -my  Sons,  are  none  of  mine, 
They  are  the  iflue  of  your  Loyns,  My  Liege, 
And  bloud  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How  ?  my  ivTue, 

Bel.  So  lure  as  you,  your  fathers :  I  (  old  Morgan  ) 

Am  that  BelUrlm^  whom  you  fometime  banifh'd  : 
Your  pleafure  was  my  near  offence,  mv  punifhment 

It  felf,  and  all  my  treafon  that  I  fufrer'd, 
Was  all  the  harme  I  did.  Thefe  gentle  Princes 
(  For  fuch,  and  fo  they  arc  )  thefe  twenty  years 

Have  I  truin'd  up ;  thofe  Arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them.  My  breed  ng  was  (  Sir  ) 
As  your  Highneffe  knows,  their  Nurfe  Euriphile 
(  Whom  for  the  Theft  I  wedded)  Hole  thefe  Children 

Upon  my  Banifhmcnt :  I  moov'd  her  too't, 
Having  receiv'd  the  punifhment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.  Beaten  for  Loyalty, 
Excited  me  to  treafon.  Their  dear  lofTe, 

The  more  of  you  'twas  felt ,  the  more  it  (hap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  (tealing  them.  But  gracious  Sir, 
Here  are  your  Sons  again :  and  I  rauft  loofe 

Two  of  the  fweet'ft  Companions  in  the  World. 
The  benedi  ftion  of  thefe  covering  heavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew,for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  heaven  with  Starrs. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'ft,  and  fpcak'ft  : 
The  Service  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 

Unlike,  then  this  thou  teH'ft.  1  loft  my  children, 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  veifh 
A  pair  of  worthier  Sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while : 
This  Gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polidore, 

Molt  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guideriui  : 
This  Gentleman,  my  CadwaH,  Arviragtts. 
Your  younger  Princely  Son,  he  fir,  was  lapt 

In  a  moft  curious  Mantle,  wrought  by  th'hand 
Of  his  Q|iecn  Mother,  which  for  more  probation 
I  can  with  eafe  produce. 

Cym.  Gmderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  Mole,  a  fanguine  Scar, 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he, 

Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  naturall  (tamp ; 
It  was  wife  Natures  end,  in  the  donation 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  Mother  to  the  birth  of  three  >  Nere  Mother 

Rejoyc'd  deliverance  more }  Bleft,  pray  you  be, 
That  after  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  Orbes, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now :  Oh  Imogen^ 
Thou  haft  loft  by  this  a  Kingdome. 
I  Imo.  No,  my  Lord : 

II  have  got  two  worlds  by'c.  Oh  my  gentle  Brothers, 
pave  we  thus  met  ?  Oh  never  fay  hereafter 

But  I  am  trucft  fpcaker..  You  call'd  me  Brother 
When  I  was  but  your  Sifter:  I  you  Brother, 
When  we  were  fo  indeed* 

Cym.  Did  you  ere  meet  ? 
*drvl.  I  my  good  Lord. 

Gut.  And  at  firft  meeting  lov'd, 
Continu'd  fo,  tintill  we  thought  he  died. 

Com.  By  the  Queens  Dram  fhe  fwallow'd. 
Cym.  O  rare  inftinc-t  f 

When  fhall  I  hear  all  through  ?  this  fierce  abridgement, 
Hath  to  it  Circumftantial  branches,  which 

Diftindtion  fhould  be  rich:n.  Where?  how  liv'dyou? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  our  Roman  Captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  Brother?  How  firft  met  them? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  Court  ?  And  whether  thefe  ? 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  Battle ;  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  fhould  be  demanded, 
And  all  the  other  by-dependances 
From  chance  to  chance  ?  But  not  the  time,  nor  place 
Will  ferve  our  long  Interrogatories.  See, 
Pofihamtti  Anchors  upon  Imogen ; 

And  fhe  (  like  ha  i  mleffe  lightning  )  throws  her  eye 
On  him :  her  brochers ,  Me:  her  Mafter  hitting 

each  ol  jecSt  with  a  Joy :  the  Counter-change 

Is  feverally  in  all.  Let's  quit  this  ground, 
And  fmoak  the  Temple  with  our  Sacrifices. 

Thou  art  my  Brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 
Imo.  You  are  my  Mocher  too,  and  did  relieve  me: 

To  fee  this  gracious  feafon. 

Cym.  All  OBe-joy'd^ 
Navc  thefe  in  bonds,  let  them  be  joyfull  too, 
For  they  (Tiall  tafte  our  Comfoit. 

Imo.  My  good  Mafter,  I  will  yet  do  you  fervice. 
Luc .  Happy  be  you. 

Cym.  The  forlorn  Souldier  that  fo  Nobly  fought 

He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grae'd. The  thank  ngs  of  a  King. 

Pofi.  I  am,  fir, 

The  iouldier  that  did  company  thefe  three 

In  poor  befeeming  :  'twas  a  fitment  for 
Thepurpofel  then  foliow'd.  That  I  was  he, 
Speak  Idchimo^  I  had  you  down  and  might 
Have  made  your  finim. 

lach.  I  am  down  again: 

But  now  my  heavy  Confcience  finks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.  Take  that  life,  befeech  you, 
Which  I  fo  often  owe:  but  your  Ring  firft, 

And  here  your  Bracelet  of  the  trueft  Princeffe 
That  ever  fwore  her  faith. 

Pofi.  Kneel  not  tome: 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  fpare  you  : 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  foi give  you.  Live  ! 
\nd  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doem'd  : We'll  learn  our  -reeneffe  of  a  Son-in-Law: 

Pardon's  the  word  to  all.  I 
os4rvl.  You  holp  us,  fir, 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  Brother, 

Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 
Pofi.  Your  Servant,  Princes  Good  my  Lord  of  Rome ' 

Call  forth  your  Sooth-layer :  As  I  fl.pt,  me  thought 

Great  Jupiter  upon  his  Eagle  back'd 
Appeai'd  to  me,  with  other  fprighdy  fhews 
Of  mine  own  Kmdtcd.  When  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  Labell  on  my  bofome :  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  fenfe  in  hardr.effe,  that  I  can  { •  Mike. 
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j  Make  no  Condition  of  it.  Lcc  him  ("hew i  H  s  skill  in  the  conftruftion. 
Luc,  Pkltarntinm. 

Sooth.  Here,  irw  good  Lord. 
Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Rebels. 

WHen  as  a  Lyons  whelp  ,  {hall  to  himfelf unknown, 

w'lthont  feekjngfindy  and  be  embrac  d  by  a  piece 
ef  tender  A'rr:and  when  from  aflat ely  Cedar  (hall  be  loft 
trancheSywhlch  being  dad  many  yeares  ,  (hall  after  re- 

vive ,  be  joynted  to  the  old  Stocky  and  fre(hly grow ,  then 
(hall  Poflhumus  end  his  miferles  ,  Britain  be  fortunate, 
and  fljHrlfh  in  Peace,  and  Plenty. 
Thou  Leonatnt  art  the  Lyon  s  Whelp, 

The  fic  and  apt  Conftru£tion  of  thy  name. 
Beim*  Leonatns*  doth  imoort  fo  much : 

The  piece  of  tender  Air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 
Which  we  call  Mollis  Aer,sr\d  Mollis  Aer 
We  term  it  Muller  :  which  Muller  1  divine 

Is  this  moft  conftant  Wife ,  who  even  now 

Anfwenng  the  Letter  of  the  Oracle, 

Unknown  to  youunfought ,  were  dipt  about 
Wich  this  moft  tender  Air. 

Cynt.  This  hath  fome  iecming. 
Sooth.  The  lofty  Cedar,  Royal  ̂ jmbellne^ 

Perlonates  thee  :  And  thy  lopt  Branches,  point 
Thy  two  Sonnes  forth  ?  who  by  Belarltu(\o\n 

For  many  yeares  thought  dead,  arc  now  reviv'd 

To  the  Majeftick  Cedar  joyn'd ;  whofc  ilTue 

Promifes  Britain,  Peace  and  Plenty. 

Cym.  Well,  '  .  „ My  Peace  we  will  begin  :  And  Calm  Lucius, 
Although  the  Vfiftor,  we  fubmit  to  Cxfart 
And  to  the  koman  Empire  j  ptomiilng 

To  pay  our  wonted  Tribute,  itma\  the  which 
We  were  diflwaded  by  our  wicked  Queen, . 
Whom  Heavens  in  juliice  both  on  her,  and  hers? 
Have  laid  moft  heavy  hand.  > 

Sotth.  The  fingeis  of  the  Powres  above,  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  Peace :  the  Villon 

Which  I  made  known  to  Lncius  e're  the  ftroke 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold-Battel,at  this  inftant 

Isfullaccomplifh'd.  For  the  Roman  Eagle 
>:rorri  South  to  Weft,  on  wing  foanng  aloft 

Leffend  her  felf,  and  in  the  Beams  o'th'Sun 
So  vanifh'd ;  which  fore-fhew'd  our  Princely  Eagle 
rh'I  iiperial  Ctfar ,  ftiould  again  unite . 
His  favour,  with  the  Radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  Urines  here  in  the  Weft. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods, 
And  let  our  crooked  Smoaks  climb  to  their  Noftrils 

From  our  bleft  Altais.  Publidi  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  Subjects.  Sc  we  forward ;  let 
\  Roman,  and  a  Brittlfh  Eniign  wave 

Friendly  together .;  fo  through  Lud's-Town  march, 
And  in  the  Temple  of  great  Jupiter 

)ur  Peace  we'll  ratifie.  Seal  it  with  feafts. 
^et  on  there  :  Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe 

(E're  bloudy  hands  were  wafh'd)  with  fuch  a  Peace. Exeunt. 

FINIS. 



I 

•I  V  I 









55 

S  D)X>>3 

Ills 

> 1  ̂  »  >  )  >»i  X» I* )>^>  3 

^0^^^Mil»5$*?3Jl)T®  DDK* 

Rll:  Ills 

»2PL 

^^MS  ̂ ^l  rim  im^MilJ 






